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In Our May Issue: : In Our Next Issue:
THE GOLDEN GIRL OF MUNAN, by Harl

Four Dimensional Robberies 1\r_iincct&t. “Necessity is the mother of invention.”

; - R e e : atred, or a lust for revenge, also enables a person

By Bob: Olsetoninscustons to perform wonders. What a very few scientists,

exiled with a small group-of radicals, finally invent

The O(_:topus Cycle on a small island off in the uncharted seas, is

By Irvin Lester and Fletcher Pratl.. 110 graphically told by our new author, who not only

2 : has a vivid imagination, but, being an engineer of

Dr. Brittlestone’s Method high standing, has an adequate amount of scien-
By Samuel M. Sargent, Jrbommmmn 120 tific knowledge from which to draw.

BARON MUNCHHAUSEN’S SCIENTIFIC

Thousand-and-Second Tale of ADd\_IENTURES, by Hugo Gernsback. Mars, ac-

. cording to most scientists, is an almost inex-

Scheherazade _ haustible source of interest, and our friend, the

By Edgar Allan Poe R e 1 Baron, being avid for interesting information and

experiences, and having a knack for learning every-

A Story of the Days to Come thing worth while knowing, continues, in his own

K o S manner, to tell us about the cities of Mars and

(A Serial in Two Parts). Part II 150 how the planets look, as seen through the power-
By H. G. Wells........ ful Martian telescopes. He also advances afi en-
tirely new theory as to how the Martians might

Baron Miinchhausen’s Scientific make life bearable on their desert planet .
Adventures THE BLUE %IMENS}IOI&T{, b_\l:‘]Frai}cis Flagg. Of
o > -, course, you will remember Mr. Flagg's past stories,
By Hugo Gernsback...iiinon 148 S The Miaver Aute” and “The Machine Man of
Ardathia.” In “The Blue Dimension,” he has pro-
The Master ‘Ants - duced a real thriller. Here he takes us to another
By Francis Flagg. s 158 plane; a different world, and it is a most con-
o 5 vincing story, too. Don’t miss it, by any means.
A Visitor from the Twentieth Century THE INVISIBLE MAN, by H. G. Wells. While
By Harold Donilz. oo 170 there have been many battles fought in our Dis-

cussions Department as to certain Wells' stories,
the editor makes the prediction that “The Invisible

Our Cover Man” will be acclaimed by all of the readers of
- = i - L]

this month depicts a scene from the story entitled, “The Octo- ANIAZ,ING_b_TO_RIE_;& : The I“‘“Sibl? _l\[dn no
pus Cycle,” by Irvin Lester and Fletcher Pratt, in_which the doubt is a smentlﬁct‘lon story, plus. It is one of
small grinup of n:ttif\{cs. hea{dcd E)y}'1 the ;\met;lci-m ?cwut:sft .:nd those stories that is well nigh perfect. Of all the
a Frenchman, are fleeing from the scene of battle against a e " = TS =5 T = e ;
highly organized army of enormous animals of the mollusk mHSlblc‘. t}pt’, of Siol]e&f e}Lr written, anywhere,
order. Several of the natives are caught up in the tentacles | W€ unhesitatingly say this is the best and by far
of the octopuses, only to vanish almost instantly. the most scientific.
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Some people measure success in
terms of money and others in degree
of knowledge and culture. Chemistry
is the one uncrowded profession today
that offers both. America, always a land
of amazing opportunities, is especially so
now in the field of applied Chemistry. In-
dustries have developed within eight years
more rapidly than the output of trained men
to conduet them. Every big industry needs
chemists and there is a real demand for them
immediately.

Earn a Bigger

Salary from now on’
_Good Chemists Command High Salaries

Not only are there boundless opportunities for amassing wealth in
Chemistry, but the profession affords congenial employment at good
galaries to hundreds of thousands who merely follow out its present
applications. These applications are innumerable, fouching intimately

= iness o NTETY DT 1 W The w 3 i Just a Few Letters
every i.).l_ilf_\lllf“. 3 and L\E,I'_y.{)lndlll‘.f in the W orld. The work of the chemist o e e Have
can hardly be called work at all. If is the keenest and most enjoyable Taken-This Course
kind of pleasure. The days in a chemical laboratory are filled with s
thrilling and delightful experimentation, with the alluring prospect of a E DIchaDiy e Rlenal o
discovery that may spell Fortune always at hand to spur your enthusiasm. an idea o turn my chemical
= . } o knowledge to profitable faceount.

I am now making a4 varnish and

You can make yourself independent for life by unearthing DA W ndeials the sther

in some cases more. Have been

one of Chemistry’s undiscovered secrefs Eetslying Salon on bl

netted me a profit of $12.50 for

= ‘ - 7 s : i . . my & time chemical i i
@ Do you remember how fthe tales of pirate gold used to fire your imagina- try ‘;pr_‘!{‘{:—u:;‘{\tlfil]u(\]]&]Q}Lt[:r]”‘\l-](‘;l‘?l.
8 tion and make you want to sail the uncharted seas in search of treasure and training thus far. S
2 udven‘r._uru? .J\n’d T.hﬂlll vou Wr(,:llld regret that such things were no longer I am but half-we ‘through vour
il done. But that is a mistake. They are done—today and every day—not on U p o thin 1 Bave
desert islands, but in tl_m chemical 1:‘Ll;0_1's1‘r.01'105 throughout your own coun- the cast of the course and raised
try. Quietly, systematically, the chemist works. His work is difficult, but Erhall tn e siarelioiders soama.
more adventurous than the blood-curdling deeds of the Spanish Main. In- its immediate practical application T. O’CONOR SLOANE,

. ] and I do not hesltate In saying i
stead of meeting an early and violent death on some forgotten shore, he R T T T A.B,,A.M.,LL.D.,Ph.D.
gathers wealth and honor through his valuable contributions to humanity. entione you whiasis mvaluRh i
Alfred Nobel, the Swedish chemist who invented dynamite, made so many millions that “.,f&}‘.f‘:ﬁ‘;;ﬁ;S‘\‘,“I’,]:f},;‘}f%a}‘iml}ﬁ NotedInstructor, Lectur-
the income alone from his bequests provides five $40,000 prizes every year for the advance- may use this letter and my name et e ,‘C i
ment, of science and peace. Herman Frasch, who showed how to extract sulphur, built and address to the furtherance of er and Author. Form-
upa huge fortune. C. M. Hall, the chemist who discovered how to manufacture aluminum, your good wmkl'()li\l' WALTER Gl‘l}" Treas.rer Ameri-

made millions through this discovery. F. G. Cottrell, who devised a valuable process for can Chemical Society
", f . e 2 .

ering the waste from flue gases, James Gayley, who showed how to save enormous I have not writfen sinee I re- -

losses in steel manufacture, L. H. Baekeland, who invented Bakelite—these are only a celved the big set. I canstill say Ell'_lfl a practical chemist
few of the men to whom fortunes have come through their chemical achievements. i}wslﬂé{}fr;\rcgﬁlfibr‘:g; 2{1&:;! :?F—! with many well-known
with your school 1 have been ap- achievements. to his
= - You cn" LE“F" HT HOME - pointed chemist for the Scranton credit Not onl has
To qualify for this remarkable ealling requires specialized training. TFormerly it was Coal Co., testing all the coal and i ; ¥ has
necessary to attend a university for several years to acquire that training, but thanks Iﬂ"l by Dmx!n}!atc analysia. }I.le DI\ Sloane taught chem-
to our highly _perft:t:tw'l and thorough system of mst}‘uﬂtif}n‘ you ecan now stay at home, f‘{ﬁ'j"f,"ﬂaéldmmz::‘ Igt?:gmﬂ;zw\gg}(: oﬂ; 1stry for yvears but he
}i(_!l‘.}! vour position, and let us edueate you in Chemistry during your spare time. FEven which they are written makes me was for manv vears en-

with only commen schooling you can take our course and equip yourself for immediate wait patiently for each lesson, : T e
practical work in a chemieal laboratory. ; MORLAIS COUZENS. gaged in commercial

chemistry work.

EASY RONTHLY PAYMENTS
You don’t have to have even the small price of the course to start. You can pay for
it in small monthly amounts—so small that you won't feel them. The cost of the course EXPERIMENTAL EQU'PMEHT FURNISHED
iz very low, and includes everything, even the chemistry outfit—there are no extras to TO EVERY STUDENT
buy with our course. Our plan of monthly payments places a chemical education within > i oo R _
the reach of everyone. We give to e_verly ?‘tude%tf}_ without adciitlor;allnlb'mr;:e, this chemical
2 equipment, including y-two picces o aboratory apparatusg

MAIL THE COUPON FOR FREE BOOK and sqppigzls. and ﬁftgutwn dliff(;'cnt c}tlcmicalls fa.nd Il‘l".(tgentﬁ. These
5 5 e = 5 & . comprise the apparatus and chemicals used for the experimental
Your name and address olp‘ti'l;z coupon will bring you by return mail our interesting free otk of the course. The fitted heavy wooden box serves not only
book, "OPPORTUNITIES FOR CHEMISTS,” and full particulars about the course as 8 case for the outfit, but also as a useful laboratory £S5
and what it will do for you. You owe it to yourself to get this book. Send the coupon for performing countless et c‘rimenlt's = S LR
right now while it is fresh in vour mind. Or just write your name and address on a postal P : el i
and mail to us. But whatever you do, act today. P e e s e e e

CHEMICAL INSTITUTE OF NEW YORK, INC.
Home Extension Division

16-18-A-East 30th Street, New York, N. Y.

: |

.. » = Please send me at once, without any obligation on my part

; : Chemlcal lnstltute Of New York, lnC. I your free book, "Oﬁ]surtunities for Chemists,” and full
' I
1
|

SEIZE THIS OPPORTUNITY—MAIL COUPON NOW !

particulars about the Experimental Equipment given to

Home Extension Division 5 every student. Also please tell me about your plan of payment.

i NAME: o naan e O
16-18-A-East 30th Street New York, N. Y. ABDREES ~ - et o e
| | CITY oot STATE ./ os s
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how to do or build ‘
anything in Radio

COMPLETE library of money-saving Radio Books and patterns—
Apublishcd by the Consrad Company, Radio’s largest and most reliable
publishers of books and patterns. . >

No subject is missed—All the latest circuits of proven merit—books on
all the modern trends and how to keep your set up-to-date—all the problems

that ever annoyed the amateur—solved.
Look over the list—if there is something you want to know or some-

thing you want to build, you are certain to find it listed.

LOOK OVER THIS LIST .

RADIO BOOES—25e¢ SERIES

1—Tips for the Radio Constructor, 2—How to Make Practical Radio Receivers.
4—Radio Questions answered. 5—Loud Talkers and How to Build Them.
6—How to Tune Your Radio Set. 7—Omne Hundred and Fifty Radio Hook-
ups.  8&—All About Radio Parts. 9 History and Operation of Vacuum Tubes.
10— The Neutrodyne and All About It. 11—How Radio Is Received. 12—
The Radic Trouble Finder. 13—Reflex Radio Receivers, 14—The Super-
Heterodyne, Theory and Construction. 15—How to Electrify Your Radio Set.
17—How to Make a Wave Trap.

RADIO DIAGRAMS—50c SERIES

4—How to Make a Reinartz Receiver, 5—How to Make a Reflex Receiver.
6—How to Make a Cockaday Receiver, 7—How to Make a Neutrodyne Receiver.
§—How to Make the Aufoplex Receiver, 9—How to Make the S. T. 100
Receiver, 11—How to Make a Five-Tube Cockaday Receiver. 12—How to Make
2 Portable Receiver. 13—FHow to Make a Harkness Receiver, 15—How to
Make a Low Loss Receiver. 16—How to Make the Tropodyne Superdip, 18—
How to Make the Strobodyne Receiver. 19—How to Make the Peridyne Re-
ceiver. B—20 Radio Diagrams and Hook-ups, C—All About Aerials and
Their Construction. :

Radio News Amateurs’ Handibook No. 4. 500 Radio Wrinkles. The Radio
News Super-Heterodyne Book, 1001 Radio Questions and Answers. All About
Television. Radio Listeners’' Guide & Call Book (QOuarterly} Fully returnable. I‘

Use Coupon-—-Order. by Number

-

: |

——~and how to save
money !

NAME

THE CONSRAD (0, INC,
280 Fifth Avenue, New York City

Gentlemen: Please send me books No, ........ patterns

Mo:. i
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Enclosed is exact price as marked.
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Extravagant Fiction Today - - - -

- Cold Fact Tomorrozé

FACTS OUTFICTIONED

By HUGO GERNSBACK

q|S we read the average scientifiction story, par-
Il ticularly of the class where the hero is sending
power by means of some “impossible” ray and
does other probably “impossible” and certainly
extravagant things, we sometimes are apt to
smile and marvel at the audacity of the author.
We take it good-humoredly, however, because we know in our
souls, that such things will never come about. As a matter of
fact, many people who read such stories are prone to went
their exasperations—and frequently in no uncertain manner.

On the other hand, I maintain that the average fiction writer
now seems entirely too tame and will have to draw a great
deal more on his imagination if he is to keep going. The
reproach of the present day fiction writer ten years hence prob-
ably will be ridicule, not because he overshot the mark, but
rather because he undershot it considerably. And so our present
day reader snorts with disgust at the once incredible exploita-
tions of Jules Verne and H. G. Wells, written years ago. Since
then science and progress have caught up with both Wells
and Verne to an astonishing degree; what was audacious fiction
then, is so much a reality today, that some of their writings
no longer make good reading, but actually sound commonplace
and trite,

Many writers in the past have written about the queer and
so-called ~““impossible” effects to be had with future unknown
rays and unknown waves, but none of these authors probably
was prepared to write of the “absurdities” which now have
become facts. In a current issue of Rapio News, there will

he found an article entitled “High-Frequency Magic in the

Radio Laboratory.” These astounding experiments were made
recently by no less than the research scientists of the General
Electric Company at Schenectady. A new vacuum tube has
made it possible, for the first time, to combine ultra-high fre-
quencies with high power, hitherto available only for the longer
wavelengths. The new tube works on 50,000 kilocycles (6
meters), with a power of 15 kilowatts and when the tube
begins to operate, the following are the altogether astounding
things that happen:

Men who work near the apparatus immediately notice a
distinct warming effect, although nothing touches them. The
human temperature is increased to nearly 100 degrees Fahrenheit
in about fifteen minutes; the experiments were discontinued
when the body heat reached that temperature. Mind you, the
room temperature stayed the same—the air was not heated, A

sausage was placed in a glass tube, hung from the end of the

receiving aerial and in a few minutes the sausage started
steaming, showing that it was being cooked, Yet no metal ever
toiched it. With a similar arrangement, cookies have been |
baked and water boiled, without any metal near them, An apple
was baked from the inside out, without any perceptible heat
to bake it. As a-matter of fact, there was no heat around the
wire of the aerial itself. An incandescent lamp pulled from
its shipping carton the first time lighted to its full brilliancy
without wires or a socket touching it.

Stranger yet, a copper bar lying on the floor heat-blistered
the hand that picked it up, although the metal was—and re-
mained—cold. ‘In other words, you actually do burn your
fingers from a cold metal, which is at room. temperature.

A neon tube, suspended in the room, without anything
touching it, lights up-#e its brilhant characteristic red glow
merely when someone touches it with his hand. Electrical
meters in adjoining rooms run wild and electrical instruments
at a distance are twisted or broken, making all scientific
measuring work in the vicinity of the operating tube impossible.
Here, then, we have, in a small way, the beginning of a tre=
mendously important art and even the scientists who performed
the experiments are loath to predict to what actual use the
new power tube may be put. Evidently, we have not as yet
scratched the surface of this particular subject. There is no
doubt in anyone's mind, who witnessed these important experi=
ments, that power by radio is already here and while the be-
ginnings are modest, no one dares to foretell its possibilities
five or ten years hence, because the wildest expectations of
today will no doubt be exceedingly tame a few years hence.

Only three short years ago, in the December, 1925, issue
of Rapto NEws, I wrote an editorial entitled “Power by Wire-
less” and I remember a number of letters from scientists and
engineers who wrote me some rather uncomplimentary letters
and pointed out to me, that the things which I had said were
impossible and would never come about. Yet, they are here
now and in a way have exceeded my predictions of that time.
To be sure, what we do in the laboratory is not immediately
done on a large and practical scale, but it is usually found that
what can be accomplished in the laboratory sooner or later
will be done on a large scale after more is known and more
has been learned in the art. That was the case with radio
itself, when Hertz made his original experiment; it was the
case with the telephone; it was the case with the electric light
and it was the case with the dynamo which furnishes the
power and with many others,

d Mr, Hugo Gernsback speaks every Tuesday at 9.30 P, M, from WRNY (326 meters) and 2XAL (30.90 meters) on various scientific subjects,
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FOUR DIMENSIONAL
ROBBERIES

by Bob

Olsen

Author of “Four Dimensional Surgery,” etc:

were slolt,n within a few weeks from safe
dqmalt boxes throughout the United States,
you will realize how imperative it was that
the criminal responsible for these stupendous robberies
should be apprehended as quickly as possible.

The true state of affairs never became generally
known, of course. Had even the slightest inkling of
the tremendous and far-reaching effects of the thefts
leaked out to the public, it would undoubtedly have
caused the most disastrous panic in the history of the
world.

You can easily imagine what would happen if it were
suddenly discovered that a safe deposit vault—which
has always been universally accepted -as the one and
only place where valuables may be stored with abso-
lute safety — was no longer immune from theft.
Though this fact was known only to a few persons,
that was exactly the situation that obtained at the
time I learned the truth about the great safe deposit
rohl)cncs

hat I happened to be drawn into this extraordinary
case was as fortuitous as some of the other preposter-
ous things which had happened to me within the pre-
ceding few months..

Possibly you already know about the Hyper-Forceps,
which I constructed under the direction of Professor

Banning, the eminent authority on Four Dimensional

Mathematics.* With this device it was possible to
grasp an object and, by moving it through the fourth
dimension, lift it from in-

perience like this would suffice to deter Professor Ban-
ning from any further inclination to experiment with
the mysteries of four-dimensional phenomena, but such
was not the case. He insisted that he was pledged to
devote his entire sabbatical year to the development of
four-dimensional surgery and other practical applica-
tions of hyper-spacial theory, and nothing—not even
the risk of annihilation—could induce him to deviate
from his plans,

However, he did consent to take a protracted vacation
—an indulgence which he had not enjoyed for over six
years. It was characteristic of the man that he chose

‘to visit England, France, Austria and Norway, chiefly

for the reason that in each of these countries there was
an eminent scholar who had done original work in
developing four-dimensional mathematics. _

This left me with little to do, although T was still
under contract to assist Professor Banning and Doctor
Mayer for the remainder. of the year. I offered to
cancel the agreement and even urged them to release
me, but this they declined to do. Professor Banning
insisted that as soon as he returned from abroad he
intended to resume his experiments in the practical
applications of four-dimensional mathematics and that
he would need me to help him carry out the mechanical
details of his work.

I was told to take two months’ leave of absence on
full pay. Professor Banning gave me permission to
use his books, including one of the most complete
libraries on hyper-space that has ever been assembled,
and suggested a course of reading for me, but he did

not insist on my doing this.

side a closed receptacle

without in any way disturb-
ing the container. It was
designed specifically for re-
moving gallstones and for-
eign substances from within
a person’s body without
cutting the patient’s skin.
You will recall that it .

Dimensional Hyper-Forceps.

F course, you will remember the pr eceding story by Bob
Olsen, in which acquaintance was made with the Four
In this story,
more about the fowrth dimension, a good deal of which is
probably new to most of our readers.
knack for handling a subject that usually is only understood
by mathematicians in such a way that it becomes plain and
understandable on its face to all of us.

In fact, it was left entirely
up to me to decide how I
should occupy myself dur-
ing his absence. -

Up to this time, my ex-
periences with four-dimen-
sional devices had in some
respects been rather unfor-

we learn a lot

Our author has a

tunate. Yet I could give

was during an attempt to
perform an operation of this sort that the Hyper-
Forceps was caught by some mysterious cosmic force
and was snatched into four dimensional space, drawing
with it the bodies of Doctor Paul Mayer and his patient,
Professor Banning. Thanks to quick thinking on the
part of Doctor Mayer, with a slight amount of assist-
ance from me, a tragedy was averted and the two
wanderers into hyper-space were brought safely back
to our three-dimensional world.

One might reasonably suppose that a harrowing ex-

* “Four Dimensional Surgery,” published in the February

issue of AMAZING STORIES,
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them credit for putting me
in close touch with these internationally famous men,
namely : William Sidelberg, Professor Banning and the
two Mayer brothers.

It was about a month after Professor Banning’s de-
parture that Great Man Number Five appeared on the
scene. He was none other than William Dern, head
of the great detective agency that bears his name.

“Two gentlemen in the lobby to see you,” was the
phone message T recewed from the clerk in the \Vm-
chester Hotel.

Taking it for gr-mted that they were reporters, I
said, “Send them up.’
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After introducing himself, Dern presented his com-

panion, who turned out to be Timothy Clancy, one of ..

Dern’s most experienced lieutenants.

Dern, a polished gentleman of forty-five, dressed in
faultless taste, did not look at all like the conventional
detective of fiction and the movies. Clancy came much
closer to the commonly accepted idea of “Stealthy
Steve, the Six-Eyed Sleuth.” TIHe wore a derby hat
tilted over one eye, and was constantly chewing on a
long, black cigar. During the subsequent weeks that I
associated with Clancy, I rarely saw him without his hat
on and a cigar in his mouth, yet never once did I catch
him with his stogie lighted. He was one of those “dry
smokers” who chew an unlighted cigar until it looks
as if it had been laundered in the family washing ma-
chine and run through the wringer. When it became

too macerated to hold comfortably in his mouth, he

would throw it away and start mangling a fresh one.

I must confess that I got quite a turn when I learned
the identity of my visitors. Not that I had anything on
my conscience, but I have heard so much about inno-
cent persons being “framed” or otherwise caught in a
net of circumstantial evidence, that I couldn’t help won-
dering just what crime I was suspected of having
committed.

Instead of setting me at ease, the opening words of
the great detective only served to accentuate my anxiety.

“I suppose you know all about the big safe deposit
robberies ?”” Dern began.

In an attempt to cover my nervousness with badinage,
I answered, “I'm like Will Rogers—all I know about
crime is what I read in the papers. To tell you the
truth, I haven’t been interested enough in these rob-
beries you speak of to read more than the headlines.”

“In that case I'd better give you some of the details.
You'll need to know them in order to get what we're
driving at. For instance, it may interest you to learn
that the total value of property which we know has been
stolen from safe deposit vaults during the past three
weelxb—proba.bly by one person—amounts to over a
billion dollars.”

“A billion dollars stolen by one individual in three
weeks " T exclaimed. “Why, that’s inconceivable!”

“Sure sounds fishy, I have to admit. But neverthe-
less it’s true. And for all we know the amounts we
have been able to check up may be only a small frac-
tion of the sums that have been taken without the
owners knowing about it. As you probably know, a lot
of people don’t go near their safe deposit boxes except
two or three times a year when interest coupons on their
bonds fall due. And since the banks can’t open the
boxes until the customers call in person, there’s no
way of knewing how much more may have been taken
from boxes, which have not been opened recently.”

“But what have I to do with all this?” I interposed.

“I'm coming to that in a minute. First let me give
. you the high lights of the case. So far as we know,

“the first of the safe deposit robberies happened at the
Utility National Bank of Milwaukee. Not so far from
here, you’ll notice.”

STARTED to ask him if he meant that for an
I insinuation, but he hurried on.

AMAZING STORIES

“Except for an accident, it might not have become
known for some time after it happened. We have rea-
son -to believe, however, that one of the robberies at
the Milwaukee bank was discovered the same day 1t
happened.

“It started with the finding of a life insurance policy
for ten thousand dollars in the waste-basket inside the
vault. The man whose duty it was to unlock the boxes
for patrons, discovered it just before closing time. He
took it immediately to the clerk in charge of the safe
deposit counter, who went through his records and
found that the man whose name was on the policy had
not opened his box for over a month. He got the cus-
tomer on the phone and told him his policy had been
found in the basket. The next morning, the owner
opened his safe deposit box and found it absolutely
empty. Approximately twenty thousand dollars worth
of bonds had been removed from the box. :

“Within the next few days several other renters re-
ported thefts aggregating about half a million dollars.

“We were called into the case at the very outset, so
we were able to get a complete record of everythmg
that had happened to date.

“At first it looked like an inside job. Maybe you've
heard of a similar series of robberies that happened in
Los Angeles about three years ago. We hung that on
the bank employee who had the job of openmg the
customers’ boxes.

“Of course you know how a safe deposit vault is
run?” he digressed.

“To tell you the truth, I do not. Since ‘I never
owned a bond or anything else worth safeguarding, I
haven't had occasion to familiarize myself with the
procedure emiployed in a safe deposit vault.”

“Maybe I'd better explain it then. When you rent a
box, you get two keys which are duplicates and are the
only ones in existence that will open your box. Even
the company that installed the vault is not able to
make a third key that will fit your lock. If you lose
one key, you can have a duplicate made from the other
one, but if both keys become lost at the same time, the
only way to open your box is to force the door, which
is a long hard job. This destroys the old door and
necessitates installing a new door with a new set of
keys.

“Ordinarily, when you first rent a box, you would
put one of the keys on your key-ring and, if you hap-
pened to be married, you would hand the duplicate key
to your wife, so if you got drowned at sea or disap-
peared, she could open the box. The bank keeps on
file a card with your signature and that of your wife or
other person authonzed to open the box.

“Before you are allowed to enter the vault, you
have to sign a slip in the presence of the attendant and
this slip is compared with the signature on file. If
someone happened to find or steal your key, the only
way he could use it would be by forging your signa-
ture while the bank employee is watching him—a thing
which is extremely difficult, if not impossible.

“As an additional precaution, each box has two key-
holes, one for your private key and the other for a
master key kept by the bank. Neither key alone will

- unlock the box, but when both the bank’s key and yours
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are turned in the lock, the door of the compartment
opens. The valuables are contained in a tin box which
may be removed and taken to a table in the middle of
the vault, or, in case a customer wishes privacy, he
may go into a small room or closed booth adjoining
the vault.

“When the attendant unlocks your box, he immedi-
ately removes the bank’s master key, but leaves your
key in the lock. On replacing your box, you close the
door and turn the key, thus locking the compartment.

So you see that, while the bank’s key is needed to

unlock the door, only your own key is needed to lock
it. Is all that clear?” ;
I assured him that it was. He continued thus:
“The method used by the bank employee in Los
Angeles was so simple that it’s funny no one ever had
thought of it before. He would notice the customers

that were in the habit of taking their valuables into.

one of the private booths and staying there for some
time. When, as it frequently happened, the vault was
unoccupied while one of these customers was going
through his papers, the bank attendant would remove
the customer’s key, make a wax impression of it, and
quickly put it back in the lock again.

“From this wax impression he would file out a
duplicate key, and the next time he was alone in the
vault, he would open the patron’s box and rifle it of
its contents, after which he would lock it. In this way
he lifted about a hundred thousand dollars worth of
bonds, but we set a trap for him and finally landed him
in jail.

“A confidential report of this case was sent to the

president of every bank in the country and practically -

all of them adopted the rule of requiring all customers
who left the vault to take their keys with them. That
rule was being enforced in the Milwaukee bank at the
time the big robbery took place there, so the wax
impression scheme could hardly have been used. An-
other thing that made us give up the idea that this was
an inside job was the fact that the only person who
was in a position to pull anything of this sort was the
man who had reported finding the insurance policy.
Naturally, if he were a thief, he would have known
better than to throw the policy in the waste-basket and

even if he had been such a dumb-bell, he certainly

would not have reported it to the bank officials.

“At that, we put the poor guy through the third
degree and checked up -on his private life and the
amount of money he had been spending, but we couldn’t
get anything on him.

“Just about this time, five other banks—four in Chi-
cago and one in Detroit—reported similar robberies
and we knew at once that the jobs were being pulled
from the outside and that we had to deal with one of
the cleverest and most dangerous crooks that ever
lived.”

“But surely, you don’t suspect me!” T blurted out.

Dern grinned and Clancy laughed out loud.

“Say, kid,” the latter chuckled, “didn’t you hear the
chief say that this guy is one of the cleverest and
most dangerous crooks that ever lived?
think that picture fits you, do you?”

“Oh, I see what you are driving at. You don’t think

" course we don’t suspect you.

~dimension.

You don’t
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I'm clever enough to be a crook,” I said in rejoinder.

Clancy opened his mouth for a comeback, but Dern
cut him short. “Shut up, Clancy, and let me do the
talking.”

To me he said, “Don’t mind him. I'm sure he didn’t
mean anything by that crack.” Then, with a twinkle in
his eye, he again addressed his assistant. “You know,
Clancy, sometimes these college guys are smarter than
they look. Remember the D’Autremont case? If it
hadn’t been for the accurate description of the crooks
which a California professor doped out of an old pair
of overalls, we'd never have caught those birds.

“But to answer your question,” he resumed. “Of
I don’t mind telling you
though that we did check up on you—just as a measure
of precaution. But, since you have not been outside of
Winchester for over three months, you have an iron-
clad alibi and a clean bill of health. The reason we
came to you is that you are an expert on the fourth
dimension.”

