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DAWN OF FAME:

The Career of
Stanley G. Weinbaum

By

SAM MOSKOWITZ

The economic blackness of the Depression hung like a pall
over the spint of America. The year was 1934 and even
though many may have desired the temporary escape which
science fiction provided, they frequently could not afford to
purchase more than a monthly magazine or two.

In such an atmosphere, publishers of the three surviving
science fiction magazines competed desperately for a dimin-
ishing pool of readers. Wonder Stories, Hugo Gemsback’s
current venture in an exclusively science fiction magazine,
gave preference to stories with new ideas and unusual ap-
proaches to the worlds of tomorrow. In this, it was joined in
grim competition with Astounding Stories. This magazine,
after a nine-month lapse in 1933, had been purchased by
Street & Smith, and it also featured new and startling ideas,
labeling its most unorthodox stories “thought variants.”
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Though harried by financial difficulties, Gemsback hu-
mored his teen-age editor, Charles D. Hornig, and took time
out to read a short story which had just come in the mail.
Publisher and editor, displaying remarkable restraint consider-
ing their mutual enthusiasm, wiote in the blurb for A Martian
Odyssey by unknown Stanley G. Weinbaum in the July 1934
issue of Wonder Stories: “Our present author . . . has written
a science fiction tale so new, so breezy, that it stands out head
and shoulders over similar interplanetarian stories.”

Readers were unreserved in their enthusiasm. The torrent
of praise reached such proportions that Hornig, in reply to
a reader’s ecstatic approval, revealed: “Weinbaum’s story
has already received more praise than any story in the history
of our publication.”

This statement was no small thing, for even in 1934 Won-
der Stories had a star-studded five-year history which included
outstanding tales by John Taine, Jack Williamson, Clifford
D. Simak, David H. Keller, Rav Cummings, John W. Camp-
bell, Jr., Stanton A. Coblentz, Clark Ashton Smith, Edmond
Hamilton, Robert Arthur, H. P. Lovecraft (a revision of the
work of Hazel Heald), and dozens of other names which
retain much of their magic, even across the years.

Told in one of the most difficult of narrative techniques,
that of the flash-back, A Martian Odyssey was in all respects
professionally adroit. The style was light and jaunty, without
once becoming farcical, and the characterizations inspiredly
conceived throughout. A cast of alien creatures that would
have seemed bizarre for The Wizard of Oz was somehow
brought into dramatic conflict on the red sands of Mars in a
wholly believable manner by the stylistic magic of this new
author.

It was Weinbaum’s creative brilliance in making strange
ceatures seem as real as the characters in David Copperfield
that impressed readers most. Twe-er-r-1], the intelligent Mar-
tian, an ostrich-like alien with useful manipular appendages
—obviously heir of an advanced technology—is certainly one
of the truly great characters in science fiction.
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The author placed great emphasis on the possibility that
so alien a being would think differently from a human being
and therefore perform actions which would seem paradoxical
or completely senseless to us. This novel departure gave a new
dimension tc the interplanetary “strange encounter” tale.

Twe-er-r-rl was not the only creature to whom difficult-to-
understand psychology was applicable. In A Martian Odyssey
there was also the silicon monster, who lived on sand, excret-
ing bricks as a by-product and using them to build an endless
series of pyramids; round four-legged creatures, with a pattemn
of eyes around their circumference, who spent their entire
lives wheeling rubbish to be crushed by a giant wheel which
occasionally turned traitor and claimed one of them instead;
and a tentacled plant which lured its prey by hypnotically
conjuring up wish-fulfillment images.

How thousands of readers felt about Stanley G. Weinbaum
can best be summed up by quoting H. P. Lovecraft, one of
the greai masters of fantasy.

I saw with pleasure that someone had at last escaped the
sickening hackneyedness in which 99.99% of all pulp inter-
planetary stuff is engulfed. Here, I rejoiced, was somebody
who could think of another planet in terms of something
besides anthropomorphic kings and beautiful princesses and
battles of space ships and ray-guns and attacks from the hairy
sub-men of the “dark side” or “polar cap” region, etc., etc.
Somehow he had the imagination to envisage wholly alien
sitnations and psychologies and entities, to devise consistent
events from wholly alien motives and to refrain from the
cheap dramatics in which almost all adventure-pulpists wal-
low. Now and then a touch of the seemingly trite would
appear—but before long it would be obvious that the author
had introduced it merely to satirize it. The light touch did
not detract from the interest of the tales—and genuine sus-
pense was secured without the catchpenny tricks of the
majority. The tales of Mars, I think, were Weinbaum’s best
—those in which that curiously sympathetic being “Tweel”

figure.
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Too frequently, authors who cause a sensation with a single
story are characterized as having come “out of nowhere.”
Weinbaum’s ability to juggle the entire trunkful of standard
science fiction gimmicks and come up with something new
was not merely a matter of talent. It was grounded in high
intelligence, an excellent scientific background, and, most
important of all, a thorough knowledge of the field.

Weinbaum had read science fiction since the first issue of
Amazing Stories in 1926. Before that he had devoured
Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley, Edgar Allan Poe, Jules Verne,
H. G. Wells, A. Conan Doyle, and Edgar Rice Burroughs, as
well as many of the great utopian writers.

A graduate chemical engineer, Stanley G. Weinbaum left
that field in his early twenties, to trv his hand at fiction. His
first successful tale was a romantic sophisticated novel, The
I.ady Dances, which was syndicated by King Features in the
earlv 1930s under the pen name of Marge Stanley, a combi-
nation of his wife’s name with his own because he felt that a
woman'’s byline would be more acceptable on that kind of
story.

Several other experimental novels were written during this
period, inclading two that were science fiction: The Mad
Bra:n and The New Adam. He also turned out an operetta,
Omar, the Tent Maker, with the music written by his sister,
Helen Weinbaum Kasson; a short story, Real and Imaginary;
and a short-short, Graph. None of these was ever submitted to
a fantasy periodical during his lifetime. The operetta has
never been published or produced. A sheaf of poetry dating
from this period must be in existence, judging by the manner
in which he interspersed verse into the text of almost all of
his novels.

Weinbaum must have tumed to writing because he was a
creative artist with an overwhelming urge to write, for cer-
tainly, as a means of earning a livelihood during the Depres-
sion, science fiction was not rewarding. He was thirty-two
years old when A Martian Odyssey appeared in Wonder
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Stories and the sum he received for the story, at the prevail-
ing rates, could scarcely have exceeded $¢s.

Over at Street & Smith, Desmond Hall, as assistant to F.
Orlin Tremaine, read the tale and was greatly impressed. He
prevailed upon Julius Schwartz, then the only literary agent
specializing in science fiction, to see what he could do about
getting some Weinbaum material for Astounding Stories.
Schwartz was also editor of Fantasy Magazine, a science fic-
tion fan publication, as well as a partner in the Solar Sales
Service with his close friend, Mort Weisinger. He had entry
to all editorial offices. The problem now was how to obtain
Weinbaum’s address.

“Everyone believes that Weinbaum is a pen name for a
wellknown author,” he ventured to Homig of Wonder
Stories.

“You mean Ralph Milne Farley?” Homig queried, after
checking his files and noting that both Weinbaum and Far-
ley lived in Milwaukee. His expression was noncommittal.

“What address did Farley use?” Schwartz asked, hoping
that Homig would be reasonably co-operative. “3237 North
QOakland Avenue,” Homig replied.

That was all Schwartz needed to know. He wrote Wein-
baum and offered to handle his work. Weinbaum agreed and
sent him a new short story, The Circle of Zero. It was turned
down by every magazine in the field, but an agent-author
relationship was formed that was to endure long after Wein-
baum'’s death and become a major factor in the perpetuation
of his fame.

Anxious to capitalize upon the popularity of A Martian
Odyssey, Hornig urged Weinbaum to write a sequel. Wein-
baum agreed and then played a strangely acceptable trick
upon his readers.

An earlier draft of A Martian Odyssey had been titled
Valley of Dreams. Weinbaum found that, with a few addi-
tions and a little rewriting, it would serve magnificently as a
sequel. He made the changes and sent the story to Wonder
Stories. The story appeared in the November 1934 issue and
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if the readers suspected they were being entertained by the
same story twice you couldn’t tell it from their letters.

Despite the intervention of the intrepid Julius Schwartz,
Wonder Stories might have kept Weinbaum on an exclusive
basis a while longer had it not been for an overexacting edi-
torial policy. Weinbaum had submitted Flight on Titan, a
novelette speckled with such strange life forms as knife kites,
ice ants, whiplash trees, and threadworms. It was not up to
the level of the Odyssey stories, but was considerably superior
to the general level of fiction Hornig was running at the time.

Nevertheless, it was rejected because it did not contain a
“new” idea and Schwartz, toting it like a football around
end, scored a touchdown at Astounding Stories. The story
was instantly accepted.

Parasite Planet, which appeared in Astounding Stories for
March 1935, the month after Flight on Titan, was the first
of a trilogy featuring Ham Hammond and Patricia Burlin-
game. Though this story was merely a light romantic trave-
logue, the slick handling of the excursion across Venus with
its Jack Ketch Trees which whirled lassos to catch their food,;
doughpots, 1nindless omnivorous masses of animate cells, and
the cyclops-like, semi-intelligent triops noctivans, charmed
the readers with a spell reminiscent of Martian Odyssey.

In a sense, all of Weinbaum’s stories were one with Hom-
er’s Cdyssey, inasmuch as they were fundamentally alien-
world travel tales. The plot of each was a perilous quest. Be-
ginning with his tales in Astounding Stories, Weinbaum in-
troduced a maturely shaded boy-meets-girl element, something
brand new to the science fiction of 1935, and he handled it
as well as the best of the women’s-magazine specialists. The
wonderful outré creatures he invented were frosting on the
cake, an entirely irresistible formula.

To all this Weinbaum now added a fascinating dash of
philosophy with The Lotus Eaters, a novelette appearing in
the April 1935 Astounding Stories and unquestionably one
of his most brilliant masterpieces. On the dark side of Venus,
Ham and Pat meet a strange cavern-dwelling creature, actu-
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ally a warm-blooded planet, looking like nothing so much as
an inverted bushel basket, whom they dub Oscar. Intellectu-
ally almost omnipotent, Oscar is able to amive at the most
astonishingly accurate conclusions about his world and the
universe by extrapolating from the elementary exchanges of
information. Despite his intelligence, Oscar has no philo-
sophical objection to being eaten by the malevolent trioptes,
predatory marauders of his world.

The entire story is nothing more than a series of questicns
and answers between the lead characters and Oscar, yet the
reader becomes so absorbed that he might very easily imagine
himself to be under the influence of the narcotic spores which
are responsible for the Venusian’s pontifical inertia.

Economic considerations as well as loyalty to the magazine
which had published his first important science fiction story
required that Weinbaum continue to consider Wonder Sior-
ies as a market, despite its low word rates. Realizing that the
magazine was reluctant to publish any story that did not
feature a new concept, he gave the editors what they wanted,
selling in a single month, December 1934, three short stories,
Pygmalion’s Spectacles, The Worlds of If, and The Ideal.

The first, appearing in the June 1935 Wonder Stories, cen-
ters about the invention of a new type of motion picture,
where the viewer actually thinks he is participating in the
action. The motion picture involves a delightful boy-meets-
girl romance, ending when the viewer comes awake from the
hypnotic effect of the film to leam that he has participated
in a fantasy. All is happily resolved when he finds that the
feminire lead was played by the inventor’s daughter and
romance is still possible.

The Worlds of If was the first of a series of three storics
involving Professor van Manderpootz, an erratic bearded
scientist, and young Dixon Wells, who is always late and
always sorry. The plot revolves about a machine that will
show the viewer what would have happened if he had—mar-
ried a woman other than his wife; not gone to college; flunked
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his final exams, or taken that other job. The humor is broad
2nd the plotting a bit too synoptic to be effective.

The second story in the series, The Idedl, has for its thcme
the building of a machine which will reveal a man’s mental
and emotional orientation to reality through a systematic
exploration of his subconscious motives.

The final story, The Point of View, is based on the imag-
inative assumption that, through the use of an even more
remarkable machine—an “attitudinizer”—one can see the
world through the minds of otheis. The three stories are al-
most identical, varied only by the nature of the invention
itself. There is a striking similarity in theme and characteriza-
tion between this story and Erckmann-Chatrian’s short story
Hans Schnap’s Spy Glass—even to the use of the term “point
of view”—which appeared in the collection The Bells; or, The
Polish Jew, published in England in 1872.

Despite their slightness, the van Manderpootz tales are
important because fascinating philosophical speculations ac-
company each descfiption of a mechanical gimmick. Enliv-
ened by humor and carried easily along on a high polish,
Weinbaum'’s style now effectively disguised the fact that a
philosopher was at work.

Understandably gaining confidence with snccess, Wein-
baum embarked on a more ambitious writing program. He
began work on a short novel, the 25,000-word Dawn of Flame,
featuring a woman of extraordinary beauty, Black Margot,
and stressing human characterization and emotional conflict.
A disappointment awaited him, however. The completed
novel went the rounds of the magazines and was rejected as
not being scientific or fantastic enough.

He altered the formula slightly, still featering Black Mar-
got but sacrificing some of the literary quality for the sake of
action and adventure. The new and much longer version—it
ran to 65,000 words—was called The Black Flame.

Wiih its hero from the present awakening in the future to
find himself in a divided world, its beautiful princess, its
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strange contrast of advanced science and medieval battle, and
its fast pace and color, it should have been the answer to
a pulp editor’s dream. The novel was rejected a second time.

In his home city Weinbaum was invited to join a group
of fiction writers who called themselves The Milwaukee Fic-
tioneers. Members included Ralph Milne Farley, who had
earned a considerable reputation as creator of The Radio
Man series and other science fiction novels for Argosy; Ray-
mond A. Palmer, a future editor of Amazing Stories; Arthur
R. Tofte, an occasional contributor to the science fiction
magazines, and Lawrence A. Keating, a popular Western
story writer of the thirties. With his ready unaffected wit
and his interest in people and the world, Stanley Grauman
Weinbaum quickly won the sincere friendship of the entire
group.

Within a few months, Ralph Milne Farley—the pseudo-
nym of Roger Sherman Hoar, a former United States Senator
from Wisconsin—who was doing a series of detective stories
for Tiue Gang Life, suggested a collaboration. Weinbaum
wrote with Farley, Yellow Slaves, which appeared in True
Gang Life for February 1936.

This was the first of several Weinbaum-Farley collabora-
tions, including Smothered Seas, which appeared in Astound-
ing Stories for January 1936 and dealt with the appearance of
a strange alga which forms a scum over the surface of the seas
of the world and then covers the continents, impeding trans-
portation. It was a pleasant but undistinguished story.

The method followed by Weinbaum and Farley in collab-
oration was puzzling. Weinbaum would complete the entire
first draft, and Farley would fill in the details and do the final
polishing job. This seems strange, in view of the fact that
Weinbaum was a master stylist, capable of writing the most
finished prose.

The rejection of Flame now convinced Weinbaum that he
would either have to write formula materia! for the pulps,
a formula of his own invention, or go unpublished. Precious
months had gone by in which he had written stories which
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satisfied him artistically but produced no income. The records
of his agent, Julius Schwartz, show that Weinbaum derived
nct a penny from writing science fiction from the end of
December 1934 until June 15, 1935, when The Planet of
Doubt brought a check for $110 from Tremaine at Astound-
ing Stories.

The final story of the Ham and Pat series, The Planet of
Doubt suffers by comparison with The Lotus Eaters. It is evi-
dent now that Weinbaum was planet-hopping for immediate
remuneration and not for the satisfaction of using his talent
to its utmost. But by the time this story appeared, in the
October 1935 issue of Astounding, Weinbaum could do no
wrong, and this amusing tale of the animated linked sausages
of Uranus was taken in stride by the readers.

It has been claimed that the pen name John Jessel, used
by Weinbaum for his story The Adaptive Ultimate, was
adopted because he feared that too many stories bearing his
own name were appearing in Astounding Stories and that an
increzse in their number would not be wise.

The record of checks received at the time from his agent
does not bear this out. Weinbaum had made no sales to
Astounding for over six months. While Weinbaum may have
thought that recent rejections were the result of too many
appearances in Astounding, it seems far more likely that he
kad been “typed” and that Tremaine believed that the read-
ers would look with disfavor upon any departure from his
original technique.

Strengthening this possibility is the experience of John W.
Campbell, Jr., who gained fame as a super-science writer in
the Edward E. Smith tradition with novels like The Black
Star Passes, Islands in Sbace, and The Mighticst Machine,
and found it necessary to switch to the pseudonym Don A.

tnart for his mood stories, Twilight and Night, so as not to
disorient his readers.

John Jessel was the name of Weinbaum’s grandfather and
the first story submitted to Astounding under that name, The
Adaptive Ultimate, was a complete departure from the type
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of science fiction which established Weinbaum as an out-
standing writer in the genre.