I protested : “I'm afraid you have been misinformed.
I know a little bit about hyper-space, but hardly enough
to be called an expert.”

“But didn’t you invent some kind of jigger for taking
out a man’s gizzard without opening him up?”

“You mean the Hyper-Forceps. But it wasn’t my
invention, I merely helped Professor Banning work
out the mechanical details of his idea. Furthermore,
since it was just a forceps or device for picking up
articles and had no cutting edges, it could be used only
for removing unattached articles like foreign substances
and gall-stones.” '

“Nevertheless, you may be able to help us. Perhaps
we are on a wild goose chase, but we have learned that
in tracking criminals, we can't overlook even the most
insignificant clew or the most improbable possibility,
if you know what I mean.

“Qur coming to you was suggested by a newspaper
story. In referring to the lack of any satisfactory
explanation of the series of robberies, the reporter said,
‘the robber must have worked through the fourth
dimension.’ :

“All I want to find out from you is whether it would
actually be possible for anyone to remove the contents
from a safe deposit box without opening the door.”

“As easy as shooting fish,” T assured him. “I could
de it myself with the Hyper-Forceps.”

“The hell you could!”

This was from Clancy.

“Excuse me, Mister Clancy,” said Dern in a sweet
tone of voice, “but suppose you try keeping your ears
open and your mouth shut.” Then, turning to me.
“Please pardon the interruption. You were just say-
ing that with the Hyper-Forceps you could remove the
contents of a safe deposit box without opening the
door. Would you mind explaining just how this aston-
ishing thing could be done?”

“Not at all. Simply by moving it through the fourth
Are you familiar with the fundamental
principles of hyper-space?”’

“T’m afraid not, although I have read the two maga-
zine stories which you wrote on the subject.”

“So did I,” the unsuppressible Clancy butted in.
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“And when I got through reading them, I knew a
darn sight less than when I started.” -
Both Dern and I got a huge kick out of that,
“I'm sorry my stories didn’t get over, but perhaps
I can explain the fourth dimension in simple, every-
day language—so even Mister Clancy can under-
stand it.”

HIS brought a chuckle from Dern and a grunt
from Clancy.

“Every object we know of has three dimensions,”
I went on. “We call these dimensions length, width
and thickness. Tlor purposes of measurement, we
always consider these dimensions to be at right angles
to each other, thus”: T picked up my fountain pen and
two pencils and held them in my hand in such a posi-
tion that they intersected each other at right angles.
“Now, if Mister Clancy will loan me one of those long
cigars which he has in his pocket, I'll attempt to show
you what is meant by the fourth dimension.”

Clancy gave me a stogie and I placed the end of it
at the intersection of the three other objects.

“All T have to do is place this cigar so it is at right
angles to the pen and the two pencils, but is not in the
same straight line with either of them, and the stogie
will represent the fourth dimension.”

“Let’s see you do it!” challenged Clancy.

“I don’t claim that I can do it. One reason why I
can’t is that neither of these objects comes anywhere
near being like a line, which would have neither width
nor thickness, but only length. However, I can draw
a picture showing what a cube would look like if it
were extended into four dimensions. Mathematicians
call such an object a tesseract or hyper-cube. It is what
you'd get if you moved a cube having a volume of one
cubic inch for a distance of one inch in the direction
of the fourth dimension. And while I'm about it, I'll
illustrate my point still further by drawing a picture of
a three-dimensional transparent glass cube, as it looks
from a point directly above it.” I picked up a piece of
paper and drew these two sketches:

Three Dimensional Glass
Cube as seen from directly
overhead.

Fuur Dimensional Cube
or Tesseract.

“Of course you understand that this is drawn in
perspective and for that reason it looks somewhat dis-
torted to anyone who is not accustomed to looking at
four-dimensional objects. To get the idea, you'll have
to use your imagination. The small cube in the center
is really exactly the same size as the outer cube. It’s
somewhat similar to the effect you get when you look
straight down on a three-dimensional cube made out of

AMAZING STORIES

transparent glass. What you seem to see is a squate
with a smaller square inside it, and with the corners
of the two squares connected with diagonal lines. Yet
you know perfectly well that in reality both of the
square faces are equal in size and the four lines which
look diagonal are really perpendicular.

You also know that the four figures grouped around
the center square, which look like trapezoids, are in
actuality squares.

“It’s exactly the same sort of effect you get from my
picture of a tesseract. You'll have to imagine that the
lines connecting the corners of the inner cube with the
corners of the outer cube are perpendicular to all three
edges of each of the cubes which they intersect. These
lines form the edges of four more cubes, exactly equal
in size to each of the other two cubes and grouped
around or through them.

“If you'll count the various parts of the tesseraet,
you'll see that it is bounded by six cubes, twenty-four
square faces, thu-t} two edges and sixteen corners.
Simple enough, isn’t it?”

“Simple as mud,” grunted Clancy.

“You follow me, don’t you, Mr. Dern?” T asked the
oreat detective,

“Well, I may be a few jumps behind you, but if you'll
travel a little more slowly and give me time, maybe
T'll catch up with you.’

“Let me try another line of attack,” I suggested.
“One of the best ways to grasp the possibilities of fout-
dimensional space is to make comparisons between
three-dimensional objects and those having only twao
dimensions.

“For instamce, suppose I make a two-dimensional
glove out of paper. Of course, paper has three dimen-
sions, but the thickness is so small compared to the
other two dimensions that we may consider the paper
to be two-dimensional in character.”

I picked up a pair of scissors and quickly clipped out
a bit of paper shaped like a glove. Then I drew on
another sheet, a crude figure of a paper doll with the
palm of both hands showing.

“You'll notice that this paper glove fits only the
right hand of the doll, and no matter how I slide it
around on the paper, I can’t make it fit the left hand.
But if T pick it up and turn it over through the third
dimension, it becomes a left glove and no longer fits
the right hand. In the same manner, if your right-
hand glove were turned over through the fourth dimen-
sion, it would fit your left hand. You mustn’t confuse
this with turning the glove inside out, which would
expose the rough, unfinished inside part. When in-
verted through the fourth dimension, your glove would
look just the same, with the smooth finished surface
outside, but would have the thumb and fingers in such
positions that they would fit the other hand.

“Here’s another comparison. See this rubber band?
It was cut from an old inner tube. Notice that it is
rough on the inside and smooth on the outside. With-
out breaking or injuring it in any way, I can twist this
circular band through the third dimension so that now
the rough surface is outside and the smooth one is
inside.

“The same thing can be done with a tennis ball,
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by twisting it through the fourth dimension. Without
breaking the ball in any way, it could be turned inside
otit, so that the outside surface would become the inside
and vice versa. Do you comprehend what I mean?”

“T guess so,” Dern hesitated.

“Sounds goofey to me,” growled Clancy.

“As I understand it,” I continued, “you are inter-
ested principally in knowing how the contents of a safe
deposit box can be removed without opening the door.”

“That’s exactly what I would like to know.”

“T can illustrate that with this plain rubber band or
ring. To a two-dimensional being or Flatlander, this
would be an impregnable safe deposit vault. In order
to obtain access to it, he’d need a door in the side, since
it would be impossible for him to climb over the edge
of the ring. However, if he happened to get hold of a
specially constructed pair of pliers he could, without
leaving his two dimensional world, reach over the top
of the ring, through the third dimension and remove all
the contents. :

“The Hyper-Forceps which Professor Banning and
I made is nothing more nor less than a pair of pliers
or tongs, that will operate through a fourth dimension.
With it I could easily remove the contents of a safe or
closed box without opening the door.”

“And where is the Hyper-Forceps now "’ Dern de-
manded. :

“Locked in a drawer at our workshop on the hos-
pital grounds.”

“Would you mind letting me see it

“I’d be glad to.”

The hospital was but a short distance from my hotel,
so the three of us walked over to the workshop in ‘which
Doctor Banning and I had constructed the Hyper-
Forceps.

We had always kept the instrument in a locked
drawer of a cabinet where our delicate tools were
stored. There were only two keys to this drawer. I
had one and Professor Banning had the other.

When I placed my key in the lock I was surprised
to find that the drawer was already unlocked. Know-
ing the extreme care which both Professor Banning
and I exercised whenever we handled the Hyper-

.I“_.”

Forceps, I could not believe that either of us had’

neglected to lock the drawer. With a feeling of dread-
ful premonition, I opened the drawer.

It was empty!

Dern examined the lock. “H-m-m-m! Just what I
thought! The lock has been sprung with a screwdriver
and the bolt pushed back in place. As crazy as this
four-dimensional applesauce sounds, it looks as if we
are on the right track after all.”

IF anyone had suggested that 1 was to become an
operative for the William Dern Detective Agency,
I should have told him he was either drunk or out of
his mind—but that’s exactly what happened.
Dern talked me into it.

I He pointed out to me that, since it was now quite
apparent that the crook, who was perpetrating these
stupendous robberies, was using the Hyper-Forceps,
and since I was the only available person who knew
hew the instrument looked and was operated, my assist-
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ance was indispensable. The tremendous seriousness
of the crimes and the dangerous and far-reaching effects
they were having were also imparted to me in terms that
left me almost gasping for breath.

“The stuff that’s been printed in the papers—bad as
it sounds—doesn’t come within a thousand miles of
describing the real state of affairs,” Dern told me.
“They wouldn't dare to publish a tenth of the actual
facts.

“Just think what it means to have the security of all
the world’s safe deposit vaults suddenly destroyed. A
man might as well put his valuables in an open soap
box and leave it on the street, with a ‘Help Yourself’
sign on it, as to put them into a safe deposit box
these days.

“Did you know that all the insurance companies
have already announced that they will no longer insure
the contents of safe deposit vaults without charging
rates that are far in excess of the income which a bond
owner can get from his securities?

“I tell you, the bankers and other financiers are des-
perate. They have their backs against a wall. It

~wouldn’t take much to throw every bank and business

house in the country into bankruptey. That’s how im-
portant it is, that we catch this crook before he does -
damage that can never be repaired.”

The upshot of it all was that T agreed to codperate
with Dern in every possible way, with the understand-
ing, however, that as soon as Professor Banning re-
turned, I was to be released from duty.

In order that I might work in harmony with the rest
of the organization, I was delegated to team with
Clancy, who was in active charge of the case.

After we had become better acquainted, Clancy and
I got along famously. He grudgingly admitted that
in matters pertaining to science and mechanics, I had
just a shade the better of him, but when it came to

~skill in tracking the elusive criminal to his lair, I

couldn’t help handing the solid gold handcuffs to
Clancy.

His method was simple enough. As soon as it was
established with reasonable likelihood, that the criminal
was rifling the safe deposit boxes by means of the
Hyper-Forceps, it was easy to figure out just how
he would operate. His first move would be to rent a
box for himself, since that would be the only way he
could get inside the vault. Te would make frequent
visits to the vault until he happened to strike a time
when he was all alone. Then, with the aid of the
Hyper-Forceps, he would remove the contents of three
or four boxes, putting the bonds and other valuables
which could easily be converted into cash, into his own
box, and carrying the worthless papers away in his
pocket. On his first robbery he had made the mistake
of throwing an insurance policy into the waste basket.
This error was never repeated.

Since we knew that our quarry was numbered among
the renters of safe deposit boxes in the various banks
which had been robbed, the next logical step was to
obtain from these banks copies of all new signature
cards which had been made out between the last time
I had seen the Hyper-Forceps and the date the rob-
bery was discovered in each bank.
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From this assortment of signatures, it didn’t take
a handwriting expert long to pick out the cards which
had been signed by the same person. Naturally the
crook had used different names in each of the places he
had visited, but the tell-tale slant and shape of certain
typical letters gave him away.

Facsimile copies of all these signatures were repro-
duced in large quantities and were sent to the safe
deposit departments of every bank in the United States
and Canada, with instructions to watch for signatures
similar in character. One thing that helped us most
was that the robber, for obvious reasons, had always
rented one of the largest boxes available, which was
sufficiently unusual to attract attention.

It wasn’t long before we picked up a hot scent. We
received a wire from one of the largest banks in Salt
Lake City, stating that a box had just been rented to a
man whose signature was identical with one of those
on the warning sheet. Evidently he had become so
careless and cocksure that he would never be discov-
ered, that he had even used the same alias as on one
of the previous robberies.

Without waiting even to pack a gnp, Clancy and I
boarded an airplane which had been kept in readiness
for just such a call, and hopped off to the land of the
Latter Day Saints. :

We landed at Woodward Field at about two o’clock
in the afternoon and immediately went to the bank.
Upon presenting our credentials, we secured "permis-
sion to keep the vault open after the regular business
hours. Under Clancy’s direction, two workmen made
a few changes in the scenery.

He selected one of the small private hooths, located
almost directly opposite the entrance of the vault, and
had two concealed peep holes put in the door. At the
further end of the vault there were already two large
mirrors. Clancy instructed the workmen to install four
more mirrors on the portions of the walls not occupied
by the doors of safe deposit compartments.

When this was done he went into the “doctored”
booth and looked through each of the peep holes, while
I moved from one part of the vault to another.

“0. K.,” he finally said. “I can see you now, no
matter where you stand, as long as you're inside the
vault.”

He also had wires run from the booth to the clerk’s
counter with a small signal light arranged in such a
way that when the clerk pressed a button with his foot,
the light would flash on inside the booth. This was to
be our signal that the suspected person was about to
enter the vault. 3

As soon as the bank opened on the following morn-
ing, Clancy and I took our positions inside the booth,
but it was not until about fifteen minutes before clos-
ing time that the little light flashed on. Clancy and I
immediately put our eyes to the peep holes and waited.

The man who accompanied the bank attendant into
the vault was a tall, well-built, prosperous-looking man
of about thirty-five. ~After going through the cus-
tomary routine of inserting each of the two keys,
opening the door and drawing the tin box part way
out of the compartment, the bank attendant withdrew
and left Mr. Suspect alone in the vault.

1|
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He took his box to the table in the center of the
vault and pretended to examine a few papers. In
reality he was stealthily looking around to see if
anyone else was at the counter preparing to enter the
vault. Apparently satisfied that he would not be inter-
rupted, he picked up his box and carried it to his
compartment.

It happened to be in a front cornel, out of sight
of anyone standing in front of the vault’s entrance,
but we could easily see his reflection in one of the
Mmirrors.

Placing his box on the floor, he reached in his breast
pocket and drew forth a peculiar-looking article resem-
bling a physician’s forceps with two sets of handles.

“The Hyper-Forceps!” 1 whispered to Clancy.

Xe nodded to indicate that he had understood me.

ITH both hands, the man manipulated the han-.

dles of the instrument until the jaws seemed to
melt right into the thick steel walls of the vault. After
a few seconds of probing, he withdrew the jaws of
the Hyper-Forceps. Between them dangled a tin box
which ‘had been drawn right through the locked door
of one of the safe deposit compartments.

Working with nervous haste, he removed-the papers
from the pilfered box and stuffed them into his own
box. Then, by using the Hyper-Forceps again, he
forced the empty box right through the closed door
of the compartment i into its place.

Once again he returned to the table in the center and,

- finding the space in front of the counter still unoccu-

pied, he returned to the corner and started to per-
form the same operation on another box.

It was then that Clancy rose and signaled for me
to follow him,

“Have you got your gun ?” T whispered.

“Sure, but I won'’t need it with this bird.”
out that his boast was a bit premature.

Without making a sound, we opened the door and
tiptoed into the vault, just as the thief was removing
the second box from its compartment.

Clancy laid his hand on the crook’s shoulder and
pronounced the conventional formula: “You’re under
arrest,”

The Hyper-Forceps, together with the safe deposit
box, clattered to the floor.

With the quickness of a rattlesnake, the criminal
reached back and grasped Clancy’s neck between his
clasped hands, at the same time bending forward in
such a way that he heaved the detective’s body over his
shoulder and threw him to the floor of the vault.
Clancy passed out.

Then the thug turned to me.

Before I could make a move to defend myself, he
dealt me a terrific blow in the pit of my stomach. I
crumpled like a deflated balloon and sunk down on top
of the stolen safe deposit box. '

Though the pain was frightful, T still retained con-
sciousness. I was horrified to see the thief take from
his pocket a wicked-looking clasp knife, whlch snapped
open with an ominous click.

He was quite close to me, and he must have thought
that I was out of the picture completely, for he was

It turned
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directing all his attention to Clancy, who was just
coming to. As I tried to brace myself so I could sit up,
my hand touched the Hyper-Forceps.

Singular, isn't it, how rapidly one’s mind sometimes
works in times of dire emergency? Almost instinc-
tively, I grasped the handles and an instant later I
had caught the robber’s hand in its jaws. With equal
rapidity, I manipulated the device for moving the jaws
into the fourth dimension.

Though I had fully anticipated what would happen,
the result was none the less astounding. The knife and
the hand holding it instantly faded from sight, together
with the upper portion of the man’s body. From the
waist down, however, he was still in plain sight.

Clancy was just struggling to his knees. His eyes
opened so wide that I could see fully hali an inch of
white eyeball on all sides of the pupils. With a limp

.and bedraggled cigar still hanging from his blue lips

and his mashed derby cocked over one eye, he cer-
tainly was a remarkable sight.

“My Gawd!” he gasped. “There’s nothing left of
him but a pair of pants!”

“Don’t worry,” I assured him. “His legs are inside
the pants and I've got the rest of him on the end of
the Hyper-Forceps. He sutre is a tough egg. Maybe
you'd better tie his legs together, before I pull the top
part of him back again.” :

Clancy got up and approached the weird-looking
half-body. He had no sooner come within range, than
one of the legs shot out and dealt him a resounding
kick on his shin, > ;

“You blankety-blank son of a blank!” Clancy swore.
“No pair of pants can-kick me in the shin and get
away with it.” Whereupon he brought one of his
square-toed shoes in vigorous contact with the seat of
the aforementioned pair of pants.

I felt a tug on the Hyper-Forceps which almost
pulled me off my feet.

 feet tied together with Clancy’s suspenders.
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“Go easy, Clancy,” I yelled. “If you don’t want me
to get jerked into the fourth dimension, you'd better lay
off those trousers. And as for you, you dirty crook, I
don’t know whether you can hear me or not, but unless
you want to commit suicide, you'd better quit struggling
and give up. If you once get loose from the grip of
this instrument you'll never be able to get back to earth
again.” :

He must have heard and understood, because he im-
mediately quieted down and submitted to having his
As soon
as this was accomplished, I pulled steadily on the hyper-
forceps and when the right hand came into view, Clancy
slipped his handecuffs over the wrist and wrenched the
knife from its grasp. A moment later, we had drawn
the rest of the thief’s body back into three-dimensional
space.

He turned out to be a former assistant in the X-Ray
Laboratory at the Mayer Brothers’ Hospital. Evidently
he had learned about the Hyper-Forceps from snatches
of conversation he had overheard at Winchester, and
had conceived the idea of stealing it and using it for
criminal purposes.

In his pockets and his luggage we found over a hun-
dred safe deposit keys, all conveniently labeled with the
names and locations of the banks to which they be-
longed. With the aid of these keys, we recovered all
the stolen property except for a few thousand dollars
in cash, which he had spent for expenses.

The four-dimensional thief is now in the peniten-
tiary. He has been found guilty on enough counts to
keep him in jail for the next thousand years.

As for the Hyper-Forceps, we decided it was too
dangerous an instrument to leave in a flimsily locked
drawer. It now reposes in one of the most modern,
theft-proof, non-pickable safe deposit boxes in a bank
known only to three persons. Doctor Paul Mayer has
one of the keys and I am holding the other to give to
Professor Banning as soon as he returns from abroad.

THE END.
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\. to be gained through reading its pages

written in a popular vein, making it possible
The questions which we give helow are

see if you can answer the
knowledge. '
1. What is the scientific treatment of the private box
system in safe deposit vaults for securing the con-
tents? (See pages 104 and 105.)
Can you give an illustration of the fourth dimension
with four straight strips of wood? (See page 106.)
What is the name of the solid with four equal axes
symmetrically placed? (See page 106.)
What is a tessaract? (See page 106.)
What hypothetical process would produce a tessaract?
(See page 106.)
What would the drawing of a four dimensional
cube look like? (See page 107.)

tve some examples of “life in a two dimensional
\la!r]o?rld and of its limitations, (See pages 106 and
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8. What is a Flatlander? Describe his limitations.
(See page 107.)

What Do You Know?

quently commented upon the fact that there is more actual knowledge
than from many a texthook.
for any one to grasp important facts, =

v \ all answered on the pages as listed at the end of the questions, Please
questions without looking for the answer, and see how well you check up on your general

Moreover, most of the stories are

9. Name two characteristic and widely differing mem-
bers of the Mollusk family, (See page 115.)
10. %—{gw many tentacles has the octopus? (See page

11. How are the tentacles of the octopus armed? (See
page 115.)

12. 'What do the syllables ocfo and. pus in octopus tell
ust  (See page 117.) :

13. What is a chromatophore? (See page 142.) |

14, "What are the distances of Mars and&r of the Moon ;
from the earth? (See page 148.)

15. How would these distances affect the time required

for transmission of radio messages? (See page 148.)

16. How can you hear without using the auditory system
of the ears? (See pages 154 and 155.)

17. What _is the general direction followed by the
majority of the Martian Canals? (See page 155.)




The OCTOPUS CYCLE
by Irvin Lesler and Flelcher Pralt

HERE was a long, uneasy swell on the sur-
4| face of the Indian Ocean as though some-
& one were gently rocking the floor beneath
Gl it, and a hot, moist wind blew against the
face of Walter Weyl, A.B., A.M., B.Sc.,
as he stood against the rail of the pudgy little Mes-
sagéres Maritimes steamer, wondering whether he
would dare to chance a spell of seasickness by lighting
a well-cured pipe for the fourth time that afternoon.

It was hot—and off to the west, Tamatave’s houses
gleamed white and blistering against the green back-
ground of the Madagascar jungle, blued by the dis-
tance. Away to the north the coastline stretched
illimitable. It would be another.day at least before the
steamer arrived at Andovorata, and Walter Weyl, A.B.,
A.M., B.Sc., would be able to get at the heart of the
mysterious occurrences that had brought him there.

His mind traveled back to the letter from his friend
of college days, Raoul Duperret, now on French gov-
ernment service in that mysterious land—Madagascar.
He saw it again before him, the characteristic French
handwriting, the precise French phrasing:

“...alas, we cannot pursue these investigations,
through lack of money. To you, then, my friend, I
appeal. To you belongs, permit me to say, that combi-
nation So rare of the talent for scientific investigation
and the means to pursue it.

ger of losing our grip on the natives, for we cannot at
all explain these disappearances nor prevent them. The
commandant says, ‘Send a battalion of chasseurs,” but
it is my Delief that a battalion of chausseurs would like-
wise fail, and T send for you, for I believe the agency
that destroys men thus is not human. No human would
neglect the rifles.
- “As you know, Madagascar is a country apart. We
have here the giant spiders, large as bats; the lizards,
large as sheep, and no, not a single snake. All our ani-
mals are outré, impossible even, and what if one more
impossible than all . . .? And thus it is to you, my rich
American friend, I appeal for myself and my country.”
It had offered precious little real information, that
letter, but enough to have caused Walter Weyl to drop
a learned monograph on the ammonites of the Upper
Cretaceous and hurry across ten thousand miles of
ocean with microscopes, rifles and all the equipment of
the modern scientist, to the aid of his friend.

The sun went down suddenly, as it does in the
tropics, and the sea was purple darkness all at once.
The lights of Tamatave twinkled away behind and were
blotted out; off to the west was only the menacing blot
of the huge island, forbidding and dangerous in the
gloom. Weyl sat musing by the rail, listening to the
hushed voices of a couple of men in the bows.

: Forgetting his dinner be-

To you also will appertain
the credit for any discovery.

“Let me, in detail, tell
you of what we know.
Diouma-Mbobo is a chief-
tain of the blacks in the
southern part of the island,
who have never been res-
cued from cannibal prac-
tices. He is, as far as we
know, a man who rules by
law and is of a truthfulness.

but they are facts.
Thus, when he accused the -

HERE, again, is @ different story, a thriller that you will

remember for many years to come. And that Vo may
not shout at once “impossible,” we are printing in this issue
an actual photograph of one of these sea creatures, which
comes pretiy close to what our authors have in mind, except
that they do not voam on land, but. keep strictly to the sea.
As Curator Dr. Ditmars, of the Bronx Zoological Gardens,
pointed out recently, nature is always far more Surprising
than fiction. For instance, there are really fish that climb
trees, impossible as this sounds, and they do exist now in
India; also there are snakes that can fly from omne tree to
another. These things may sound impossible and fictional,

low, he fell into a half-doze,
from which he was sud-
denly awakened by a sense
of approaching evil, defi-
nite, yet which could not be
lo¢ated. He looked ahout
lazily. The Southern Cross
hung brilliant in the sky;
there was no other light but
the flare of portholes on the
water, and no sound but
the slap of waves against
the bows. Yet the night had

Tanosy, who are the next -

tribe to him, of stealing people and eating them, we
took measures and did not too much bhelieve the denials
of the Tandésy. But Diouma-Mbobo’s people continue
to disappear, and when the commandant sent a whole
company of Senegalese to preserve order, they still
disappeared. What is still more distressing, is that
some of the Senegalese also disappeared, and save but
a solitary rifle or two found in the jungle, no trace of
them remains. ;
* “There is some fear in the island and we are in dan-

suddenly become dreadful.
He struggled lazily to put a name to the sense of im-
pending doom, and as he struggled there was a sudden
and terrible scream from the bow—the cry of a man in
mortal anguish and fear.,
__ “Oh—o—o—u—" it went, running off into a stran-
gled sob, and through it cut the shout of the other
sailor, “Secours! Secours! Ferent...” and the sound
of a blow on soft flesh.
Weyl leaped to his feet and ran forward; there was
the sound of a slamming door, and a quick patter of
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.+« into the clearing, with an odd semblance of order, came a half-dozen, a dozen, twenty of those terrible umbrella-like shapes,

moving deliberately, but covering the ground as fast as a man tuns. .. ., A shot was followed by an order, a bugle note and the

irritating crash of the volley, which shaded into the rattling drum of the machine guns ., .. the giant, shapeless beasts were mov-
ing forward as swiftly and imperturbably as before. Had all shots missed?

Gk



112  AMAZING
feet behind him. In front was the blackness of the
bows, out of which emerged a panic-stricken man who
charged against him, babbling incoherent French, and
bore him to the deck. As he went down he caught a
glimpse of two waving prehensile arms, like lengths of
fire-hose, silhouetted against the sky.

Somebody ran past him, the deck leaped into illumi-
nation as lights were switched on, and he picked him-
self up to see—nothing. The bows were empty. There
was a babble of conversation:

“Where is Ferentini?”

“What is the trouble ?”

“Who is there?”

There was confusion, stifled by the appearance of
the captain, a eupeptic little man in a blue coat and a
tremendous moustache which swept his shoulders. “This
uproar—what does it mean?” he said. “Let the sailor
Dugasse come forward.”

A big Basque, obviously panic-stricken and with roll-
ing eyes, was shoved into the light. “Tell us the reason
for this,” demanded the captain.

“Ferentini and 1,” he gasped, “we were talking, so,
in the bow. One, two big arms, like a gorilla, seize him
by the neck, the chest, and zut! he is gone. I strike at
them, but he is gone.” :

“Assassin!” said the captain briefly, “Confess that
you quarreled and you threw him over.”

“No, no. He was taken. I swear it. By the Holy
Virgin, I swear it.” :

“Put this man in the lazarette, you Marulaz, and you
Noyon. There will be an investigation. Take his knife
away from him.”

“His knife is gone, monsieur,” said one of the sea-
men who had stepped forward to take charge of the
sailor Dugasse.

“Without doubt, he stabbed the other. Put him in
irons,” was the captain’s succinct reply, as he turned to-
ward the cabin and his interrupted dinner,

Walter Weyl stepped forward. “I think the man’s
story is true,” he offered. “T think I saw something
myself.” .

“Permit me to inform you, monsieur, that T am the
commandant of the vessel,”” remarked the eupeptic cap-
tain, with the utmost courtesy. “There will be an in-
vestigation. If the man is innocent it will do him no
harm to spend a night in the lazarette.” And again he

turned away. kg

Dissatisfied, but realizing that he could do nothing,
Weyl walked toward the bows, to see if he could find"
any trace of the strange encounter. There was noth-
ing, but as he was about to return and go below, his
foot struck something, which on investigation with a
flashlight, proved to be the knife of the sailor Dugasse.

The blade was wet, and as he picked the weapon up
there dripped slowly from it a pale, greenish oleaginous
liquid, totally unlike human blood. With this bit of
evidence in his hand, he started thoughtfully for his
cabin. :

CHAPTER II

WO days later the friends sat under the giant
mimosa, in whose shade Raoul Duperret had
built a little cottage on the height overlooking

Andananarivo. A table had been dragged outdoors and
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was now piled with a miscellaneous collection of instru-
ments, papers and microscope slides. iy

Weyl leaned back in his chair with a sigh and lit his
pipe. ' &

“Let us see what we have, after all this study,” he
said. “Check me if I go wrong. Diouma-Mbobo’s
people and about a dozen of the Senegalese have dis-
appeared mysteriously. So did the sailor Ferentini on
the boat that brought me here. In no case was any trace
found of the man after he disappeared, and in the cases

on the island when anything was found it was always

a knife or a rifle. :

“This report,” he ruffled the papers, “from one of the
Sencgalese, says that he saw his companion jerked up
into a tree by a huge black rope, but when he rushed
to the tree he could see nothing:* It was late in the
evening. Now this account agrees singularly with that
of the sailor Dugasse—and moreover, if natives were
responsible for the disappearances, they would at least
have taken the knives, if not the guns.

“Therefore, I consider that the disappearance of
Ferentini, the Senegalese and the natives was due to
the same agency, and that the agency was not human
and, therefore, I think the Tanosy and the sailor Du-
gasse, although he is still in jail, should be aequitted.”

Duperret nodded a grave assent. i

“But I am sure it was nothing supernatural. I saw
something on that boat, Duperret, and the Senegalese
saw something. Moreover, there is Dugasse’s knife.
I have analyzed that liquid which dripped from it; it
is blood, indubitably, but blood different from any I
have ever seen. It contains a tremendous number of
corpuscles of a new character, not red, but greenish
yellow, and the liquid in which they float is similar to
that of all other bloods. More than anything, it re-
sembles the blood of an oyster, which is impossible, as
oysters do not lift men into trees. Therefore, I accuse
some hitherto unknown animal of these deaths.

“But what kind of an animal are we dealing with ?’
Weyl went on without paying any attention to an in-
terruption from Duperret. “Evidently a very swift and
formidable one. It killed Ferentini in a few seconds.
It dragged a powerful Senegalese, who was provided
with a rifle, off with equal swiftness, and the stabs of
Dugasse were as futile against it as the rifle of the
other black boy. =

“In both cases, the attack came from above, and T
am inclined to think, since we were attacked some dis-
tance off the coast and the natives some distance inland,
that the animal possesses extraordinary mobility—prob-
ably wings. This would make a bird of it; which is
impossible because of the blood ; therefore, making the
whole thing absurd . . . But in any case, the hunt for
this animal, or animals, for theremay be more than
one, will be a dangerous business.” |

“All is decided then?” asked Duperret. “Very well,
let us depart. I am eager for action, my friend.” And

- he stood up, stretching his muscular frame toward the

towering tree.
“Done,” said Weyl. .
He rose. “You have some influence with the military
authorities, you of the civil arm? If the matter were
put to the commandant in the proper way, do you swp- -
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pose we could get an escort? I need not conceal from
you that this big-game hunt is likely to be a serious
business. Any animal that devours live men . . .”

“The commandant and I were at St. Cyr together,”
replied Duperret. “He will doubtless appoint a lieu-
tenant and a demi-company of African chasseurs to
assist us.”

CHAPTER III

lieutenant, Dubosc by name, making the best of
, insufficient pup tents and canned French sausage
by a dank, slow stream a few miles out of Fort Dau-
'phin. Around them lay or squatted a perspiring group
‘of black soldiers in the uniform of the Chasseurs
I'd’./‘s’frique, while round them again, further from the
'sun of the white men’s presence, were as many natives,
‘equally sable of hue, and with no uniforms at all. These
;were the guides lent by Diouma-Mbobo, silent and
'somewhat scared men, for that portion of the jungle
had earned a bad reputation from the repeated disap-
peararnces.
i  Weyl was annoyed. “If we only knew what we were
looking for and where to find it,” he said to Duperret
that evening, “but here we are three days out, with our
labor for our pains. Hunting for one animal in this
jungle is like the old needle and haystack saying.”

!; WEEK later found them with a dapper French

i “Yes, and I'm afraid for the guides,” the French-

man had answered. “They'll desert unless they are
given something to do.”
¥ Night found them as restless as the guides. Weyl
woke to a sense of something impending, looked out and
‘saw only the calm sentries speaking in low tones as
they encountered each other at the end of their rounds.
He felt reassured, and dropped off into another hotir or
two of slumber punctuated by fierce dreams, woke
'again and saw a moonlit shadow on the flap of his tent.
“Raoul!” he called softly.
~ The Frenchman bent and entered.

He was fully dressed.

. “Nerves keep you awake, too?” said Weyl. “I've
been awake before, but everything’s quiet. But why

are you dressed I’

“I have a premonition.
‘usual. You hear that strange whistling? No, you
would not. You are not used to jungle noises. To me
it is very much to notice. Something . . .” and he
looked at his friend, who, though in a strictly unofficial
manner, was recognized as commander of the expedi-
tion. “Shall we rouse the soldiers?” he questioned.

“They’ll need sleep if we're to march all day,” Weyl
answered.

“But I am thinking we will not need to march. How-
ever—" Raoul was about to dismiss his feeling as a
fancy and threw another glance over his shoulder
through the open tent flap.
 In an instant he was on his feet, almost tearing the
tent from its pegs, a half cry escaping his lips that
‘caused Weyl to leap up beside him, seizing the revolver
‘that lay by his hand. :

Three, four, half a dozen snakelike arms, mysteri-
Jous in the moonlight, hovered for an instant. over the

Also, T hear something un-
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heads of two sentries who had met at the edge of the
trees, and before they had comprehended their danger,
before they could be warned, they were gripped, lifted
from their feet and their cries stifled before they
reached the gloom of the branches fully ten feet above.

Weyl, with a horror such as he had never felt be-
fore, seemed to clutch at his throat, fired rapidly into
the tree. Something dropped with a crash of leaves; a
veritable chorus of whistlings and swishings rose
around the camp, and in the tents and along the sentry
line there were sudden lights and activity, shouts of
“Ow vive?” “Aux armes!” and the thick note of a
hastily blown bugle as its owner was roused from sleep.

Men ran from their tents to stand gazing. “Raoul !’
shouted the American. “It’s here! The machine gun!”
and, pistol in hand, in his sleeping garments, he dashed
for the tree.

He glanced up. A subdued rustling gave no clue to
its source, nothing to shoot at, but out of the tail of
his eye he caught a glimpse of motion among the giant
ferns, and the peculiar whistling again became audible..

He turned, and was suddenly conscious of an insane
dishelief in his senses. What he saw resembled noth-
ing so much as an enormous umbrella, standing ten feet
high on stiltlike, but prehensile arms, while at the point
where they gathered, a huge, bulbous head rose and fell
rhythmically as the thing emitted that singular, high-
pitched whistle. There was something unspeakably
loathsome, some totich reminiscent of putrefaction and
decay about it. :

An.arm, like alhuge snake, lifted from the ground
and swung aimlessly about under the leaves. Abruptly,
another animal, the duplicate of the first in all respects,
came from behind a tree to join it, and the t,w‘:)‘,'_'-'de'spi_te
their clumsy form and lurching uneven moﬁd@ﬁéi&’t, Jbe=
gan to advance toward him with a rapidity- that W %
astonishing. S

Weyl awoke to the necessity of flight. He raced*back...
toward the camp, where Lieutenant Dubosc, aroused
by the shots and cries, and aware that something was
impending, had formed the Senegalese in a rough,
slanting angle of a line, the men facing the jungle,
while behind them Diouma-Mbobo’s natives crouched
in frightened curiosity. .

The American turned as he reached the line. Be~
hind him, into the clearing, with an odd semblance of
order, came a half-dozen, a dozen, twenty of those ter-
rible umbrella-like shapes, moving deliberately, but cov-
ering the ground as fast as a man runs.

A shot was followed by an order, a bugle note, and
the irritating crash of the volley, which shaded into the
rattling drum of the machine guns. When his eyes
again became used to the dark after the flame of the
rifles, Weyl saw that the giant, shapeless beasts were
moving forward as swiftly and imperturbably as be-
fore. Had all the shots missed? :

Another volley collapsed into a frantic and spasmodic
burst of firing, as no effect was visible on the hideous
shapes that came on swiftly.

Weyl aimed his revolver carefully at one bobbing
head, and the shot was drowned in a crashing chorus of
fire; the beast came right on. He was dimly conscious
of shooting again and again in a kind of frenzy at those
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horrible bulby umbrellas that kept coming closer, dim
figures of horror in the green moonlight, huge and im-
pregnable, towering over the little group of humans
~who shouted and cursed and fired impotently.

One man, half maddened, even ran forward, waving
his bayonet, and was gathered gently up by two of those
big arms as a child might be picked up by its parent.

A thrill of wavering ran down the line; one or two
men threw away their rifles, when suddenly, right at
their feet, one of the monsters collapsed. There was 4
chorus sof whistling and they moved backward, ap-
parently without turning, as rapidly and silently as they
had come . . .

A feeble cheer rose from the Senegalese, a cheer that
was silehced instantly, for a glance revealed that half

the hastily formed line was missing, the men gone as *

completely as though they had never been.

Weyl was aware that he had been clicking an empty
pistol, that his throat was dry, that Duperret sat at his
feet, his face in his hands, seemingly without power of
motion. Senegalese and natives, frightened to the verge
of madness, babbled like children all around him. The
iron voice of Dubosc rose:

“Silence, my children!”

Out in the clearing before them was no sign that men
had battled for their lives, save one ugly, loathsome
shape, that sprawled on the ground and twitched feebly

* in the gloom. L e

CHAPTER IV

HE survivors of that unbelievable, one-sided bat-

I tle dragged themselves back- into Fort “Dauphin

five days later. One man was violently insane,
tightly bound, and as for the rest, it seemed that only
remnants of sanity remained. Theé emotignal blacks
had almost collapsed under the strain, and nothing but
incoherent gibberings could be extracted from them by
the soldiers who cared for the exhausted, weaponless,
starving and almost naked remainder of the trim com-
pany of Chasseurs who marched out with drum and
bugle only a fortnight before.

Weyl begged off from an immediate report to the
commandant, and went to bed, where he slept the sleep
of exhaustion for twenty hours on end, and Duperret
did likewise.

Weyl woke vastly refreshed, and with the horror
that had been dragging at his mind relieved, though
with such a feeling of weariness as he had not known
since college football days. The black boy at the door
obligingly brought him the latest newspapers, now not
quite a month old, and he re-established his touch with
the world of men by reading them over the tiny break-
fast of coffee and rolls which was all the fort physician
would allow him. :

An item in one of them caught his eye, and caused
him to sit up in his chair with a whoop of joy, that
brought a scandalized glance from Major Larivet, the
white-moustached old Alsatian who was in command of
the fort, and a grin from Duperret, the first since that
dreadful night of the attack.

The item, in bad French, was a translation from the
bad English of a New York newspaper telling of
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Weyl’s departure for Madagascar. It was filled with
the exalted pseudo-science of which hewspapers are
fond and contained much ingeniously sketchy biographi-
cal and geographical data, but its appeal was obvious.

The American leaned forward over the eups.

“Does your fort boast a typist " he asked. “ILieu-
tenant Dubosc has probably already told you of the ter-
rible experience we have had. I am anxious to make
my report on it through the newspapers.”

“Monsieur,” said Major Larivet, gravely, “he died
an hour ago by my side. I know nothing but that I
have lost many men from my command.”

“So . ..” said Weyl, “All the more reason I should
make my report in writing. T need not conceal from
you the fact that we are facing a danger which threat-
‘eiis not merely Fort Dauphin and Madagascar, but the
entire world.” :

There was incredulity on the major’s face, but he
replied courteously, “My means are entirely at your
service, gentlemen.”

Beginning his report with scientific exactitude, Weyl
included Duperret’s letter, noted the sudden midnight
attack on the steamer and went on to the details of the
expedition:

“. . .. For hours after the attack,” he wrote, “we
were unable to get anything like control out of the
chaos in the camp. I think another attack of these un-
speakably loathsome ‘Umbrella Beasts’ would have
brought complete panic; certainly hardly any rifles but
Duperret’s and my own would have met them.

“We could not hope to escape by an immediate dash
for the fort, though it was less than thirty hours’ march
away. The beasts seemed to be on every side, and they
would have every advantage in that jungle, where we
would have been instantly swept into the trees by their
swinging tentacles. :

“Fortunately, these hideous monsters appeared to
have gathered their fill of human food for the time be-
ing, and meanwhile the idea of fire occurred to us.
All the wood we could gather without too closely ap-
proaching the trees was collected and heaped in piles
about five feet apart in a complete circle. These were
set alight, and we huddled in the center of the blazing
ring, almost roasted by the heat, but feeling infinitely
safer. With the coming of day. the heat was almost
intolerable, but we gained confidence as it became ap-
parent that the beasts would not dare the fire, though
we could hear them whistling in the trees.

“Our situation was bad. The supply of wood was
not inexhaustible, and that of water was already used
up. Iam convinced that these beasts are possessed of a
romparatively high intelligence. The manner of their
attack, the character of the one killed in the battle, led
to this conclusion; and they were evidently deliberately
laying siege to us with the intention of starving us out
of our refuge. =

“Our rifles were useless, and to make a sudden dash
through the lines would certainly involve the sacrifice
of most of those present—perhaps all. So we sat down -
to plan a way out. Obviously, we had to find a means
to make ourselves immune to their attacks. |

“I thought T had it when I remembered that no bar-
‘barian, beast or insect, would tolerate castor oil. Des-
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perate as was our situation, the idea of escaping a
deadly and horrible death by means of that homely

remedy made me want to laugh hysterically. T remem-

ber Duperret watching me trying to smother the urge,
looking queerly at me, quite obviously doubtful of my
mental balance. Fis speculative and startled glance
added to the absurdity of the thing, and I almost lost
my self-control. I realized we were all on the edge
of madness.

“The idea had, of course, to be discarded. We had
castor oil among our medical supplies, but barely
enough to discourage the insects of the tropical jungle;
certainly not enough to smear ourselves from head to
foot to keep off those giant monstrosities menacing us
from all sides. :

“The solution we hit upon finally may not have been
the best, but it was simple, and like many another, did
pot occur to us till we were ready to give up in despair.
Duperret, Dubosc and I had spent the entire first day
of our siege discussing and rejecting ways and means,
and we had just about decided that the only thing to
do was to make a concerted dash into the jungle, firing
into the trees, and trusting to luck and mobility to carry
us through, when the lieutenant startled us with a sud-
den leap, and shouted something wild, something we
did not understand.

“We feared for his sanity as mutely we watched
him dashing about furiously from spot to spot in the
clearing, tearing up handful after handful of liana grass
and throwing them on the fire.

“When, however, a dense cloud of thick, choking,
black smoke rolled up, and when Dubosc turned to us
with a triumphant light in his face, we understood
dimly what his idea was, and in a frenzy of relief sev-
eral of us danced foolishly in a‘circle about the fire
and its column of smoke.

“Tn a council that followed, we decided that our at-
tempt to escape had better be made during the day,
since we had all noticed that there was less activity
among our besiegers during the hours when the heat
was most intense. We kept our fires burning, then,
throughout the night until dawn. Nobody slept; we
were too apprehensive, and too busy improvising
torches for our protection during the march. The
beasts, evidently fearful of the fire, remained in their
trees all that night, and though they continued to whistle
about us (this seems their sole mode of communica-
tion) there seemed to be less whistling from the side to
which our smoke drifted. This assured us that our
lieutenant’s plan would work,

“At dawn, bearing our smoking flambeaux, we set
out. Arms and equipment were useless; they were dis-

carded. To prevent the panic that appeared imminent

among the men, Dubosc threatened to shoot down any
man who left the formation, and to insure obedience,
only Duperret, he and myself were allowed to retain
revolvers.

“As we neared the trees, there was crowding among
the men, but a few sharp words brought them to their
senses. We halted just at the edge of the clearing, and
Duperret and T leading the shivering company, threw
our branches down under the trees and piled more wood
on to make a little blaze. There was a discernible com-
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motion in the foliage above us, but we could see noth-
ing. When the noises subsided, we ventured in a hun-
dred yards or soiand built another fire.

“This scheme was resorted to at intervals all aiong
our march. Progress was necessarily slow. At some
dark spots, where the jungle was thick, it was neces-

. sary to proceed in narrow files, and these were the most

dangerous, not only because of the ‘Umbrella Beasts’
but also because of the fright and impatience of the
mein.

“It was in one of these places that a casualty oc-
curred. One of the chasseurs suddenly broke from
the line and ran, shouting madly, to wave his torch at
a vinous growth hanging from a tree, which he must
have taken for a tentacle of one of the beasts. He
stumbled, his torch flying from his hand as he fell.
His danger then evidently deprived him of what senses
he had remaining, for, regaining his feet, he ran, not
back into the line but deeper into the jungle. We heard
a strangled cry in a few moments. That was all. None
of us dared to leave the company to bring him back.

“Another time, a man went raving mad, and made a
violent attack on Dubosc. Before he could be caught,
he stabbed that brave man twice in the breast.

“Now, as to the animals which attacked us, T had
one before me for some sixty hours, though with little
opportunity to examine and none at all to dissect it.
My observations, though somewhat scanty, lead me to
the conclusion that we are dealing with a hitherto un-
known member of the great mollusk family. The fam-
ily includes the octopus and oyster, neither with red
blood, and it was the nearly colorless fluid that puzzled
me about the blood of the beast that attacked the ship.

“The beast that was killed at the camp had a larger
body than any known member of the family, and ten-
tacles at least fifteen feet in length and correspondingly
powerful. A protective covering of chitin appears to
have been developed, and due to the lack of any internal
skeleton and the fact that the muscles must base on it,
this protective covering to its body is of a thickness and
strength sufficient to be quite impervious to rifle bullets.
The one we killed had received a bullet full in the eye,
which passed through into its brain.

“It is this brain that offers the most remarkable fea-
ture of these creatures. A brief investigation shows me
that their brains are certainly larger than those of any
animals except the big apes, and probably as large as
those of the lower races of man. This argues an in-
telligence extremely high, and makes them more than
ever dangerous, since they can evidently plan acts and
execute them in concert.

“They have eight tentacular arms, covered on the
lower side with the usual cephalopod type of suckers,
the center of each sucker being occupied, as in some

_species of octopus, by a small, sharp claw. The thick-

ness, and therefore the muscular strength of these arms,
is enormous. It is no wonder men proved utterly
powerless against them.

“I am unable to say anything about either their
method of breeding or what device they have arrived at
for breathing air; probably some protective covering
keeps the gill-plumes moist, as in the crayfish, making
access to water at times necessary.
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“In the face are two very large eves, capable of see-
ing well in the dark and located directly in front of the
large brain. The mouth consists of a huge beak, razor-
edged. There are no teeth. Add this Tormidable beak
to their ext=aordinary powers of swimming, their swift
progress on land, their giant strength and their great
intelligence, and it becomes evident that the human race
is faced with a great peril.

“There is nothing whatever to prevent these animals
from swimming the ocean or attacking the greatest city.
One of these beasts could kill a hundred people in an
hour and hardly any weapon we possess would be of
the slightest use . . .”

As he wrote, Weyl's mind was again filled with the
terror of that mad march through the jungle with the
“Umbrella Beasts” whistling on every side, and his
imagination shuddered at the picture of Lendon or New
York under an invasion from those grim Madagascar
jungles; all business stopped, every door barred, the
octopuses triumphantly parading the streets, breaking
in here and there and strangling the last resistance of
families cowering in corners, powerless against the in-
vulnerable and irresistible animals. Here and there
some squad armed with dynamite or some other weapon
more powerful than rifles, would offer a brief resist-
ance, but they too would go down in time. Civilization
throttled, and in its place a ghastly reign of ani-
malism. . . . _

b

-~ CHAPTER V

MAJOR LARIVET was inclined to skepticism

over Weyl's report. In a brusque, but kindly

way, he had suggested that it be delayed,
‘. . . till you have had time to think it over, Perhaps,
when the effect of your experience has—ah—worn
off—"

Weyl gazed at him in astonishment at this sugges-
tion, but he was to remember it forty days later,

Meanwhile, there was nothing to do but wait till the
report reached the outer world, and some echo of it in
the form of men, aeroplanes, scientists with their in-
struments and death dealing concoctions arrived to wipe
out that terrible blot. And during the waiting, even
Major Larivet's skepticism vanished under the pressure
of events. :

The octopuses, as Weyl called them, had confined
their raids to isolated districts up to the time of his
expedition, but now, acting apparently upon a well-
formed plan, they became bolder and began a syste-
matic extermination of every native in this part of the
island. 5

Three days after the return of the expedition, a
native runner dashed in half-crazed with fright to re-
port a twilight raid on a whole village, from which
bardly a soul escaped. As the days drew om, this
ominous news was followed by such demonstrations of
the power and intelligence of the octopuses as confirmed
Weyl’s darkest fears.

A willage on the coast was attacked, and the natives,
taking to their clumsy boats to escape the terror by land,
found themselves no less helpless on the water, the only
news of the dreadful event coming from some mnative

#
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who had gone there and found only a circle of empty
huts.

Alarm of panic proportions spread like wildfire
among the Malagasy, and in a stream that became a
torrent they poured into Fort Dauphin for protection.

Daily the reports of depredations showed that the

octopus terror was spreading and coming nearer, and |

Major Larivet found himself faced with the problem !

of feeding several hundred hungry and frightened
natives with means wholly inadequate,

The climax came with the arrival of four men, or
rather, shadows of men, who babbled that they were
the last of the great tribe of the Tandsy. Fighters to
the core, instead of flying, they had stood out in battle
array against their antagonists. The result had been
unspeakably horrible—they had seen their comrades
torn to pieces before their eyes, and the women and
children hunted down.

It was while things were in this state that the little
tin-pot mail boat arrived with its cargo of supplies and
European newspapers.

Weyl’s heart rose as he marched off to his quarters
eagerly with the papers under his arm, but it sank
like lead when he and Duperret opened journal after
jowrnal, in quick, disappointed perusals.

" Not one, they perceived, took the matter seriously.
Weyl's phrase, “Umbrella Beasts,” had been seized
upon by humorous commentators with gusto, rolled on
their tongues and spun off their pens to tickle the ribs
of readers. Of serious acceptance there was not a sign.

The general tone of the papers was one of howling de-

rision. It was suggested that Weyl had gone crazy,
that he was a publicity-mad mountebank, But the more
usual spirit of the papers was that of the French wit
who blared: “Weyl's Umbrella Beasts; Inseparable
companions for that rainy-day walk. No one acquainted
with the dictates of fashion can afford to dispense with
this novel combination of household pet and Protective
Implement !”

And the cartoons . .. !

Weyl looked up from the papers to meet Dupetret’s
glance. There were actual tears in the Frenchman’s
eyes. : ‘
“It seems to be up to us,” said Weyl, after a mo-
ment. “Well—I am not a rich man, as it is reckoned
in Ameriea, but T can command a considerable amount
of money, and can borrow more, I will write a cable-
gram to be sent off immediately, and have every cent
spent for materials to fight this thing.”

Together they composed the carefully worded mes-
sage to Weyl’s assistant in the laboratory in New York,
and together they took it to the dock and delivered it
to the captain of the boat with the most urgent instruc-
tions to send it the moment he arrived at Andovoranbo.

CHAPTER VI

Y OT long aiter daybreak the American was
N roused from his sleep by a confused shouting
under the window, Hurrying into his clothes,

he dashed out to see the little mail boat wallowing
crazily off the jagged rocks that guarded the entrance

~ to the harbor, her funnels silent and smokeless. Within
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ten minutes she was right among the breakers, pounding
in the surf, but there was no sign of officers, crew, or
lifeboats. :

It was late in the afternoon before he could secure
a native dhow to get out to the wreck. When he
stepped on the slanting deck of the wrecked boat, Weyl
found what he had feared. There was no one on
board—only a blood-stain here and there.

Every man in the settlement was quite capable of
visualizing what had happened. Writhing, black-grey
tentacles reaching up out of the midnight sea, the
swarming of hide-
ous bodies over the
ship, relentless grop-
ing arms searching
out the screaming
seamen, the fatally
prehensive embrace
of repulsive flesh ...

That wvery night

Fort Dauphin re-
ceived notice that it
was under close

siege. A mile out on
the northeast beach
two natives were
taken by an octopus
that came unexpect-
edly out of the water
on them, and on the
oppsite side of town
a soldier was pur-
sued along the sand
right up to the walls
of the fort. Later
the report ran in that
one of the sentinels
on the west side had
disappeared.

But neither Weyl
nor Major Larivet
was quite prepared
for the bold attack
on the fort two days
later.

Twilight was just
blueing the edges of
the jungle a quarter
mile from the bas-
tions of the fort, and :
the three white men were smoking gloomily over their
coffee, when a shot and a shout from the sentry brought
them to their feet.

They hastened to the bastion. Out of the jungle in
the same regular, military order they had preserved on
that fatal night of the first attack, came the octopuses,

Ll

Reproduction of a photograph of a giant octopus.

huge ugly heads bobbing above, undulating tentacles -

below.

Larivet, with a gleam in his eyes at being at last
able to come to grips with the enemy, snapped sharp
otders as the artillerymen swung the two “seventy-
fives” into position. Duperret and Weyl watched
breathlessly, heedless of the wild cries of alarm that
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issued from the natives who had seen the octopuses.

The mouth of the gun swung down slowly. An
order. Brief motions, the crash of the discharge, and
right in the center of the advancing line a terrific burst
of flame and dust.

An octopus staggered, stumbled with wildly flailing
arms and flopped inertly to the ground.

Crash! The bright flames from the two guns
mingled, and in the flare of the explosions three more
of the monsters went to oblivion. They were not
invulnerable, then! There was a ray of hope!

Weyl found him-
self cheering franti-
cally. He felt a pres-
sure at his shoulder
and saw a couple of
natives beside him,
their courage re-
vived. The black ar-
tillerymen worked
like mad. They could
not miss at that
point-blank range.

All down the octo-
pus line were gaps,
and the wounded
beasts strove to right
themselves. T hey
wavered, broke, and
in disorderly flight
headed back inte the
jungle, pursued by
the avenging shells
of the seventy-fives
till they had passed
from sight.

The natives were
crowding about,
shouting with emo-
tion and hurling
epithets after the re-
treating monsters.
They were saved—at
least for the time be-
ing.

But the conference
of the three white
men that night was
grave.

“We have not
really accomplished very much,” said Weyl, “except
to show them that we have weapons against which they
are not invulnerable. I don’t think they will attempt to
rush the fort again, but they are terribly intelligent.
They may try a surprise attack at night or from the
sea, or may even give us a regular starvation siege.”

“No, they will not soon approach your guns again,”
agreed Duperret, “but what are we to do if they at-
tack the town from the other side. The fort surely
cannot hold all the people you have here.”

“Gentlemen,” said Larivet gravely, “in that case we
can only do our duty. I shall have one of the guns
moved to the other side of town. Meanwhile we can

The eight (*“octo’
meaning eight in Latin and Greek) tentacles, give it its name, ‘Pus”
is taken from the Greek for “foot.”
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do nothing but wait till someone comes to help us.”

“Or until we go to them,” from Weyl.

Duperret paled slightly, and stood up. “I offer my-
self as a messenger,” he said. “I will take a dhow out.
If I am attacked, well, @ know where to shoot them—
in the eyes. I—"

“No, Raoul, no,”
would be simply—"

He was interrupted.
citedly.

“Him one piece boat in town,” said the black. “White
man comes.”

“Boat? White man?” queried Larivet, puzzled. A
cheery voice in the doorway answered him, “I say, is
anybody here?” it said, and in marched an extraordi-
nary figure of a man,

A large sign saying “Englishman” could not have
stamped his race more effectively than his expression
of cheerful vapidity. His clothes were white, sc.apu-
lously clean, and meticulously pressed, and in one hand
he bore what looked like a small fire-extinguisher. IHe
extended the other toward Weyl.

“You're Weyl, aren’t you?” he said.
my name; Henry Seaton Mulgrave.
grave and Pembroke, and all that rot.
vice.” :

“Of course 1 remember,” said Weyl cordially. “You
gave that extraordinary paper on the Myxinidae be-
fore the British Association. Ah, that paper! Allow
me,” he said, and translated into rapid French for the
benefit of Larivet, “to present the Earl of Mulgrave,
one of the most distinguished of living scientists.”

There weie bows, a drink offered and accepted,, and
the visitor, carefully placing his fire-extinguisher in the
corner, curled his lanky frame up in a chair.

said Weyl, “let me try it. It

A native servant entered ex-

“Mulgrave’s
Earl of Mul-
At your ser-

2

CHAPTER VII

after finishing his whisky and soda, “if it hadn’t

been that I was a bit in the doldrums at the
time your report came out, I believe I would have
joined the rest of the world in thinking you somewhat
—er—Dbalmy, despite your excellent reputation. But
I needed a cruise anyway, and came on the chance there
was something in it; sort of a sporting venture, d’y’see?
It did seem quite a bally cooked-up sort of mess, the
way those journals played it up, y¥'know.”

Weyl’s nod of understanding was followed by an in-
quiring look at the queer contrivance the Englishman
had placed in the corner.

“Flammenwerfer,” Mulerave answered the. silent
query. “Germans used 'em in the war. Superior bit
of frightfulness. Shoots out fire. And really quite
effective, even against your bally octopuses, I assure
you.”