Whereas the Martian and Venus stories had been almost
plotless travelogues, made narratively diversified by ingenious
inventiveness and brilliance of style, The Adaptive Ultimate
was the most carefully plotted of all of Weinbaum’s maga-
zine stories. With possible slight overtones derived from
David H. Keller’s poignant Life Everlasting—the more likely
since Weinbaum listed Keller as one of his favorite authors
—The Adaptive Ultimate deals with a tubercular girl who is
injected with a drug that makes her body instantly adaptable
to any environmental change. The result is the cure of her
affliction, radiant beauty, high intelligence, and the astonish-
ing ability to defeat death by overcoming every possible
obstacle, not excluding a knife thrust to the vitals. There is
a concerted campaign to destroy her, led by the man she
loves, who fears she will eventually rule the world. When,
through treachery, he succeeds in overpowering her and
changing her back to a sickly, homely girl, he is overcome
with 1emorse. “You were right,” he whispers to the unhearing
gitl. “Had I your courage there is nothing we might not have
attained together.” His punishment is the realization, even at
the moment when nothing remains cf her former magnificent
beauty, that he still loves her and that there is nothing he can
do to reverse the fact that she soon will die.

The Adaptive Ultimate was the first Weinbaum story to
be anthologized, appearing in The Other Worlds, a fantasy
volume edited by Phil Stong in 1941. It has been dramatized
on the radio at least twice, the last time on Tales of Tomor.
row in August 1952. Studio One produced it as a full-hour
show on television under the title of Kyra Zelas, and it was
re-enacted twice more under different titles and later released
as a motion picture called She-Devil.

The strength of this story, so adaptable to radio, television,
and motion pictures, rests in its compelling, powerful plot. It
clearly showed that Weinbaum could be, when the market
permitted him, considerably more than a mere literary stylist.
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When Weinbaum wrote Schwartz on July 10, 1935, “I
have been laid up as the result of a tonsil extraction for the
past several weeks but expect to be able to send you material
at a pretty steady rate from now on,” there seemed to be little
reason for concern. Weinbaum had already begun work on a
second story under the John Jessel byline, Proteus Island. On
August 6, 1935, he wrote to Schwartz in a somewhat more
disturbing vein. “Have been laid up again with a sort of imi-
tation pneumonia as a complication from the tonsil extrac-
tion, and as a result the John Jessel story is still in the process
of being finished.”

Proteus Island was a well-written 13,000-word biological
tale about an island where a professor’s ill-advised experiment
has changed the genetic structure of all animal life and vege-
tation, so that no two things are alike. The tale is weakened
when Weinbaum fails to take full advantage of the poten-
tially powerful plot situation he built up, of a male visitor
falling in love with a girl who he believes has been subjected
to the harmful radiation of this island and therefore can
never have normal children. The story found acceptance no-
where under the John Jessel name.

It was obvious now that Weinbaum was a sick man. Each
of his letters spoke of heavier and heavier X-ray treatments
which drained him of energy for long periods of time. Despite
this, he continued to write. The Red Peri, sold to Astounding
Stories on August 17, 1935, brought $190 and was featured
on the cover of the November 1935 number. In an editonal
in that issue, Tremaine wrote: “Stanley G. Weinbaum has
been very ill. I hope he’s able to sit up and enjoy this month’s
cover and to sec The Red Peri in print.”

The Red Peri is a woman space pirate of phencmenal
cenning, daring, and beauty. The story was intended as the
first of a series. Standing by itself, it proved an entertaining
adventure story, barely qualifying as science fiction despite its
interplanetary locale and the interesting concept that the
vacuum of space would be harmless to a human being for
short stretches of time.
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In the same issue, The Adaptive Ultimate appeared as a
featured novelette, with its “superwoman” heroine. Add to
these the immortal Black Margot of Urbs, from the Flame
novels, and the dominant characteristics of Patricia Burlin-
game of the Ham and Pat series and we find in Weinbaum a
powerful fixation on the concept of the superwoman who is
tamed by love of a man. Evidence of domination by a strong
woman somewhere in his life? Evidence more probably of
his subconscious wish to meet a woman who was his intel-
lectual equal.

Despite his illness, Weinbaum continued writing, careful
to turn out the kind of stories he knew the magazines would
buy. Smothered Seas, in collaboration with Ralph Milne Far-
ley, and The Mad Moon were sold on the same day, Septem-
ber 27, for $110 and $100 respectively.

The Mad Moon is one of the finest of his queer animal
stories. It combines such novel creations as the long-necked,
big-headed, giggling “loonies”; a “parcat,” half cat—half par-
ret; and semi-intelligent, ratlike “slinkers.” Bizarre as this
menagerie is, Weinbaum combines them all into a delightful,
straight-faced minor masterpiece with just enough pathos to
lift it out of the category of ordirary adventures.

The Mad Moon was probably the last story Weinbaum
ever saw in print. On November 19 he wrote Schwartz: “Lord
knows I'm pleased to get your check on Redemptior: Cairn.
I've been in Chicago having some X-ray treatments again, and
I'm flat on my back recovering from them. I don’t know
when I'll be able to get some real work done.

He never stopped trying. According to Ralph Milne Farley,
though pain-racked by throat cancer and barely able to speak
above a whisper, he continued to work on The Dictator’s
Sister, the first draft of which he finished before he died.

Saturday, December 14, 1935, Julias Schwartz, while in the
synagogue, received the following telegram from Ray Palmer:
“WEINBAUM DIED EARLY THIS MORNING.” Though he had never
met the man, Schwartz broke down and wept. During the serv-
ices he offered a prayer for Weinbaum, who was of his faith.
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“Did you know that Stanley Weinbaum took off on the
Last Great Journey through the galaxies in December?” F.
Orlin Tremaine asked his readers in Astounding. “That he
set his course by the stars I do not doubt. Astounding Stories
is proud of his accomplishments in science fiction. He created
a niche for himself which will be hard to fill.”

“A few months before his untimely death,” Charles D.
Homig, Weinbaum’s discoverer, wrote in an obituary in the
April 1936 Wonder Stories, an issue which ironically marked
the end of that magazine under Gemnsback’s ownership, “he
promised us a third tale in the ‘Martian’ series—but did not
have time to complete it.”

Fifteen months after his first science fiction story appeared,
Stanley G. Weinbaum’s career had ended.

Few men were as instantaneously liked as Weinbaum. He
seemed to be surrounded by a sort of radiance, both mental
and physical, but he was modest and unaffected, with an
outgoing friendliness and a genuine interest in people. Under
the sponsorship of the Milwaukee Fictioneers, a memorial
volume was published soun after Weinbaum’s death. Conrad
H. Ruppert, who printed Fantasy Magazine, the fan publica-
tion edited by Julius Schwartz, played a key role in the prepa-
ration of this volume. He set the type of the 313-page Dawn
of Flame and Other Stories by hand and ran it off two pages
at a time in a limited edition of 250 copies. The sheets were
sent from New York to Raymond A. Palmer in Milwaukee,
who arranged with a binder to have the book bound in black
leather and stamped in gold.

This was the first appearance of Dawn of Flame anywhere,
and it revealed Stanley G. Weinbaum as a completely mature
literary craftsman, tremendously talented in dialogue and
superbly skilled in characterization. There is high poetry in
the closing passages.

The volume contzined six shorter stories—The Mad Moon,
A Mecrtian Odyssey, The Worlds of If, The Adaptive Ulti-
mate, The Lotus Eaters, and The Red Peri. The introduction
by Raymond A. Palmer was deemed too personal by Wein-
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baum'’s widow, so another by Lawrence A. Keating was sub-
stituted. Six copies with Palmer’s introduction are known
to exist.

Gemsback’s Wonder Stories was purchased by Standard
Magazines and came under the editorial directorship of
Leo Margulies. Margulies placed Mort Weisinger, Julius
Schwartz’s partner in the Solar Sales Service, in charge of the
magazine, which the Standard group retitled Thrilling Won-
der Stories. Weisinger immediately decided to publish The
Circle of Zero. An “idea” story, similar in mood to the Pro-
fessor van Manderpootz series, it deals with the drawing up
of memories from the past and the future. Too heavy on
theory and too light on action, it reads more like a movie
scenario than a completed work of fiction.

Learning for the first time that John Jessel was really a pen
name for Stanley G. Weinbaum, Tremaine changed his mind
about Proteus Island and published the novelette in the
August 1936 Astounding Stories.

A short story, Shifting Seas, which had been sold to Amaz-
ing Stories shottly before Weinbaum’s death, eventually
appeared ir the August 1937 issue. It was a minor effort deal-
ing with a volcanic explcsion that diverts the Gulf Stream,
almost freezing out Europe, and the eventual solution of the
problem by the construction of an undersea wall.

Now the search through Weinbaum’s old papers began in
eamnest. The first story to be rescued from obscurity was Real
and Imagery, 2 charming piece which tumed on the solution
to a mathematical formula. Retitled Brink of Infinity, it was
greeted with enthusiasm when it appeared in Thrilling Won-
der Stories for December 1936. No one noted that it was
actually a condensation and rewrite of George Allan Eng-
land’s The Tenth Question, which appeared in the December
18, 1915, issue of All-Story Magazine. Obviously Brink of
Infinity was an early exercise in writing, which Weinbaum
never intended to have pubiished.

In 1938, several important changes occurred in the science
fiction field. Amazing Stories was sold to Ziff-Davis magazines
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and Raymond A. Palmer became editor. He had Ralph Milne
Farley polish Weinbaum’s last story, The Dictator’s Sister,
which was published under the title of The Revolution of
1980 in the October and November 1938 issues of Amazing
Stories. Having for its theme a dictatorship of the United
States, run by a woman who through hormone injections has
changed herself into a man, the story is excellent light enter-
tainment.

The Black Flaine, purchased at a bargain price of $200 fnr
its 65,000 words, helped insure the success of the first-—Janu-
ary 1939—issue of Startling Stories. There seemed to be no
end to “last” stories by Stanley G. Weinbaum. His sister,
Helen Kasson, finished one, Tidal Moon, which was published
in Thrilling Wonder, December 1938, but as he had written
only a page and a half and had left no outline it was nct
significant.

Firmly entrenched at Ziff-Davis, which published booxs as
well as periodicals, Raymond A. Palmer persuaded the pub-
lishers that it would be a good idea to consider seriously
Weinbaum’s early philosophical novel, The New Adam. It
appeared in hard covers in 1939 with some rather ambiguous
endorsements from Edgar Rice Burroughs, A. Merritt, Ralph
Milne Farley, and Raymond A. Palmer on the jacket. The
story of a superman with a dual mind who, because of his
fatal passion for a woman, sacrifices the opportunity to lead
the race that will replace humanity, is morbidly fascinating
despite its extremely gloomy outlook. It seemed incredible
that the same man who wrote with the delightfully light
touch of A Martian Odyssey, and who was able to produce
so gay a frolic as The Mad Moon while dying of cancer.
could have been so devout a disciple of Schopenhauer in a
more youthful period.

Still another very early novel, The Mad Brain, was con-
densed into novelette form and peddled by Julius Schwartz
to the magazines, with no takers. Finally it was published
complete as The Dark Other in book form by the Fantasy
Publishing Co., Inc., Los Angeles, in 1950. A reworking of
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the Jekyll and Hyde theme, it seems hardly worthy of Wein-
baum’s unique talent and is of interest chiefly as a collector’s
item.

A clever short vignette, Graph, dealing with the relationship
of business to blood pressure was uncovered by Julius
Schwartz and published in the September 1936 issue of Fan-
tasy Magazine. As late as 1957, the July issue of Crack Detec-
tive and Mystery Stories featured a rather second-rate detec-
tive story by Stanley G. Weinbaum, retitled Green Glow of
Death from his original title Murder on the High Seas.

The true importance of Weinbaum can best be estimated
by his influence. No less a master of science fiction than Eric
Frank Russell quite frankly both imitated Weinbaum’s style
and copied his bent for queer animals to score a success with
The Saga of Pelican West, published in Astounding Stories
for February 1937; Henry Kuttner attracted attention in
science fiction by teaming up with Arthur K. Barnes to pro-
duce the Hollywood-on-the-Moon storier, mimicking Wein-
baum even down to the characters Tommy Strike and Gerry
Carlyle, who were little more than carbon copies of Ham and
Pat; John Russell Fearn, a very popular science fiction writer
during the late thirties, invented the pen name of Polton
Cross just to write stories that were parodies of Weinbaum.

More subtly, Weinbaum’s methods have influenced dozens
of other authors, most strikingly Philip José Farmer in his
masterpiece, The Lovers, a tale which would have done
Weinbaum no discredit.

How enduring Weinbaum’s personal reputation will be
depends upon a relatively small number of stories, probably
A Martian Odyssey, The Lotus Eaters, The Adaptive Ulti-
mate, The Dawn of Flame, and, paradoxically, The Brink of
Infinity. The short span of his writing, the insistence of editors
that he write to a formula, the ravages of illness, and the
economic depression make it remarkable that he achieved
even as much as he did. The legacy he left the science fiction
world, however, is still apparent everywhere.



An-Autobiographical Sketch of

STANLEY G. WEINBAUM

Well, I was born, if it makes any difference, in
Louisville, Ky., circa 1902, and educated, if at all, in the
public schools of Milwaukee and the University of Wiscon-
sin. While at the latter institution I assisted in the demise
of the now totally defunct Wisconsin Literary Magazine,
succeeded once in having it suppressed (the only time, in-
cidentally, that the publication ever showed a profit) and
was ejected in 1923. All the same, that crowd made Middle
Western literary historv and is still making it, tho they’ve
scattered. It included the rising star of Horace Gregory, the
tragic Majory Latimer, Paul Gangelin, who writes plcts for
the movies (one smash to two flops), and the less literary
but far more famous Charles Augustus Lindergh. who en-
joyed the honor of ‘“‘graduating’ with me. They summoned
him back for an honorary degree, but they haven’t acked
me yet.

Anyway, as to how | personally became interesicd in
science fiction—I didn’t. That’s supposed to imply that
I've always been interested in it, from the days of such
juveniles as Robinson Crusoe, the Motor Boys series, and
Tarzan, and eventually to the real classics of Verne and
Wells. That doesn’t exclude a few others who receive less
attention from science fiction readers than they deserve,
Bellamy (whese “Looking Backwood” is still a social in-
fluence in such movements as the erstwhile popular
Technocracy) Conan-Doyle, Poe, and Mrs. Shelley. Those
writers wrote with an attention to realistic detail that has
been rather neglected in these days of purple, green, or
crimson rays, of ant-men, beetlemen, lizard-men, and what
not. Science fiction has slipped a peg or two, right into the
epic stage, with heroes, demi-gods, and mythical monsters.
Or-such is my impression.




And as to how I write—well, in longhand, with a pen-
cil, on a sheet of white paper. I can’t type a first copy
successfully because the mechanics of typing takes too
much attention, at least the way I type. It isn’t a total loss,
however, since it saves revision, which takes place during
the typing.

Other details—I suppose I ought to claim to write by
inspiration. I wish I did; it’s far the easiest and most effec-
tive way, and don’t think it can’t be done either. It can; I've
known people whose minds worked that way, but I'm not
one of them. These fortunate souls suddenly receive an idea
pre-cooked and ready to serve, and down it goes, fever hot,
on paper. But I have to think up my ideas, plan them to a
fair degree of completion, and then write them. They
usually change somewhat in the writing, and I have had
them escape entirely, go rampant, and end up quite
differently from the original plan. That probably happens
to anyone who writes; one character, intended to be subor-
dinate, suddeniy turns out to be too interesting an in-
dividual to ignore, and the plot gets warped around until he
(or occasionally she) is carrying the burden of the story.

That’s even happened in novels, of which I've written a
few. not under my name, but I won’t divulge the
pseudonym. Of course it’s a rarer occurrence, because
novels have to be planned with some care, and even outlin-
ed on paper. One can’t trust memory alone when sixty to
one hundred twenty thousand words are involved. Anyway,
1 can’t. They say Voltaire wrote his ‘‘Candide” in twenty
hours, and Ben Hecht tried with fair success to duplicate
the feat in his ‘““Florentine Dagger,” but I’ll bet that Ben at
least had a few ideas beforehand.

To return to science fiction, having made plain that I
like it, now I'll tell why I don’t. There’s one general
weakness and one universal fallacy in the material publish-
ed today. It's a tough one to express but perhaps the
prcposition can be phrased as follows: Most authors, even
the best. seem imbued with the idea that science is a sort of
savior, a guide, the ultimate hope of mankind. That’s



wrong; science, is utterly impersonal and never points a
way, nor is it interested in either the salvation or the
destruction of the human race. The words “‘should’” and
“ought”, in their moral senses, are not scientific words at
all, and when a scientist uses them he speaks not for
science but for philosophy or ethics, not as a scientist but
as a preacher. Science describes but does not interpret; it
can predict the results of any given alternative actions, but
cannot choose between them.

If that paragraph seems a little involved, here’s an ex-
ample. The great sociologist Doe, we’ll say, has discovered
that because of the unchecked breeding of the mentally
deficient, the human race will degenerate to the moron
level within fifty years. Now Doe can get excited as he
wishes over this as a member of the race, but as a scientist,
all he can say is something like this: *I call attention to the
probability that if we permit this trend to continue, in half
a century the average level of intelligence will have
descended to that of a twelve year old mind. If the trend is
to be checked, an effective means is sterilization of the un-
fit before reproduction is possible.” Not “‘we ought to” or
“we should™ but just if.

That’s all science has the right to say. The choice then
enters the domain of ethics, and the battle is between those
whio feel that the good of the race is paramount and those
who believe that the rights of the individual are sacred, and
that we have no moral grounds for violating them. Science
has indicated the roads, but ethics has to choose between
them.

A propos of this, I suppose all of us know which road
modern ethics would choose, but only a hundred and fifty
vears ago, during the highly individualistic eighteenth cen-
tury, all the weight of the best minds was in the opposite
scale. Even a simpleton had the right then to fulfill his life
to the utmost, to find (theoretically at least) the greatest
happiness he could, even tho that included feeble-minded
offspring. In those years ‘life, liberty, and the pursuit of
happiness”” meant exactly that.




All of which is quite beside the point. What course
ethics chooses doesn’t make a damn bit of difference in the
argument, which holds that science is only a signpost and
not a guide. Say it again: Science is neither judge nor
savior. It cannot choose. It is a road map, not a standard.

Here's the element that makes so much science fiction
seem unreal. Half our authors use the word ‘‘scientist”
about as the ancient Egyptians used ‘‘priest”’—a man of
special and rather mystical knowledge that has set him
apart from the rest of humanity. In fact, as soon as the
word is mentioned, one visualizes either a noble, serious,
erudite, high-principled superman, or depending on the
tvpe of story, a crafty, ambitious, fiendish, and probably
insane super-villain. But never a real human being.

As for the weakness, that’s simpler. It's merely that
most of our writers fail to take advantage of science fic-
tion’s one grand opportunity—its critical possibilities, if
vou get me. It’s the ideal medium to express an author’s
ideas, because it can (but doesn’t) criticize evervthing. 1
mean—well, Western stories, for instance. have no critical
possibilities because thev deal with conditions fifty vears
dead. Romance has only a few opportunities in sociological
fields. Adventure is equally limited, but science fiction has
no limits. It can criticize social, moral, technical, political,
or intellectual conditions—or any others. It's a weapon for
intelligent writers, of which there are several, but they
won't practice its use.

Oh. a few have tried it. Dr. Keller does it well oc-
casionally, and Miles J. Breuer did it magnificently once or
twice. Dr. Bell (John Taine) touches on it at times, but
won't descend to practical suggestions. And by far the most
of this sort of writing. when couched in the usual form of
satire, is heavy. obvious. and directed at unimportant
targets. No one has attempted it on the scale of Bellamy,
who actually did criticize world social conditions in the
form of a science fiction storv, and presented a sort of solu-
tion.

For science fiction can do what science cannot. It can



criticize. because science fiction is not science. It is, or at
least ought to be, a branch of the art of literature, and can
therefore quite properly argue, reject, present a thesis,
proselytize, criticize, or perform any other ethical func-
tions. 3
Or anyway, that’s my opinion, and it won’t make a bit
of difference to those readers (if any) who've plowed thru to
this point. The younger writers will stand by their guns-—or
purple rays—and the younger readers will take as much
delight as ever in super-scientists, Earth-Mars wars, ant-
men, tractor rays, and heroes who save country, earth,
solar system, or universe from the terrible invaders from
Outside.

More power to ’em. I'd like to experierce those same
thrills again myself.










A MARTIAN ODYSSEY

ARVIS STRETCHED HIMSELF AS
luxuriously as he could in the cramped general quarters of the
Ares.

“Air you can breathe!” he exulted. “It feels as thick as soup
after the thin stuff out there!” He nodded at the Martian land-
scape stretching flat and desolate in the light of the nearer moon,
beyond the glass of the port.

The other three stared at him sympathetically—Putz, the en-
gineer, Leroy, the biologist, and Harrison, the astronomer and
captain of the expedxtxon Dick Jarvis was chemist of the famous
crew, the Ares expedition, first human beings to set foot on the
mysterious neighbor of the earth, the planet Mars. This, of
course, was in the old days, less than twenty years after the mad
American Doheny perfected the atomic blast at the cost of his life,
and only a decade after the equally mad Cardoza rode on it to
the moon. They were true pioneers, these four of the Ares. Fx-
cept for a half-dozen moon expeditions and the ill-fated de Lancey
flight aimed at the seductive orb of Venus, they were the first men
to feel other gravity than earth’s, and certainly the first successful
crew to leave the earth-moon system. And they deserved that
success when one considers the difficulties and discomforts—the
months spent in acclimatization chambers back on earth, learning
to breathe the air as tenuous as that of Mars, the challenging of
the void in the tiny rocket driven by the cranky reaction motors
of the twenty-first century, and mostly the facing of an absolutely
unknown world.

Jarvis stretched and fingered the raw and peeling tip of his
frost-bitten nose. He sighed again contentedly.
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“Well,” exploded Harrison abruptly, “are we going to hear
what happened? You set out all shipshape in an auxiliary rocket,
we don’t get a peep for ten days, and finally Putz here picks you
out of a lunatic ant-heap with a freak ostrich as your pall; Spill it,
man!”’

“Speel?” queried Leroy perplexedly. “Speel what?”

“He means ‘spiel',” explained Putz soberly. “It iss to tell.”

Jarvis met Harrison’s amused glance without the shadow of a
smile. “That’s right, Karl,” he said in grave agreement with Putz.
“Ich spiel es!” He grunted comfortably and began.

“According to orders,” he said, “I watched Karl here take off
toward the North, and then I got into my flying sweat-box and
headed South. You'll remember, Cap—we had orders not to
land, but just scout about for points of interest. I set the two
cameras clicking and buzzed along, riding pretty high—about
two thousand feet—for a couple of reasons. First, it gave the
cameras a greater field, and second, the under-jets travel so far in
this half-vacuum they call air here that they stir up dust if you
move low.”

“We know all that from Putz,” grunted Harrison. *I wish
you'd saved the films, though. They’d have paid the cost of this
Junket; remember how the public mobbed the first moon pic-
tures?”

“The films are safe,” retorted Jarvis. “Well,” he resumed,
“as I said, I buzzed along at a pretty good clip; just as we figured,
the wings haven’t much lift in this air at less than 2 hundred
miles per hour, and even then I had to use the under-jets.

“So, with the speed and the altitude and the blurring caused
by the under-jets, the seeing wasn’t any too good. I could see
enough, though, to distinguish that what I sailed over was just
more of this grey plain that we'd been examining the whole wesk
since our landing—same blobby growths and the same eternal
carpet of crawling little plant-animals, or biopods, as Leroy calls
them. So I sailed along, calling back my position every hour as
instructed, and not knowing whether you heard me.”

“I did!” snapped Harrison.

“A hundred and fifty miles south,” continued Jarvis imper-
turbably, “the surface changed to a sort of low plateau, nothing
but desert and orange-tinted sand. I figured that we were right
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in our guess, then, and this grey plain we dropped on was really
the Mare Cimmerium which would make my orange desert the
region called Xanthus. If I were right, I ought to hit another
grey plain, the Mare Chronium in another couple of hundred
miles, and then another orange desert, Thyle I or II. And so I
did.”

“Putz verified our position a week and a half ago!” grumbled
the captain. “Let’s get to the point.”

“Coming!” remarked Jarvis. “Twenty miles into Thyle—be-
lieve it or not—1I crossed a canal!”

“Putz photographed a hundred! Let’s hear something new!”

“And did he also see a city?”

“Twenty of 'em, if you call those heaps of mud cities!”

“Well,” observed Jarvis, “from here on I'll be telling a few
things Putz didn’t see!” He rubbed his tingling nose, and con-
tinued. “I knew that I had sixteen hours of daylight at this sea-
son, so eight hours—eight hundred miles—from here, I decided
to turn back. I was still over Thyle, whether I or II I'm not sure,
not more than twenty-five miles into it. And right there, Putz’s
pet motor quit!”

“Quit? How?” Putz was solicitous.

“The atomic blast got weak. I started losing altitude right
away, and suddenly there I was with a thump right in the middle
of Thyle! Smashed my nose on the window, too!” He rubbed
the injured member ruefully.

“Did you maybe try vashing der combustion chamber mit
acid sulphuric?” inquired Putz. “Sometimes der lead giffs a sec-
ondary radiation—"

“Naw!” said Jarvis disgustedly. “I wouldn’t try that, of course
—not more than ten times! Besides, the bump flattened the land-
ing gear and busted off the under-jets. Suppose I got the thing work-
ing—what then? Ten miles with the blast coming right out of
the bottom and I'd have melted the floor from under me!” He
rubbed his nose again. “Lucky for me a pound only weighs seven
ounces here, or I'd have been mashed flat!”

“I could have fixed!” ejaculated the engineer. “I bet it vas
not serious.”

“Probably not,” agreed Jarvis sarcastically. “Only it wouldn’t
fly. Nothing serious, but I had my choice of waiting to be picked
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up or trying to walk back—eight hundred miles, and perhaps twen-
ty days before we had to leave! Forty miles a day! Well,” he con-
cluded, “I chose to walk. Just as much chance of being picked
up, and it kept me busy.” ‘

“We'd have found you,” said Harrison.

“No doubt. Anyway, I rigged up a harness from some seat
straps, and put the water tank on my back, took a cartridge belt
and revolver, and some iron rations, and started out.”

“Water tank!” exclaimed the little biologist, Leroy. “She
weigh one-quarter ton!”

“Wasn’t full. Weighed about two hundred and fifty pounds
earth-weight, which is eighty-five here. Then, besides, my own
personal two hundred and ten pounds is only seventy on Mars,
so, tank and all, I grossed a hundred and ffty-five, or fifty-five
pounds less than my everyday earth-weight. I figured.on that
when I undertook the forty-mile daily stroll. Oh—of course I
took a thermo-skin sleeping bag for these wintry Martian nights.

“Off I went, bouncing along pretty quickly. Eight hours of
daylight meant twenty miles or more. It got tiresome, of course—
plugging along over a soft sand desert with nothing to see, not
even Leroy’s crawling biopods. But an hour or so brought me to
the canal—just a dry ditch about four hundred feet wide, and
straight as a railroad on its own company map.

“There’d been water in it sometime, though. The ditch
was covered with what looked like a nice green lawn. Only, as I
approached, the lawn moved out of my way!”

“Eh?” said Leroy.

“Yesh, it was a relative of your biopods. I caught onc—a
little grass-like blade about as long as my finger, with two thin,
stemmy legs.”

“He is where?” Leroy was eager.

“He is let go! I had to move, so I plowed along with the walk-
ing grass opening in front and closing behind. And then I was
out on the orange desert of Thyle again.

“I plugged steadily along, cussing the sand that made going
so tiresome, and, incidentally, cussing that cranky motor of yours,
Karl. It was just before twilight that [ reached the edge of Thyle,
and looked down over the gray Mare Chronium. And I knew
there was seventy-five miles of that to be walked over, and then a
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couple of hundred miles of that Xanthus desert, and about as
much more Mare Cimmerium. Was I pleased? I started cussing
you fellows for not picking me up!”

“We were trying, you sap!” said Harrison.

“That didn’t help. Well, I figured I might as well use what
was left of daylight in getting down the cliff that bounded Thyle.
I found an easy place, and down I went. Mare Chronium was
just the same sort of place as this—crazy leafless plants and a
bunch of crawlers; I gave it a glance and hauled out my sleeping
bag. Up to that time, you know, I hadn’t seen anything worth
worrying about on this half-dead world—nothing dangerous, that
is.”

“Did you?” queried Harrison.

“Did I! You’ll hear about it when I come to it. Well, I was
just about to turn in when suddenly I heard the wildest sort of
shenanigans!”

“Vot iss shenanigans?” inquired Putz.

“He says, ‘Je ne sais quoi,””” explained Leroy. “It is to say, ‘I
don’t know what.””

“That’s right,” agreed Jarvis. “I didn’t know what, so I sneaked
over to find out. There was a racket like a flock of crows eating
a bunch of canaries—whistles, cackles, caws, trills, and what have
you. I rounded a clump of stumps, and there was Tweel!”

“Tweel?” said Harrison, and “Tveel?” said Lerov and Putz.

“That freak ostrich,” explained the narrator. “At least, Tweel
is as near as I can pronounce it without sputtering. He called it
something like ‘Trrrweerrlll.””

“What was he doing?” asked the Captain.

“He was being eaten! And squealing, of course, as any one
would.”

“Eaten! By what?”

“I found out later. All I could see then was a bunch of black
ropy arms tangled around what looked like, as Putz described it
to you, an ostrich. I wasn’t going to interfere, naturally; if both
creatures were dangerous, I'd have one less to worry about.

“But the bird-like thing was putting up a good battle, dealing
vicious blows with an eighteen-inch beak, between screeches. And
besides, I caught a glimpse or two of what was on the end of
those arms!” Jarvis shuddered. “But the clincher was when I
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noticed a little black bag or case hung about the neck of the bird-
thing! It was intelligent! That or tame, I assumed. Anyway, it
clinched my decision. I pulled out my automatic and fired into
what I could see of its antagonist.

“There was a flurry of tentacles and a spurt of black corrup-
tion, and then the thing, with a disgusting sucking noise, pulled
itself and its arms into a hole in the ground. The other let out
a series of clacks, staggered around on legs about as thick as golf
sticks, and turned suddenly to face me. I held my weapon ready,
and the two of us stared at each other.

“The Martian wasn’t a bird, really. It wasn’t even bird-like,
except just at first glance. It had a beak all right, and a few
feathery appendages, but the beak wasn’t really a beak. It was
somewhat flexible; I could see the tip bend slowly from side to -
side; it was almost like a cross between a beak and a trunk. It had
four-toed feet, and four fingered things—hands, you’d have to call
them, and a little roundish body, and along neck ending in a tiny
head—and that beak. It stood an inch or so taller than I, and—
well, Putz saw it!”

The engineer nodded. “Ja! I saw!”

Jarvis continued. “So—we stared at each other. Finally the
creature went into a series of clackings and twitterings and held
out its hands toward me, empty. I took that as a gesture of
friendship.”

“Perhaps,” suggested Harrison, “it looked at that nose of
yours and thought you were its brother!”

“Huh! You can be funny without talking! Anyway, I put
up my gun and said ‘Aw, don’t mention it,’ or something of the
sort, and the thing came over and we were pals.

“By that time, the sun was pretty low and I knew that I'd
better build a fire or get into my thermo-skin. I decided on the
fire. I picked a spot at the base of the Thyle cliff, where the rock
could reflect a little heat on my back. I started breaking off
chunks of this desiccated Martian vegetation, and my companion
caught the idea and brought in an armful. I reached for a match,
but the Martian fished into his pouch and brought out something
that looked like a glowing coal; one touch of it, and the fire was
blazing—and you all know what a job we have starting a fire in
this atmosphere!




A MARTIAN ODYSSEY 7

“And that bag of his!” continued the narrator. “That was a
manufactured article, my friends; press an end and she popped
open—press the middle and she sealed so perfectly you coulda’t
see the line. Better than zippers.

“Well, we stared at the fire a while and I decided to attempt
some sort of communication with the Martian. 1 pointed at my-
self and said ‘Dick’; he caught the drift immediately, stretched
a bony claw at me and repeated ‘Tick.” Then I pointed at him,
and he gave that whistle I called Tweel; I can’t imitate his accent.
Things were going smoothly; to emphasize the names, I repeated
‘Dick,” and then, pointing at him, ‘Tweel.’

“There we stuck! He gave some clacks that sounded negative,
and said something like ‘P-p-p-proot.” And that was just the be-
ginning; I was always ‘Tick,” but as for him—part of the time he
was ‘Tweel,’” and part of the time he was ‘P-p-p-proot,” and part
of the time he was sixteen other noises!

“We just couldn’t connect. I tried ‘rock,” and I tried ‘star,’
and ‘tree,’ and ‘fire,; and Lord knows what else, and try as I
would, I couldn’t get a single word! Nothing was the same for
two successive minutes, and if that’s a language, I'm an alchemist!
Finally I gave it up and called him Tweel, and that seemed to do.

“But Tweel hung on to some of my words. He remembered
a couple of them, which I suppose is a great achievement if you're
used tc a language you have to make up as you go along. But I
couldn’t get the hang of his talk; either I missed some subtle point
or we just didn’t think alike—and I rather believe the latter view.

“I've other reasons for believing that. After a while I gave
up the language business, and tried mathematics. 1 scretched
two plus two equals four on the ground, and demonstrated it with
pebbles. Again Tweel caught the idea, and informed me that
three plus three equals six. Once more we seemed to be getting
somewhere.