“But,” Weyl exclaimed, “vou can't possibly—"

“Oh, yes, T have,” Mulgrave smiled. “The ruddy
animals hadn’t the decency to wait for a proper intro-
duction, and paid us a visit on the Morgana—my vacht,
y’know—just outside the harbor. I fancy when we
got through with them they were rather scorched.
Morgana was war-built, and has steel decks, so we

uSERIOUSLY, though, y'know,” Mulgrave said
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didn’t mind pufting the Flammenwerfer to work
against them. We've got what’s left of one stretched
out on the deck. Others got away.” '

Weyl breathed a sigh of relief and thankfulness that
this casual Englishman had come prepared. How easily
the mail boat disaster might have been duplicated! He
shuddered.

“Well then, part of our horrible problem seems to
be solved, thanks to your foresight, Mulgrave. At
least we have a means of wiping them out. But here’s
the difficulty. It will take years, killing them off one
by one, as we'll have to do with your pump gun. I tell
you, they infest the whole island, thousands of ‘em.
They’re increasing and multiplying faster than we
could possibly kill them off. That's the only way I
can explain this recent outbreak. They were few enough
in number, before this, to femain in obscurity except in
isolated districts, and known only to ignorant and super-
stitious natives.” Weyl's forehead creased in perplexity
and worry. “If they keep on—well, they’ll need the
whole globe. And that means only one thing; man
will have to get off it to make room for them. They’re
powerful enough, and intelligent enough, to have their
own way about it, too. - Don’t doubt it, Unless—"

Mulgrave evidently did not share Weyl's anxiety,
though he did not seem to underestimate the danger.
“I'll finish that last sentence of yours, Weyl, although
I'll admit things are a bit worse than I had thought.
But meanwhile, let’s Jook over our resources, and try
to find out a bit more about the nature of the beast
we're up against. The post-mortem of that lamentably
deceased visitor on the Morgana's deck ought to tell us
something of his weak points. Do you want to go out
there now ?”

With chairs tilted back against the cabin of the Mor-
gana, the three men regarded the sundown sky in a
moody and depressed silence. Their dissection of the

ctopus killed by Mulgrave’s pump-gun had added little

to their knowledge of the anatomy of the menacing
brutes, save a confirmation of Weyl’s hypothesis that
their breathing, while on land, was conducted by means
of the same gills which supplied them with oxygen in
the water, protected, like the lobster’s, by a.covering
of chitin.

Mulgrave’s chair scraped on the deck. “Well, let’s
get back ashore,” he said. “Can’t do any more now I
fancy, unless they decide to stage a party for us this
evening.”

“It comes down to this, then,” said Weyl, continuing
the conversation which had been abandoned with the
end of their anatomical researches. “Fire, or some kind
of guns heavier than the ordinary service rifle, are the
only things that will do any particular good.”

“Have you thought of gas, my friend?” asked
Duperret, :

“Huh,” answered Weyl shortly. “Airplanes? Chemi-
cals? And what about all the men on the island—for
we should have to cover it all with gas to be of any use.”

“The time is rather short, too, T fancy,” chirped
Mulgrave. “How long will provisions last?” :

“Not long,” agreed Duperret, moodily. “A week, or
perhaps a little more.” :

“Then, within seven days, or at the most ten, we
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must concoct a plan and put it into force—a plan that
will wipe out God knows how many of these unearthly
enemies of the earth. It must be extermination, too,
for if one pair were left to breed . . . I'm more than
half convinced that the thing is hopeless. Yet I don’t
like to show the white flag. These are, after all, only
beasts. Super-beasts, it is true, but the equals and heirs
of man? 'I hate to believe it.”

“But, my friend, you forget the force of mere num-

bers,” said Duperret. “So many rats could easily over-
power us, guns and all, from mere lack of time to kill
them as fast as they came on. Comparative values, as
of man and beast, are insignificant.”
E Weyl nodded a pessimistic agreement.
" “There’s only one chance,” he said. “Ii we could
find some way to attack them in the water—they must
go there to breed at least, and I fancy they must make
periodic visits to the water to wet their gill plumes in
addition.”

. CHAPTER VIIIL
I T was three days later.

Another octopus attack on the little fort had

met with a bloody repulse, and a score of the great

bodies lay at the edge of the jungle in varying stages

of decomposition, where they had been blown to extinc-

tion by the swift shells of the seventy-fives. A con-

ference was in progress on Major Larivet’s verandah;
a conference of beaten men.

“As a last resort,” Duperret was saying, “there is the
open sea and Mulgrave’s yacht.”

“Why, as for that,” Weyl answered, “it wouldn’t
hold a tenth of us, even crowded to the rails. Besides,
leave those natives behind? Damn it, they trust us.”

“Tt would hardly be cricket,” said Mulgrave. “What
of the mail steamer? Aren’t they apt to send someone
to look us up when she does not appear 2”

“Not even yet is the boat due at Andovoranto,” said
Major Larivet, “and there is the time for the news to
reach Andananarivo ... The lack of news to them will
be but a token that we have pacified the Tandsy and are
in need of nothing.”

“Yes,” Duperret agreed, “I know these officials.
They are aware of something unusual only when they
have seventeen dossiers, each neatly tied in red tape
and endorsed by the proper department head. My
friends, we are alone.”

i “Which means,” Weyl continued, “that we have about
a week more to live before the food runs out or they
overwhelm us. And then—good-by world of men!”

There was a little silence, broken only by the sound
of Mulgrave puffing at his pipe. It was ended by a
shot and a shout from one of the sentries at the western
side of the fort; the signal of another attack.

During that night the great octopuses twice fought
their way down to the fort, and twice were repulsed,
though the second effort, longer and more violently sus-
tained than the first, only ended when Mulgrave, called
in the crew of his yacht and their flammenwerfet.

As the following day drew on, the unrest in the jungle
about the army post became more pronounced. Major
Larivet, Duperret, and Weyl, worn with lack of sleep,
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kept vigil by the little counterscarp, listening to the in-
numerable whistlings and rustlings so near to them,
while the soldiers and natives, visibly shaken, were
difficult to keep in line.

When evening came, it seemed as though the octo-
puses had concentrated their forces for a great drive.
The whistlings had increased to such a volume that
sleep was nearly umpossible, and as soon as the sun
went down, the movements of dark forms could be ob-
served where the animals were silhouetted against the
sky along the beach.

The first attack came half an hour later. It was a
sporadic outburst, apparently, consisting of only three
or four individuals, and these were quickly dispersed
or slain by a few bursts from the seventy-fives. DBut
it was followed by another, and another, the numbers
of the attackers ranging all the way from three to fifteen
or twenty. Unlike the previous attempts on the fort
they were frenzied and unorganized as though the
directing intelligence behind them had suddenly failed.
Immune to fear, the living octopuses came right on,
through the hail of fire and died at the foot of the
rampart, or dashed over it even, to be wounded to
death by bayonets fixed on long poles with which the
black soldiers reached and stabbed frenziedly at eyes
and softer parts.

Once, during a lull in the combat, the commandant
and Weyl were called to witness a monstrous duel; at
the very edge of the fort between two of the hideous
beasts. The ungainly creatures locked in each others’
tentacles, rolled hideously together, tearing at each
other with their great beaks, till a Senegalese reached
over with one of those improvised bayonet pikes and
dealt first one and then the other mortal stabs. Weyl
felt a singular sensation of nausea.

Toward dawn it became evident to the exhausted
artillerymen and their wearied leaders that the octopuses
were now aiming not so much at conquest, as at escape.
They no lenger blundered into the fires that had been
built about the fort and village ; no longer hurled them-
selves upon Mulgrave's crew of flame-throwers and
the shells of the seventy-fives. They seemed to be
heading for the beach, to be striving to reach the water.,

And when dawn broke, the men in the enclosure
saw a few stragglers from the hideous army at the edge
of the jungle, making their way, like the others, with
ungainly flappings and swishings, always toward the
beach. It was impossible to watch them without feel-
ing an almost physical sensation of illness, of sinking.
But what did it mean? No one among the harassed de-
fenders of Fort Dauphin was prepared to say.

CHAPTER IX

ULGRAVE'S wearied crew had gone aboard

their ship, and the white men, refreshed by a

few hours’ sleep and a bath, were discussing

the question. “I am of the opinion,” Weyl was de-

claring, “that they have certain periods when they must

wet their gill-plumes again, and last night’s disturbance

represents one of those periods. If we could only at-
tack them at such a time—"

(Continued on page 157)
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= HEN Dr. Aro Brittlestone came through
| the door of my inner office I had the im-
pression of a bull charging in at me. Brit-
3l tlestone was an inch or two above six feet

=4 in height, big boned, and big framed. His
skeleton would have delighted the eye of a bone special-
ist, or so I imagined from the outer appearance of the
man. This structure carried a maximum of flesh, and
a minimum of fat. He weighed over two hundred
pounds, all solid, hard bone and muscle. He was a
crudely constructed man from his huge feet to his
coarse, black hair, and there was a common strain in
him that had been but thinly concealed by his educa-
tion, his advent to a society that was above him, and
the better environment that success had given him.
He had acquired by hard work and driving ambition
an ease of manner and a pseudo-refinement that were
really to his credit.

I had never met Brittlestone until the day he entered
my office, coming without appointment, pushing his
way in past the attendant and a whole roomful of my
patients. But I had heard of him long before, when
his sanatorium in the Mendalato Mountains had gained
some fame, a fame that had never waned, and that
was even now steadily increasing. He himself seemed
to be a quite skillful physician, and the many who had
come under his care were only too ready to speak a
good word for the sanatorium. He catered to the
extremely wealthy, I understood, but he kept a cer-
tain number of charity cases always, some ten or
twenty. In the six years that his sanatorium had been
in existence, he had, I imagine, put away quite a sum ; he
maintained a place in so-

me, he thrust forth a hand that much grooming had
failed to make attractive. After a moment of hesita-
tion, I shook hands with him, invited him to be seated,
and waited questioningly and none too cordially to
learn his mission. He dropped into the chair, crossed
his legs, and puffed once on his huge, black cigar. This
was the only time that I ever saw him without the
cloak of cultivated, watchful dignity that had almost
become a part of him. Perhaps his lapse into a coarse
self-sufficiency on our first meeting tinged my whole
opinion of him, and overshadowed later impressions
that would have been more pleasant.

“Fine spring we're having, isn’t it?” he remarked,
evidently in no hurry to state his object, and uncon-
scious that he was taking up time that I could better
have devoted to my practice. Thereafter he rambled
on casually upon unimportant subjects until I was in
an excellent murder mood. :

But there was a fascination about the man that almost

~reconciled me to the lost time, and prevented my

brusquely terminating the interview. The ruggedness

of him, his huge bulk, and the stark coarseness of

every feature made a striking ensemble, with the veneer
that he had acquired. I noted particularly his very
peculiar eyes. They were almost hidden by huge under-
lids, until they gazed from small slits that scarcely re-
vealed the deadness of the iris, and the lacklustre light
of the pupil. His carefully trimmed, black Vandyke
beard was thin so that the outlines of his chin showed

through.
Brittlestone, as he talked along, was studying me,
too. I had the feeling that from their flesh burrows
those dull-lit eyes were

ciety, a place he had carved-
out for himself by sheer
force and lavish expendi-
ture. He was known in his
circle, I believe, as gener-
ous to prodigality. Yet I
never saw a man who

HERE is another story by Samuel M. Sargent, Jr., who
comes rapidly ahead as an awthority wm scientifiction.
The thoughts contained in this story are certainly not only
most unusual, but the science is extaordinarily good. You
will not knoww until the final ending just what happened, and
vou will find the ending bizarre and amaszing enough. A
wmost excellent story throughout.

f‘eaching out, taking every
impression of me, and stot-
ing them away in an alert,
active brain.

Whether impressed with
my impatience, or rebuffed
by my monosyllabic replies,

looked so avidly on money.

Brittlestone presently lost

The morning I met him,
when he loomed so huge in the doorway, had promised
to be a particularly busy one for me. I glanced up in
annoyance at his abrupt entrance, but Brittlestone ap-
“parently failed to notice my attitude.

“Dr. Strang ?” he asked heartily, his thick lips parted
in a smile. He came to a pause, close before me, and
gazed down from his commanding height with cordi-
ality in his small eyes. “I'm Brittlestone of Happy
Lane in the Mendalatoes.”

Content that this was introduction enough, and evi-
dently certain that his name was a familiar one to

his ease of manner, and he-

came obviously embarrassed. Abruptly he rose.

“Well, doctor, I'm afraid I’ve taken up too much
of your valuable time, and I humbly apologize, but
when I started up here to see you, I had a certain
proposition in mind.” He hesitated. “Tt—well, it
really was nothing vital, and hardly warranted my
intrusion. Something I shall broach to you at another
time perhaps. Perhaps I'll be in, and see you some-
time again soon.” =

“Do so,” I replied, shaking his hand.

He stood hesitantly a moment, seemed about fo add
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Then I stared in amazement. A man, lagging of step, was circling the room. His hands were manacled behind him. He was

apparently worn out, and now and again he sighed in agony. His head was drooping, his face lined with fatigue .. ., I saw

that he was held up by a harness that was strapped to his shoul ders, and that this harness was fastened to a motor on a high
track on the wall. . , . The man, pulled on ward by if, was forced to walk continuously.
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something, then abruptly turned away, and let himself
out of the side door. I stared thoughtfully at the trans-
lucent pane as his shadow left it, and I felt somewhat
baffled and curious at his visit. Then other matters
swept away speculation on the incident.

It came to my mind several days later, when I was
called upon to treat one of my oldest, and certainly
wealthiest, patients, James Hart, the packer. Mr
Hart had, for the past year, been suffering from digest:
ive disorders, and I had repeatedly adeed him to go
to a sanatorium, but without effect. He had never
been inclined to accept advice. Indeed, he had forged
through to his great monetary success on his quality
of flouting it. But whereas in the financial world he
had been rewarded for his independence, in this case
he paid dearly.

HAD a call from the Hart home. I found Hart
I in bed, his face rather anemic, his eyes droopy.
He smiled up at me feebly, and there was a despondent
note to his voice.

Although Hart’s social sphere was removed from
mine by some millions of dollars, we were close friends,
and had been since the years-ago time when I had been
a student of medicine, and he had earned his living as
a clerk in the packing house he now owned.

“Hello, Tom,” he said. “It’s got me down good this
time. Same old trouble. I'm afraid the Lord didn’t
give me a very good stomach.”

“Not at all,” I returned severely. “Your stomach’s
all right, or would be if you gave it any chance at all.
You wouldn’t have had this attack, if you had taken
my advice. Your whole system needs toning up, Jim.
A couple of months at a sanatorium would set you up
as fit as a fiddle. All you need are regular hours,
regular meals, and a proper diet.”

“And if I don’t go?”

“Well, if you don't go—I'm afraid you'll be a pretty
sick man, Jim.”

He considered a moment.

“That’s what Doc Brittlestone said,” he returned.
“T was talking to him yesterday. He told me he was
a friend of yours, Tom. Fine man, isn't he? I only
met him a week ago, but we're good friends already.
Met him out at the Benvo.Club. He's an excellent
golf player. He gave me an examination yesterday—
not in a professional capacity—but just when he heard
I was sick, you know. He agrees that unless 1 go to
a sanatorium, I'll be in bad shape. He suggested that
I come to his place. That’s one reason I called you,
Tom. I wanted you to take another look at me, and
if you still thought I needed the treatment, I wanted
to ask you what you think of Brittlestone’s sanatorium.”

“To the best of my knowledge, it is all right, if you
wish to go there,” I replied, a trifle stiffly. “I have
never heard anything against it, and T have heard some
good reports upon it. You know, Jim—T've named it
often enough—that I always advise East Lake Sana-
torium. I’ve recommended it for years, and have never
had a complaint on it. I know that it is excellent in
every respect. [ still advise it to you, Jim. But if

- you prefer Dr. Brittlestone’s, why, as I said, I know
nothing against it. But the main thing, man, is to go

AMAZING

STORIES

to one of them immediately, I'll guarantee that a
couple of months will work wonders with you.”

Hart shifted his position, and laid his head back
wearily on his pillow.

“Well, I'll sleep on it. In the morning, I'll make
arrangements to go to one of them.”

Content with this promise, I left. T was somewhat
chagrined at Hart's having accepted the services of
another physician, even though it had been only in a
“friendly” way. While he naturally had the right to
gain all the medical advice he wished, and to go te
any sanatorium he desired, still my long connection
with him as family physician and friend gave me, I
felt, a right to more consideration than I had been
shown. I might, at least, have been apprised before-
hand.

Toward Brittlestone I felt an increasing dislike. He
had, in a way, abruptly shouldered me aside, and taken
a case away under the artifice of a friendly call. T had
no doubt that he had deliberately cultivated Hart's
acquaintance for the purpose of obtaining another
wealthy patient for his sanatorium. I remembered his
strange call upon me, and wondered what connection
it might have with Hart. Possibly Brittlestone had
intended to broach the subject of sending Hart to his
own sanatorium, but had felt at a loss how to open
the matter with me. I felt quite bitter toward Brittle-
stone, and vastly displeased with Hart, as T drove back
to my office.

The next morning I received a message from Hart
saying that he had deaded upon Happy Lane Sana-
torium, and would leave town that afternoon. What
displeasure I felt at his choice was displaced by satis-
faction that he had at last been prevailed upon to take
proper treatment.. After all, Happy Lane Sanatorium
was fully as good as East Lake.

In the following several months I received regular
letters from him, each cheerier than the one preceding.
Four months after he had entered Happy Lane, 1
received the following:

Dear Tom:
I thought I would drop you a line to let you
know that I shall be back in the city in two weeks
at most. 1 am feeling better than I have for ten
years. It is all due to Dr. Brittlestone. He is
really a wonderful physician, Tom. And he is
a wonderful man in every way. His kindness is
unbounded. He has twenty charity patients here,
and he attends them all personallv He seems
more interested in them than in the paying pa-
tients even. His ambition is to turn Happy Lane
entirely into a charitable institution, and he intends
to do so as soon as he has money enough. Then
he may build another place for paying cases. He
_is a dreamer and idealist of the highest type, and
a wonderful man in every way. Besides my grati-
tude to him for saving me—and he assures me 1
would have been dead in a few months—I admire
him and like him for his noble qualities. S
The sanatorium is situated in a paradise. The
 scenery itself is an incentive to health and happi-
ness. I have been
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It was a long rambling letter, with a care-free note
that was remarkable in Hart. He described his activi-
ties with a zest and buoyancy that made me think
longingly of vacation.
ing, and swimming during the past week. He had
been on long tramps in the mountains. He was a little
complaining about the food. Drittlestone would not
allow him enough, he said, and he was always hungry.
His letter was filled with such things, but the excerpt
I have quoted was that which most interested me. I
felt no enthusiasm at his eulogy of Brittlestone. While
my aversion may have been due in some degree to pro-
fessional jealousy, I like to think that it was divination
(Jn my part of his true character. Whatever the cause,

I read that paragraph of Hart’s letter with distinct
displeasure. Evidently, Brittlestone had over-empha-
sized the seriousness of Hart’s condition, and played
upon the hypochondriac instinct that is in all of us.
Certainly he had not saved the millionaire’s life. 1
began to see why Brittlestone’s patients were so loud
in praise of the sanatorium. Brittlestone appeared to
me more and more as a wiley money grabber, and pos-
sibly even a quack and scoundrel.

WAS totally unprepared for the shock of the letter
1 received ten days later:

Dear Tom:

Probably you expected me to be home by this
time. But I have suffered a setback in health.
The day before yesterday when I rose, I felt very
tired, although I had had a good night’s sleep. All
that day I felt as tired as though I had been with-
out sleep for a week. Yesterday I felt worse
fatigued than ever, so much so that I refused to
get up. I slept all day, and night—steadily, only
waking once or twice—but this morning I am no
better. It is nothing serious according to Dr.
Brittlestone. Ile says that T have auto-intoxication
from wrong eating. But I have eaten only the
prescribed diet. I am worried over my condition.
I would like to have you come up, and give your
opinion, as I think Dr. Brittlestone is 11‘11‘>t'11\(311 in
his diagnosis, and that I may be taking some viru-
lent disease. Are these the symptoms of sleeping
sickness? I wish you would come right up. I
suggested this to Dr: Brittlestone, and he prom-
ised to notify you by letter, as the telephone here
is out of order. But I thought T would write you
myself to be sure you would come. I am having
Brand mail this, as Dr. Brittlestone has forbidden
my writing any letters or receiving visitors for the
next few days. He fears that any excitement or
exertion would be harmful. T hope you will come
up, Tom, as scon as you can get started.

Hart.

Hart’s letter alarmed me greatly. Such a sudden
lassitude is often the prodrome of some serious dis-
ease. At Brittlestone’s diagnosis T scoffed. At best

it was no tribute to the efficiency of his mstitutlon. I

started immediately for Happy Lane.
It is a good sixty mile drive, and I was the better

He had been hunting and fish--

part of the day reaching the little mountain town of
Harkinville. Then a two hour climb up a winding can-
yon road brought me to Happy Lane Sanatorium, huge,
towering, and white, with great green lawns, and many
white out-buildings. Enclosing the extensive grounds
was a high and ornate iron fence.

Within, the building was entirely of white tile, with
spacious, gleaming halls that carried the very atmos-
phere of sanitation. But, as in all things Brittlestone

~ did, this whiteness was more an appeal to impression-

ability than a' factor toward health. White is known
to have a harsh effect on the convalescent system. Much
more beneficial is some restful color, preferably one
liked by the patient. The office was magnificently but
tastefully furnished, with really beautiful tapestries and
rugs. Behind a mahogany desk sat a tall, lean, remark-
ably hard-faced woman. She glanced up at my en-
trance, and gave me a searching look.

As T approached the desk, she informed me with
utter finality that visitors were allowed only upon
Thursdays. Then she returned to her work. This
reception incensed me greatly, inasmuch as she had
not yet learned my object in calling, and since my medi-
cine case must have told her that T was a physician.

“This is a professional visit,” I said with severity.
“I have a patient here, and have received a hurry call.”

“Oh, that is different,” she returned. She paused.
“Whom do you wish to see?”

“Mr, Hart. Will you kindly direct me to his room?”

“You will have to see Dr. Brittlestone first. He is
in his laboratory, Room 105. T will show you to it.”

At that moment, Brittlestone appeared in the door-
way. Upon seeing me, he started slightly, and a fleet-
ing look of what might have been alarm, or annoyance,
crossed his face. Then he advanced smilingly.

“Well, doctor,” he said. “This is indeed a surprise.
1 had hardly expected you so soon. You received my
message, then?”

Recalling that Hart had sent his letter surreptitiously,
I nodded.

“Yes. Naturally I came at once. Have you any
theory as to the cause of Mr. Hart’s relapse?”

Brittlestone seemed nonplussed for a moment.
studied me sharply.

“I must confess, no,” he returned slowly. “How-
ever, 1 think collapse would be the better word. Mr.
Hart seems to be suffering from an excessive lassitude.
Of course, I suspected imimediately that he had had
an acute attack of indigestion, and later 1 feared he
might have developed some malignant disease. But
I have qwm him a thorough examination, and can say
that he is perfectly sound. So I am forced to believe
that he is suffering from over-exertion. He did rather
overdo it, too, doctor.
sure.
of many miles. I am in error, of course, in having
allowed him to over-ride me. But,” Brittlestone smiled
deprecatively, “he is a rather difficult man to oppose.
Come, and I will take you to him.”

Apparently perfectly friendly, Brittlestone chatted
away as he led me down the wide, white hall. T gained
the decided impression that he was neither puzzled nor
alarmed over Hart, that he regarded his ailment as

He

Against my advice, you may be
The first day he rose from bed, he took a tramp
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merely fatigue. He was more interested in describing
the sanatorium, which he promised to show to me as
soon as I had seen Hart. Before the open door of a
right wing room, he paused.

“He is in here, doctor.”

I entered first, and as I crossed the threshold, I knew.
Hart lay on his back, his face in repose, his eyes closed.
There was a weariness to his face that was already
slowly fading. I had been in the presence of death too
often not to sense it. Brittlestone seemed to realize
it, too. There was surprise and alarm on his features.
I crossed to the bed, and took up Hart’s hand. There
was no indication of pulse in his wrist, and the flesh
was cold.

“What—what—"
voice. “Is he—"

“He is dead,” I returned, facing him with 4n in-
dignation that was perhaps not justified. “Where is
Mr. Brand?”

“Why—" Brittlestone stepped to the bedside, and
seized the dead man’s hand. Then he let it fall. “Why,
he must be around. I'll find him.”

He left the room hurriedly.
great agitation struck me as exceedingly strange, and
more in keeping with the reaction of a close relative
than with a physician. He returned shortly with John
Brand, Hart's secretary-lawyer. In the meantime I
had examined the dead man carefully, and found no
clue as to the cause of his death. As Brittlestone and
Brand entered, I was examining the left arm of the
corpse. 1 had found it dotted with the marks of a
hypodermic needle. With a brief nod to Brand, I
pointed these out to Brittlestone.

“Was morphine administered to the patient with your
sanction, doctor ?”

“Why, yes,” returned Brittlestone hastily. “He was
in frequent pain during the last week. He was utterly
unable to sleep at night. I was forced to give him a
quieting dose.”

“T was not aware of that,” I said, gazing sternly at
the physician. “Nor did you mention it to me, doctor.
What was the cause of this pain?”

began Brittlestone in an excited

RITTLESTONE licked his lips nervously.

“T had failed to mention it because I thought
yvou understood Mr. Hart's condition thoroughly. He
was subject to violent headaches, a symptom of his
frequent attacks of acute indigestion.”

1 gazed thoughtfully. at Brittlestone, and he avoided
my glance. I realized, of course, that he had lied. It
was a clumsy lie, too, evidently spun on the spur of the
moment. But I could see no reason for his falsehood.

“You say he was in pain?” I returned. “That you
thought he was suffering from headache? Did you
make no attempt to determine what was wrong? Do
you administer drugs here merely upon request? There
are a dozen hypodermic marks upon his arm. Had he
not died as he did, you were in a fair way to make an
addict of him, for you admit that you administered
the drug only this last week.”

“A dozen?” Brittlestone, evidently surprised, stepped
forward, and examined the dead man's arm. “I ad-
ministered it to him but three times.”

His odd behavior and-

AMAZING STORIES

“The nurse?” I asked. “Where is she?”

“Why,” Brittlestone hesitated. “She left yesterday.
That is, the one who has been in attendance the last
month. I granted her a two months’ vacation. The
new one—she is around somewhere. Shall I call her?”

“No. She would be of no aid,” T replied.

That there was something seriously wrong was evi-
dent. But each moment I became more puzzled. Brit-
tlestone’s attitude was certainly suspicious, and I began
to suspect him of criminal activity, and even murder.
It left me stunned for a moment, the possibility that
Hart had been murdered. I dismissed the idea imme-
diately. For if it was murder, what motive could there
be? A physician does not kill his patients. Yet Hart’s
death had been suspiciously sudden, and his illness
suspiciously unnatural. And Brittlestone said he had
suffered intense pain, while in his letter to me he had
described himself as only terribly fatigued. Another
strange circumstance was the absence of any one in
attendance on Hart.

As to the hypodermic marks, there was no evidence
of death from morphine, nor indeed from any drug.
Neither was death from any known disease indicated.
Brittlestone’s confusion concerning the hypodermic
marks was suspicious. Alsc. thought I, he had lied
about them.. But his astonifament and dmmay when
we had found Hart dead had seemed genuine.

I was in an absolute quandary. The thought came
that it might be suicide. Perhaps Brittlestone had told
the truth, and Hart had simulated pain in order to
gain the drug. But he had not died from morphine.
And there were nine more marks on the arm than
Brittlestone admitted. = Perhaps Hart had bribed the
nurse for the additienal doses. Still, what was it that
had killed him? I could think, at the moment, only
that he might have committed suicide by injecting an
air bubble into his blood stream, though this, of course,
did not explain his lassitude. I faced my companions.

“Mr. Hart seems to have succumbed to an excessive
fatigue caused by over-exertion,” I declared. “But
these extra ministrations of a drug of some kind raises
a doubt that will justify an inquest. Will you kindly
notify the coroner, doctor”’

Brittlestone’s eyes flickered oddly.

“Certainly,” he replied, and there was an eagerness
to his tone. “I dislike, of course, having any question
raised that will reflect on Happy Lane, but in this case
I feel that it is necessary. 1 am sure that Mr. Hart
must have bribed his nurse for added amounts of mor-
phine, but it is evident that this did not cause his death.

- An inquest will establish that he died from natural

causes.”

With this formal speech, he left the room. I took
advantage of his absence to question Hart’s lawyer-
secretary. Brand informed me that he had been with
his employer constantly during the daytime, though he
slept several rooms away.

“Were Mr. Hart’s affairs in good shape?” I asked.
“Did he have any troubles, financial or otherwise, that
you know of? Any serious enough to have preyed on
his mind?” :

“No indeed, doctor. In fact, he was more free of

entanglements than he had been at any time I handled
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his affairs. There was not even a lawsuit pending
against him.”

“You had noticed no change in him mentally?”

“No—well, he did one thing I, personally, thought
odd.”

“And that?”