“So, knowing that Tweel had at least a grammar school edu-
cation, I drew a circle for the sun, pointing first at it, and then
at the last glow of the sun. Then I sketched in Mercury, and
Venus, and Mother Earth, and Mars, and finally, pointing to
Mars, I swept my hand around in a sort of inclusive gesture to in-
dicate that Mars was our current environment. I was working
up to putting over the idea that my home was on the earth.
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“Tweel understood my diagram all right. He poked his beak
at it, and with a great deal of trilling and clucking, he added
Deimos and Phobos to Mars, and then sketched in the earth’s
moon! -

“Do you see what that proves? It proves that Tweel’s race
uses telescopes—that they're civilized!”

“Does not!” snapped Harrison. “The moon is visible from
here as a fifth magnitude star. They could see its revolution with
the naked eve.”

“The moon, yes!” said Jarvis. “You've missed my point.
Mercury isn’t visible! And Tweel knew of Mercury because he
placed the Moon at the third planet, not the second. If he didn’t
know Mercury, he’d put the earth second, and Mars third, instead
of fourth! See?”

“Humph!” said Harrison.

“Anyway,” proceeded Jarvis, “I went on with my lesson.
Things were going smoothly, and it looked as if I could put the
idea over. I pointed at the earth on my diagram, and then at
myzeelf, and then, to clinch it, I pointed to myself and then to the
earth itself shining bright green almost at the zenith.

“Tweel set up such an excited clacking that I was certain
he understood. He jumped up and down, and suddenly he
pointed at himself and then at the sky, and then at himself and
at the sky again. He pointed at his middle and then at Arcturus,
at his head and then at Spics, at his feet and then at half a dozen
stars, while I just gaped at him. Then, all of a sudden, he gave
a tremendous leap. Man, what a hop! He shot straight up into
the starlight, seventy-five feet if an inch! I saw him silhouetted
against the sky, saw him turn and come down at me head first,
and land smack on his beak like a javelin! There he stuck square
in the center of my sun-circle in the sand—a bull’s eye!”

“Nuts!” observed the captain. “Plain nuts!”

“That’s what I thought, too! I just stared at him open-
mouthed while he pulled his head out of the sand and stood up.
Then I figured he’d missed my point, and I went through the
whole blamed rigamarole again, and it ended the same way, with
Tweel on his nose in the middle of my picture!”

“Maybe it’s a religious rite,” suggested Harrison.

“Maybe,” said Jarvis dubiously. “Well, there we were. We
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could exchange ideas up to a certain point, and then—blooey!
Something in us was different, unrelated; I don’t doubt that
Tweel thought me just as screwy as I thought him. Our minds
simply looked at the world from different viewpoints, and perhaps
his viewpoint is as true as ours. But—we couldn’t get together,
that’s all. Yet, in spite of all difficulties, I liked Tweel, and I have
a queer certainty that he liked me.”

“Nuts!” repeated the captain. “Just daffy!”

“Yeah? Wait and see. A couple of times I've thought that
perhaps we—" He paused, and then resumed his narrative. “Any-
way, I finally gave it up, and got into my thermo-skin to sleep.
The fire hadn’t kept me any too warm, but that damned sleeping
bag did. Got stuffy five minutes after I closed myself in. I opened
it a little and bingo! Some eighty-below-zero air hit my nose, and
that’s when I got this pleasant little frostbite to add to the bump
I acquired during the crash of my rocket.

“I don’t know what Tweel made of my sleeping. He sat
around, but when I woke up, he was gone. I'd just crawled out
of my bag, though, when I heard some twittering, and there he
came, sailing down from that three-story Thyle cliff to alight on
his beak beside me. I pointed to myself and toward the north,
and he pointed at himself and toward the south, but when I load-
ed up and started away, he came along.

“Man, how he traveled! A hundred and fifty feet at a jump,
sailing through the air stretched out like a spear, ard landirg on
his beak. He seemed surprised at my plodding, but after a few
moments he fell in beside me, only every few minutes he’d go
into one of his leaps, and stick his nose into the sand a block
ahead of me. Then he’d come shooting back at me; it made me
nervous at first to see that beak of his coming at me like a spear,
but he always ended in the sand at my side.

“So the two of us plugged along across the Mare Chronium.
Same sort of place as this—same crazy plants and same little green
biopods growing in the sand, or crawling out of your way. We
talked—not that we understood each other, you know, but just
for company. I sang songs, and I suspect Tweel did too; at least,
some of his trillings and twitterings had a subtle sort of rhythm.

“Then, for variety, Tweel would display his smattering of
English words. He’d point to an outcropping and say ‘rock,” and
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point to a pebble and say it again; or he’d touch my arm and say
‘Tick,” and then repeat it. He seemed terrifically amused that the
same word meant the same thing twice in succession, or that the
same word could apply to two different objects. It set me won-
dering if perhaps his language wasn’t like the primitive speech of
some earth people—you know, Captain, like the Negritoes, for
instance, who haven’t any generic words. No word for food or wa-
ter or man—words for good food and bad food, or rain water and
sea water, or strong man and weak man—but no names for general
classes. They're too primitive to understand that rain water and
sea water are just different aspects of the same thing. But that
wasn’t the case with Tweel; it was just that we were somehow
mysteriously different—our minds were alien to each other. And
yet—we liked each other!”

“Looney, that’s all,” remarked Harrison. “That’s why you
two were so fond of each other.”

“Well, I like you!” countered Jarvis wickedly. “Anyway,” he
resumed, “don’t get the idea that there was anything screwy about
Tweel. In fact, I'm not so sure but that he couldn’t teach our
highly praised human intelligence a trick or two. On, he wasn’t
an intellectual superman, I guess; but don’t overlook the point
that he managed to understand a little of my mental workings,
and I never even got a glimmering of his.”

“Because he didn’t have any!” suggested the captain, while
Putz and Leroy blinked attentively.

“You can judge of that when I'm through,” said Jarvis.
“Well, we plugged along across the Mare Chronium all that day,
and all the next. Mare Chronium—Sea of Time! Say, I was will-
ing to agree with Schiaparelli’s name by the end of that march!
Just that grey, endless plain of weird plants, and never a sign of
any other life. It was so monotonous that I was even glad to see
the desert of Xanthus toward the evening of the second day.

“I was fair worn out, but Tweel seemed as fresh as ever, for
all I never saw him drink or eat. I think he could have crossed
the Mare Chronium in a couple of hours with those block-long
nose dives of his, but he stuck along with me. I offered him some
water once or twice; he took the cup from me and sucked the
liquid into his beak, and then carefully squirted it all back into
the cup and gravely returned it.
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“Just as we sighted Xanthus, or the cliffs that bounded it,
one of those nasty sand clouds blew along, not as bad as the one
we had here, but mean to travel against. I pulled the transparent
flap of my thermo-skin bag across my face and managed pretty
well, and I noticed that Tweel used some feathery appendages
growing like a mustache at the base of his beak to cover his nos-
trils, and some similar fuzz to shield his eyes.”

“He is a desert creature!” ejaculated the little biologist, Leroy.

“Huh? Why?”

“He drink no water—he is adapt’ for sand storm—"

“Proves nothing! There’s not enough water to waste any
where on this desiccated pill called Mars. We’d call all of it des-
ert on earth, you know.” He paused. “Anyway, after the sand
storm blew over, a little wind kept blowing in our faces, not
strong enough to stir the sand. But suddenly things came drift-
ing along from the Xanthus cliffs—small, transparent spheres, for
all the world like glass tennis balls! But light—they wcre almost
light enough to float even in this thin air—empty, too; at least, I
cracked open a couple and nothing came out but a bad smell. I
asked Tweel about them, but all he said was ‘No, no, no,” which
I took to mean that he knew nothing about them. So they went
bouncing by like tumbleweeds, or like soap bubbles, and we plug-
ged on toward Xanthus. Tweel pointed at one of the crystal balls
once and said ‘rock,” but I was too tired to argue with him. Later
I discovered what he meant.

“We came to the bottom of the Xanthus cliffs finally, when
there wasn’t much daylight left I decided tc sleep on the pla-
teau if possible; anything dangerous, I reasoned, would be more
likely to prowl through the vegetation of the Marc Chronium
than the sand of Xanthus. Not that I'd secn a single sign of
menace, except the rope-armed black thing that had trapped
Tweel, and apparently that didn’t prow] at all, but lured its victims
within reach. It couldn’t lure me while I slept, especially as
Tweel didn’t seem to sleep at all, but simply sat patiently around
all night. I wondered how the creature had managed to trap
Tweel, but there wasn’t any way of asking him. I found that out
too, later; it’s devilish!

“However, we were ampling around the base of the Xanthus
barrier looking for an easy spot to climb. At least, I was. Tweel
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could have leaped it easily, for the cliffs were lower than Thyle—
perhaps sixty feet. I found a place and started up, swearing at
the water tank strapped to my back—it didn’t bother me except
when climbing—and suddenly I heard a sound that I thought I
recognized!

“You know how deceptive sounds are in this thin air. A shot
sounds like the pop of a cork. But this sound was the drone of
a rocket, and sure enough, there went our second auxiliary about
ten miles to westward, between me and the sunset!”

“Vas me!” said Putz. “I hunt for you.”

“Yeah; I knew that, but what good did it do me? I hung
on to the cliff and yelled and waved with one hand. Tweel saw
it too, and set up a trilling and twittering, leaping to the top of
the barrier and then high into the air. And while I watched, the
machine droned on into the shadows to the south.

“I scrambled to the top of the cliff. Tweel was still pointing
and trilling excitedly, shooting up toward the sky and coming
down head-on to stick upside down on his beak in the sand. I
pointed toward the south and at myself, and he said, ‘Yes—Yes—
Yes’; but somehow I gathered that he thought the flving thing
was a relative of mine, probably a parent. Perhaps I did his in-
tellect an injustice; I think now that I did.

“I was bitterly disappointed by the failure to attract attention.
I pulled out my thermo-skin bag and crawled into it, as the night
chill was already apparent. Tweel stuck his beak into the sand
and drew up his legs and arms and looked for all the world like
one of those leafless shrubs out there. I think he staved that way
all night.”

“Protective mimicry!” ejaculated Leroy. “See? He is desert
creature!”

“In the morning,” resumed Jarvis, “we started off again. We
hadn’t gone a hundred yards into Xanthus when I saw something
queer! This is one thing Putz didn’t photograph, I'll wager!

“There was a line of little pyramids—tiny ones, not more
than six inches high, stretching across Xanthus as far as ] could
see! Little buildings made of pygmy bricks, thev were, hollow
inside and truncated, or at least broken at the top and empty. I
pointed at them and said ‘What?’ to Tweel, but he gave some
negative twitters to indicate, I suppose, that he didn’t know. So
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off we went, following the row of pyramids because they ran
north, and I was going north.

“Man, we trailed that line for hours! After a while, I noticed
another queer thing: they were getting larger. Same number of
bricks in each one, but the bricks were larger.

“By noon they were shoulder high. I looked into a couple—
all just the same, broken at the top and empty. I examined a
brick or two as well; they were silica, and old as creation itself!”

“How you know?” asked Leroy.

“They were weathered—edges rounded. Silica doesn’t weath-
er easily even on earth, and in this climate—!”

“How old you think?”

“Fifty thousand—a hundred thousand years. How can I tell?
The little ones we saw in the morning were older—perhaps ten
times as old. Crumbling. How old would that make them? Half
a million years? Who knows?” Jarvis paused a moment. “Well,”
he resumed, “we followed the line. Tweel pointed at them and
said ‘rock’ once or twice, but he’d done that many times befcre.
Besides, he was more or less right about these.

“I tried questioning him. I pointed at a pyramid and asked
‘People?” and indicated the two of us. He set up a negative sort
of clucking and said, ‘No, no, no. No one-one-two. No two-two-
four,” meanwhile rubbing his stomach. I just stared at him and
he went through the business again. ‘No one-one-two. No two-
two-four.” T just gaped at him.”

“That proves it!” exclaimed Harrison. “Nuts!”

“You think so?” queried Jarvis sardonically. “Well, J figured it
out different! ‘No one-one-two!” You don’t get it, of course, do
you?”’

“Nope—nor do you!”

“I think I do! Tweel was using the few English words he
knew to put over a very complex idea. What, let me ask, does
mathematics make you think of?”

“Why—of astronomy. Or—or logic!”

“That’s it! ‘No one-one-two!” Tweel was telling me that the
builders of the pyramids weren’t people—or that thev weren’t in-
telligent, that they weren’t reasoning creatures! Get it?”

“Huh! I'll be damned!”

“You probably will.”
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“Why,” put in Leroy, “he rub his belly?”

“Why? Because, my dear biologist, that’s where his brains
are! Not in his tiny head—in his middle!”

“C’est impossible!” :

“Not on Mars, it isn’t! This flora and fauna aren’t earthly;
your biopods prove that!” Jarvis grinned and took up his narra-
tive. “Anyway, we plugged along across Xanthus and in about
the middle of the afternoon, something else queer happened. The
pyramids ended.”

“Ended!”

“Yeah; the queer part was that the last one—and now they
were ten-footers—was capped! See? Whatever built it was still in-
side; we’d trailed "em from their half-million-year-old origin to the
present.

“Tweel and I noticed it about the same time. I yanked out
my automatic (I had a clip of Boland explosive bullets in it) and
Tweel, quick as a sleight-of-hand trick, snapped a queer little glass
revolver out of his bag. It was much like our weapons, except
that the grip was larger to accommodate his four-taloned hand.
And we held our weapons ready while we sneaked up along the
lines of empty pyramids.

“Tweel saw the movement first. The top tiers of bricks were
heaving, shaking, and suddenly slid down the sides with a thin
crash. And then—something—something was coming out!

“A long, silvery-grey arm appeared, dragging after it an arm-
ored body. Armored, I mean, with scales, silver-grey and dull-
shining. The arm heaved the body out of the hole; the beast
crashed to the sand.

“It was a nondescript creature—body like a big grey cask,
arm and a sort of mouth-hole at one end; stiff, pointed tail at the
other—and that’s all. No other limbs, no eyes, ears, nose—noth-
ing! The thing dragged itself a few yards, inserted its pointed
tail in the sand, pushed itself upright, and just sat.

“Tweel and I watched it for ten minutes before it moved.
Then, with a creaking and rustling like—oh, like crumpling stiff
paper—its arm moved to the mouth-hole and out came a brickl
The arm placed the brick carefully on the ground, and the thing
was still again.

“Another ten minutes—another brick. Just one of Nature’s
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bricklayers. I was about to slip away and move on when Tweel
pointed at the thing and said ‘rock’ I went ‘huh?’ and he said
it again. Then, to the accompaniment of some of his trilling, he
said, ‘No—no—,” and gave two or three whistling breaths.

“Well, I got his meaning, for a wonder! I said, ‘No breath?’
and demonstrated the word. Tweel was ecstatic; he said, ‘Yes, yes,
yes! No, no, no breet!” Then he gave a leap and sailed out to land
on his nose about one pace from the monster!

“I was startled, you can imagine! The arm was going up for a
brick, and I expected to see Tweel caught and mangled, but—
nothing happened! Tweel pounded on the creature, and the arm
took the brick and placed it neatly beside the first. Tweel rap-
ped on its body again, and said ‘rock,” and I got up nerve enough
to take a look myself.

“Tweel was right again. The creature was rock, and it didn’t
breathe!”

“How you know?” snapped Leroy, his black eyes blazing
interest.

“Because I'm a chemist. The beast was made of silica! There
must have been pure silicon in the sand, and it lived on that. Get
it? We, and Tweel, and those plants out there, and even the
biopods are carbon life; this thing lived by a different set of
chemical reactions. It was silicon life!”

“La vie silicieuse!” shouted Leroy. “I have suspect, and now
it is proof! I must go see! Il faut que je—"

“All right! All right!” said Jarvis. “You can go see. Anyhow,
there the thing was, alive and yet not alive, moving every ten
minutes, a  ...n only to remove a brick. Those bricks were its
waste matter. See, Frenchy? We're carbon, and our waste is car-
bon dioxide, and this thing is silicon, and its waste is silicon di-
oxide—silica. But silica is a solid, hence the bricks. And it builds
itself in, and when it is covered, it moves over to a fresh place
to start over. No wonder it creaked! A living creature half a
million years old!”

“How you know how old?” Leroy was frantic.

“We trailed its pyramids from the beginning, didn’t we? If
this weren’t the original pyramid builder, the series would have
ended somewhere before we found him, wouldn’t it?—ended and
started over with the small ones. That’s simple enough, isn’t it?
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“But he reproduces, or tries to. Before the third brick came
out, there was a little rustle and out popped a whole stream of
those little crystal balls. They're his spores, or eggs, or seeds—call
‘em what you want. They went bouncing by across Xanthus just
as they’d bounced by us back in the Mare Chronium. I've a
hunch how they work, too—this is for your information, Leroy.
I think the crystal shell of silica is no more than a protective cov-
ering, like an eggshell, and that the active principle is the smell
inside. It's some sort of gas that attacks silicon, and if the shell
is broken near a supply of that element, some reaction starts that
ultimately develops into a beast like that one.”

“You should try!” exclaimed the little Frenchman. “We must
break one to see!”

“Yeah? Well, I did. I smashed a couple against the sand.
Would you like to come back in about ten thousand years to see
if I planted some pyramid monsters? You'd most likelv be able
to tell by that time!” Jarvis paused and drew a deep breath. “Lord!
That queer creature! Do you picture it? Blind, deaf, nerveless,
brainless—just a mechanism, and yet—immortal! Bound to go on
making bricks, building pyramids, as long as silicon and oxygen
exist, and even afterwards it’ll just stop. It won’t be dead. If the
accidents of a million years bring it its food again, there it'll be,
ready to run again, while brains and civilizations are part of the
past. A queer beast—yet I met a stranger one!”

“If you did, it must have been in your dreams!” growled
Harrison.

“You're right!” said Jarvis soberly. “In a way, you're right.
The dream-beast! That’s the best name for it—and it’s the most
fiendish, terrifying creation one could imagine! More dangerous
than a lion, more insidious than a snake!”

“Tell me!” begged Leroy. “I must go see!”

“Not this devill” He paused again. “Well,” he resumed,
“Tweel and I left the pyramid creature and plowed along through
Xanthus. I was tired and a little disheartened by Putz’s failure
to pick me up, and Tweel’s trilling got on my nerves, as did his
flying nosedives. So I just strode along without a word, hour after
hour across that monotonous desert.

“Toward mid-afternoon we came in sight of a low dark line
on the horizon. I knew what it was. It was a canal; I'd crossed
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it in the rocket and it meant that we were just one-third of the
way across Xanthus. Pleasant thought, wasn’t it? And still, I was
keeping up to schedule.

“We approached the canal slowly; I remembered that this
one was bordered by a wide fringe of vegetation and that Mud-
heap City was on it.

“I was tired, as I said. I kept thinking of a good hot meal,
and then from that I jumped to reflections of how nice and
home-like even Borneo would seem after this crazy planet, and
from that, to thoughts of little old New York, and then to thinking
about a girl I know there—Fancy Long. Know her?”

“Vision entertainer,” said Harrison. “I've tuned her in. Nice
blonde—dances and sings on the Yerba Mate hour.”

“That’s her,” said Jarvis ungrammatically. “I know her pretty
well—just friends, get me?—though she came down to see us oft
in the Ares. Well, I was thinking about her, feeling pretty lone-
some, and all the time we were approaching that line of rubbery
plants.

“And then—I said, “‘What 'n Hell!" and stared. And there
she was—Fancy Long, standing plain as day under one of those
crack-brained trees, and smiling and waving just the way I remem-
bered her when we left!”

“Now you're nuts, too!” observed the captain.

“Boy, I almost agreed with you! I stared and pinched myself
and closed my eyes and then stared again—and every time, there
was Fancy Long smiling and waving! Tweel saw something, too;
he was trilling and clucking away, but I scarcely heard him. I
was bounding toward her over the sand, too amazed even to ask
myself questions.

“I wasn’t twenty feet from her when Tweel caught me with
one of his flying leaps. He grabbed my arm, velling, ‘No—no—
no!’ in his squeaky voice. I tried to shake him off—he was as
light as if he were built of bamboo—but he dug his claws in and
yelled. And finally some sort of sanity returned to me and |
stopped less than ten feet from her. There she stcod, looking as
solid as Putz’s head!”

“Vot?” said the engineer.

“She smiled and waved, and waved and smiled, and I stood
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there dumb as Leroy, while Tweel squeaked and chattered. I
knew it couldn’t be real, yet—there she was!

“Finally I said, ‘Fancy! Fancy Long!’ She just kept on smil-
ing and waving, but looking as real as if I hadn’t left her thirty-
seven million miles away.

“Tweel had his glass pistol out, pointing it at her. I grabbed
his arm, but he tried to push me away. He pointed at her and
said, ‘No breet! No breet!” and I understood that he meant that
the Fancy Long thing wasn't alive. Man, my head was whirl-
ing!

“Still, it gave me the jitters to see him pointing his weapon
at her. I don’t know why I stood there watching him take care-
ful aim, but I did. Then he squeezed the handle of his weapon;
there was a little puff of steam, and Fancy Long was gone! And
in her place was one of those writhing, black, rope-armed horrors
iike the one I'd saved Tweel from!

“The dream-beast! I stood there dizzy, watching it die while
T'weel trilled and whistled. Finally he touched my arm, pointed
at the twisting thing, and said, ‘You one-one-two, he one-one-two.’
Atter he'd repeated it eight or ten times, I got it. Do any of you?”

“Oui!” shrilled Leroy. “Moi—je le comprends! He mean
you think of something, the beast he know, and you see it! Un
chien—a hungry dog, he would see the big bone with meat! Oz
smell it—not?”

“Right!” said Jarvis. “The dream-beast uses its victim’s long-
ings and desires to trap its prey. The bird at nesting season
would see its mate, the fox, prowling for its own prey, would see
a helpless rabbit!”

“How he do?” queried Leroy.

“How do I know? How does a snake back on earth charm a
bird into its very jaws? And aren’t there deep-sea fish that lure
their victims into their mouths? Lord!” Jarvis shuddered. “Do
you see how insidious the monster is? We're warned now—but
henceforth we can’t trust even our eyes. You might see me—I
might see one of you—and back of it may be nothing but another
of those black horrors!”

“How'd your friend know?” asked the captain abriptly.

“Tweel? 1 wonder! Perhaps he was thinking of something
that couldn’t possibly have interested me, and when I started to
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run, he realized that I saw something different and was wamed.
Or perhaps the dream-beast can only project a single vision, and
Tweel saw what I saw—or nothing. I couldn’t ask him. But
it’s just another proof that his intelligence is equal to ours or
greater.”

“He’s daffy, I tell you!” said Harrison. “What makes you
think his intellect ranks with the human?”

“Plenty of things! First, the pyramid-beast. He hadn’t seen
one before; he said as much. Yet he recognized it as a dead-alive
automaton of silicon.”

“He could have heard of it,” objected Harrison. “He lives
around here, you know.”

“Well how about the language? I couldn’t pick up a single
idea of his and he learned six or seven words of mine. And do
you realize what complex ideas he put over with no more than
those six or seven words? The pyramid-monster—the dream-
beast! In a single phrase he told me that one was a harmless auto-
maton and the other a deadly hypnotist. What about that?”

“Huh!” said the captain.

“Huh if you wish! Could you have done it knowing only six
words of English? Could you go even further, as Tweel did, and
tell me that another creature was of a sort of intelligence so dif-
ferent from ours that understanding was impossible—even more
impossible than that between Tweel and me?”

“Eh? What was that?”

“Later. The point I'm making is that Tweel and his race
are worthy of our friendship. Somewhere on Mars—and you'll
find I'm right—is a civilization and culture equal to ours, and
maybe more than equal. And communication is possible between
them and us; Tweel proves that. It may take years of patient
trial, for their minds are alien, but less alien than the next minds
we encountered—if they are minds.”

“The next ones? What next ones?”

“The people of the mud cities along the canals.”” Jarvis
frowned, then resumed his narrative. “I thought the dream-beast
and the silicon-monster were the strangest beings conceivable, but
I was wrong. These creatures are still more alien, less understand-
able than either and far less comprehensible than Tweel, with
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whom friendship is possible, and even, by patience and concen-
tration, the exchange of ideas.

“Well,” he continued, “we left the dream-beast dying, drag-
ging itself back into its hole, and we moved toward the canal.
There was a carpet of that queer walking-grass scampering out of
our way, and when we reached the bank, there was a yellow
trickle of water flowing. The mound city I'd noticed from the
rocket was a mile or so to the right and I was curious enough to
want to take a look at it.

“It had seemed deserted from my previous glimpse of it, and
if any creatures were lurking in it—well, Tweel and I were both
armed. And by the way, that crystal weapon of Tweel's was an
interesting device; I took a look at it after the dream-beast epi-
sode. It fired a little glass splinter, poisoned, I suppose, and I
guess it held at least a hundred of ’em to a load. The propellent
was steam—just plain steam!”

“Shteam!” echoed Putz. “From vot come, shteam?”

“From water, of course! You could see the water through
the transparent handle and about a gill of another liquid, thick
and yellowish. When Tweel squeezed the handle—there was no
trigger—a drop of water and a drop of the vellow stuff squirted
into the firing chamber, and the water vaporized—pop!—like
that. It’s not so difficult; I think we could develop the same
principle. Concentrated sulphuric acid will heat water almost
to boiling, and so will quicklime, and there’s potassium and so-
dium—

“Of course, his weapon hadn’t the range of mine, but it wasn’t
so bad in this thin air, and it did hold as many shots as a cow-
boy’s gun in a Western movie. It was effective, too, at least
against Martian life; I tried it out, aiming at one of the crazy
plants, and darned if the plant didn't wit%er up and fall apart!
That’s why I think the glass splinters were poisoned.

“Anyway, we trudged along toward the mud-heap city and
I began to wonder whether the city builders dug the canals. I
pointed to the city and then at the canal, and Tweel said ‘No—
no—no!’ and gestured toward the south. I took it to mean that
some other race had created the canal system, perhaps Tweel’s
people. I don’t know; maybe there’s still another intelligent race
on the planet, or a dozen others. Mars is a queer little world.
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“A hundred yards from the city we crossed a sort of road—
just a hard-packed mud trail, and then, all of a sudden, along
came one of the mound builders!

“Man, talk about fantastic beings! It looked rather like a bar-
rel trotting along on four legs with four other arms or tentacles.
It had no head, just body and members and a row of eyes com-
pletely around it. The top end of the barrel-body was a dia-
phragm stretched as tight as a drum head, and that was all. It
was pushing a little coppery cart and tore right past us like the
proverbial bat out of Hell. It didn’t even notice us, although I
thought the eyes on my side shifted a little as it passed.

“A moment later another came along, pushing another empty
cart. Same thing—it just scooted past us. Well, I wasn’t going
to be ignored by a bunch of barrels playing train, so when the
third one approached, I planted myself in the way—ready to jump,
of course, if the thing didn’t stop.

“But it did. It stopped and set up a sort of drumming from
the diaphragm on top. And I held out both hands and said,
‘We are friends!”” And what do you suppose the thing did?”

“Said, ‘Pleased to meet vou,” I'll bet!” suggested Harrison.

“I couldn’t have been more surprised if it had! It drummed
on its diaphragm, and then suddenly boomed out, ‘We are
v-r-rriends!” and gave its pushcart a vicious poke at me! I jumped
aside, and away it went while I stared dumbly after it.

“A minute later another one came hurrving along. This one
didn’t pause, but simply drummed out, ‘We are v-r-rriends!” and
scurried by. How did it leam the phrase? Were all of the crea-
tures in some sort of communication with each other? Were they
all parts of some central organism? I den’t know, though I think
Tweel does.

“Anyway, the creatures went sailing past us, every one greet-
ing us with the same statement. It got to be funny; I never
thought to find so many friends on this God-forsaken ball!
Finally I made a puzzled gesture to Tweel; I guess he understood,
for he said, ‘One-one-two—ves!—two-two-four—no!” Get it?”

“Sure,” said Harrison. “It’s a Martian nursery rhyme.”

“Yeah! Well, I was getting used to Tweel's symbolism, and I
figured it out this way. ‘One-one-two—yes!" The creatures were
intelligent. “T'wo-two-four—no!" Their intelligence was not of
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our order, but something different and beyond the logic of two
and two is four. Maybe I missed his meaning. Perhaps he meant
that their minds were of low degree, able to figure out the simple
things—‘One-one-two—yes!'—but not more difficult things—Two-
two-four—no!" But I think from what we saw later that he meant
the other.

“After a few moments, the creatures came rushing back—
first one, then another. Their pushcarts were full of stones, sand,
chunks of rubbery plants, and such rubbish as that. They droned
out their friendly greeting, which didn’t really sound so friendly,
and dashed on. The third one I assumed to be my first ac-
quaintance and I decided to have another chat with him. I
stepped into his path again and waited.

“Up he came, booming out his ‘We are v-rrriends’ and
stopped. I looked at him; four or five of his eyes looked at me.
He tried his password again and gave a shove on his cart, but I
stood firm. And then the—the dashed creature reached out one
of his arms, and two finger-like nippers tweaked my nose!”

“Haw!” roared Harrison. “Maybe the things have a sense
of beauty!”

“Laugh!” grumbled Jarvis. “I'd already had a nasty bump
and a mean frostbite on that nose. Anyway, I velled ‘Ouch!” and
jumped aside and the creature dashed awav; but from then on,
their greeting was ‘We are v-r-r-riends! Ouch!” Queer beasts!

“Tweel and I followed the road squarely up to the nearest
mound. The creatures were coming and going, paving us not
the slightest attention, fetching their loads of rubbish. The road
simply dived into an opening, and slanted down like an old mine,
and in and out darted the barrel-people, greeting us with their
eternal phrase.

“I looked in; there was a light somewhere below, and I was
curious to see it. It didn’t look like a flame or torch, you under-
stand, but more like a civilized light, and I thought that I might
get some clue as to the creatures’ development. So in I went
and Tweel tagged along, not without a few trills and twitters,
however.

“The light was curious; it sputtered and flared like an old
arc light, but came from a single black rod set in the wall of the
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corridor. It was electric, beyond doubt. The creatures were
fairly civilized, apparently.

“Then I saw another light shining on something that glit-
tered and I went on to look at that, but it was only a heap of
shiny sand. I turned toward the entrance to leave, and the Devil
take me if it wasn’t gone!

“I suppose the corridor had curved, or I'd stepped into a
side passage. Anyway, I walked back in that direction I thought
we'd come, and all I saw was more dimlit corridor. The place
was a labyrinth! There was nothing but twisting passages run-
ning every way, lit by occasional lights, and now and then a crea-
ture running by, sometimes with a pushcart, sometimes without.

“Well, I wasn’t much worried at first. Tweel and I had
only come a few steps from the entrance. But every move we
made after that seemed to get us in deeper. Finally I tried fol-
lowing one of the creatures with an empty cart, thinking that
he’d be going out for his rubbish, but he ran around aimlessly,
into one passage and out another. When he started dashing
around a pillar like one of these Japanese waltzing mice, I gave
up, dumped my water tank on the floor, and sat down.

“Tweel was as lost as I. I pointed up and he said ‘No—no—
no!’” in a sort of helpless trill. And we couldn’t get any help from
the natives. They paid no attention at all, except to assure us
they were friends—ouch!

“Lord! I don’t know how many hours or days we wandered
around there! I slept twice from sheer exhaustion; Tweel never
seemed to need sleep. We tried following only the upward cor-
ridors, but they’d run uphill a ways and then curve downwards.
The temperature in that damned ant hill was constant; you
couldn’t tell night from day and after my first sleep I didn’t know
whether I'd slept one hour or thirteen, so I couldn’t tell from
my watch whether it was midnight or noon.

“We saw plenty of strange things. There were machines
running in some of the corridors, but they didn’t seem to be doing
anything—ijust wheels turning. And several times I saw two
Igarrel-beasts with a little one growing between them, joined to

oth.”

“Parthenogenesis!” exulted Leroy. ‘“Parthenogenesis by bud-
ding like les tulipes!”
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“If you say so, Frenchy,” agreed Jarvis. “The things never
noticed us at all, except, as I say, to greet us with ‘We are v-r-r-
riends! Ouch!” They seemed to have no home-life of any sort,
but just scurried around with their pushcarts, bringing in rubbish.
And finally I discovered what they did with it.

“We'd had a little luck with a corridor, one that slanted up-
wards for a great distance. I was feeling that we ought to be close
to the surface when suddenly the passage debouched into a domed
chamber, the only one we'd seen. And man!—I felt like dancing
when I saw what looked like daylight through a crevice in the roof.

“There was a—a sort of machine in the chamber, just an
enormous wheel that turned slowly, and one of the creatures was
in the act of dumping his rubbish below it. The wheel ground it
with a crunch—sand, stones, plants, all into powder that sifted
away somewhere. While we watched, others filed in, repeating
the process, and that seemed to be all. No rhyme nor reason to
the whole thing—but that’s characteristic of this crazy planet.
And there was another fact that’s almost too bizarre to believe.

“One of the creatures, having dumped his load, pushed his
cart aside with a crash and calmly shoved himself under the
wheel! I watched him being crushed, too stupefied to make a
sound, and a moment later, another followed him! They were
perfectly methodical about it, too; one of the cartless creatures
took the abandoned pushcart.

“Tweel didn’t seem surprised; I pointed out the next suicide
to him, and he just gave the most human-like shrug imaginable,
as much as to say, “‘What can I do about it?” He must have known
more or less about these creatures.

“Then I saw something else. There was something beyond
the wheel, something shining on a sort of low pedestal. I walked
over; there was a little crystal about the size of an egg, fluorescing
to beat Tophet. The light from it stung my hands and face, al-
most like a static discharge, and then I noticed another funny
thing. Remember that wart I had on my left thumb? Look!”
Jarvis extended his hand. “It dried up and fell off—just like that!
And my abused nose—say, the pain went out of it like magic!
The thing had the property of hard x-rays or gamma radiations,
only more so; it destroyed diseased tissue and left healthy tissue
unharmed!
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“I was thinking what a present that'd be to take back to
Mother Earth when a lot of racket interrupted. We dashed back
to the other side of the wheel in time to see one of the pushcarts
ground up. Some suicide had been careless, it seems.