“Well, two weeks ago he drew a will leaving half of
his estate to this sanatorium. But it was because of

his gratitude at having recovered his health here. That

was before his relapse, you know. He told me that
Dr. Brittlestone was working wonders both with his
sanatorium work, and in research. You know the
doctor has a laboratory here, and he spends most of his
spare time in it.”

WAS too overwhelmed for speech. Without a

word to Brand, I stepped into the long hallway of
the sanatorium, and walked slowly down it. I realized
that Hart had been the victim of an infernally clever
scoundrel, that this Brittlestone was as dangerous a
man as had ever walked the earth. He had made Hart
die a “natural death,” a death due to some mysterious
substance—some poison utterly unknown. I thought
of Brittlestone’s laboratory. I walked to Room 105.
The door was unlocked. Quickly entering, I found
myself in a well-appointed laboratory, replete with
apparatus for physiological reseatch. As I stood there,
inspecting the room, fearful of Brittlestone’s coming,
I heard a sound. 1t was the faint footsteps of some-
one, methodical, weary, unvarying. It came from the
left of me, evidently in the room next. I listened for
several moments. The person in that room was step-
ping with a measured tread, never slowing up, never
increasing his pace. I noted that there was a door
opening into that chamber, and I stepped to it. It
was locked, with the key in the lock. I drew back the
bolt, and cautiously opened the door. Then I stared in
amazement. A man, lagging of step, was circling the
room. His hands were manacled behind him. He was
apparently worn out, and now and again he sighed in
agony. His head was drooping, his face Imed with
fatigue. Often he half stumbled as though about to
fall. I saw that he was held up by a harness that was
strapped to his shoulders, and that this harness was
fastened to a motor on a high track on the wall. Evi-
dently operated by electricity, the car made an endless
round of the chamber. The man, pulled onward by it,
was forced to walk continuously.

I leaped forward, and removed the straps from his
shoulders. With a moan, he collapsed into my arms.
The bolt continued to traverse the room, dragging the
harness after it.

There came a sound from the doorway. Glancing up,
I saw the huge form of Brittlestone, and farther back,
Brand. Without a word, Brittlestone stepped back,
slammed the door, and locked it. I heard a mumble
of voices, a scuffling sound, and the crash of glass. A

ous prinr:iple that induces fatigue.

Brand came 1n,
His face was red, and he was

moment later the door opened again.
holding a revolver.
breathing heavily.

“What’s all this, doctor?” he panted. “Dr. Brittle-
stone acted like a madman. He tried to shoot me. I
had a time getting the gun. Then he jumped through
the window. I guess he’s killed. He's lying out there
on the cement.”

Brittlestone, we fourid, was dead, his skull fractured.
In his laboratory we found memoranda that fully
cleared up the mystery of Hart’s death. Hart had in-
deed died from fatigue.

Brittlestone had made discoveries in physiology that
would have been much to his credit had he not turned
them to the nefarious end he did. He had long studied
the katabolism of muscular activity, and had succeeded
in preparing a serum containing muscle fatigue stuffs,
or rather, 1 gathered from his notes, the actual poison-
Among his memo-
randa were several pages torn from a work by Angelo
Moss, the Italian physiologist. Certain passages, which
were marked, I shall quote:

“I have now given a rapid glance at the toxic sub-
stances which are produced in the organism.” “If
these waste products accumulate in the blood, we feel
fatigued; when their amount passes the physiological
limit, we become ill.” ““ * * * and so long ago as 1887
T found that the blood of a fatigued animal is toxic, for
if injected into another animal, it produces the phe-
nomena characteristic of fatigue.” *“* * * The idea
that fatigue is a kind of poisoning resulting from prod-
ucts derived from chemical changes in the cells is not
new. The physiologists, Pfluger, Preyer, and Zuntz
especially did much to establish the basis for this opin-
ion. But we are still at the beginning of our researches,
and can say nothing as to the nature of these sub-
stances, and the question is so complex and so contro-
versial that I shall certainly not attempt to indicate our
present position with regard to it.”

The man I had found a prisoner was one of the
charity patients and from him Brittlestone had gained
the supply of blood for his experiments. He had kept
the man eternally walking, allowing him no rest more
than was neecessary to keep him alive. Recently Brit-
tlestone had gone farther than the isolation of his
poison from the blood of the wearied man. He had
learned to synthesize the poison from organic sub-
stances. '

Money mad, Brittlestone had made a business of
playing ‘upon the gratitude of his wealthy patients,
gaining mention in their wills, and then murdering them
with his serum. At least five, we learned, had met
the same fate as Hart, but in their cases no question had
been raised.

Had Brittlestone not killed himself, he would surely
have hanged. As it was, three of his staff were con-
victed as accomplices, and sentenced to life imprison-
ment,

THE END, =
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TALE OF SCHEHER AZADFE
by Edgar Allan Poe

Author of “The Facts in the Case of M. Valdemar,” etec.

Truth is stranger than fiction.—0lId Saying.

of some Oriental investigation, to consult
the Tellmenow Isitséornot, a work which
(like the Zohar of Simeon Jochaides) is
scarcely known at all, even in Europe, and
which has never been quoted, to my knowledge, by any
American—if we except, perhaps, the author of the
“Curiosities of American Literature” ;—having had
occasion, I say, to turn over some pages of the first-
mentioned very remarkable work, I was not a little
astonished to discover that the literary world has hither-
to been strangely in error respecting the fate of the
vizier's daughter, Scheherazade, as that fate is depicted
in the “Arabian Nights”; and that the dénouenient
there given, if not altogether inaccurate, as far as it
goes, is at least to blame in not having gone very much
farther.

For full information on this interesting topic, I must .

refer the inquisitive reader to the “Isitsbornot” itself :
but, in the mean time, I shall be pardoned for giving
a summary of what I there discovered.

It will be remembered that, in the usual version of

the tales, a certain monarch, having good cause to be’

jealous of his queen, not only puts her to death, but
makes a vow, by his beard and the prophet, to espouse
each night the most beautiful maiden in his dominions,
and the next morning to

AVING had occasion, lately, in the course

grand vizier or no grand vizier, he has not the slight-
est design of giving up one iota of his vow or of his
privileges. When, therefore, the fair Scheherazade
insisted upon marrying the king, and did actually marry
him despite her father's excellent advice not to do
anything of the kind—when she would and did marry
him, T say, will I nill I, it was with her beautiful black
eves as thoroughly open as the nature of the case would

allow. .
= It seems, however, that this politic damsel (who
' had been reading Machiavelli, beyond doubt) had a
very ingenious little plot in her mind. On the night
of the wedding, she contrived, upon I forget what
specious pretense, to have her sister occupy a couch
sufficiently near that of the royal pair to admit of easy
conversation from bed to bed; and, a little before cock-
ycrowing, she took care to awaken the good monarch,
~her husband (who bore her none the worse will because
he intended to wring her neck on the morrow)—she
‘managed to awaken him, I say although, on account of
ca capital conscience and an easy digestion, he slept
I_Weil, by the profound interest of ‘a story (about a
I'tat and a black cat, I think) which she was narrating
‘(all in an undertone, of course) to her sister. When
‘the day broke, it so happened that this history was not
altogether finished, and that Scheherazade, in the nature
of things could not finish it

deliver her up to the exe- =
cutioner,

Having fulfilled this vow
for many years to the let-
ter, and with a religious
punctuality and method that
conferred great credit upon
him as a man of devout
feelings and excellent sense,
he was interrupted one

fertile imagination of Poe.

not make it less valuable,
valuable as thne passes,

century ago.

HEN we realize that this story was written nearly
100 yvears ago, we must marvel at the extraordinary
] Poe was probably the inventor
of “Scientifiction” as we know it today, end just because
the story was written almost a century ago, certainly docs
On the contrary, it becomes more
It is just as applicable to the mod-
ern_man, who is mostly in the fog about what goes on
areund him in science today, as his predecessors were a

just then, since it was high
time for her to get up and
be bowstrung—a thing very
little more pleasant than
hanging, only a trifle more
genteel |

The king’s curiosity,
however, prevailing, 1 am
sorry to say, even over his
sotind religious principles,

afternoomn (no doubt at his

prayers) by a wvisit from his grand vizier, to whose °

daughter, it appears, there had occurred an idea.

Her name was Scheherazade, and her idea was, that
she would either redeem the land from the depopulat-
ing tax upon its beauty, or perish, after the approved
fashion of all heroines, in the attempt.

Accordingly, and although we do not find it to be
leap-year (which makes the sacrifice more meritorious),
she deputes her father, the grand vizier, to make an
offer to the king of her hand. This hand the king
eagerly accepts—he had intended to take it at all events,
and had put off the matter from day to day, only
through fear of the vizier—but, in accepting it now,
he gives all parties very distinctly to understand, that,

induced him for this once to
postpone the fulfillment of his vow until next morning,
for the purpose and with the hope of hearing that night
how it fared in the end with the black cat (a black cat,
I think it was) and the rat. His curiosity was that
much aroused.

The night having arrived, however, the lady Sche-
herazade not only put the finishing stroke to the black
cat and the rat (the rat was blue), but before she well
knew what she was about, found herself deep in the
mtricacies of a narration, having reference (if I am
not altogether mistaken) to a pink horse (with green
wings) that went, in a violent manner, by clockwork,
and was wound up with an indigo key. With this
history the king was even more profoundly interested
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Scheherazade relates the thousand-and-second tfale to the caliph—being the astounding adventures of Sinbad on the “flerce monster
of the sea,” going to strange lands—thus relieving, tempomarily, at least, the tax on the female beauty of her land.
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thap with the other—and, as the day broke before its
conclusion (notwithstanding all the queen’s endeavors
to get through with it in time for the bowstringing),
there was again no resource hut to postpone that cere-
mony as before, for twenty-four hours. The next
night there happened a similar accident with a similar
result, and then the next—and then again the next;
so that, in the end, the good monarch, having been
unavoidably deprived of all opportunity to keep his
vow during a period of no less than one thousand and
one nights, either forgets it altogether by the expira-
tion of this time, or gets himself absolved of it in the
regular way, or (what is more probable) breaks it out-
right, as well as the head of his father confessor. At
all events, Scheherazade, who, being lineally descended
from Eve, fell heir, perhaps, to the whole seven baskets
of talk, which the latter lady, we all know, picked up
from under the trees in the garden of Eden; Schehera-
zade, I say, finally triumphed, and the tariff upon beauty
was repealed.

Now, this conclusion (which is that of the story as
we have it upon record) is, no doubt, excessively proper
and pleasant—but alas! like a great many pleasant
things, is more pleasant than true; and T am indebted
altogether to the “Isitsdornot” for the means of cot-
recting the error. “Le Miewr,” says a French proverb,
“est U'ennemi du bien,” and, in mentioning that Sche-
herazade had inherited the seven baskets of talk, T
should have added, that she put them out at compound
interest until they amounted to seventy-seven.

“My dear sister,” said she, on the thousand-and-
second night (I quote the language of the “Isitsdornot”
at this point, werbatim), “my dear sister,” said she,
“now that all this little difficulty about the bowstring
has blown over, and that this odious tax is so happily
repealed, I feel that I have been guilty of great indis-
cretion in withholding from you and the king (who,
I am sorry to say, snores—a thing no gentleman would
do) the full conclusion of the history of Sinbad the
sailor. This person went through numerous other and
more interesting adventures than those which I related :
but the truth is, T felt sleepy on the particular night
of their narration, and so was seduced into cutting
fthem short—a grievous piece of misconduct, for which
I only trust that Allah will forgive me. But even yet
it is not too late to remedy my great neglect—and as
soon as I have given the king a pinch or two in order
to wake him up so far that he may stop making that
horrible noise, I will forthwith entertain you (and him
if he pleases) with the sequel of this very remarkable
story.”

H EREUPON the sister of Scheherazade, as I have
it from the “Isitsdornot,” expressed no very par-
ticular intensity of gratification, but the king having
been sufficiently pinched, at length ceased snoring, and
finally said “Hum!” and then “Hoo !’ when the queen,
understanding these words (which are no doubt Arabic)
to signify that he was all attention, and would do his
best not to snore any more—the queen I say, having
arranged these matters to her satisfaction, re-entered
thus, at once, into the history of Sinbad the sailor:

“‘At length, in my old age’ (these are the words of _
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' Sinbad himself, as retailed by Scheherazade)— ‘at
- length in my old age, and after enjoying many years of
| tranquility at home, I became once more possessed with
- a desire of visiting foreign countries; and one day,
- without acquainting any of my family with my design, I

packed up some bundles of such merchandise as was
most precious and least bulky, and, engaging a porter
to carry them, went with him down to the sea-shore,
to await the arrival of any chance vessel that might
convey me out of the kingdom into some region which
I had not as yet explored.

“ ‘Having deposited the packages upon the sands, we
sat down beneath some trees, and looked out into the
ocean in the hope of perceiving a ship, but during
several hours we saw none whatever. At length I
fancied that T could hear a singular buzzing or hum-
ming sound—and the porter, after listening awhile;
declared that he also could distinguish it. Presently
it grew louder, and then still louder, so that we could
have no doubt that the object which caused it was
approaching us. At length, on the edge of the horizon,
we discovered a black spot, which rapidly increased
in size until we made it out to be a vast monster, swim-
ming with a great part of its body above the surface
of the sea. It came toward us with inconceivable
swiftness, throwing up huge waves of foam around
its breast, and illuminating all that part of the sea
through which it passed with-a long line of fire that
extended far off into the distance.

““As the thing drew near we saw it very distinctly.
Its length was equal to that of three of the loftiest
trees that grow, and it was as wide as the great hall
of audience in your palace, O most sublime and munifi-
cent of the caliphs. Its body, which was unlike that
of ordinary fishes, was as solid as a rock, and of a
jetty blackness throughout all that portion of it which
floated above the water, with the exception of a narrow
blood-red streak that completely begirdled it. The
belly, which floated beneath the surface, and of which
we could get only a glimpse now and then as the rion-
ster rose and fell with the billows, was entirely covered
with metallic scales, of a color like that of the moon
in misty weather. The back was flat and nearly white,
and from it there extended upward of six spines, about
half the length of the whole body.

“ “This horrible creature had no mouth that we could
perceive; but, as if to make up for this deficiency, it
was provided with at least four score of eyes, that
protruded from their sockets like those of the green
dragon-fly, and were arranged all around the body in
two rows, one ahove the other, and parallel to the
blood-red streak, which seemed to answer the purpose
of an eyebrow. Two or three of these dreadful eyes
were much larger than the others and had the appear-
ance- of solid gold. .

“‘Although this beast approached us, as I have
before said, with the greatest rapidity, it must have
been moved altogether by necromancy—for it had
neither fins like a fish nor web-feet like a duck, nor
wings like the sea-shell which is blown along in the
manner of a vessel; nor yet did it writhe itself for-
ward as do the eels. Its head and its tail were shaped
precisely alike only, not far from the latter, were two
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small holes that served for nostrils, and through which
the monster puffed out its thick breath with prodigious
violence, and with a shrieking, disagreeable noise.

“‘Qur terror at beholding this hideous thing was
very great—but it was even surpassed by our astonish-
ment, when upon getting a nearer look, we perceived
upon the creature’s back a vast number of animals about
the size and shape of men, and altogether much re-
sembling them, except that they wore no garments (as
men do), being supplied (by nature, no doubt) with
an ugly, uncomfortable covering, a good deal like cloth,
but fitting so tight to the skin as to render the poor
wretches laughably awkward, and put them apparently
to severe pain. On the very tips of their heads were
certain square-looking boxes, which, at first sight, I
thought might have been intended to answer as tur-
bans, but I soon discovered that they were excessively
heavy and solid, and I therefore concluded they were
contrivances designed, by their great weight, to keep
the heads of the animals steady and safe upon their
shoulders. Around the necks of the creatures were
fastened black collars (badges of servitude, no doubt),
such as we keep on our dogs, only much wider and
infinitely stiffer—so that it was quite impossible for
these poor victims to move their heads in any direction
without moving the body at the same time; and thus
they were doomed to perpetual contemplation of their
noses—a view puggish and snubby in a wonderful, if
not positively in an awful degree.

“ ““When the monster had nearly reached the shore
where we stood, it suddenly pushed out one of its eyes
to a great extent, and emitted from it a terrible flash
of fire, accompanied by a dense cloud of smoke, and a
noise that I can compare to nothing but thunder. As
the smoke cleared away, we saw one of the odd man-
animals standing near the head of the large beast with
a trumpet in his hand, through which (putting it to his
mouth) he presently addressed us in loud, harsh, and
disagreeable accents, that, perhaps, we should have
mistaken for language, had they not come altogether
through the nose.

“ ‘Being thus evidently spoken to, I was at a loss how
to reply, as I could in no manner understand what was
said ; and in this difficulty I turned to the porter, who
was near swooning through affright, and demanded of
him his opinion as to what species of monster it was,
what it wanted, and what kind of creatures those were

that so swarmed upon its back. To this the porter re--

plied, as well as he could for trepidation, that he had
once before heard of this sea-beast; that it was a cruel
demon, with bowels of sulphur and blood of fire, created
by evil genii as the means of inflicting misery upon
mankind ; that the things upon its back were vermin,
such as sometimes infest cats and dogs, only a little
larger and more savage; and that these vermin had
their uses, however evil—for, through the torture they
caused the beast by their nibblings and stingings, it
was goaded into that degree of wrath which was requi-
' site to make it roar and commit ill, and so fulfill the
vengeful and malicious designs of the wicked genii.
“ “This account determined me to take to my heels,
-and, without once even looking behind me, I ran at
full speed up into the hills, while the porter ran equally
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fast, although nearly in an opposite direction, so that,
by these means, he finally made his escape with my
bundles, of which I have no doubt he took excellent,
care—although this is a point I cannot determine, as
I do not remember that I ever beheld him again.

“‘For myself, I was so hotly pursued by a swarm
of the men-vermin (who had come to the shore in
boats) that I was very soon overtaken, bound hand and
foot, and conveyed to the beast, which immediately
swam out again into the middle of the sea.

““I now bitterly repented my folly in quitting a com-
fortable home to peril my life in such adventures as
this; but regret being useless, I made the best of my
condition, and exerted myself to secure the good-will
of the man-animal that owned the trumpet, and who
appeared to exercise authority over his fellows. I suc-
ceeded so well in this endeavor that in a few days the
creature bestowed upon me various tokens of its favor,
and in the end even went to the trouble of teaching me
the rudiments of what it was vain enough to denomi-
nate its language; so that, at length, I was enabled to
converse with it readily, and came to make it compre-
hend the ardent desire I had of seeing the world.

“‘Washish squashish squeak, Sinbad, hey-diddle, did-
dle, grunt unt grumble, hiss fiss, whiss,” said he to me,
one day after dinner—but I beg a thousand pardons, I
had forgotten that your majesty is not conversant with
the dialect of the Cock-neighs (so the man-animals were
called; T presume because their language formed the
connecting link between that of the horse and that of
the rooster). With your permission, I will translate.
‘Washish squashish,” and so forth:—that is to say, ‘I
am happy to find, my dear Sinbad, that you are really
a very excellent fellow; we are now about doing a
thing which is called circumnavigating the globe; and
since you are so desirous of seeing the world, T will
strain a point and give you a free passage upon the
back of the beast.””

When the Lady Scheherazade had proceeded thus
far, relates the “IsitsGornot,” the king turned over
from his left side to his right and said—

“It is, in fact, wery surprising, my dear queen, that
you omitted hitherto these latter adventures of Sinbad.
Do you know I think them exceedingly entertaining
and strange?”’

The king having thus expressed himself, we are told,

‘the fair Scheherazade resumed her history in the fol-

lowing words :—

“Sinbad went on in this manner, with his narrative—
‘I thanked the man-animal for its kindness, and soon
found myself very much at home on the beast, which
swam at a prodigious rate through the ocean; although
the surface of the latter is, in that part of the world,
by no means flat, but round like a pomegranate, so that
we went—so to say—either up hill or down hill all the
time.” ”

“That, I think, was very singular,” interrupted the
king.

“Nevertheless, it is quite true,” replied Scheherazade.

“I have my doubts,” rejoined the king ; “but pray, be
so good as to go on with the story.”

“T will,” said the queen. ‘ “The beast,” continued

_ Sinbad, ‘swam, as I have related, up hill and down hill,
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until at length we arrived at an island, many hundreds
of miles in circumference, but which, nevertheless, had
been built in the middle of the sea by a colony of little
things like caterpillars.’

“Hum!” said the king.

“‘Leaving this island,” said Sinbad—(for Schehera-
zade, it must be understood, took no notice of her hus-
band’s ill-mannered ejaculation)—‘leaving this island,
we came to another where the forests were of solid
stone, and so hard that they shivered to pieces the
finest-tempered axes with which we endeavored to cut

LR

them down.” "’ 2

“Hum!” said the king again; but Scheherazade, pay-
ing him no attention, continued in the language of Sin-
bad.

“‘Passing beyond this last island, we reached a
country where there was a cave that ran to the distance
of thirty or forty miles within the bowels of the earth,
and that contained a greater number of far more spa-
cious and more magnificent palaces than are to be found
in all Damascus and Bagdad. From the rooms of these
palaces there hung myriads of gems, like diamonds,
but larger than men; and in among the streets of tow-
ers and pyramids and temples, there flowed immense
rivers as black as ebony, and swarming with fish that
had no eyes.” #

“Hum!” said the king.

“We then swam into a region of the sea where we
found a lofty mountain, down whose sides there
streamed torrents of melted metal, some of which were
twelve miles wide and sixty miles long;* while from

! The coralites.

*“One of the most remarkable natural curiosities in Texas is
a petrified forest near the head of Pasigno River., It consists
of several hundred trees, in an erect position, all turned to
stone. Several trees, now growing, are partly petrified. This is
a startling fact for natural philosophers, and must cause them to
modify the existing theory of petrifaction.”—Kennedy.

This account, at first discredited; has since been corroborated
by the discovery of a completely petrified forest, near the head-
waters of the Chayenne, or Chienne River, which has its source
in the Black Hills of the Rocky Chain.

There is scarcely, perhaps, a spectacle on the surface of the
globe more remarkable, either in a geological or picturesque
point of view, than that presented by the petrified forest, near
Cairo. The traveler, having passed the tombs of the caliphs,
just beyond the gates of the city, proceeds to the southward,
nearly at right angles to the road across the desert to Suez, and
after having traveled some ten miles up a low barren valley,
covered with sand, gravel, and sea-shells, fresh as if the tide had
retired but yesterday, crosses a low range of sandhills, which
has for some distance run parallel to his path. The scene now
presented to him is beyond conception, singular and desolate. A
mass of fragments of trees, all converted into stone, and when
struck by his horse’s hoof ringing like cast iron, is seen to ex-
tend itself for miles and miles around him, in the form of a
decayed and prostrate forest. The wood is of a dark brown
hue, but retains its forf in perfection, the pieces being from one
to fifteen feet in length, and from half a foot to three feet

in thickness, strewed so closely together, as far as the eye can.
reach, that an Egyptian donkey can scarcely thread ifs way

through amongst them, and so natural that, were it in Scotland
or Ireland, it might pass without remark for some enormous
+ drained bog, on which the exhumed trees lay rotting in the sun.
The roots and rudiments of the branches are in many cases
nearly perfect, and in some the worm-holes eaten under the bark
are readily recognizable. The most delicate of the sap vessels,
and al! the finer portions of the centre of the wood, are per-
fectly entire, and bear to be examined with the strongest mag-
nifiers. The whole are so thoroughly silicified as to scratch
glass, and are capable of receiving the highest polish—dA siatic
Magazine.
* The Mammoth Cave of Kentucky.
*In Iceland, 1783.
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an abyss on_the summit issued so vast a quantity of
ashes that the sun was entirely blotted out from the
heavens, and it became darker than the darkest mid-
night; so that when we were even at the distance of
a hundred and fifty miles from the mountain, it was
impossible to see the whitest object, however close we
held it to our eyes.”” ®

“Hum!” said the king. :

“‘After quitting this coast, the beast continued his
voyage until we met with a land in which the nature
of things seemed reversed—for we here saw a great
lake, at the bottom of which, more than a hundred feet
beneath the surface of the water, there flourished in
full leaf a forest of tall and luxuriant trees.’ ” ¢

“Hoo!” said the king.

““Some hundred miles farther on brought us to a
climate where the atmosphere was so dense as to sus-
tain iron or steel, just as our own does feathers.’ ” 7

“Fiddle de dee,” said the king.

$SPHROCEEDING still in the same direction, we

presently arrived at the most magnificent re-
gions in the whole world. Through it there meandered
a glorious river for several thousands of miles. This
river was of unspeakable depth, and of a transparency
richer than that of amber. It was from three to six
miles in width ; and its banks, which rose on either side
to twelve hundred feet in perpendicular height, were
crowned with ever-blossoming trees and perpetual
sweet-scented flowers that made the whole territory
one gorgeous garden; but the ‘name of this luxuriant
land was the kingdom of Horror, and to enter it was
inevitable death.” ” 8

“Humph " said the king.

““We left this kingdom in great haste, and, after
some days, came to another, where we were astonished
to perceive myriads of monstrous animals with horns
resembling scythes upon their heads. These hideous
beasts dig for themselves vast caverns in the soil, of
a funnel shape, and line the sides of them with rocks
so disposed one upon the other that they fall instantly
when trodden upon by other animals, thus precipitating
them into the monster’s dens, where their blood is im-
mediately sucked and their carcasses afterwards hurled

* “During the eruption of Hecla, in 1766, clouds of this kind
produced such a degree of darkness that, at Glaumba, which is
more than fifty leagues from the mountain, people could only
find their way by groping. During the eruption of Vesuvius, in

1794, at Caserta, four leagues distant, people could only walk by

the light of torches. On May 1, 1812, a cloud of voleanic ashes

« and sand, coming from a volcano in the island of St. Vincent,

covered the whole of Barbadoes, spreading over it so intense a
darkness that at mid-day, in the open air, one could not perceive
the trees or other objects near him, or even a white handkerchief
placed at the distance of six inches from the eve”—M urray,
p. 215, Phil. edit. :

°“In the year 1790, in the Caraccas, during an earthquake, a
portion of the granite soil sank and left al lake eight hundred
yards in diameter, and from eighty to a hundred feet deep, It
was a part of the forest of Aripao which sank, and the trees
rerg;ined green for several months under the water.”—Murray,
p. 221.

"The hardest steel ever manufactured may, under the action
of a blow-pipe, be reduced to an impalpable powder, which wiil
float readily in the atmospheric air. -

" The region of the Nigar. See Simmona’s Colonial Maga-
Zine.
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contemptuously out to an immense distance from “the
caverns of death.” ?

“Pooh!” said the king.

“ ‘Continuing our progress, we perceived a district
abounding with vegetables that grew not upon any
soil, but in the air.'®* There were others that sprang
from the substance of other vegetables;** others that
derived their substance from the bodies of living ani-
mals; ** and then again there were others that glowed
all over with intense fire;*® others that moved from
place to place at pleasure,'* and, what is still more won-
derful, we discovered flowers that lived and breathed
and moved their limbs at will, and had, moreover, the
detestable passion of mankind for enslaving other crea-
tures and confining them in horrid and solitary prisons
until the fulfilment of appointed tasks.” ” 15

“Pshaw !” said the king.

“‘Quitting this land, we soon arrived at another in
which the bees and the birds are mathematicians of such
genius and erudition, that they- give daily instructions
in the science of geometry to the wise men of the em-
pire. The king of the place having offered a reward
for the solution of two very difficult problems, they
were solved upon the spot—the one by the bees, and
the other by the birds; but the king keeping their solu-

® The Huyrmeleon—lion-ant. The term “monster” is equally
applicable to small abnormal things and to great, while such
epithets as “vast” are merely comparative. The cavern of the
myrmeleon is vast in comparison with the hole of the common

_red ant. A grain of silex is, also, a “rock.”

* The Epidendron, Flos Aeris, of the family of the Orchidoe,
grows with merely the surface of its roots attached to a tree or
other object, irom which it derives no nutriment—subsisting
altogether upon air.

" The Parasite, such as the wonderful Rafflesia Arnaldii.

 Schouze advocates a class of plants that grow upon living
animals—the Plantae Epizae. Of this class are the Fuci and
Algoe.

Mr. J. B. Williams, of Salem, Mass., presented the National
Institute with an insect from New Zealand, with the following
description: “The FHotte, a decided caterpillar or worm, is found
growing at the foot of the Rafa tree, with a plant growing out
of its head. This most peculiar and extraordinary insect travels
up both the Rata and Perriri trees, and entering into the top, eats
its way, perforating the trunk of the tree until it reaches the
root; it then comes out of the root and dies, or remains dormant,
and the plant propagates out of its head; the body remains per-
fect and entire, of a harder substance than when alive. From
this insect the natives make a coloring for tattooing.”

*In mines and natural caves we find a species of cryptoga-
mous fungis that emits an intense phosphorescence.

" The orchis, scabius, and valisneria.