“Then suddenly the creatures were booming and drumming
all around us and their noise was decidedly menacing. A crowd
of them advanced toward us; we backed out of what I thought
was the passage we'd entered by, and they came rumbling after
us, some pushing carts and some not. Crazy brutes! There was a
whole chorus of ‘We are v-r-r-riends! Ouch!” I didn't like the
‘ouch’; it was rather suggestive.

“Tweel had his glass gun out and I dumped my water tank
for greater freedom and got mine. We backed up the corridor
with the barrel-beasts following—about twenty of them. Queer
thing—the ones coming in with loaded carts moved past us inches
away without a sign.

“Tweel must have noticed that. Suddenly, he snatched out
that glowing coal cigar-lighter of his and touched a cart-load of
plant limbs. Puff! The whole load was burning—and the crazv
beast pushing it went right along without a change of pace! It
created some disturbance among our ‘V-r-r-riends,” however—and
then I noticed the smoke eddving and swirling past us, and sure
enough, there was the entrance!

“I grabbed Tweel and out we dashed and after us our twenty
pursuers. The daylight felt like Heaven, though I saw at first
glance that the sun was all but set, and that was bad, since I
couldn’t live outside my thermo-skin bag in a Martian night—at
least, without a fire.

“And things got worse in a hurry. They cornered us in an
angle between two mounds, and there we stood. I hadn't fired
nor had Tweel; there wasn’t any use in irritating the brutes. Thev
stopped a little distance away and began their booming about
friendship and ouches.

“Then things got still worse! A barrel-brute came out with a
pushcart and they all grabbed into it and came out with handfuls
of foot-long copper darts—sharp-looking ones—and all of a sud-
den one sailed past my ear—zing! And it was shoot or die then.

“We were doing pretty well for a while. We picked off the
ones next to the pushcart and managed to keep the darts at a
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minimum, but suddenly there was a thunderous booming of
‘vr-r-riends’ and ‘ouches,’ and a whole army of ’em came out of
their hole.

“Man! We were through and I knew it! Then I realized that
Tweel wasn’t. He could have leaped the mound behind us as
easily as not. He was staying for me!

“Say, I could have cried if there’d been time! I'd liked Tweel
from the first, but whether I'd have had gratitude to do what
he was doing—suppose I had saved him from the first dream-
beast—he’d done as much for me, hadn’t he? I grabbed his arm,
and said “Tweel,” and pointed up, and he understood. He said,
‘No—no—no, Tick!" and popped away with his glass pistol.

“What could I do? I'd be a goner anyway when the sun set,
but I couldn’t explain that to him. I said, “Thanks, Tweel. You're
a man!’ and felt that I wasn’t paying him any compliment at all.
A man! There are mighty few men who'd do that.

“So I went ‘bang’ with my gun and Tweel went ‘puff’ with
his, and the barrels were throwing darts and getting ready to rush
us, and booming about being friends. I had given up hope. Then
suddenly an angel dropped right down from Heaven in the shape
of Putz, with his under-jets blasting the barrels into very small
pieces!

“Wow! I let out a yell and dashed for the rocket; Putz
opened the door and in I went, laughing and crving and shouting!
It was a moment or so before I remembered Tweel; I looked
around in time to see him rising in one of his nosedives over the
mound and away.

“I had a devil of a job arguing Putz into following! By the
time we got the rocket aloft, darkness was down; vou know how
it comes here—like turning off a light. We sailed out over the
desert and put down once or twice. I velled ‘“Tweel!” and velled it
a hundred times, I guess. We couldn’t find him; he could travel
like the wind and all I got—or else I imagined it—was a faint
trilling and twittering drifting out of the south. He'd gone, and
damn it! I wish—I wish he hadn’t!”

The four men of the Ares were silent—even the sardonic
Harrison. At last little Leroy broke the stillness.

“I should like to see,” he murmured.

“Yeah,” said Harrison. “And the wart-cure. Too bad you
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CAPTAINHARRISON OF THE

Ares expedition turned away from the little telescope in the bow
of the rocket. “Two weeks more, at the most,” he remarked.
“Mars only retrogrades for seventy days in all, relative to the
earth, and we've got to be homeward bound during that period,
or wait a year and a half for old Mother Earth to go around the
sun and catch up with us again. How'd you like to spend a
winter here?”

Dick Jarvis, chemist of the party, shivered as he looked up
from his notebook. “I’d just as soon spend it in a liquid air
tank!” he averred. “These eighty-below zero summer nights are
plenty for me.”

“Well,” mused the captain, “the first successful Martian ex-
pedition ought to be home long before then.”

“Successful if we get home,” corrected Jarvis. “I don’t
trust these cranky rockets—not since the auxiliary dumped me
in the middle of Thyle last week. Walking back from a rocket
ride is a new sensation to me.”

“Which reminds me,” returned Harrison, “that we've got
to recover your films. They're important if we're to pull this
trip out of the red. Remember how the public mobbed the
first moon pictures? Our shots ought to pack 'em to the doors.
And the broadcast-rights, too; we might show a profit for the
Academy.”

“What interests me,” countered Jarvis, “is a personal profit.
A book, for instance; exploration books are always popular.
Martian Deserts—how’s that for a title?”

“Lousy!” grunted the captain. “Sounds like a cook-book
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for desserts. You’d have to call it ‘Love Life of a Martian,” or
something like that.”

Jarvis chuckled. “Anyway,” he said, “if we once get back
home, I'm going to grab what profit there is, and never, never,
get any farther from the earth than a good stratosphere plane’ll
take me. I've learned to appreciate the planet after plowing
over this dried-up pill we're on now.”

“I'll lay you odds you’ll be back here year after next,” grinned
the Captain. “You'll want to visit your pal—that trick ostrich.”

“Tweel?” The other’s tone sobered. “I wish I hadn’t lost
him, at that. He was a good scout. I'd never have survived the
dream-beast but for him. And that battle with the push-cart
things—I never even had a chance to thank him.”

“A pair of lunatics, you two,” observed Harrison. He
squinted through the port at the gray gloom of the Mare Cim-
merium. “There comes the sun.” He paused. “Listen, Dick
—you and Leroy take the other auxiliary rocket and go out and
salvage those films.”

Jarvis stared. “Me and Leroy?” he echoed ungrammatical-
ly. “Why not me and Putz? An engineer would have some
chance of getting us there and back if the rocket goes bad on us.”

The captain nodded toward the stern, whence issued at
that moment a medley of blows and guttural expletives. ‘‘Putz
is going over the insides of the Ares,” he announced. “He'll
have his hands full until we leave, because I want every bolt
inspected. It's too late for repairs once we cast off.”

“And if Leroy and I crack up? That’s our last auxiliary.”

“Pick up another ostrich and walk back,” suggested Harrison
grufly. Then he smiled. “If you have trouble, we’ll hunt vou
out in the Ares,” he finished. “Those films are important.” He
turned. “Leroy!”

The dapper little biologist appeared, his face questioning.

“You and Jarvis are off to salvage the auxiliary,” the Captain
said. “Everything’s ready and you'd better start now. Call
back at half-hour intervals; I'll be listening.”

Leroy’s eyes glistened. ‘‘Perhaps we land for specimens—
no?” he queried.

“Land if you want to. This golf ball scems safe enough.”
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“Except for the dream-beast,” muttered Jarvis with a faint
shudder. He frowned suddenly. “Say, as long as we’re going
that way, suppose I have a look for Tweel’s home! He must
live off there somewhere, and he’s the most important thing
we've seen on Mars.”

Harrison hesitated. “If I thought you could keep out of
trouble,” he muttered. “All right,” he decided. “Have a look.
There’s food and water aboard the auxiliary; you can take a
couple of days. But keep in touch with me, you saps!”

Jarvis and Leroy went through the airlock out to the grey
plain. The thin air, still scarcely warmed by the rising sun, bit
flesh and lung like needles, and they gasped with a sense of
suffocation. They dropped to a sitting posture, waiting for their
bodies, trained by months in acclimatization chambers back on
earth, to accommodate themselves to the tenuous air. Leroy’s
face, as always, turned a smothered blue, and Jarvis heard his
own breath rasping and rattling in his throat. But in five
minutes, the discomfort passed; they rose and entered the little
auxiliary rocket that rested beside the black hull of the Ares.

The under-jets roared out their fiery atomic blast; dirt and
bits of shattered biopods spun away in a cloud as the rocket
rose. Harrison watched the projectile trail its flaming way into
the south, then turned back to his work.

It was four days before he saw the rocket again. Just at
evening, as the sun dropped behind the horizon with the sud-
denncss of a candle falling into the sea, the auxiliary flashed out
of the southern heavens, easing gently down on the flaming
wings of the under-jets. Jarvis and Lerov emerged, passed
through the swiftly gathering dusk, and faced him in the light
of the Ares. He surveyed the two; Jarvis was tattered and scratch-
ed, but apparently in better condition than Leroy, whose dapper-
ness was completely lost. The little biologist was pale as the
nearer moon that glowed outside; one arm was bandaged in
thermo-skin and his clothes hung in veritable rags. But it was his
eyes that struck Harrison most strangely; to one who lived these
many weary days with the diminutive Frenchman, there was
something queer about them. They were frightened, plainly
enough, and that was odd, since Leroy was no coward or he'd
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never have been one of the four chosen by the Academy for
the first Martian expedition. But the fear in his eyes was more
understandable than that other expression, that queer fixity of
gaze like one in a trance, or like a person in an ecstasy. “Like
a chap who's seen Heaven and Hell together,” Harrison expressed
it to himself. He was yet to discover how right he was.

He assumed a gruffness as the weary pair sat down. “You're
a fine looking couple!” he growled. “I should’ve known bet-
ter than to let you wander off alone.” He paused. “Is your
arm all right, Leroy? Need any treatment?”

Jarvis answered. “It’s all right—just gashed. No danger
of infection here, I guess; Leroy says there aren’t any microbes
on Mars.”

“Well,” exploded the Captain, “Let’s hear it, then! Your
radio reports sounded screwy. ‘Escaped from Paradise!” Huh!”

“l didn’t want to give details on the radio,” said Jarvis
soberly. “You'd have thought we’d gone locny.”

“I think so, anyway.”

“Moi aussi!” muttered Leroy. “I too!”

“Shall 1 begin at the beginning?” queried the chemist.
“Our early reports were pretty nearly complete.” He stared at
Putz, who had come in silently, his face and hands blackened
with carbon, and seated himself beside Harrison.

“At the beginning,” the Captain decided.

“Well,” began Jarvis, “we got started all right, and flew
due south along the meridian of the Ares, same course I'd fol-
lowed last week. I was getting used to this narrow horizon, so
I didn’t feel so much like being cooped under a big bowl, but
one does keep overestimating distances. Something four miles
away looks eight when you're used to terrestrial curvature, and
that makes you guess its size just four times too large. A little
hill looks like a mountain until you're almost over it.”

“I know that,” grunted Harrison.

“Yes, but Leroy didn’t, and I spent our first couple of hours
trying to cxplain it to him. By the time he understcod (if he
does yet) we were past Cimmerium and over that Xanthus desert,
and then we crossed the canal with the mud city and the barrel-
shaped citizens and the place where Tweel had shot the dream-
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beast. And nothing would do for Pierre here but that we put
down so he could practice his biology on the remains. So we
did.

“The thing was still there. No'sign of decay; couldn’t be,
of course, without bacterial forms of life, and Leroy says that
Mars is as sterile as an operating table.”

“Comme le coeur d’'une fileuse,” corrected the little biolo-
gist, who was beginning to regain a trace of his usual energy.
“Like an old maid’s heart!”

“However,” resumed Jarvis, “about a hundred of the little
grey-green biopods had fastened onto the thing and were grow-
ing and branching. Leroy found a stick and knocked ’em cff,
and each branch broke away and became a biopod crawling
around with the others. So he poked around at the creature,
while I looked away from it; even dead, that rope-armed devil
gave me the creeps. And then came the surprise; the thing was
part plant!”

“C'est vrai” confirmed the biologist. “It’s true!”

“It was a big cousin of the biopods,” continued Jarvis.
“Leroy was quite excited; he figures that all Martian life is of
that sort—neither plant nor animal. Life here never differenti-
ated, he savs; everything has both natures in it, even the barrel-
creatures—even Tweel! [ think he’s right, especially when I re-
call how Tweel rested, sticking his beak in the ground and stay-
ing that way all night. I never saw him eat or drink, either;
perhaps his beak was more in the nature of a root, and he got
his nourishment that way.”

“Sounds nutty to me,” observed Harrison.

“Well,” continued Jarvis, “we broke up a few of the other
growths and they acted the same way—the pieces crawled
around, only much slower than the biopods, and then stuck
themselves in the ground. Then Leroy had to catch a sample
of the walking grass, and we were ready to leave when a parade
of the barrel creatures rushed by with their pushcarts. They
hadn’t forgotten me, either; they all drummed out, ‘We are
v-r-r-iends—ouch!’ just as they had before. Leroy wanted to
shoot one and cut it up, but I remembered the battle Tweel
and I had had with them, and vetoed the idea. But he did
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hit on a possible explanation as to what they did with all the
rubbish they gathered.”

“Made mud-pies I guess,” grunted the captain.

“More or less,” agreed Jarvis. “They use it for food, Leroy
thinks. If they're part vegetable, you see, that's what they'd
want—soil with organic remains in it to make it fertile. That's
why they ground up sand and biopods and other growths all
together. See?”

“Dimly,” countered Harrison. “How about the suicides?”

“Leroy had a hunch there, too. The suicides jump into
the grinder when the mixture has too much sand and gravel;
they throw themselves in to adjust the proportions.”

“Rats!” said Harrison disgustedly. “Why couldn’t they
bring in some extra branches from outside?”

“Because suicide is easier. You've got to remember that
these creatures can’t be judged by earthly standards; they prob-
ably don’t feel pain, and they haven't got what we'd call in-
dividuality. Any intelligence they have is the property of the
whole community—like an ant-heap. That’s it! Ants are will-
ing to die for their ant-hill; so are these creatures.”

“So are men,” observed the captain, “if it comes to that.”

“Yes, but men aren’t exactly eager. It takes some emotion
like patriotism to work ‘em to the point of dying for their
country; these things do it all in the day’s work.” He paused.

“Well, we took some pictures of the dream-beast and the
barrel-creatures, and then we started along. We sailed over
Xanthus, keeping as close to the meridian of the Ares as we
could, and pretty soon we crossed the trail of the pyramid-build-
er. So we circled back to let Leroy take a look at it, and when
we found it, we landed. The thing had completed just two rows
of bricks since Tweel and I left it, and there it was, breathing
in silicon and breathing out bricks as if it had eternity to do it
in—which it has. Leroy wanted to dissect it with a Boland
explosive bullet, but I thought that anything that had lived for
ten million years was entitled to the respect due old age, so I
talked him out of it. He peeped into the hole on top of it and
nearly got beaned by the arm coming up with a brick, and then
he chipped off a few pieces of it, which didn’t disturb the crea
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ture a bit. He found the place I'd chipped, tried to see if there
was any sign of healing, and decided he could tell better in two
or three thousand years. So we took a few shots of it and sailed
on.

“Mid afternoon we located the wreck of my rocket. Not
a thing disturbed; we picked up my films and tried to decide
what next. I wanted to find Tweel if possible; I figured from
the fact of his pointing south that he lived somewhere near
Thyle. We plotted our route and judged that the desert we
were in now was Thyle II; Thyle I should be east of us. So,
on a hunch, we decided to have a look at Thyle I, and away
we buzzed.”

“Der motors?” queried Putz, breaking his long silence.

“For a wonder, we had no trouble, Karl. Your blast worked
perfectly. So we hummed along, pretty high to get a wider
view, I'd say about fifty thousand feet. Thyle II spread out
like an orange carpet, and after a while we came to the grey
branch of the Mare Chronium that bounded it. That was nar-
row; we crossed it in half an hour, and there was Thyle I—same
orange-hued desert as its mate. We veered south, toward the
Mare Australe, and followed the edge of the desert. And toward
sunset we spotted it.”

“Shpotted?” echoed Putz. “Vot vas shpotted?”

“The desert was spotted—with buildings! Not one of the
mud cities of the canals, although a canal went through it. From
the map we figured the canal was a continuation of the one
Schiaparelli called Ascanius.

“We were probably too high to be visible to any inhabitants
of the city, but also too high for a good look at it, even with
the glasses. However, it was nearly sunset, anyway, so we
didn’t plan on dropping in. We circled the place; the canal
went out into the Mare Australe, and there, glittering in the
south, was the melting polar ice-cap! The canal drained it; we
cculd distinguish the sparkle of water in it. Off to the south-
east, just at the edge of the Mare Australe, was a valley—the
first irregularity I'd seen on Mars except the cliffs that bounded
Xanthus and Thyle II. We flew over the valley—" Jarvis
paused suddenly and shuddered; Leroy, whose color had begun
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to return, seemed to pale. The chemist resumed, “Well, the
valley looked all right—then! Just a gray waste, probably
full of crawlers like the others.