® “The corolla of this flower (Aristolochia Clematitis), which

is tubular, but terminating upward in a ligulate limb, is inflated
into a globular figure at the base. The tubular part is internally
beset with stiff hairs, pointing downward. The globular part
contains the pistil, which consists merely of a germen and
stigma, together with the surrounding stamens., But the
stamens, being shorter than even the germen, cannot discharge
the pollen so as to throw it upon the stigma, as the flower stands
always upright till after impregnation. And hence, without
some additional and peculiar aid, the pollen must necessarily
fall down to the bottom of the flower. Now, the aid that nature
has furnished in this case is, that of the Tiputa Pennicornis, a
small insect, which, entering the tube of the corolla in quest of
honey, descends to the bottom and rummages about till it be-
comes quite covered with pollen; but not being able to force its
way out again, owing to the downward position of the hairs,
which converge to a point like the wires of a mouse-trap, and
being somewhat impatient of its confinement, it brushes back=
ward and forward, trying every corner, till, after repeatedly
traversing the stigma, it covers it with pollen sufficient for its
impregnation, in consequence of which the flower soon hegins to
droop and the hairs to shrink to the side of the tube, affecting
an easy passage for the escape of the insect.”—Rew. P. Keith,
System of Physiological Botany.
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tion a secret, it was only after the most profound re-
searches and labor, and the writing of an infinity of
big books, during a long series of years, that the men-
mathematicians at length arrived at the identical solu-
tions which had been given upon the spot by the bees
and by the birds.” 7 1

“Oh my!” said the king.

““We had scarcely lost sight of this empire when we
found ourselves close upon another, from whose shores
there flew over our heads a flock of fowls a mile in
breadth, and two hundred and forty miles long ; so that,
although they flew a mile during every minute, it re-
quired no less than four hours for the whole flock to
pass over us—in which there were several millions of
millions of fowls.”” 17

“Oh fy!” said the king.

““No sooner had we got rid of these birds, which
occasioned us great annoyance, than we were terrified
by the appearance of a fowl of another kind, and in-
finitely larger than even the rocs which I met in my
former voyages; for it was bigger than the biggest of
the domes on your seraglio, oh, most Munificent of
Caliphs. This terrible fowl had no head that we could
perceive, but was fashioned entirely of belly, which was
of a prodigious fatness and roundness, of a soft-look-
ing substance, smooth, shining, and striped with vari-
ous colors. In its talons, the monster was bearing away
to his eyrie in the heavens, a house from which it had
knocked off the roof, and in the interior of which we
distinctly saw human beings, who, beyond doubt, were
in a state of frightful despair at the horrible fate which
awaited them. We shouted with all our might, in the
hope of frightening the bird into letting go of its prey;
but it merely gave a snort or puff, as if of rage, and
then let fall upon our heads a heavy sack which proved
to be filled with sand !’ »’ 18

“Stuff!” said the king.

“ It was just after this adventure that we encoun-
tered a continent of immense extent and of prodigious
solidity, but which, nevertheless was supported entirely
upon the back of a sky-blue cow that had no fewer than
four hundred horns.” ” 10

* The bees—ever since bees were—have been constructing
their cells with just such sides, in just such number, and at just
such inclinations, as it has been demonstrated (in a problem
involving the profoundest mathematical principles) are the very
sides, in the very number, and at the very angles, which will
afford the creatures the most room that is compatible with the
greatest stability of structure.

During the latter part of the last century, the question arose
among mathematicians—‘to determine the best form that can be
given to the sails of a windmill, according to their varying dis-
tances from the revolving vanes, and likewise from the centres
of the revolution.” This is an excessively complex problem, for
it is, in other words, to find the best possible position ‘at an
infinity of varied distances, and at an infinity of points on the
arm. There were a thousand futile attempts to answer the query
on the part of the most illustrious mathematicians ; and, when,
at length, an undeniable solution was discovered, men found that
the wirlgs of a bird had given it with absolute precision ever
since the first bird had traversed the air,

' He observed a flock of pigeons passing hetwixt Frankfort
and the Indiana territory, one mile at least in breadth; it took
up four hours in passing; which, at the rate of one mile per
minute, gives a length of 240 miles; and, supposing three pigeons
to each square yard, gives 2,230,372,900 pigeons.—Travels in
Canada and the United States, by Lieut. F. Hall,

™ A balloon. {

** “The earth is upheld by a cow of a blue color having horns

~four hundred in number.”—Sale’s Koran.
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“That, now I believe,” said the king, “because I hava
- read something of the kind before in a book.”

““We passed immediately beneath this continent
(swimming in between the legs of the cow) and, after
some hours, found ourselves in a wonderful country
indeed, which, I was informed by the man-anima., ¥as
his own native land, inhabited by things of his own
species. This elevated the man-animal very much in
my esteem; and in fact, I now began to feel ashamed
of the contemptuous familiarity with which I had
treated him; for I found that the man-animals in gen-
eral were a nation of the most powerful magicians, who
lived with worms in their brain,?® which, no doubt,
served to stimulate them, by their painful writhings
and wrigglings, to the most miraculous efforts of
imagination.’ ”

“Nonsense !” said the king.

“Among the magicians were domesticated several
animals of very singular kinds; for example, there was
a huge horse whose bones were iron and whose blood
was boiling water. In place of corn, he had black stones
for his usual food; and yet, in spite of so hard a diet,
he was so strong and swift that he would drag a load
more weighty than the grandest temple in this city, at
a rate surpassing that of the flight of most birds.” ” #

“Twattle!” said the king.

“‘l saw, also, among these people a hen without
feathers, but bigger than a camel; instead of flesh and
bone she had iron and brick; her blood, like that of the
horse (to whom, in fact, she was nearly related), was
boiling water ; and like him she ate nothing but wood
or black stones. This hen brought forth, very fre-
quently, a hundred chickens in the day ; and, after birth,
they took up their residence for several weeks within
the stomach of their mother.” ”” 22

“Fal lal!” said the king.

“‘One of this nation of mighty conjurors created a
man out of brass and wood, and leather, and endowed
him with such ingenuity that he would have beaten at
chess all the race of mankind, with the exception of the
great Caliph, Haroun Alraschid.®® Another of these
magi constructed (of like material) a creature that put
to shame even the genius of him who made it; for so
great were its reasoning powers that, in a second, it per-
formed calculations of so vast an extent that they would
have required the united labor of fifty thousand fleshy
men for a year.** But a still more wonderful conjuror
fashioned for himself a mighty thing that was neither
man nor beast, but which had brains of lead, intermixed
with a black matter like pitch, and fingers that it em-
ployed with such incredible speed and dexterity that it
would have had no trouble in writing out twenty thou-
sand copies of the Koran in an hour; and this was so
exquisite a precision, that in all the copies there should
not be found one to vary from another by the breadth

®“The Entozoa, or intestinal worms, have repeatedly been
observed in the muscles, and in the cerebral substance of men.”
—See Wyatt’s Physiology, p. 143.

#0n the Great Western Railway, between London and Exe-
ter, a speed of 71 miles per hour has been attained. A train
weighing 90 tons was whirled from Paddington to Dideot (53
miles), in 51 minutes,

* The Eeccalobeion. (Now called Incubator.)

* Maelze's Automaton Chess-player.

* Babbage’s Calculating Machine,
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of the finest hair. This thing was of prodigious
strength, so that it erected or overthrew the mightiest
empires at a breath; but its powers were exercised
equally for evil and for good.’”

“Ridiculous !” said the king.

“*“Among this nation of necromancers there was also
one who had in his veins the blood of the salamanders;
for he made no scruple of sitting down to smoke his
chibouc in a red-hot oven until his dinner was thor-
oughly roasted upon its floor.”® Another had the
faculty of converting the common metals into gold,
without even looking at them during the process.®® An-
other had such a delicacy of touch that he made a wire
so fine as to be invisible.*” Another had such quickness
of perception that he counted all the separate motions
of an elastic body, while it was springing backward and
forward at the rate of nine hundred millions of times
in a second.” ” 28

“Absurd !” said the king.

“““‘Another of these magicians, by means of a fluid
that nobody ever yet saw, could make the corpses of his
friends brandish their arms, kick out their legs, fight, or
even get up and dance at his will.?* Another had culti-
vated his voice to so great an extent that he could have
made himself heard from one end of the earth to the
other.”® Another had so long an arm that he could sit
down in Damascus and indite a letter at Bagdad—or,
indeed, at any distance whatsoever.®® Another com-
manded the lightning to come down to him out of the
heavens, and it came at his call; and served him for a
plaything when it came. Another took two loud sounds
and out of them made a silence. Another constructed a
deep darkness out of two brilliant lights.** Another
made ice in a red-hot furnace.** Another directed the

® Chabert, and since him, a hundred others.

*The Electrotype.

i Wollaston made of platinum for the field of views in a tele-
scope a wire one eighteen-thousand part of an inch in thickness.
It could be seen only by means of the microscope.

* Newton demonstrated that the retina, beneath the influence
of the violet ray of the spectrum, vibrated 900,000,000 of times
in a second.

* The Voltaic pile.

® The Electro Telegraph transmits intelligence instantaneously
—at least so far as regards any distance upon the earth.

* The Electro Telegraph Printing Apparatus,

* Common experiments in Natural hilosophy. If two red
rays from two luminous points be admitted into a dark chamber
so as to fall on a white surface, and differ in their length by
0.0000258 of an inch, their intensity is doubled. So also if the
difference in length be any whole number multiplied of that
fraction. A multiple by 274, 314, &, gives an intensity equal
to one-ray only; but a multiple by 21, 3V, &c., gives the result
of total darkness. In violet rays similar effects arise when fhe
difference in length is 0.000157 of an inch: and with all other
rays the results are the same—the difference varying with a
uniform increase from the viclet to the red.

A:l-lalogous experiments in respect to sound produce analogous
results.

* Place a platinum crucible over a spirit lamp, and keep it at
a red heat; pour in some sulphurous acid, which, though the
most volatile of bodies at a common temperature, will be found
to become completely fixed in a hot crucible, and not a drop
evaporates—being surrounded by an atmosphere of its own,
it does not, in fact, touch the sides. A few drops of water
are now introduced, when the acid immediately coming in
contact with the heated sides of the crucible, flies off in sul-
phurous acid vapor, and so rapid is its progress, that the
caloric of the water passes off with it, which falls a lump of

ice to the bottom; by taking advantage of the moment hefore

it is allowed to re-melt, it may be turned out a lump of ice
from a red-hot vessel,
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sun to paint his portrait, and the sun did.** Another
took this luminary with the moon and the planets, and
having first weighed them with scrupulous accuracy,
probed into their depths and found out the solidity of
the substance of which they are made. But the whole
nation is, indeed, of so surprising a necromantic ability,
that not even their infants, nor their commonest cats
and dogs, have any difficulty in seeing objects that do
not exist at all, or that for twenty-millions of years be-
fore the birth of the nation itself, had been blotted out
from the face of creation.”” *

“Preposterous ! said the king.

“‘The wives and daughters of these incomparably
great and wise magi, ” continued Scheherazade, without
being in any manner disturbed by these frequent and
most ungentlemanly interruptions on the part of her
husband-—* ‘the wives and daughters of these eminent
conjurors are everything that is accomplished and re-
fined ; and would be everything that is interesting and
beautiful, but for an unhappy fatality that besets them,
and from which not even the miraculous powers of
their husbands and fathers has, hitherto, been adequate

% The Daguerreotype.

® Although light travels 183,000 miles in a second, the dis-
tances of 61 Cygni (the first star whose distance was ascer-
tained,) is so inconceivably great, that its rays would require
more than ten years to reach the earth. For stars beyond this,
20—or even 1,000 years—would be a moderate estimate. Thus,
if they had been annihilated 20, or 1,000 years ago, we might
still see them to-day, by the light which started from their
surfaces, 20 or 1,000 years in the past time. That many which
we see daily are really extinct, is not impossible—not even
improbable,

The elder Herschel maintains that the light of -the faintest
nebulz seen through his great telescope, must have taken
3,000,000 years in reaching the earth. Some, made visible by
Lord Ross’ instrument must, then, have required at least
20,000,000. -

to save. Some fatalities come in certain shapes, and
some in others—but this of which I speak, has come in
the shape of a crochet.””” ¢

“A what?” said the king.

“ ‘A crochet,’ ” said Scheherazade. “ ‘One of the evil
genil who are perpetually upon the watch to inflict ill,
has put it into the heads of these accomplished ladies
that the thing which we describe as personal beauty,
consists altogether in the protruberance of the region
which lies not very far below the small of the back.
Perfection of loveliness, they say, is in the direct ratio
of the extent of this hump. Having been long possessed
of this idea, and bolsters being cheap in that country,
the days have long gone by since it was possible to dis-
tinguish a woman from a dromedary—""

“Stop!” said the king—"I can’t stand that, and I
won’t. You have already given me a dreadful headache
with your lies. The day, too, I perceive, is beginning to
break. How long have we been married ?—my con-
science is getting to be troublesome again. And then
that dromedary touch—do you take me for a fool?
Upon the whole, you might as well get up and be -
throttled.”

These words, as I learn from the Isitstornot, both
grieved and astonished Scheherazade ; but, as she knew
the king to be a man of scrupulous integrity, and quite
unlikely to forfeit his word, she submitted to her fate
with good grace. She derived, however, great conso-
lation (during the tightening of the bowstring) from
the reflection that much of the history remained still
untold, and that the petulance of her brute of a husband
had reaped for him a most righteous reward, in depriv-
ing him of many inconceivable adventures.

¥ The “bustle” of mid-Victorian terminology.—EbiTor.

THE END

Nth MAN—Homer Eon Flint
THE SECOND SWARM
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A STORY OF THE
DAYS TO COME
by S1.G.Wells

What Has Gone Before:

WRES—for that was the correct spelling for “Mor-
M:—is" (the title had also disappeared) in the distant cen-

tury of the future about which this story is written—
being a fitting descendant of a very proper and sensibla ancestor,
did everything just and proper—according to his time, of course.
He learned all he needed to learn by means of the phonograph
and continued to get his daily news, etc., by the same method.
The last vestige of romance had been almost completely elimi-
nated. Ewverything went on in a perfectly ordered routine;
everybody was happy. In those days hypnotists were doing
snch work.

Elizabeth, Mwres’ daughter, was of a decidedly romantic
bent, particularly after she met and fell in love with young
Denton, a romanticist of the decpest hue, although he was a
were atiendant on a flying-machine stage. A marriage be-
tween these two young people was, from the father’s point of
wview, manifestly undesivable, especially as he had intended her
to marry Bindon, a wery correct and sensible fellow of good
means and high standing in the community.

A hypnotist finally prevails over Elizabeth, by a clever ruse,
to allow herself to be hypnotised and is made to forget that she
ever knew Denton or romance, and to concentrate her inter-
est on Bindon. Denton, heartbroken because Elizabeth knows
Tim no longer, goes to the same hypnotist for help. There he

inadvertenily learns that Elizabeth had been hypnotised out of
her love for him by the same hypnotist, and he manages after a
strangely violent struggle, to get Elizabeth back.

They decide to get married and run away to the country uniil
Elizabeth becomes of age and can get the use of her inheri- °
tance. For a few days the deserted country seems an. ideal
place and sleeping on the ground in the open is romantic, but
the first real rainstorm makes them change their minds a little
and an attack on them by half a dozen shepherd dogs decides
them to retrace their steps back to the city and borrow on
Elizabeth’s prospects.

For three years they are wery happy together with their baby
girl. But when Elizabeth comes of age and accounts are fig-
ared, they learn that the interest on the borrowed money has
eaten up practically all of it and Denton must look for a job.
Some unseen force operates against @ successful search. They
sell their household goods, move into cheaper quarters and even
bring their baby to the Créche—a kind of children’s nursery on
an enormous scale. Finally there is one thing lefi—the Labor
Company—an institution which provides a day’s board and lodg-
ing, with an occasional extra penny or two—in return for a
day’s work.

And so one day they are forced to report to this Labor Com-
paiy and don the blue denim of this lowest class of workers.

Part II.

CHAPEER IV,

Underneath

SINDER the stars one may reach upward
and touch resignation, whatever the evil
thing may be, but in the heat and stress of
the day’s work we lapse again, come disgust
and anger and intolerable moods. How
little is all our magnanimity—an accident! a phase! The
very Saints of old had first to flee the world. And
Denton and his Elizabeth could not flee their world, no
longer were there open roads to unclaimed lands where
men might live freely—however hardly—and keep their
souls in peace. The city had '

room with a number of other men, for the most part
born Labor Serfs. He came to this intercourse re-
luctantly. His upbringing had been refined, and, until
his ill fortune had brought him to that costume, he had
never spoken in his life, except by way of command or
some immediate necessity, to the white-faced wearers of
the blue canvas, Now at last came contact; he had
to work beside them, share their tools, eat with them.
To both Elizabeth and himself this seemed a further
degradation.

His taste would have seemed extreme to a man of
the nineteenth century. But slowly and inevitably in
the intervening years a gulf had opened between the
wearers of the blue canvas and the classes above, a

difference not simply of cir-

swallowed up mankind. =

cumstances and habits of

For a time these two

their original occupations,
she at her brass-stamping
and Denton at his press;
and then came a move for
him that brought with it
fresh and still bitterer ex-
periences of life in the un-
derways of the great city.

story.

N the concluding chapters of this story, Wells spins a
Labor Serfs were kept at I most interesting and ii!ﬂminaffing tale. : :
not like all that he has to say about the future, it begins to
look more and more as thowgh he might be vight, and time
only will tell whether he was 100% right when he wrote this
Those of us who contemplate the future as a place
where none of us will have to work and where we all will
be glorified loafers, are probably due for sad disappointment.
The idea certainly does not seem to be held by Wells, nor is
it borne out in modern day by day progress.
you will follow the story with @ good deal of interest.

life, but of habits of
thought—even of language.
The underways had devel-
oped a dialect of their own:
above, too, had arisen a
dialect, a code of thought,
a language of “culture,”
which aimed by a sedulous
search after fresh distinc-
tion to widen perpetually

While we may

At any rate,

He was transferred to the

care of a rather more elabo-
rate press in the central factory of the London Tile
Trust.

In this new situation he had to work in a long vaulted

the space between itself and
“vulgarity.” The bond of
a common faith, moreover, no longer held the race to-
gether. The last years of the nineteenth century were

~ distinguished by the rapid development among the pros-
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Very wide and spacious was thelr view . . . the oblongs of the Food Company, broken here and there by the ruins—egrotesque little

holes and sheds—of the anclent suburbs, and intersected by shinming streams of sewage, passed at last into a remote diapering at

the foot of the distant hills. ... The Labor Company’s field workers, in huge wheeled mechanical vehicles, were hurrying back to
their meals , , . And through the air a dozen little private aeropiles sailed down towards the city.
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perous idle of esoteric perversions of the popuiar ren-
gion: glosses and interpretations that reduced the broad
teachings of the carpenter of Nazareth to the exquisite
- narrowness of their lives. And, in spite of their inclina-
tion towards the ancient fashion of living, neither Eliza-
beth nor Denton had been sufficiently original to escape
the suggestion of their surroundings. In matters of
common behavior they had followed the ways of their
class, and so, when they fell at last to be Labor Serfs,
it seemed to them almost as though they were falling
among offensive inferior animals; they felt as a nine-
teenth-century duke and duchess might have felt who
were forced to take rooms in the Jago.

Their natural impulse was to maintain a “distance.”

.But Denton’s first idea of a dignified isolation from
his new surroundings was soon rudely dispelled. He
had imagined that his fall to the position of a Labor
Serf was the end of his lesson, that when their little
daughter had died, he had plumbed the deeps of life;
but indeed these things were only the beginning. Life
demands something more from us than acquiescence,
And now in a roomful of machine minders he was to
learn a wider lesson, to make the acquaintance of an-
other factor in life, a factor as elemental as the loss of
things dear to us, more elemental even than toil.

His quiet discouragement of conversation was an
immediate cause of offense—was interpreted, rightly
enough I fear, as disdain. His ignorance of the vulgar
dialect, a thing upon which he had hitherto prided
himself, suddenly took upon itself a new aspect. He
failed to perceive at once that his reception of the
coarse and stupid but genially intended remarks that
greeted his appearance must have stung the makers of
these advances like blows in their faces. “Don’t under-
‘;tan( " he said rather coldly, and at hazard, “No, thank
you.”

The man who had addressed him stared, scowled
and turned away,

A second, who also failed at Denton’s unaccustomed
ear, took the trouble to repeat his remark, and Denton

discovered he was being offered the use of an oil can. .

He expressed polite thanks, and this second man em-
barked upon a penetrating conversation. Denton, he
remarked, had been a swell, and he wanted to know
how he had come to wear the blue. He clearly expected
an interesting record of vice and extravagance. Had
Denton ever been at a Pleasure City? Denton was
speedily to discover how the existence of these won-
derful places of delight permeated and defiled the
thought and honor of these unwilling, hopeless workers
of the underworld,

His aristocratic temperament resented these ques-
tions. He answered “No” curtly, The man persisted
with a still more personal question, and this time it
was Denton who turned away.

“Gorblimey !” said his interlocutor, much astonished.
“He’s a swell.”

It presently forced itself upon Denton’s mind that
this remarkable conversation was being repeated in
indignant tones to more sympathetic hearers, and that
it gave rise to astonishment and ironical laughter.
They looked at Denton with manifestly enhanced in-
terest. A curious perception of isolation dawned upon
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him. He tried to think of his press and its unfamiliar
peculiarities. .

HE machines kept everybody pretty busy during

the first spell, and then came a recess. It was
only an interval for refreshment, too brief for any
one to go out to a Labor Company dining-room. Den-
ton followed his fellow-workers into a short gallery,
in which were a number of bins of refuse from the
presses.

Each man produced a packet of food. Denton had
no packet. The manager, a careless young man who
held his position by influence, had omitted *to warn
Denton that it was necessary to apply for this provi-
sion. He stood apart, feeling hungry. The others
drew together in a group and talked in undertones,
glancing at him ever and again. He became uneasy.
His appearance of disregard cost him an increasing
effort. He tried to think of the levers of his new
press.

Presently one, a man much shorter but much
broader and stouter than Denton, came forward to
him. Denton turned to him as unconcernedly as pos-
sible. “Here!” said the delegate— as Denton judged
him to be—extending a cube of bread in a not too
clean hand. He had a swart, broad-nosed face, and
his mouth hung down towards one corner.

Denton felt doubtful for the instant whether this
was meant for civility or insult. His impulse was to
decline. “No, thanks,” he said; and, at the man’s
change of expression, “I'm not hungry.”

There came a laugh from the group behind. “Told
you so,” said the man who had offered Denton the
loan of an oil can. “He’s top side, he is.  You ain't
good enough for 'im.”

The swart face grew a shade darker.

“Here,” said its owner, still extending the bread,
and speaking in a lower tone; “you got to eat this.
See 2 :

Denton looked into the threatening face before him,
and odd little currents of energy seemed to be run-
ning through his limbs and body.

“I don't want it,” he said, trying a pleasant smile
that twitched and failed.

The thickset man advanced his face, and the bread
became a physical threat in his hand. Denton’s mind
rushed together to the one problem of his antagonist’s
eyes.

“Eat it,” said the swart man.

There came a pause, and then they both moved -
quickly. The cube of bread described a complicated
path, a curve that would have ended in Denton’s face;
and then his fist hit the wrist of the hand that gripped
it, and it flew upward and out of the conflict—its
part played.

He stepped back quickly, fists clenched and arms
tense. The hot, dark countenance receded, became an
alert hostility, watching its chance. Denton for one
instant felt confident, and strangely buoyant and
serene, Iis heart beat quickly. He felt his body
alive, and glowing to the tips.

“Serap, boys!” shouted some one, and then the dark
figure had leapt forward, ducked back and sideways,
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and come in again.
One of his eyes seemed to him to be demolished, and
he felt a soft lip under his fist just before he was
hit again—this time under the chin. A huge fan of
fiery needles shot open. He had a momentary per-
suasion that his head was knocked to pieces, and then
something hit his head and back from behind, and the
fight became an uninteresting, an impersonal thing.

He was aware that time—seconds or minutes—had
passed, abstract, uneventful time. He was lying with
his head in a heap of ashes, and something wet and
warm ran swiftly into his neck. The first shock
broke up into discrete sensations. - All his head
throbbed ; his eye and his chin throbbed exceedingly,
and the taste of blood was in his mouth.

“He’s all right,” said a voice. “He’s opening his
eyes.”

“Serve him well right,” said a second.

His mates were standing about him. He made an
effort and sat up. He put his hand to the back of
his head, and his hair was wet and full of cinders. A
laugh greeted the gesture. His eye was partially
closed. He perceived what had happened. His mo-
mentary anticipation of a final victory had vanished.

“Looks surprised,” said some one.

“’Ave any more?” said a wit; and then, imitating
Denton’s refined accent.

“No, thank you.”

Denton perceived the swart man with a blood-stained
handkerchief before his face, and somewhat in the
background.

“Where’s that bit of bread he’s got to eat?” said a
little ferret-faced creature; and sought with his foot in
the ashes of the adjacent bin.

Denton had a moment of internal debate. He knew
the code of honor requires a man to pursue a fight he
has begun to the bitter end ; but this was his first taste
of the bitterness. He was resolved to rise again, but
he felt no passionate impulse. It occurred to him—
and the thought was no very violent spur—that he was
perhaps after all a coward. For a moment his will
was heavy, a lump of lead.

“’Fre it is,” said the little ferret-faced man, and
stooped to pick up a cindery cube. He looked at Den-
ton, then at the others.

Slowly, unwillingly, Denton stood up.

A dirty-faced albino extended a hand to the ferret-
faced man. “Gimme that toke,”* he said. He advanced
threateningly, bread in hand, to Denton. *“So you ain’t
’ad your bellyful yet,” he said. “Eh?”

Now it was coming. “No, I haven’t,” said Denton,
with a catching of the breath, and resolved to try this
brute behind the ear before he himself got stunned
again. He knew he would be stunned again. He was
astonished how ill he had judged himself beforehand.
A few ridiculous lunges, and down he would go again.
He watched the albino’s eyes. The albino was grin-
ning confidently, like a man who plans an agreeable
trick. A sudden perception of impending indignities
stung Denton.

“You leave ’im alone, Jim,” said the swart man sud-

* Toke is an English slang word meaning food, especially
bread.
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Denton struck out, and was hit,
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denly over the bloed-stained rag. “He ain’t done
nothing to you.”

The albino’s grin vanished. He stopped. He looked
from one to the other, It seemed to Denton that the
swart man demanded the privilege of his destruction.
The albino would have been better.

“You leave 'im alone,” said the swart man.
"E’s ’ad ’is licks.”

“Seet

CLATTERING bell lifted up its voice and solved

the situation. The albino hesitated. “Lucky for
you,” he said, adding a foul metaphor, and turned with
the others towards the press-room again. “Wait for
the end of the spell, mate,” said the albino over his
shoulder—an afterthought. The swart man waited for
the albino to precede him. Denton realized that he had
a reprieve.

The men passed towards an open door. Denton be-
came aware of his duties, and hurried to join the tail
of the queue. At the doorway of the vaulted gallery
of presses a yellow-uniformed labor policeman stood

ticking a card. He had ignored the swart man’s hemor-

rhage.

“Hurry up there!” he said to Denton.

“Hello!” he said, at the sight of his facial disarray.
“Who's been hitting you?”

“That’s my affair,” said Denton.

“Not if it spiles your work, it ain’t,” said the man
in yellow. “You mind that.”

Denton made no answer. He was a rough—a laborer.
He wore the blue canvas. The laws of assault and
battery, he knew, were not for the likes of him. He
went to his press.

He could feel the skin of his brow and chin and
head lifting themselves to noble bruises, felt the throb
and pain of each aspiring contusion. His nervous sys-
tem slid down to lethargy; at each movement in his
press adjustment he felt he lifted a weight. And as for
his honor—that too throbbed and puffed. How did
he stand? What precisely had happened in the last
ten minutes? What would happen next? He knew
that here was enormous matter for thought, and he
could not think save in disordered snatches.

His mood was a sort of stagnant astonishment, All
his conceptions were overthrown. He had regarded
his security from physical violence as inherent, as one
of the conditions of life. So, indeed, it had been while
he wore his middle-class costume, had his middle-class
property to serve for his defense. But who would
interfere among Labor roughs fighting together? And
indeed in those days no man would. In the Under-
world there was no law between man and man; the law
and machinery of the state had become for them some-
thing that held men down, fended them off from much
desirable property and pleasure, and that was all.
Violence, that ocean in which the brutes live forever,
and from which a thousand dykes and contrivances
have won our hazardous civilized life, had flowed in
again upon the sinking underways and submerged them,
The fist ruled.

Denton had come right down at last to the elemental
—fist and trick and the stubborn heart and fellowship—
even as it was in the beginning.
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The rhythm of his machine changed,.and his thoughts
were interrupted.

Presently he could think again. Strange how quickly
things had happened! He bore these men who had
thrashed him no very vivid ill-will. © He was bruised
and enlightened. He saw with absolute fairness now
the reasonableness of his unpopularity. He had behaved
like a fool. Disdain, seclusion, are the privilege of the
strong. The fallen aristocrat still clinging to his point-
less distinction is surely the most pitiful creature of
pretense in all this claimant universe. Good heavens!
what was there for him to despise in these men?

What a pity he had not appreciated all this better
five hours ago!

What would happen- at the end of the spell? He
could not tell. He could not imagine. He could not
imagine the thoughts of these men. He was sensible
only of their hostility and utter want of sympathy.
Vague possibilities of shame and violence chased one
another across his mind, Could he devise some weapon?
He recalled his assault upon the hypnotist, but there
were no detachable lamps here. e could see nothing
that he could catch up in his defense.

For a space he thought of a headlong bolt for the
security of the public ways directly the spell was over.
Apart from the trivial consideration of his self-respect,
he perceived that this would be only a foolish postpone-
ment and aggravation of his trouble. He perceived the
ferret-faced man and the albino talking together with
their eyes towards him. Presently they were talking
to the swart man, who stood with his broad back studi-
ously towards Denton.

At last came the end of the second spell, The lender
of oil cans stopped his press sharply and turned round,
wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. «His eyes
had the quiet expectation of one-who seats himself in a
theatre,

Now was the crisis, and all the little nerves of Den-
ton’s being seemed leaping and dancing. He had decided
to show fight if any fresh indignity was offered him.
He stopped his press and turned. "With an enormous
affectation of ease he walked down the vault and entered
the passage of the ash pits, only to discover he had left
his jacket—which he had taken off because of the heat
of the vault—beside his press. He walked back. He
met the albino eye to eye.

He heard the ferret-faced man in expostulation. “’E
reely ought, eat it,” said the ferret-faced man. “’E
did reely.”

“No—you leave 'im alone,” said the swart man.

PPARENTLY nothing further was to happen to

him that day. He passed out to the passage and
‘ staircase that led up to the moving platforms of the
city.

He remerged on the livid brilliance and streaming
movement of the public street. He became acutely
aware of his disfigured face,and felt his swelling bruises
with a limp, investigatory hand. He went up to the
swiftest platform, and seated himself on a Labor Com-
pany bench.

He lapsed into a pensive torpor. The immediate dan-
gers and stresses of his position he saw with a sort of
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static clearness. What would they do to-morrow? He
could not tell. What would Elizabeth think of his
brutalization? He could not tell. He was exhausted.
He was aroused presently by a hand upon his arm.

He looked up, and saw the swart man seated beside
him, He started. Surely he was safe from violence
in the public way!

The swart man’s face retained no traces of his share
in the fight; his expression was free from hostility—
seemed almost deferential. ““ 'Scuse me,” he said, with
a total absence of truculence. Denton realized that no
assault was intended. He stared, awaiting the next
development.

It was evident the next sentence was premeditated.
“Whad—I—was—going—to say—was this,” said the
swart man, and sought through a silence for further
words.

“Whad—I—was—going—to say—was this,” he re-
peated.

Finally he abandoned that gambit. “Vou're aw
right,” he cried, laying a grimy hand on Denton’s grimy
sleeve. “VYou're aw right. You're a ge'man. Sorry—
very sorry. Wanted to tell you that.”

Denton realized that there must exist motives be-
yond a mere impulse to abominable proceedings in the
man. He meditated, and swallowed an unworthy pride.

“I did not mean to be offensive to you,” he said,

“in refusing that bit of bread.”

“Meant it friendly,” said the swart man, recalling
the scene; “but—in front of that blarsted Whitey and
his snigger—Well—I “ad to scrap.”

“Yes,” said Denton with sudden fervor:
.fooll)3

“Ah!” said the swart man, with great satisfaction.
“That’s aw right. Shake!” -

And Denton shook.

The moving platform was rushing by the establish-
ment of a face moulder, and its lower front was a huge
display of mirror, designed to stimulate the thirst for
more symmetrical features. Denton caught the reflec-
tion of himself and his new friend, enormously twisted
and broadened. His own face was puffed, one-sided,
and blood-stained ; a grin of idiotic and insincere ami-
ability distorted its latitude. A wisp of hair occluded
one eye. The trick of the mirror presented the swart
man as a gross expansion of lip and nostril. They
were linked by shaking hands. Then abruptly this vi-
sion passed—to return to memory in the anaemic medi-
tations of a waking dawn.

‘As he shook, the swart man made some muddled
remark, to the effect that he had always known he
could get on with a gentleman if one came his way.
He prolonged the shaking until Denton, under the influ-
ence of the mirror, withdrew his hand. The swart man
became pensive, spat impressively on the platform, and
resumed his theme.

“Whad T was going to say was this,” he said; was
gravelled, and shook his head at his foot.

Denton became curious. “Go on,” he said, attentive,

The swart man took the plunge. He grasped Den-
ton’s arm, became intimate in his attitude. *’Scuse
me,” he said. “Fact is, you done know ’ow to scrap.
Done know ’ow to. Why—you done know ’ow to

“I was a
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begin. You'll get killed if you don’t mind. ’'Ouldin’
your hands—There!”

He reinforced his statement by objurgation, watch-
ing the effect of each oath with a wary eye.

“F’r instance. You're tall. Long arms. You get a
longer reach than any one in the brasted vault. Gob-
blimey, but I thought I'd got a Tough on. ’Stead of
which. . . . 'Scuse me. I wouldn’t have it you if I'd
known. It’s like fighting sacks. ’Tisn’t right. Y'r
arms seemed ’ung on ’ooks. Reg’lar—'ung on ’ooks.
There!”

Denton stared, and then surprised and hurt his bat-
tered chin by a sudden laugh. Bitter tears came into
his eyes.

“Go on,” he said.

The swart man reverted to his formula. He was
good enough to say he liked the look of Denton, thought
he had stood up “amazing plucky. On’y pluck ain’t no
good—ain’t no brasted good—if you don’t ’old your
‘ands.

“Whad I was going to say was this,” he said. “Lem-
me show you 'ow to scrap. Jest lemme. You're ig’-
nant, you ain’t no class; but you might be a very decent
scrapper—very decent. Shown. That’s what I meant
to say.”

Denton hesitated. “But—"" he said, “I can’t give you
anything—"'

“That’s the ge'man all over,” said the swart man.
“Who arst you to?”

“But your time ?”

“If you don't get learnt scrapping you'll get killed,—
don’t you make no bones of that.”

Denton thought. “I don’t know,” he said.

He looked at the face beside him, and all its native
coarseness shouted at him. He felt a quick revulsion
from his transient friendliness. It seemed to him in-
credible that it should be necessary for him to be
indebted to such a creature,

“The chaps are always scrapping,” said the swart
man. “Always. And, of course—if one gets waxy
and ’its you vital. . . .”

“By God!” cried Denton; “I wish one would.”

“Of course, if you feel like that—"

“You don't understand.”

“Praps I don’t,” said the swart man; and lapsed
into a fuming silence.

When he spoke again his voice was less friendly, and
he prodded Denton by way of address. “Look see!”
he said; “are you going to let me show you ’ow to
scrap

“It’s tremendously kind of you,” said Denton;
“but—"

There was a pause.
over Denton.

“Too much ge'man,” he said—“eh? I got a red
face. . .. By gosh! you are—you are a brasted fool!”

He turned away, and instantly Denton realized the
truth of this remark.

L}

The swart man rose and bent

HE swart man descended with dignity to a cross
way, and Denton, after a momentary impulse to
pursuit, remained on the platform. For a time the
things that had happened filled his mind. In one day
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his graceful system of resignation had been shattered
beyond hope. Brute force, the final, the fundamental,
had thrust its face through all his explanations and
glosses and consolations and grinned enigmatically.
Though he was hungry and tired, he did not go on
directly to the Labor HHotel, where he would meet
Elizabeth. He found he was beginning to think, he
wanted very greatly to think; and so, wrapped in a
monstrous cloud of meditation, he went the circuit of
the city on his moving platform twice. You figure
him, tearing through the glaring, thunder-voiced city
at a pace of fifty miles an hour, the city upon the planet
that spins along its chartless path through space many
thousands of miles an hour, funking most terribly, and
trying to understand why the heart and will in him
should suffer and keep alive.

When at last he came to Elizabeth, she was white
and anxious. He might have noted she was in trouble,
had it not been for his own preoccupation. He feared
most that she would desire to know every detail of his
indignities, that she would be sympathetic or indig-
nant. He saw her eyebrows rise at the sight of him.

“T've had rough handling,” he said, and gasped. “It’s
too fresh—too hot. I don’t want to talk about it.” He
sat down with an unavoidable air of sullenness.

She stared at him in astonishment, and as she read
something of the significant hieroglyphic of his battered
face, her lips whitened. Her hand—it was thinner now
than in the days of their prosperity, and her first finger
was a little altered by the metal punching she did—
clenched convulsively. “This horrible world!” she said,
and said no more,.

In these latter days they had become a very silent
couple; they said scarcely a word to each other that
night, but each followed a private train of thought. In
the small hours, as Elizabeth lay awake, Denton started
up beside her suddenly—he had been lying as still as a
dead man.

“I cannot stand it!” cried Denton.
stand it!"”

She saw him dimly, sitting up; saw his arm lunge
as if in a furious blow at the enshrouding night. Then
for a space he was still.

- “It is too much—it is more than one can bear!”

She could say nothing. To her, also, it seemed that
this was as far as one could go. She waited through
a long stillness. “She could see that Denton sat with his
arms about his knees, his chin almost touching them.

Then he laughed.

“No,” he said at last, “I’m going to stand it. That’s
the peculiar thing. There isn’t a grain of suicide in us
—not a grain. I suppose all the people with a turn
that way have gone. We're going through with it—
to the end.” :

Elizabeth thought grayly, and realized that this also
was frue,

“We're going through with it. To think of all who
have gone through with it: all the generations—endless
—endless. Little beasts that snapped and snaried,
snapping and snarling, snapping and snarling, genera-
tion after generation.”

His monotone, ended abruptly, resumed after a vast

“T will not

interval.
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“There were ninety thousand years of stone age. A
Denton somewhere in all those years. Apostolic suc-
cession. The grace of going through. Let me see!
Ninety-nine hundred—three nines, twenty-seven—
three thousand generations of men!—men more or less.
And each fought, and was bruised, and shamed, and
somehow held his own—going through with it—passing
it on. . . . And thousands more to come perhaps—
thousands !

“Passing it on. I wonder if they will thank us.”

His voice assumed an argumentative note.
could find something definite. . . . If one could say,
“This is why—this is why it goes on. .. .””

He became still, and Elizabeth’s eyes slowly separated
him from the darkness until at last she could see how
he sat with his head resting on his hand. A sense of
the enormous remoteness of their minds came to her;
that dim suggestion of another being seemed to her a
figure of their mutual understanding. What could he
be thinking now? What might he not say next? An-
other age seemed to elapse before he sighed and whis-
pered: “No. I don’t understand it. No!” Then a
long interval, and he repeated this. But the second time
it had the tone almost of a solution. -

She became aware that he was preparaing to lie
down. She marked his movements, perceived with
astonishment how he adjusted his pillow with a careful
vegard to comfort. He lay down with a sigh of con-
tentment almost. His passion had passed. He lay still,
and presently his breathing became regular and deep.

UT Elizabeth remained with eyes wide open in the
darkness, until the clamor of a bell and the sud-
den brilliance of the electric light warned them that
the Labor Company had need of them for yet another
day. .
That day came a scuffle with the albino Whitey and
the little ferret-faced man. Blunt, the swart artist in
scrapping, having first let Denton grasp the bearing of
his lesson, intervened, not without a certain quality of
patronage. “Drop 'is 'air, Whitey, and let the man be,”
said his gross voice through a shower of indignities.
“Can’t you see 'e don’t know ‘ow to scrap?” And
Denton, lying shamefully in the dust, realized that he
must accept that course of instruction after all.

He made his apology straight and clean. He scram-
bled up and walked to Blunt. “I was a fool, and you
are right,” he said. “If it isn't too late. .. .”

That night, after the second spell, Denton went with
Blunt to certain waste and slime-soaked vaults under
the Port of London, to learn the first beginnings of the
high art of scrapping as it had been perfected in the
great world of the underways: how to hit or kick a man
5o as to hurt him excruciatingly or make him violently
sick, how to hit or kick “vital,” how to use glass in
one’s garments as a club and to spread red ruin with
variotts domestic implements, how to anticipate and
demolish your adversary’s intentions in other direc-
tions; all the pleasant devices, in fact, that had grown
up among the disinherited of the great cities of the
twentieth and twenty-first centuries, wete spread out by
a gifted exponent for Denton’s learning. Blunt’s bash-

“If one
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fulness fell from him as the instruction proceeded, and
he developed a certain expert dignity, a quality of
fatherly consideration. He treated Denton with the
utmost consideration, only “flicking him up a bit” now
and then, to keep the interest hot, and roaring with
laughter at a happy fluke of Denton’s that covered
his mouth with blood.

“I'm always keerless of my mouth,” said Blunt,
admitting a weakness. “Always. It dont seem to
matter, like, just getting bashed in the mouth—not if
your chin’s all right. Tastin’ blood does me good.
Always. But I better not it you again.”

Denton went home, to fall asleep exhausted and wake
in the small hours with aching limbs and all his bruises
tingling. Was it worth while that he should go on
living? He listened to Elizabeth’s breathing, and re-
membering that he must have awaked her the previous
night, he lay very still. He was sick with infinite dis-

" gust at the new conditions of his life. He hated it all,

hated even the genial savage who had protected him so
generously. The monstrous fraud of civilization glared
stark before his eyes; he saw it as a vast lunatic
growth, producing a deepening torrent of savagery be-
low, and above ever more flimsy gentility and silly
wastefulness. He could see no redeeming reason, no
touch of honor, either in the life he had led or in this
life to which he had fallen. Civilization presented
itself as some catastrophic product as little concerned
with men—save as victims—as a cyclone or a planetary
collision. He, and therefore all mankind, seemed living
utterly in vain. His mind sought some strange expedi-
ents of escape, if not for himself, then at least for
Elizabeth. But he meant them for himself. What if
he hunted up Mwres and told him of their disaster?
It came to him as an astonishing thing how utterly
Mwres and Bindon had passed out of his range. Where
were they? What were they doing? Trom that he
passed to thoughts of utter dishonor. And finally, not
arising in any way out of this mental tumult, but end-
ing it as dawn ends the night, came the clear and obvi-
ous conclusion of the night before: the conviction that
he had to go through with things ; that, apart from any
remoter view and quite sufficient for all his thought and
energy, he had to stand up and fight among his fellows
and quit himself like a man.

The second night’s instruction was perhaps less
dreadful than the first; and the third was even endur-
able, for Blunt dealt out some praise. The fourth day
Denton chanced upon the fact that the ferret-faced man
was a coward. There passed a fortnight of smoulder-
ing days and feverish instruction at night; Blunt, with
many blasphemies, testified that never had he met so
apt a pupil; and all night long Denton dreamt of kicks
and counters and gouges and cunning tricks. For all
that time no further outrages were attempted, for fear
of Blunt: and then came the second crisis. Blunt did
not come one day—afterwards he admitted his deliber-
ate intention—and through the tedious morning Whitey
awaited the interval between the spells with an osten-
tatious impatience.

He knew nothing of the scrapping lessons, and he
spent the time in telling Denton and the vault generally

of certain disagreeable proceedings he had in mind.

iof
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! HITEY was not popular, and the vault disgorged

! to see him haze the new man with only a languid
interest. But matters changed when Whitey's attempt
to open the proceedings by kicking Denton in the face
was met by an excellently executed duck, catch and
throw, that completed the flight of Whitey’s foot in its
orbit and brought Whitey’s head into the ash-heap that
had once received Denton's. Whitey arose a shade
whiter, and now blasphemously bent upon vital injur-
ies. There were indecisive passages, foiled enter-
prises that deepened Whitey's evidently growing per-
plexity ; and then things developed into a grouping of
Denton uppermost with Whitey’s throat in his hand,
his knee on Whitey's chest, and a tearful Whitey with a
black face, protruding tongue and broken finger endeav-
oring to explain the misunderstanding by means of
hoarse sounds. Maoreover, it was evident that among
the bystanders there had never been a more popular
person than Denton.

Denton with proper precaution, released his antag-
onist and stood up. His blood seemed changed to some
sort of fluid fire, his limbs felt light and supernaturally
strong. The idea that he was a martyr in the civiliza-
tion machine had vanished from his mind. He was a
man in a world of men.

The little ferret-faced man was the first in the com-
petition to pat him on the back. The lender of oil
cans was a radiant sun of genial congratulation. . . .
It seemed incredible to Denton that he had ever thought
of despair.

Denton was convinced that not only had he to go on
through with things, but that he could. He sat on the
canvas pallet expounding this new aspect to Elizabeth.
One side of his face was bruised. She had not recently
fought, she had not been patted on the back, there were
no hot bruises upon her face, only a pallor and a new
line or so about the mouth. She was taking the woman’s
share, She looked steadfastly at Denton in his new
mood of prophecy. “I feel that there is something,”
he was saying, “‘something that goes on, a Being o1 Life
in which we live and move and have our being, some-
thing that began fifty—a hundred million years ago,
perhaps, that goes on—on: growing, spreading, to
things beyond us—things that will justify us all. . . .
That will explain and justify my fighting—these
bruises, and all the pain of it. It’s the chisel—yes, the
chisel of the Maker. If only I could make you feel as
I feel, if I could make you! You wwill, dear, I know
you will.”

“No,” she said in a low voice. “No, I shall not.”

“So I might have thought—"

She shook her head. “No," she said, “I have thought
as well.  What you say—doesn’t convince me.”

She looked at his face resolutely, “I hate it,” she
said, and caught at her breath. “You do not under-
stand, you do not think. There was a time when you
said things and I believed them. I am growing wiser.
You are a man, you can fight, force your way. You do
not mind bruises. You can be coarse and ugly, and
still a man. Yes—it makes you. It makes you. You
are right. Only a woman is not like that. We are
different. We have let ourselves get civilized too soon.
This underworld is not for us.”

- -
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She paused and began again,

“I hate it! T hate this horrible canvas! I hate it
more than—more than the worst that can happen. It
hurts my fingers to touch 1t. It is horrible to the skin.
And the women I work with day after day! I lie
awake at nights and think how I may be growing like
them: ==

She stopped.
passionately.

Denton stared at her distress.
stopped.

“You don’t understand. What have 1?7 What have
Itosave me? Vou can fight. Fighting is man’s work.
But women—women are different. . . . I have thought
it all out, I have done nothing but think night and day.
Look at the color of my face! I cannot go on. I can-
not endure this life . . . I cannot endure it.”

She stopped. She hesitated.

“You do not know all,” she said abruptly, and for an
instant her lips had a bitter smile. “I have been asked
to leave you.”

“Leave me!”

She made no answer save an affirmative movement of
the head.

“T am growing like them,” she cried

“But—" he said and

ENTON stood up sharply. They stared at one an-
other through a long silence.

Suddenly she turned herself about, and flung face
downward upon their canvas bed. She did not sob, she
made no sound. She lay still upon her face, After a
vast, distressful void her shoulders heaved and she be-
gan to weep silently. .

“Elizabeth!” he whispered—*“Elizabeth!”

Very, softly he sat down beside her, bent down, put
his arm across her in a doubtful caress, seeking vainly
for some clue to this intolerable situation.

“Elizabeth,” he whispered in her ear.

She thrust him from her with her hand. *I cannot
bear a child to be 4 slave!” and broke out into loud and
bitter weeping.

Denton’s face changed—became blank dismay. Pres-
ently he slipped from the bed and stood on his feet.
All the complacency had vanished from his face, had
given place to impotent rage. He began to rave and
curse at the intolerable forces which pressed upon him,
at all the accidents and hot desires and heedlessness that
mock the life of man. His little voice rose in that little
room, and he shook his fist, this animalcule of the earth,
at all that environed him about, at the millions about
him, at his past and future and all the insensate vastness

of the overwhelming city.
I lation and made three brilliant flukes. For the
rest of his life he had the wisdom to let gambling
alone, and the conceit to believe himself a very clever
man. A certain desire for influence and reputation
interested him in the business intrigues of the giant
city in which his flukes were made. He became at
last one of the most influential shareholders in the

CHAPTER V.

Bindon Intervenes

N Bindon’s younger days he had dabbled in specu-
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company that owned the London flying-stages to which

the aeroplanes came from all parts of the world. This

much for his public activities. In his private life he

was a man of pleasure. And this is the story of his

heart.

But before proceeding to such depths, one must
devote a little time to the exterior of this person. Its
physical basis was slender, and short, and dark; and
the face, which was fine-featured and assisted by pig-
ments, varied irom an insecure self-complacency to an
intelligent uneasiness. THis face and head had been
depilated, according to the cleanly and hygienic fashion
of the time, so that the color and contour of his hair
varied with his costume. This he was constantly
changing.

At times he would distend himself with pneumatic
vestments in the rococo vein. From among the billowy
developments of this style, and beneath a translucent
and illuminated headdress, his eye watched jealously
for the respect of the less fashionable world. At other
times he emphasized his elegant slenderness in close-
fitting garments of black satin. For effects of dignity
he would assume broad pneumatic shoulders, from
which hung a robe of carefully arranged folds of China
silk, and a classical Bindon in pink tights was also a
transient phenomenon in the eternal pageant of Destiny.
In the days when he hoped to marry Elizabeth, he
sought to impress and charm her, and at the same time
to take off something of his burden of forty years,
by wearing the last fancy of the contemporary buck,
a costume of elastic material with distensible warts
and horns, changing in color as he walked, by an in-
genious arrangement of versatile chromatophores.®
And no doubt, if Elizabeth’s affection had not been.
already engaged by the worthless Denton, and if her
tastes had not had that odd bias for old-fashioned ways,
this extremely chic conception would have ravisehd her.
Bindon had consulted Elizabeth’s father before pre-
senting himself in this garb—he was one of those men
who always invite criticism of their costume—and
Mwres had pronounced him all that the heart of woman
could desire. - But the affair of the hypnotist proved
that his knowledge of the heart of woman was
incomplete. ;

Bindon’s idea of marrying had been formed some
little time before Mwres threw Elizabeth’s budding
womanhood in his way. It was one of Bindon’s most
cherished secrets that he had a considerable capacity
for a pure and simple life of a grossly sentimental
type. The thought imparted a sort of pathetic seri-
ousness to the offensive and quite inconsequent and
unmeaning excesses, which he was pleased to regard
as dashing wickedness, and which a number of good
people also were so unwise as to treat in that desirable
manner. As a consequence of these excesses, and per-
haps by reason also of an inherited tendency to early
decay, his liver became seriously affected, and he suf-
fered increasing inconvenience when traveling by aero-
plane. It was during his convalescence from a pro-
tracted bilious attack that it occurred to him that in

* A pigment cell, especially one capable of changing its form
or size, causing changing of color in the translucent skin by
bringing the pigment near the surface or by contracting, con-
centrating it in the deeper layers.
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spite of all the terrible fascinations of Vice, if he found
a beautiful, gentle, good young woman of a not too
violently intellectual type to devote her life to him,
he might yet be saved to Goodness, and even rear a
spirited family in his likeness to solace his declining
years. But like so many experienced men of the world,
he doubted if there were any good women. Of such
as he had heard tell he was outwardly sceptical and
privately much afraid.

HEN the aspiring Mwres effected his introduc-

tion to Elizabeth, it seemed to him that his good
fortune was complete. He fell in love with her at
once. Of course, he had always been falling in love
since he was sixteen, in accordance with the extremely
varied recipes to be found in the accumulated litera-
ture of many centuries. But this was different. This
was real love. It seemed to him to call forth all the
lurking goodness in his nature. He felt that for her
sake he could give up a way of life that had already
produced the gravest lesions on his liver and nervous
system. His imagination presented him with idyllic
pictures of the life of the reformed rake. He would
never be sentimental with her, or silly; but always a
little cynical and bitter, as became the past. Yet he
was sure she would have an intuition of his real great-
ness and goodness. And in due course he would con-
fess things to her, pour his version of what he regarded
as his wickedness-—showing what a complex of Goethe,
and Benvenuto Cellini, and Shelley, and all those other
chaps he really was—into her shocked, very beautiful,
and no doubt sympathetic ear. And preparatory to
these things he wooed her with infinite subtlety and
respect. And the reserve with which Elizabeth treated
him seemed nothing more nor less than an exquisite
modesty touched and enhanced by an equally exquisite
lack of ideas.

Bindon knew nothing of her wandering affections,
nor of the attempt made by Mwres to utilize hypnotism
as a corrective to this digression of her heart: he con-
ceived he was on the best of terms with Elizabeth, and
had made her quite successfully various significant
presents of jewelry and the more virtuous cosmetics,
when her elopement with Denton threw the world out
of gear for him.

His first aspect of the matter was rage begotten of
wounded vanity, and as Mwres happened to be the
most convenient person he vented the first brunt of
it upon him.

He went 1mmedlately and insulted the desolate father
grossly, and then spent an active and determined day
going to and fro about the city and interviewing people
in a consistent and partly successful attempt to ruin
that matrimonial speculator. The effectual nature of
these activities gave him a temporary exhilaration, and
he went to the dining-place he had frequented in his
wicked days in a devil-may-care frame of mind, and
dined altogether too amply and cheerfully with two
other golden youths in the early forties. He threw
up the game; no woman was worth being good for,
and he astonished even himself by the strain of witty
cynicism he developed. One of the other desperate
blades, warmed with wine, made a facetious allusion
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to his disappointment, but at the time this did not seem
unpleasant.

The next morning found his liver and temper in-
flamed. He kicked his phonographic-news machine to
pieces, dismissed his valet, and resolved that he would
perpetrate a terrible revenge upon Elizabeth. Or Den-
ton. Or somebody. But anyhow, it was to be a ter-
rible revenge; and the friend who had made fun at
him should no longer see him in the light of a foolish
girl’s victim. He knew something of the little property
that was due to her, and that this would be the only
support of the young couple until Mwres should relent.
If Mwres did not relent, and if unpropitious things
should happen to the affair in which Elizabeth’s ex-
pectations lay, they would come upon evil times and be
sufficiently amenable to temptation of a sinister sort.
Bindon's imagination, abandoning its beautiful ideal-
ism altogether, expanded the idea of temptation of a
sinister sort. He figured himself as the implacable, the
intricate and powerful man of wealth pursuing this
maiden who had scorned him. And suddenly her image
came upon his mind, vivid and dominant, and for the
first time in his life Bindon realized something of the
real power of passion.

His imagination stood aside like a respectiul foot
man who has done his work in ushering in the emotion.

“My God!” cried Bindon: “I will have her! If I
have to kill myself to get her! And that other
fellow—!”

After an interview with his medical man and a pen-
ance for his overnight excesses in the form of bitter
drugs, a mitigated but absolutely resolute Bindon sought
out Mwres. Mwres he found properly smashed, and
impoverished and humble, in a mood of frantic self-
preservation, ready to sell himself body and soul, much
more any interest in a disobedient daughter, to recover
his lost position in the world. In the reasonable dis-
cussion that followed, it was agreed that these mis-
guided young people should be left to sink into distress,
or possibly even assisted towards that improving dis-
cipline by Bindon’s financial influence.

“And then?” said Mwres.

“They will come to the Labor Company,”
don. “They will wear the blue canvas.”

“And then?”

“She will divorce him,” he said, and sat for a moment
intent upon that prospect. For in those days the austere
limitations of divorce of Victorian times were extraor-
dinarily relaxed, and a coup19 mlght separate on a
hundred different scores. - ¢

said Bin-

HEN suddenly Bindon astonished himself and

Mwres by jumping to his feet. “She shall divorce
him!” he cried. “I will have it so—I will work it so.
By God! it shall be so. He shall be disgraced, so that
she must. He shall be smashed and pulverized.”

The idea of smashing and pulverizing inflamed him
further. He began a Jovian pacing up and down the
little office. “I will have her,” he cried. “I will have
her! Heaven and Hell shall not save her from me!”
His passion evaporated in its expression, and left him
at the end simply histrionic. He struck an attitude
and ignored with heroic determination a sharp twinge

‘resenting Heaven dismayed,
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of pain about the diaphragm. And Mwres sat with his
pneumatic cap deflated and himself very wvisibly
impressed.

And so, with a fair persistency, Bindon set himself

-to the work of being Elizabeth's malignant providence,

using with ingenious dexterity every particle of advan-
tage wealth in those days gave a man over his fellow-
creatures. A resort to the consolations of religion
hindered these operations not at all. He would go and
talk with an interesting, experienced and sympathetic
Father of the Huysmanite sect of the Isis cult, about
all the irrational little proceedings he was pleased to
regard as his heaven-dismaying wickedness, and the
interesting, experienced and sympathetic Father rep-
would with a pleasing
affectation of horror, suggest simple and easy penances,
and recommend a monastic foundation that was airy,
cool, hygienic, and not vulgarized, for viscerally dis-
ordered penitent sinners of the refined and wealthy
type. And after these excursions, Bindon would come
back to London quite active and passionate again. He
would machinate with really considerable energy, and
repair to a certain gallery high above the street of mov-
ing ways, from which he could view the entrance to
the barrack of the Labor Company in the ward which
sheltered Denton and Elizabeth. And at last one day
he saw Elizabeth go in, and thereby his passion was
renewed.

So in the fullness of time the complicated devices of
Bindon ripened, and he could go to Mwres and tell him
that the young people were near despair.