“We circled back over the city; say, I want to tell you that
place was—well, gigantic! It was colossal; at first I thought the
size was due to that illusion I spoke of—you know, the nearness
of the horizon—but it wasn’t that. We sailed right over it,
and you've never seen anything like it!

“But the sun dropped out of sight right then. I knew we
were pretty far south—latitude 60—but I didn’t know just how
much night we'd have.”

Harrison glanced at a Schiaparelli chart. “About 60—eh?”
he said. “Close to what corresponds to the Antarctic circle. You'd
have about four hours of night at this season. Three months
from now you'd have none at all.”

“Three months!” echoed Jarvis, surprised. Then he grinned.
“Right! I forget the seasons here are twice as long as ours. Well,
we sailed out into the desert about twenty miles, which put the
city below the horizon in case we overslept, and there we spent
the night.

“You're right about the length of it. We had about four
hours of darkness which left us fairly rested. We ate breakfast,
called our location to you, and started over to have a look at
the city.

“We sailed toward it from the east and it loomed up ahead
of us like a range of mountains. Lord, what a city! Not that
New York mightn’t have higher buildings, or Chicago cover
more ground, but for sheer mass, those structures were in a
class by themselves. Gargantuan!

“There was a queer look about the place, though. You
know how a terrestrial city sprawls out, a nimbus of suburbs,
a ring of residential sections, factory districts, parks, highways.
There was none of that here; the city rose out of the desert as
abruptly as a cliff. Only a few little sand mounds marked the
division, and then the walls of those gigantic structures.

“The architecture was strange, too. There were lots of de-
vices that are impossible back home, such as set-backs in reverse,
so that a building with a small base could spread out as it rose.
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That would be a valuable trick in New York, where land is al-
most priceless, but to do it, you'd have to transfer Martian
gravitation there! 8

“Well, since you can’t very well land a rocket in a city
street, we put down right next to the canal side of the city, took
our small cameras and revolvers, and started for a gap in the
wall of masonry. We weren’t ten feet from the rocket when
we beth saw the explanation for a lot of the queerness.

“The city was in ruin! Abandoned, deserted, dead as Baby-
lon! Or at least, so it looked to us then, with its empty streets
which, if they had been paved, were now deep under sand.”

“A ruin, eh?” commented Harrison. “How old?”

“How could we tell?” countered Jarvis. “The next expe-
dition to this golf ball ought to carry an archeologist—and a
philologist, too, as we found out later. But it's a devil of a
job to estimate the age of anything here; things weather so slowly
that most of the buildings might have been put up yesterday.
No rainfall, no earthquakes, no vegetation is here to spread
cracks with its roots—nothing. The only aging factors here are
the erosion of the wind—and that's negligible in this atmos-
phere—and the cracks caused by changing temperature. And
one other agent—meteorites. They must crash down occasion-
ally on the city, judging from the thinness of the air, and the
fact that we've seen four strike ground right here near the Ares.”

“Seven,” corrected the captain. “Three dropped while you
were gone.”

“Well, damage by meteorites must be slow, anyway. Big
ones would be as rare here as on earth, because big ones get
through in spite of the atmosphere, and those buildings could
sustair: a lot of little ones. My guess at the city’s age—and it
may be wrong by a big percentage—would be fifteen thousand
years. Even that’s thousands of years older than any human
civilization; fifteen thousand years ago was the Late Stone Age
in the history of mankind.

“So Leroy and I crept up to those tremendous buildings
feeling like pygmies, sort of awe-struck, and talking in whispers.
I tell you, it was ghostly walking down that dead and deserted
street, and every time we passed through a shadow, we shivered,
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and not just because shadows are cold on Mars. We felt like
intruders, as if the great race that had built the place might
resent our presence even across a hundred and fifty centuries.
The place was as quiet as a grave, but we kept imagining things
and pecping down the dark lanes between buildings and looking
over our shoulders. Most of the structures were windowless,
but when we did see an opening in those vast walls, we couldn’t
look away, expecting to see some horror peering out of it.
“Then we passed an edifice with an open arch; the doors
were there, but blocked open by sand. 1 got up nerve enough
to take a look inside, and then, of course, we discovered we'd
forgotten to take our flashes. But we eased a few feet into the
darkness and the passage debouched into a colossal hall. Far
above us a little crack let in a pallid ray of daylight, not nearly
enough to light the place; I couldn’t even see if the hall rose
clear to the distant roof. But I know the place was enormous;
I said something to Leroy and a million thin echoes came slip-
ping back to us out of the darkness. And after that, we began
to hear other sounds—slithering rustling noises, and whispers,
and sounds like suppressed breathing—and something black and
silent passed between us and that far-away crevice of light.

“Then we saw three little greenish spots of luminosity in -

the dusk to our left. We stood staring at them, and suddenly
they all shifted at once. Leroy yelled ‘Ce sont des yeux! and
they were! They were eyes!

“Well, we stood frozen for a moment, while Leroy’s vell
reverberated back and forth between the distant walls, and the
echoes repeated the words in queer, thin voices. There were
mumblings and mutterings and whisperings and sounds like
strange soft laughter, and then the three-eyed thing moved again.
Then we broke for the door!

“We felt better out in the sunlight; we looked at each other
sheepishly, but neither of us suggested another look at the
buildings inside—though we did see the place later, and that
was queer, too—but you’ll hear about it when I come to it. We
just loosened our revolvers and crept on along that ghostly street.

“The street curved and twisted and subdivided. I kept
careful note of our directions, since we couldn’t risk getting lost
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in that gigantic maze. Without our thermo-skin bags, night
would finish us, even if what lurked in the ruins didn’t. By and
by, I noticed that we were veering» back toward the canal, the
buildings ended and there were only a few dozen ragged stone
huts which looked as though they might have been built of
debris from the city. I was just beginning to feel a bit disap-
pointed at finding no trace of Tweel's people here when we
rounded a corner and there he was!

“I yelled “Tweel!” but he just stared, and then I realized
that he wasn’t Tweel, but another Martian of his sort. Tweel’s
- feathery appendages were more orange hued and he stood several
inches taller than this one. Leroy was sputtering in excitement,
and the Martian kept his vicious beak directed at us, so I stepped
forward as peace-maker. I said “Tweel?’ very questioningly, but
there was no result. 1 tried it a dozen times, and we finally had
to give it up; we couldn’t connect.

“Leroy and I walked toward the huts, and the Martian
followed us. Twice he was joined bv others, and each time
i tried yeiling ‘Tweel’ at them but they just stared at us. So we
ambled on with the three trailing us, and then it suddenly oc-
curred to me that my Martian accent might be at fault. I
faced the group and tried trilling it out the way Tweel him-
self did: ‘T-rrrweerrl! Like that.

“And that worked! One of them spun his head around
a full ninety degrees, and screeched ‘T-r-r-rweee-r-rl’ and a mo-
ment later, like an arrow from a bow, Tweel came sailing over
the nearer huts to land on his beak in front of me!

“Man, we were glad to see each other! Tweel set up a
twittering and chirping like a farm in summer and went sailing
up and coming down on his beak, and I would have grabbed
his hands, only he wouldn’t keep still long enough.

“The other Martians and Leroy just stared, and after a
while, Tweel stopped bouncing, and there we were. We could-
n’t talk to each other any more than we could before, so after
I'd said ‘“Tweel’ a couple of times and he’d said ‘Tick,” we were
more or less helpless. However, it was only mid-morning, and
it seemed important to learn all we could about Tweel and the
city, so I suggested that he guide us around the place if he
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weren’t busy. I put over the idea by pointing back at the
buildings and then at him and us.

“Well, apparently he wasn’t too busy, for he set off with us,
leading the way with one of his hundred and fifty-foot nosedives
that set Leroy gasping. When we caught up, he said some-
thing like ‘one, one, two—two, two, four—no, no—yes, yes—rock
—no breet’ That didn’t seem to mean anything; perhaps he
was just letting Leroy know that he could speak English, or
perhaps he was merely running over his vocabulary to refresh
his memory.

“Anyway, he showed us around. He had a light of sorts
in his black pouch, good enough for small rooms, but simply
lost in some of the colossal caverns we went through. Nine
out of ten buildings meant absolutely nothing to us—just vast
empty chambers, full of shadows and rustlings and echoes. 1
couldn’t imagine their use; they didn’t seem suitable for living
quarters, or even for commercial purposes—trade and so forth;
they might have been all right as power-houses, but what could
have been the purpose of a whole city full? And where were the
remains of the machinery?

“The place was a mystery. Sometimes Tweel would show
us through a hall that would have housed an ocean-liner, and
he’d seem to swell with pride—and we couldn’'t make a damn
thing of it! As a display of architectural power, thz city was
colossal; as anything else it was just nutty!

“But we did see one thing that registered. We came to
that same building Leroy and I had entered earlier—the one
with the three eyes in it. Well, we were a little shaky about
going in there, but Tweel twittered and trilled and kept saying,
‘Yes, yes, yes!” so we followed him, staring nervously about for
the thing that had watched us. However, that hall was just
like the others, full of murmurs and slithering noises and
shadowy things slipping away into comers. If the three-eyed
creature were still there, it must have slunk away with the others.

“Tweel led us along the wall; his light showed a series of
little alcoves, and in the first of these we ran into a puzzling
thing—a very weird thing. As the light flashed into the alcove,
I saw first just an empty space, and then, squatting on the
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floor, I saw—it! A little creature about as big as a large rat, it
was, gray and huddled and evidently startled by our appearance.
It had the queerest, most devilish little face!—pointed ears or
horns and satanic eyes that seemed to sparkle with a sort of
fiendish intelligence.

“Tweel saw it, too, and let out a screech of anger, and the
creature rose on two pencil-thin legs and scuttled off with a
half-terrified, half defiant squeak. It darted past us into the
darkness too quickly even for Tweel, and as it ran, something
waved on its body like the fluttering of a cape. Tweel screeched
angrily at it and set up a shrill hullabaloo that sounded like
genuine rage.

“But the thing was gone, and then I noticed the weirdest
of imaginable details. Where it had squatted on the floor was
—a book! It had been hunched over a book!

“I took a step forward; sure enough, there was some sort
of inscription on the pages—wavy white lines like a seismograph
record on black sheets like the material of Tweel’s pouch. Tweel
fumed and whistled in wrath, picked up the volume and
slammed it into place on a shelf full of others. Leroy and I
stared dumbfounded at each other.

“Had the little thing with the fiendish face been reading?
Or was it simply eating the pages, getting physical nourishment
rather than mental? Or had the whole thing been accidental?

“If the creature were some rat-like pest that destroyed
books, Tweel’s rage was understandable, but why should he try
to prevent an intelligent being, even though of an alien race,
from reading—if it was reading? I don’t know; I did notice
that the book was entirely undamaged, nor did I see a damaged
book among any that we handled. But I have an odd hunch
that if we knew the secret of the little cape-clothed imp, we'd
know the mystery of the vast abandoned city and of the decay
of Martian culture.

“Well, Tweel quieted down after a while and led us com-
pletely around that tremendous hall. It had been a library, I
think; at least, there were thousands upon thousands of those
queer black-paged volumes printed in wavy lines of white. There
were pictures, too, in some; and some of these showed Tweel’s
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people. That’s a point, of course; it indicated that his race built
the city and printed the books. I don’t think the greatest philo-
logist on earth will ever translate one line of those records; they
were made by minds too different from ours.

“Tweel could read them, naturally. He twittered off a few
lines, and then I took a few of the books, with his permission;
he said ‘no, no!” to some and ‘yes, yes!" to others. Perhaps he
kept back the ones his people needed, or perhaps he let me take
the ones he thought we’d understand most easily. I don’t know;
the books are outside there in the rocket.

“Then he held that dim torch of his toward the walls, and
they were pictured. Lord, what pictures! They stretched up
and up into the blackness of the roof, mysterious and gigantic.
I couldn’t make much of the first wall; it seemed to be a por-
traval of a great assembly of Tweel’s people. Perhaps it was
meant to symbolize Society or Government. But the next wall
was more obvious; it showed creatures at work on a colossal
machine of some sort, and that would be Industry or Science.
The back wall had corroded away in part, from what we could
see, I suspected the scene was meant to portray Art, but it was
on the fourth wall that we got a shock that nearly dazed us.

“I think the symbol was Exploration or Discovery. This
wall was a little plainer, because the moving beam of daylight
from that crack lit up the higher surface and Tweel’s torch il-
luminated the lower. We made out a giant seated figure, one
of the beaked Martians like Tweel, but with every limb sug-
gesting heaviness, weariness. The arms dropped inertly on the
chair, the thin neck bent and the beak rested on the body, as if
the creature could scarcely bear its own weight. And before it
was a queer kneeling figure, and at sight of it, Leroy and I al-
most reeled against each other. It was, apparently, a man!”

“A man!” bellowed Harrison. “A man you say?”

“I said apparently,” retorted Jarvis. “The artist had exaggera-
ted the nose almost to the length of Tweel's beak, but the figure
had black shoulder-length hair, and instead of the Martian four,
there were five fingers on its outstretched hand! It was kneeling
as if in worship of the Martian, and on the ground was what
looked like a pottery bowl full of some food as an offering. Well!
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Leroy and I thought we’d gone screwy!”

“And Putz and I think so, too!” roared the captain.

“Maybe we all have,” replied ]arvxs, with a faint grin at the
pale face of the little Frenchman, who returned it in silence.
“Anyway,” he continued, “Tweel was squeaking and pointing
at the figure, and saying ‘Tick! Tick!” so he recognized the re-
semblance—and never mind any cracks about my nose!” he
warned the captain. “It was Leroy who made the important
comment; he looked at the Martian and said ‘Thoth! The
god Thoth!" ”

“Oui!” confirmed the biologist. _.“Comme I'Egypte!”

“Yeah,” said Jarvis. “Like the Egyptian ibis-headed god—
the one with the beak. Well, no sooner did Tweel hear the
name Thoth than he set up a clamor of twittering and squeaking.
He pointed at himself and said “Thoth! Thoth!" and then waved
his arm all around and repeated it. Of course he often did
queer things, but we both thought we understood what he
meant. He was trying to tell us that his race called themselves
Thoth. Do you see what I'm getting at?”

“I see, all right,” said Harrison. “You think the Martians
paid a visit to the earth, and the Egyptians remembered it in
their mythologv. Well, vou're off. then; there wasn’'t any
Egyptian civilization fifteen thousand years ago.”

“Wrong!” grinned Jarvis. “It's too bad we haven’t an
archeologist with us, but Leroy tells me that there was a stone-
age culture in Egypt then, the pre-dynastic civilization.”

“Well, even so, what of it?”

“Plenty! Everything in that picture proves my point. The
attitude of the Martian, heavy and weary—that’s the unnatural
strain of terrestrial gravitation. The name Thoth; Lerov tells me
Thoth was the Egyptian god of philosophy and the inventor of
writing! Get that? They must have picked up the idea from
watching the Martian take notes. It’s too much for coincidence
that Thoth should be beaked and ibis-headed, and that the
beaked Martians call themselves Thoth.”

“Well, I'll be hanged! But what about the nose on the
Egyptian? Do you mean to tell me that stone-age Egyptians
had longer noses than ordinary men?” :
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“Of course not! It’s just that the Martians very naturally
cast their paintings in Martianized form. Don’t human beings
tend to relate everything to themselves? That’s why dugongs
and manatees started the mermaid myths—sailors thought they
saw human features on the beasts. So the Martian artist, draw-
ing either from descriptions or imperfect photographs, naturally
exaggerated the size of the human nose to a degree that looked
normal to him. Or anyway, that’s my theory.”

“Well, it'll do as a theory,” grunted Hamrison. “What I
want to hear is why you two got back here looking like a couple
of year-before-last bird’s nests.”

Jarvis shuddered again, and cast another glance at Leroy.
The little biologist was recovering some of his accustomed poise,
but he returned the glance with an echo of the chemist’s shudder.

“We'll get to that,” resumed the latter. “Meanwhile I'll
stick to Tweel and his people. We spent the better part of
three days with them, as you know. I can’t give every detail,
but I'll summarize the important facts and give our conclusions,
which may not be worth an inflated franc. It’s hard to judge
this dried-up world by earthly standards.

“We took pictures of everything possible; I even tried to
photograph that gigantic mural in the library, but unlsss Tweel’s
lamp was unusually rich in actinic rays, I don’t suppose it’ll
show. And that’s a pity, since it’s undoubtedly the most in-
teresting object we’ve found on Mars, at least from a human
viewpoint.

“Tweel was a very courteous host. He took us to all the
points of interest—even the new water-works.”

Putz’s eyes brightened at the word. “Vater-vorks?” he
echoed. “For vot?”

“For the canal, naturally. They have to build up a head of
water to drive it through; that’s obvious.” He looked at the
captain. “You told me yourself that to drive water from the
polar caps of Mars to the equator was equivalent to forcing it
up a twenty-mile hill, because Mars is flattened at the poles and
bulges at the equator just like the earth.”

“That’s true,” agreed Harrison.

“Well,” resumed Jarvis, “this city was one of the relay
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stations to boost the flow. Their power plant was the only one
of the giant buildings that seemed to serve any useful purpose,
and that was worth seeing. I wish you’d seen it, Karl; you'll
h;]ave to make what you can from our pictures. It's a sun-power
plant!”

Harrison and Putz stared. “Sun-power!” grunted the cap-
tain. “That’s primitive!” And the engineer added an emphatic
“Jal” of agreement.

“Not as primitive as all that,” corrected Jarvis. “The sun-
light focused on a queer cylinder in the center of a big concave
mirror, and they drew an electric current from it. The juice
worked the pumps.”

“A t'ermocouple!” ejaculated Putz.

“That sounds reasonable; you can judge by the pictures.
But the power-plant had some queer things about it. The
queerest was that the machinery was tended, not by Tweel’s
people, but by some of the barrel-shaped creatures like the ones
in Xanthus!” He gazed around at the faces of his auditors;
there was no comment.

“Get it?” he resumed. At their silence, he proceeded, “I
see you don’t. Leroy figured it out, but whether rightly or
wrongly, I don't know. He thinks that the barrels and Tweel’s
race have a reciproca! arrangement like—well, like bees and
flowers on earth. The flowers give honey for the bees; the
bees carry the pollen for the flowers. See? The barrels tend
the works and Tweel's people build the canal system. The
Xanthus city must have been a boosting station; that explains
the mysterious machines I saw. And Leroy believes further that
it isn’t an intelligent arrangement—not on the part of the bar-
rels, at least—but that its been done for so many thousands of
generations that it's become instinctive—a tropism—just like
the actions of ants and bees. The creatures have been bred
to it!”

“Nuts!” observed Harrison. “Let’s hear you explain the
reason for that big empty city, then.”

“Sure. Tweel’s civilization is decadent, that’s the reason.
It's a dying race, and out of all the millions that must once
have lived there, Tweel’s couple of hundred companions are the
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remnant. They’re an outpost, left to tend the source of the
water at the polar cap; probably there are still a few respectable
cities left somewhere on the canal system, most likely near the
tropics. It’s the last gasp of a race—and a race that reached a
higher peak of culture than Man!”

“Huh?” said Harrison. “Then why are they dying? Lack
of water?”

“I don’t think so,” responded the chemist. “If my guess at
the city’s age is right, fifteen thousand years wouldn’t make
enough difference in the water supply—nor a hundred thousand,
for that matter. It's something else, though the water’s doubt-
less a factor.”

“Das wasser,” cut in Putz. “Vere goes dot?”

“Even a chemist knows that!” scoffed Jarvis. “At least on
earth. Here I'm not so sure, but on earth, every time there’s a
lightning flash, it electrolyzes some water vapor into hydrogen
and oxygen, and then the hydrogen escapes into space, because
terrestrial gravitation won’t hold it permanently. And every
time there’s an earthquake, some water is lost to the interior.
Slow—but damned certain.” He turned to Harrison. “Right,
Cap?”

“Right,” conceded the captain. “But here, of course—no
earthquakes, no thunderstorms—the loss must be very slow.
Then why is the race dying?”

“The sun-power plant answers that,” countered Jarvis.
“Lack of fuel! Lack of power! No oil left, no coal left—if
Mars ever had a Carboniferous Age—and no water-power—just
the driblets of energy they can get from the sun. That’s why
they’re dying.”

“With the limitless energy of the atom?” exploded Harrison.

“They don’t know about atomic energy. Probably never
did. Maust have used some other principle in their space-ship.”

“Then,” snapped the captain, “what makes you rate their
intelligence above the human? We've finally cracked open the
atom!”

“Sure we have. We had a clue, didn't we? Radium and
uranium. Do you think we'd ever have learned how without
those elements? We'd never even have suspected that atomic
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“Well? Haven’t they—?”

“No, they haven’t. You've told me yourself that Mars has
only 73 percent of the earth’s density. Even a chemist can see
that that means a lack of heavy metals—no osmium, no uranium,
no radium. They didn’t have the clue.”

“Even so, that doesn’t prove they’re more advanced than
we are. If they were more advanced, they’d have discovered it
anyway.” :

“Maybe,” conceded Jarvis. “I'm not claiming that we don’t
surpass them in some ways. But in others, they’re far ahead of

”

us.

“In what, for instance?”

“Well—socially, for one thing.”

“Huh? How do you mean?”

Jarvis glanced in turn at each of the three that faced him.
He hesitated. “I wonder how you chaps will take this,” he
muttered. “Naturally, everybody likes his own system best.”
He frowned. “Look here—on the earth we have three types of
society, haven’t we? And there’s a member of each type right
here. Putz lives under a dictatorship—an autocracy. Leroy’s a
citizen of the Sixth Commune in France. Harrison and I are
Americans, members of a democracy. There you are—autocracy,
democracy, communism—the three types of terrestrial societies.
Tweel’s people have a different system from any of us.”

“Difterent? What is it?”

“The one no earthly nation has tried. Anarchy!”

“Anarchy!” the captain and Putz burst out together.

“That’s right.”

“But—" Harrison was sputtering. “What do you mean—
they're ahead of us? Anarchy! Bah!”

“All right—bah!” retorted Jarvis. “I'm not saying it would
work for us, or for any race of men. But it works for them.”

“But—anarchy!” The captain was indignant.

“Well, when you come right down to it,” argued Jarvis
defensively, “anarchy is the ideal form of government, if it works.
Emerson said that the best government was that which governs
least, and so did Wendell Phillips, and I think George Wash-
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ington. And you can’t have any form of government which
governs less than anarchy, which is no government at all!”

The captain was sputtering. “But—it’s unnatural! Even
savage tribes have their chiefs! Even a pack of wolves has its
leader!”

“Well,” retorted Jarvis defiantly, “that only proves that
government is a primitive device, doesn’t it? With a perfect
race you wouldn’t need it at all; government is a confession of
weakness, isn’t it? It’s a confession that part of the people
won’t cooperate with the rest and that you need laws to restrain
those individuals which a psychologist calls anti-social. If there
were no anti-social persons—criminals and such—you wouldn’t
need laws or police, would you?”

“But government! You'd need government! How about
public works—wars—taxes?”

“No wars on Mars, in spite of being named after the War
God. No point in wars here; the population is too thin and
too scattered, and besides, it takes the help of every single com-
munity to keep the canal system functioning. No taxes be-
cause, apparently, all individuals cooperate in building public
works. No competition to cause trouble, because anybody can
help himself to anything. As I said, with a perfect race govern-
ment is entirely unnecessary.”

“And do you consider the Martians a perfect race?” asked
the captain grimly.

“Not at all! But they've existed so much longer than man
that they're evolved, socially at least, to the point where they
don’t need government. They work together, that’s all.”” Jarvis
paused. “Queer, isn’t it—as if Mother Nature were carrying on
two experiments, one at home and one on Mars. On earth it’s
trial of an emotional, highly competitive race in a world of
plenty; here it’s the trial of a quiet, friendly race on a desert,
unproductive, and inhospitable world. Everything here makes
for cooperation. Why, there isn’t even the factor that causes
so much trouble at home—sex!”

“Huh?”

“Yeak: Tweel’s people reproduce just like the barrels in
the mud cities; two individuals grow a third one between them.



48 A MARTIAN ODYSSEY AND OTHERS

Another proof of Leroy’s theory that Martian life is neither
animal nor vegetable. Besides, Tweel was a good enough host
to let him poke down his beak and twiddle his feathers, and the
examination convinced Leroy.”

“Oui,” confirmed the biologist. “It is true.”

“But anarchy!” grumbled Harrison disgustedly. “It would
show up on a dizzy, half-dead pill like Mars!”

“It'll be a good many centuries before you'll have to worry
about it on earth.” grinned Jarvis. He resumed his narrative.

“Well, we wandered through that sepulchral city, taking
pictures of everything. And then—" Jarvis paused and shud-
dered—“then I took a notion to have a look at that valley we'd
spotted from the rocket. I don’t know why. But when we
tried to steer Tweel in that direction, he set up such a squawk-
ing and screeching that I thought he’d gone batty.”

“If possible!” jeered Harrison.

“So we started over there without him; he kept wailing and
screaming, ‘No—no—no! Tick!” but that made us the more
curious. He sailed over our heads and stuck on his beak, and
went through a dozen other antics, but we ploughed on, and
finally he gave up and trudged disconsolately along with us.

“The valley wasn’t more than a mile southeast of the city.
Tweel could have covered the distance in twenty jumps, but he
lagged and loitered and kept pointing back at the city and wail-
ing ‘No—no—no!" Then he’d sail up into the air and zip down
on his beak directly in front of us, and we’d have to walk around
him. I'd seen him do lots of crazy things before, of course;
I was used to them, but it was as plain as print that he didn’t
want us to see that valley.”

“Why?” queried Harrison.

“You asked why we came back like tramps,” said Jarvis
with a faint shudder. “You'll learn. We plugged along up a
low rocky hill that bounded it, and as we neared the top, Tweel
said, ‘No breet’, Tick! No breet’” Well, those were the words
he used to describe the silicon monster; they were also the
words he had used to tell me that the image of Fancy Long,
the one that had almost lured me to the dream-beast, wasn’t
real. I remembered that, but it meant nothing to me—then!
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“Right after that, Tweel said, ‘You one-one-two, he one-
onetwo,” and then I began to see. That was the phrase he
had used to explain the dream-beast to tell me that what I
thought, the creature thought—to tell me how the thing lured
its victims by their own desires. So I warned Leroy; it seemed
to me that even the dream-beast couldn’t be dangerous if we
were warned and expecting it. Well, I was wrong!

“As we reached the crest, Tweel spun his head completely
around, so his feet were forward but his eyes looked backward,
as if he feared to gaze into the valley. Leroy and I stared out
over it, just a gray waste like this around us, with the gleam of
the south polar cap far beyond its southem rim. That’s what
it was one second; the next it was—Paradise!”

“What?” exclaimed the captain.

Jarvis turned to Leroy. “Can you describe it?” he asked.

The biologist waved helpless hands, “C’est impossible!” he
whispered. “Il me rend muet!”

“It strikes me dumb, too,” muttered Jarvis. “I don’t
know how to tell it; I'm a chemist, not a poet. Paradise is as
good a word as I can think of, and that’s not at all right. It
was Paradise and Hell in one!”

“Will you talk sense?” growled Harrison.

“As much of it as makes sense. I tell you, one moment
we were looking at a grey valley covered with blobby plants,
and the next—Lord! You can’t imagine that next moment!
How would you like to see all your dreams made real? Every
desire you'd ever had gratified? Everything you'd ever wanted
there for the taking?”

“I'd like it fine!” said the captain.

“You’re welcome, then!—not only your noble desires, re-
member! Every good impulse, yes—but also every nasty little
wish, every vicious thought, everything you'd ever desired, good
or bad! The dream-beasts are marvelous salesmen, but they
lack the moral sense!”

“The dream-beasts?”

“Yes. It was a valley of them. Hundreds, I suppose, maybe
thousands. Enough, at any rate, to spread out a complete
picture of your desires, even all the forgotten ones that must
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have been drawn out of the subconscious. A Paradise—of sorts!
I saw a dozen Fancy Longs, in every costume I'd ever admired
on her, and some I must have imagined. 1 saw every beautiful
woman I've ever known, and all of them pleading for my at-
tention. I saw every lovely place I'd ever wanted to be, all
packed queerly into that little valley. And I saw—other things.”
He shook his head soberly. “It wasn’t all exactly pretty. Lord!
How much of the beast is left in us! I suppose if every man
alive could have one look at that weird valley, and could see
just once what nastiness is hidden in him—well, the world
might gain by it. I thanked heaven afterwards that Leroy—
and even Tweel—saw their own pictures and not mine!”

Jarvis paused again, then resumed, “I turned dizzy with
a sort of ecstasy. 1 closed my eyes—and with eyes closed, I
still saw the whole thing! That beautiful, evil, devilish pan-
orama was in my mind, not my eyes. That’s how those fiends
work—through the mind. I knew it was the dream-beasts; I
didn’t need Tweel’s wail of ‘No breet'! No breet’" But—I
couldn’t keep away! I knew it was death beckoning, but it was
worth it for one moment with the vision.”

“Which particular vision?” asked Harrison dryly.

Jarvis flushed. “No matter,” he said. “But beside me I
heard Leroy’s cry of ‘Yvonne! Yvonne!’ and I knew he was
trapped like myself. I fought for sanity; I kept telling myself
to stop, and all the time I was rushing headlong into the snare!

“Then something tripped me. Tweel! He had come leap-
ing from behind; as I crashed down I saw him flash over me
straight toward—toward what I'd been running to, with his
vicious beak pointed right at her heart!”

“Oh!” nodded the captain. “Her heart!”

“Never mind that. When I scrambled up, that particular
image was gone, and Tweel was in a twist of black ropey arms,
just as when I first saw him. He’d missed a vital point in the
beast’s anatomy, but was jabbing away desperately with his
beak.

“Somehow, the spell had lifted, or partially lifted. I wasn’t
five feet from Tweel, and it took a terrific struggle, but I man-
aged to raise my revolver and put a Boland shell into the beast.
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Out came a spurt of horrible black corruption, drenching Tweel
and me—and I guess the sickening smell of it helped to de-
stroy the illusion of that valley of beauty. Anyway, we managed
to get Leroy away from the devil that had him, and the three
of us staggered to the ridge and over. I had presence of mind
enough to raise my camera over the crest and take a shot of
the valley, but I'll bet it shows nothing but gray waste and
writhing horrors. What we saw was with our minds, not our
eyes.”

Jarvis paused and shuddered. “The brute half poisoned
Leroy,” he continued. “We dragged ourselves back to the
auxiliary, called you, and did what we could to treat ourselves.
Leroy took a long dose of the cognac that we had with us; we
didn’t dare try anything of Tweel’s because his metabolism is
so different from ours that what cured him might kill us. But
the cognac seemed to work, and so, after I'd done one other
thing I wanted to do, we came back here—and that’s all.”

“All, is 1t?” queried Harrison. “So you've solved all the
mysteries of Mars, eh?”

“Not by a damned sight!” retorted Jarvis. “Plenty of un-
answered questions are left.”

“Jal” snapped Putz. “Der evaporation—dot iss shtopped
how?”

“In the canals? I wondered about that, too; in those
thousands of miles, and against this low air-pressure, you'd think
they’d lose a lot. But the answer’s simple; they float a skin of
oil on the water.”

Putz nodded, but Harrison cut in. “Here’s a puzzler. With
only coal and oil—just combustion or electric power—where'd
they get the energy to build a planet-wide canal system, thou-
sands and thousands of miles of ’em? Think of the job we had
cutting the Panama Canal to sea level, and then answer that!”

“Easy!” grinned Jarvis. ‘“Martian gravity and Martian air
—that’s the answer. Figure it out: First, the dirt they dug only
weighed a third its earth-weight. Second, a steam engine here
expands against ten pounds per square inch less air pressure
than on earth. Third, they could build the engine three times



52 A MARTIAN ODYSSEY AND OTHERS

as large here with no greater internal weight. And fourth, the
whole planet’s nearly level. Right, Putz?”

The engineer nodded. “Ja! Der shteam—engine—it iss
sieben-und zwanzig—twenty-seven times so effective here.”

“Well, there does go the last mystery then,” mused Harrison.

“Yeah?” queried Jarvis sardonically. “You answer these,
then. What was the nature of that vast empty city? Why do
the Martians need canals, since we never saw them eat or drink?
Did they really visit the earth before the dawn of history, and, if
not atomic energy, what powered their ship? Since Tweel’s
race seems to need little or no water, are they merely operating
the canals for some higher creature that does? Are there other
intelligences on Mars? If not, what was the demon-faced imp
we saw with the book? There are a few mysteries for you!”

“I know one or two more!” growled Harrison, glaring sud-
denly at little Leroy. “You and your visions! ‘Yvonne!" eh?
Your wife’s name is Marie, isn’t it?”

The little biologist turned crimson. “Oui,” he admitted
unhappily. He turned pleading eyes on the captain. “Please,”
he said. “In Paris tout le monde—everybody he think different-
ly of those things—no?” He twisted uncomfortably. “Please,
you will not tell Marie, n’est-ce pas?”

Harrison chuckled. “None of my business,” he said. “One
more question, Jarvis. What was the one other thing you did
before returning here?”

Jarvis looked difident. “Oh—that.” He hesitated. “Well
I sort of felt we owed Tweel a lot, so after some trouble, we
coaxed him into the rocket and sailed him out to the wreck
of the first one, over on Thyle II. Then,” he finished apologeti-
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