“It’s time for you,” he said, “to let your parental
affections have play. She’s been in blue canvas some
months, and. they've been cooped together in one of
those Labor dens, and the little girl is dead. She
knows now what his manhood is worth to her, by way
of protection, poor girl. She'll see things now in a
clearer light. You go to her—I don’t want to appear
in this affair yet—and point out to her how necessary
it is that she should get a divorce from him. . . .”

“She’s obstinate,” said Mwres doubtfully.

“Spirit!” said Bindon. She’s a wonderful girl—a
wonderful girl!”

“She’ll refuse.”

“Of course she will. But leave it open to her. Leave
it open to her. And some day—in that stuffy den, in
that irksome, toilsome life they can’t help it—they'll
have a quarrel. And then—

Mwres meditated over the matter, and did as he was
told.

Then Bindon, as he had arranged with his spiritual
adviser, went into retreat. The retreat of the Huys-
manite sect was a beautiful place, with the sweetest air
in London, lit by natural sunlight, and with restful
quadrangles of real grass open to the sky, where at
the same time the penitent man of pleasure might enjoy
all the pleasures of loafing and all the satisfaction of
distinguished austerity. And, save for participation in
the simple and wholesome dietary of the place and in
certain magnificent chants, Bindon spent all his time
in meditation upon the theme of Elizabeth, and the
extreme purification his soul had undergone since he
first saw her, and whether he would be able to get a
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dispensation to marry her from the experienced and
sympathetic Father in spite of the approaching “sin”
of her divorce; and then . .. Bindon would lean
against a pillar of the quadrangle and lapse into rever-
ies on the superiority of virtuous love to any other form
of indulgence. A curious feeling in his back and chest
that was trying to attract his attention, a disposition to
be hot or shiver, a general sense of ill-health and
cutaneous discomfort he did his best to ignore. All
that of course belonged to the old life that he was
shaking off. '

When he came out of retreat he went at once to
Mwres to ask for news of Elizabeth. Mwres was
clearly under the impression that he was an exemplary
father, profoundly touched about the heart by his child’s
unhappiness. - “She was pale,” he said, greatly moved;
“She was pale. When I asked her to come away and
leave him—and be happy—she put her head down upon
the table”—Mwres sniffed—"and cried.”

His agitation was so great that he could say no more.

“Ah!” said Bindon, respecting this manly grief.
“Oh!” said Bindon quite suddenly, with his hand to
his side.

Mwres looked up sharply out of the pit of his sor-
rows, startled. “What’s the matter ?” he asked, visibly
concerned.

“A most violent pain. Excuse me! You were tell-
ing me about Elizabeth.”

ND Mwres, after a decent solicitude for Bindon’s
pain, proceeded with his report. It was even
unexpectedly hopeful. Elizabeth, in her first emotion
at discovering that her father had not absolutely de-
serted her, had been frank with him about her sorrows
and disgusts.

“Yes,” said Bindon, magnificently, “I shall have her
yet.” And then that novel pain twitched him for the
second time. - :

For these lower pains the priest was comparatively
ineffectual, inclining rather to regard the body and
them as mental illusions amenable to contemplation;
so Bindon took it to a man of a class he loathed, a medi-
cal man of extraordinary repute and incivility. “We
must go all over you,” said the medical man, and did so
with the most disgusting frankness. “Did you ever
bring any children into the world?” asked this gross
materialist among other impertinent questions.

“Not that T know of,” said Bindon, too amazed to
stand upon his dignity.

“Ah!” said the medical man, and proceeded with his
punching and sounding. Medical science in those days
was just reaching the beginnings of precision. “You'd
" better go right away,” said the medical man, “and make
the Euthanasia. The sooner the better.”

Bindon gasped. He had been trying not to under-
stand the technical explanations and anticipations in
which the medical man had indulged.

“I say!” he said. “But do you mean to say . . .
Your science . . .”

“Nothing,” said the medical man. “A few opiates.
The thing is your own doing, you know, to a certain
extent.” '

“I was sorely tempted in my youth.”
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“It's not that so much. But you come of a bad
stock. Even if you'd have taken precautions you'd
have had bad times to wind up with. The mistake
was getting born. The indiscretions of the parents.
And you've shirked exercise, and so forth.”

“I had no one to advise me.”

“Medical men are always willing.”

“I was a spirited young fellow.”

“We won't argue ; the mischief’s done now. You've
lived. We can’t start you again. You ought never to
have started at all. Frankly—the Euthanasia!”

Bindon hated him in silence for a space. Every
word of this brutal expert jarred upon his refinements.
He was so gross, so impermeable to all the subtler
issues of being. But it is no good picking a quarrel
with a doctor. “My religious beliefs,” he said, “T don’t
approve of suicide.”

“You’ve been doing it all your life.”

“Well, anyhow, I've come to take a serious view of
life now.”

“You're bound to, if you go on living. You'll hurt.
But for practical purposes it’s late. However, if you
mean to do that—perhaps I'd better mix you a little
something. You'll hurt a great deal. These little
twinges . . .”

“Twinges!”

“Mere preliminary notices.”

“How long can I go on? I mean, before I hurt—
really.”

“You'll get it hot soon. Perhaps three days.”

Bindon tried to argue for an extension of time, and
in the midst of his pleading gasped, put his hand to his
side. Suddenly the extraordinary pathos of his life
came to him clear and vivid. “It’s hard,” he said.
“It’s infernally hard! I've been no man’s enemy but
my own. I've always treated everybody quite fairly.”

The medical man stared at him without any sympathy
for some seconds. He was reflecting how excellent it
was that there were no more Bindons to carry on that
line of pathos. He felt quite optimistic. Then he
turned to his telephone and ordered up a prescription
from the Central Pharmacy.

He was interrupted by a voice behind him.
God!” cried Bindon; “I'll have her yet.”

The physician stared over his shoulder at Bindon’s
expression, and then altered the prescription.

So soon as this painful interview was over, Bindon
gave way to rage. He settled that the medical man
was not only an unsympathetic brute and wanting in
the first beginnings of a gentleman, but also highly
incompetent ; and he went off to four other practitioners
in succession, with a view to the establishment of this
intuition. But to guard against surprises he kept that
little prescription in his pocket. With each he began
by expressing his grave doubts of the first doctor’s

{&‘By.

- intelligence, honesty and professional knowledge, and

then stated his symptoms, suppressing only a few more
material facts in each case. These were always sub-
sequently elicited by the doctor. In spite of the wel-
come depreciation of another practitioner, none of these
eminent specialists would give Bindon any hope of
eluding the anguish and helplessness that loomed now
close upon him. To the last of them he unburdened
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his mind of an accumulated disgust with medical
science. “After centuries and centuries,” he exclaimed
hotly; “and you can do nothing—except admit your
helplessness. I say, 'save me’—and what do you do?”

“No doubt it’s hard on you,” said the doctor. “But
you should have taken precautions.”

“How was [ to know "

“It wasn’t our place to run after you,” said the medi-
cal man, picking a thread of cotton from his purple
sleeve. “Why should we save you in particular? You
see—from one point of view—people with imaginations
and passions like yours have to go—they have to go.”

“Go?”

“Die out. It's an eddy.”

E was a young man with a serene face. He
H smiled at Bindon. “We get on with research,
you know ; we give advice when people have the sense
to ask for it. And we bide our time.”

“Bide your time?”

“We hardly know enough yet to take over the man-
agement, you know.”

“The management "

“You needn't be anxious. Science is young yet.
It’s got to keep on growing for a few generations. We
know enough now to know we don’t know enough yet.
. . . But the time is coming, all the same. You won't
see the time. But, between ourselves, you rich men
and party bosses, with your natural play of the passions

and patriotism and religion and so forth, have made’

rather a mess of things; haven't you? These Under-
ways! And all that sort of thing. Some of us have
a sort of fancy that in time we may know enough to
take over a little more than the ventilation and drains.
Knowledge keeps on piling up, you know. It keeps
on growing. And there's not the slightest hurry for
a generation or so. Some day—some day, men will
live in a different way.” He looked at Bindon and
meditated. “There'll be a lot of dying out before that
day can come.”

Bindon attempted to point out to this young man
how silly and irrelevant such talk was to a sick man
like himself, how impertinent and uncivil it was to him,
an older man occupying a position in the official world
of extraordinary power and influence. He insisted that
a doctor was paid to cure people—he laid great stress
on “paid”—and had no business to glance even for a
moment at “those other questions.” “But we do,” said
the young man, insisting upon facts, and Bindon lost
his temper.

His indignation carried him home. That these in-
competent impostors, who were unable to save the life
of a really influential man like himself, should dream
of some day robbing the legitimate property owners
of social control, of inflicting one knew not what
tyranny upon the world. Curse science! He fumed
over the intolerable prospect for some time, and then
the pain returned, and he recalled the made-up pre-
scription of the first doctor, still happily in his pocket.
He took a dose forthwith.

Tt calmed and soothed him greatly, and he could sit
down in his most comfortable chair beside his library
(of phonographic records), and think over the altered
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aspect of affairs. His indignation passed, his anger
and his passion crumbled under the subtle attack of
that prescription, pathos became his sole ruler. He
stared about him, at his magnificent and voluptuously
appointed apartment, at his statuary and discreetly
veiled pictures, and all the evidences of a cultivated
and elegant wickedness ; he touched a stud and the sad

pipings of Tristan’s shepherd filled the air. His eye
wandered from one object to another. They were

costly and gross and florid—Dbut they were his. They
presented in concrete form his ideals, his conceptions
of beauty and desire, his idea of all that is precious
in life. And now—he must leave it all like a common
man. He was, he felt, a slender and delicate flame,
burning out. So must all life flame up and pass, he
thought. His eyes filled with tears.

Then it came into his head that he was alone. No-
body cared for him, nobody needed him! at any mo-
ment he might begin to hurt vividly. He might even
howl. Nobody would mind. According to all the
doctors he would have excellent reason for howling in
a day or so. It recalled what his spiritual adviser had

~ said of the decline of faith and fidelity, the degenera-

tion of the age. He beheld himself as a pathetic proof
of this; he, the subtle, able, important, voluptuous,
cynical, complex Bindon, possibly howling, and not
one faithful simple creature in all the world to howl
in sympathy. Not one faithful simple soul was there—
no shepherd to pipe to him! Had all such faithful
simple creatures vanished from this harsh and urgent
earth? He wondered whether the horrid vulgar crowd
that perpetually went about the city could possibly
know what he thought of them. If they did he felt

sure sonte would try to earn a better opinion. Surely
the world went from bad to worse. It was becoming
~ impossible for Bindons. Perhaps some day . . . He

was quite sure that the one thing he had needed in life
was sympathy. For a time he regretted that he left
no sonnets—no enigmatical pictures or something of
that‘sort behind him, ¥o carry on his being, until at last
the sympathetic mind should come . . .

T seemed incredible to him that this that came was

extinction. Yet his sympathetic spiritual guide was
in this matter annoyingly figurative and vague. Curse
science! Tt had undermined all faith—all hope. To go
out, to vanish from theatre and street, from office and
dining-place, from the dear eyes of womankind. And
not to be missed! On the whole to leave the world
happier!

He reflected that he had never worn his heart upon
his sleeve. Had he after all been too unsympathetic?
Few people could suspect how subtly profound he really
was beneath the mask of that cynical gaiety of his.
They would not understand the loss they had suffered.
Elizabeth, for example, had not suspected. . . .

He had reserved that. His thoughts having come
to Elizabeth gravitated about her for some time. How
little Elizabeth understood him!

That thought became intolerable. Before all other
things he must set that right. He realized that there
was still something for him to do in life, his struggle
against Elizabeth was even yet not over. He could
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never overcome her now, as he had hoped and prayed.
But he might still impress her!

From that idea he expanded. He might impress
her profoundly—he might impress her so that she.
should for evermore regret her treatment of him. The
thing that she must realize before everything else was
his magnanimity. His magnanimity! Yes! he had
loved her with amazing greatness of heart. He had
not seen it so clearly before—but of course he was
going to leave her all his property. He saw it instantly,
as a thing determined and inevitable. She would think
how good he was, how spaciously generous ; surrounded
by all that niakes life tolerable from his hand, she would
recall with infinite regret her scorn and coldness. And
when she sought expression for that regret, she would
find that occasion gone forever, she should be met by
a locked door, by a disdainful stillness, by a white dead
face. He closed his eyes and remained for a space
imagining himself that white dead face.

From that. he passed to other aspects of the matter,
but his determination was assured. He meditated
elaborately before he took action, for the drug he had
taken inclined him to a lethargic and dignified melan-
choly. In certain respects he modified details. T he
left all his property to Elizabeth it would include the
voluptuously appointed room he occupied, and for
many reasons he did not care to leave that to her. On
the other hand, it had to be left to some one. In his
clogged condition this worried him extremely.

In the end he decided to leave it to the sympathetic
exponent of the fashionable religious cult, whose con-
versation had been so pleasing in the past. “He will
understand,” said Bindon with a sentimental sigh. “He
knows what Evil means-—he understands something
of the Stupendous Fascination of the Sphinx of Sin.
Yes—he will understand.” By that phrase it was that
Bindon was pleased to dignify certain unhealthy and
undignified departures from sane conduct to which a
misguided vanity and an ill-controlled curiosity had
led him. He sat fora space, thinking how very Hellenic
and Italian and Neronic, and all those things, he had
been. Even now—might one not try a sonnet? A
penetrating voice to echo down the ages, sensuous,
sinister, and sad. For a space he forgot Elizabeth. In
the course of half an hour he spoiled three phonographic
coils, got a headache, took a second dose to calm him-
self, and reverted to magnanimity and his former
design.

At last he faced the unpalatable problem of Denton.
It needed all his newborn magnanimity before he could
swallow the thought of Denton; but at last this greatly
misunderstood man, assisted by his sedative and the
near approach of death, effected even that. If he was
at all exclusive about Denton, if he should display the
slightest distrust, if he attempted any specific exclusion
of that young man, she might—misunderstand. Yes—
she should have her Denton still. His magnanimity
must go even to that, He tried to think only of Eliza-
beth in the matter.

He rose with a sigh, and limped across to the tele-
phonic apparatus that communicated with his solicitor.
In ten minutes a will duly attested and with its proper

thumb-mark signature lay in the solicitor’s office three
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miles away. And then for a space Binden sat wery
still.

Suddenly he started out of a vague reverie and
pressed an investigatory hand te his side.

Then he jumped eagerly to his feet and rushed to
the telephone. The Euthanasia Company had rarely
been called by a client in a greater hurry.

O it came at last that Denton and his Elizabeth,

against all hope, returned unseparated from the
labor servitude to which they had fallen. Elizabeth
came out from her cramped subterranean den of metal-
beaters and all the sordid circumstances of blue canvas,
as one comes out of a nightmare. Back towards the
sunlight their fortune took them; once the bequest was
known to them, the bare thought of another day’s ham-
mering became intolerable. They went up long lifts
and stairs to levels that they had not seen since the
days of their disaster. At first she was full of this
sensation of escape; even to think of the underways
was intolerable; only after many months could she
begin to recall with sympathy the faded women who
were still below there, murmuring scandals and remi-
niscences and folly, and tapping away their lives.

Her choice of the apartments they presently took
expressed the vehemence of her release. They were
rooms upon the very verge of the city; they had a roof
space and a balcony upon the city wall, wide open to
the sun and wind, the country and the sky.

And in that balcony comes the last scene in this
story. It was a summer sunsetting, and the hills of
Surrey were very blue and clear. Denton leaned upon
the balcony regarding them, and Elizabeth sat by his
side. Very wide and spacious was the view, for their
balcony hung five hundred feet above the ancient level
of the ground. The oblongs of the Food Company,
broken here and there by the ruins—grotesque little
holes and sheds—of the ancient suburbs, and inter-
sected by shining streams of sewage, passed at last into
a remote diapering at the foot of the distant hills.
There once had been the squatting-place of the children
of Uya. On those further slopes gaunt machines of
unknown import worked slackly at the end of their
spell, and the hill crest was set with stagnant wind
vanes. Along the great south road the Labor Com-
pany’s field workers, in huge wheeled mechanical we-
hicles, ‘were hurrying back to their meals, their last
spell finished. And through the air a dozen little pri-
vate aeropiles sailed down towards the city. Familiar
scene as it was to the eyes of Denton and Elizabeth, it
would have filled the minds of their ancestors with
incredulous amazement. Denton’s thoughts fluttered
towards the future in a vain attempt at what that scene
might be in another two hundred years, and, recoiling,
turned towards the past.

He shared something of the growmg knowledge of
the time; he could picture the quaint smoke-grimed
Victorian city with its narrow little roads of- beaten
earth, its wide common-land, ill-organized, ill-built
suburbs, and irregular enclosures; the old countryside
of the Stuart times, with its little villages and its petty
TLondon; the England of the monasteries, the far older
England of the Roman dominion, and then before that
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a wild country with here and there the huts of some
warring tribe. These huts must have come and gone
and come again through a space of years that made the
Roman camp and villa seem but yesterday ; and before
those years, before even the huts, there had been men
in the valley. Even then—so recent had it all been when
one judged it by the standards of geological time—this
valley had been here; and those hills yonder, higher,
perhaps, and snow-tipped, had still been yonder hills,
and the Thames had flowed down from the Cotswolds
to the sea. But the men had been but the shapes of
men, creatures of darkness and ignorance, victims of
beasts and floods, storms and pestilence and incessant
hunger. They had held a precarious foothold amidst
bears and lions and all the monstrous violence of the
past. Already some at least of these enemies were
overcome. . . . __

For a time Denton pursued the thoughts of this
spacious vision, trying in obedience to his instinct' to
find his place and proportion in the scheme.

“Tt has been chance,” he said, “it has been luck. We
have come through. It happens we have come through.
Not by any strength of our own. . . .
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“And yet . . . No. I don’t know.”

He was silent for a long time before he spoke again.

“After all—there is a long time yet. There have
scarcely been men for twenty thousand years—and
there has been life for twenty millions. And what are
generations? What are generations? It is enormous,
and we are so little. Yet we know—we feel. We are
not dumb atoms, we are part of it—part of it—to the
limits of our strength and will. Even to die is part of
it. Whether we die or live, we are in the making. . . .

“As time goes on—perhaps—men will be wiser. . . .
Wiser. ¢ . .

“Will they ever understand?”

He became silent again. Elizabeth said nothing to
these things, but she regarded his dreaming face with
infinite affection. Her mind was not very active that
evening. A great contentment possessed her. After
a time she laid a gentle hand on his beside her. He
fondled it softly, still looking out upon the spacious
gold-woven view. So they sat as the sun went down,
Until presently Elizabeth shivered.

Denton recalled himself abruptly from these spacious
issues of his leisure, and went in to fetch her a shawl.

THE END

OUR LITTLE NEIGHB OR

O Moon, though backed with keenest cold,
You show a brilliant face,

And raise the tide to brake our ride
Through planetary space.

Subdued your shadowed morning plains,

And tense your glare of noon,
When Tycho shines with radiant lines,
The marvel of the moon.

Your glowing summits tower above
A slowly dying night,

And sheer and grand your ranges stand
Where afternoon is bright.

From terraced walls and rugged rims -
Of mammoth mountain rings,

From ridge and streak, from cone and peak,

A mellow splendor springs.

Yet neither flower nor fragrance haunts
~ Your dark and empty seas;
No sound or bird is ever heard,
Or gentle evening breeze.

Your cliffs impend, your chasms yawn,

But joy forsook you soon;
What life it left is nearly death, z
O sad and lonely moon.

—By Leland S. Copeland.



BARON MUNCHHAUSEN'S

SCIENTIFIC._ ADVENTURES
by Hugo Gernshach,

7. Miinchhausen is Taught “Martian”

] UNCTUALLY, as always, at exactly
4l P. M. the next evening, Miinchhausen’s
dear old voice once more sounded in my re-
ceivers. There was the usual preliminary
talk, after which the Baron went on:

“I am very much pleased, my dear Alier, that my
Radiotomatic relay station on the Moon works so well.
Up to last mfrht neither Flitternix nor I were sure
we could bridge the 60 million miles between Mars

- and the Moon by wireless, but by means of our wonder-
ful ultra sensitive radio-active detector, we were en-
abled to ‘listen in’ successfully. When I had finished
talking last night, it was about 9 P. M., your terrestrial
time, We got our receiving instruments ready at once
and a little over five minutes after 11 P. M.* [ could
hear myself talking. The message which I had sent a
few hours before had been faithfully recorded on the
telegraphone wire of my Radiotomatic on the Moon,
and as soon as the automatic clock released the sending
machinery, the vibrations carrying my voice were
hurled back to us over a distance of 60 million miles.
Then we knew that you must have heard the message
too, for you are only 238,000 miles distant from the
Moon. While my ‘canned’
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1 closed my eves for a few seconds to test myself, the
music as well as the picture flashes persisted; I knew
then that T did not hear the music with my ears, nor
see the pictures with my eyes. I reasoned correctly that
both had their origin within my brain.

“Before I had time to puzzle it out, we had entered
the structure at the heels of our host. We passed
through & magnificent archway, constructed entirely of
some transparent material, decorated in superb taste in
green, white and gold. One thing struck us immedi-
ately; the hallway appeared as light as day, but we
could not see where the light originated. Later, we
were to find out about this.

“At the end of the hallway was a ponderous massive.
panel with a door-like appearance. It must have been
at least 125 feet high and 30 feet wide. It looked
very much like cut glass with all its prisms and fancy
cuts; we first thought it was glass, but when we came
closer to it we changed our minds, for we saw that the
huge thing was as flexible as a velvet portiere. When
our host was but 10 feet away from it, it suddenly
blazed forth in a brilliant golden light which seemed to
come from nowhere. Simultaneously the huge door,

for this is what it was, rose

voice undoubtedly must

quickly up in the air just

have sounded uncanny to
you—excuse the pun—I as-
sure you that it gave me the
creeps listening to my own
voice, flung 60 million miles
through the ether!

“But to come back to
where I broke off last night :
I told you how several
Martians had approached
us and had placed a soft
metallic cap on our heads.
I also told you how we then
followed the august Mar-
tian into the church-like
structure.

NE of the greatest puzzles our astronomers and scien-
tists had to contend with during the last decade was the
problem of how water is moved in the Martian “Canals.”

Nearly all scientists of note who have studied them do not

question their existence, but they are all at odds as to what
agency wmoves such enormous quantities of water. [t is
singular that most of them suggest a form of pump to move
the water in the canals, as our present-day knowledge of
science and mechanics leaves them mno other choice. But
what makes our rivers flow on earth? What agency con-

denses billions of tons of ocean water and brings these

waters down in the form of rains, which keep our rivers

~ from drying wp? The Sun, of course. Why can’t the Sun
move the water in the Martian Canals also? This install-
ment contains a new idea as to how the Martians might ac-
complish it.

like a theater curtain. Our
host now entered into a
large circular salon-like
room, followed reluctantly
by us.

“l say reluctantly ad-
visedly. I have absolutely
no words to do the thing
justice. Our state of mind
upon entering that room
was probably the same as if
you had brought back to
life Julius Caesar of the
year 50 B.C., and had sud-
denly transplanted him
some mnight to blazing

“While we walked over the hard metallic-appearing
walk, which conducted us to the structure, we became
conscious of strange flashes in our brains. We also
caught distinct, though faint, bars of a soft music,
which was followed by weird pictures flashing through
our minds. All this took place within our heads, and as

* As radio waves travel at the speed of light, ie., 186,000
miles a second, it took over 5 minutes for the radio impulses to
reach Mars. Miinchhausen therefore heard his talk 5 minutes
later than Alier.

Broadway in New York. His mind would have reeled
at the—to him—marvelous sights. It would have taken
him days and days of asking questions and explanations
of all the impossible things he saw before him.
“Exactly so with us. Only Caesar would have made
a jump of only 1,978 years, whereas, we made a jump
of over 200,000 years. We were merely uncompre-
hending children, and our eyes and senses were ab-
solutely inadequate to do justice at once to'the higher
plane of civilization on which we had been thrown so
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We could not rid ourselves of the idea that these females were some sort of secretaries to our host, and it was manifest that they
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paper, no typewriters; in fact, there was nothing whatsoever that a terrestrial secretary requires to get up her superior’s report.
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suddenly. We have been.on Mars eight days now and
still we know praetically nothing of this most miracu-
lous world. Every day brings more tremendous sur-
prises and at night we are usually exhausted from all
the excitement of the continuous bombardment of our
brains by new and wondrous things.

“But to come back to the wondrous salon of our
host, who, as we found out later, was the reigning
Ruler of the Planet Mars. The house in which we were
was a sort of executive mansion or palace, and the
room in which we were standing was what you might
call the Ruler’s office,

“Here I must stop again to advise you that it is ex-

tremely difficult for me to explain in existing terrestrial

terms what we see, hear and feel, for everything on
Mars is so totally different from what we are accus-
tomed to on Earth, that my best comparisons with ter-
restrial things must of necessity fall far short of actual
conditions on Mars.

However, T will do my best to convey a true picture
to you.

“The thing that struck us with the greatest force at
first was that eperything in this immense room appeared
transparent, The room, which is about 150 feet in
diameter, is about 60 feet high, with an immense golden
transparent cupola forming the ceiling. The tables, the
chairs, all the furniture, as well as all the objeets for
which we had no names, seemed transparent. Even the
walls seemed transparent, as well as the soft, rug-like
carpets on which we walked. But the wonder was

“centered not solely in the transparency of the strange
material, but in the fact that it gave forth a soft, white
light. Imagine a solid chair of glass, glowing in a mel-
low, white light—not a brilliant light—and you have a
good idea of what we beheld. It struck us at once that
this wonderful material could be treated at will by the
Martians; for, the luminous rugs on which we stood
were soft as velvet, while a desk-like object nearby
seemed hard as steel. The next thing which attracted
most of our attention were the luminous walls. They
were all paneled in a curious manner, and, were, of
course, transparent and luminous. Each panel had a
vast amount of small hexagonal plate-like facets ar-
ranged somewhat in honeycomb fashion. These hex-
agonal cells were constantly changing in soft colors,
and the most unique, as well as pleasing, geometrical
designs in colors were thus unendingly produced. It
was a fascinating sight, and we found it hard to take
our eyes from these walls.

“At the far end of the room we noticed four Mar-
tians whom we recognized at once as females on ac-
count of their mass of hair and their more delicate fea-
tures. Their heads seemed somewhat smaller than
those of the males, but they appeared to dress exactly
like the men, except that the color of their metallic look-
ing dresses was of a much lighter shade. But it was not
so much the ‘girls’ that drew our attention as what they
were doing. We could not rid ourselves of the idea that
these females were some sort of secretaries to our host,
and it was manifest that they were ‘working’ at some-
thing. They appeared to be working earnestly and dili-
gently, too, but there were no pencils, no books, no
paper, no typewriters; in fact, there was nothing what-
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soever that a terrestrial secretary requires to get up her
superior’s reports.

“Each girl sat motionless in front of a small glass-
like table which was entirely bare and flat, except for
the center, from which projected two small glass-like
rods, each about 4 inches high and as thick as a pencil.
At the top they bent over and formed a gooseneck
pointing in the direction of the girls. The rods were
both pointed at their ends, and while one appeared
luminous, the other seemed dark.

“The ‘operators’ were watching the point of the
luminous rod intently, and the expression of their faces
indicated that they were reading something. Every once
in a while they seemed to relax and at that moment @
curious white ray seemed to pass from the light point
of the rod into the point of the dark one. That was
all we could see.

“While we were still wondering our host motioned
us to sit down on the comfortable looking arm chairs.
These chairs, as already mentioned, appeared like trans-
parent glass, but when we put our hands on them they
felt like satin and not at all hard or cold. The trans-
parent seats, which had a moment before appeared as
glass, were soft and flexible as an air-cuishion and
extremely comfortable. The only trouble with the
chairs was that they were too big for us. Built for large
8-foot Martians, our feet hardly reached the floor, so
we sat in the chairs just as children sit in big armchairs
—our backs resting against the inside back of the chair
and our legs and feet projecting straight out on the seat;
Only then were we quite comfortable.

“This position, ridiculous as it doubtless was, evoked
a faint smile from our host, who sat down in his own
chair in front of a large piece of furniture that was a
cross between a rectangular table and a flat-top desk,
garnished in its center with a huge birthday-cake-like
affair with 10 transparent and 10 dark glass-like can-
dles, curved in gooseneck form.

“Qur host then turned to us and looked us over long
and earnestly. His large, liquid blue eyes were won-
derful in their depth; in them shone a wisdom such as
we had never before beheld. His face had a very benev-
olent expression, and the features were clear and
sharply defined. He appeared tremendously intellectual,
yet will-power and strength of character radiated from
his face in an amazing manner. We thought that at
last he was going to speak to us, but instead he motioned
to us to close our eyes, which we did. The following
then happened and I will describe it as well as T can.
No sooner had I closed my eyes than a clear picture
of the Earth with its continents was flashed in my
mind, just as if I had tried to think intently of the
terrestrial globe, as it stands silhouetted against a dark
sky. Then in quick succession followed our ‘Inter-
stellar,” the Planet Mars, a picture of our capture by
the Martians with their yellow rays and their floating
fortresses, then an exact picture of how we appeared
at our landing on Mars.

“It then dawned on us that our host was ‘talking’ to
us, not in words and not in a strange language, but mo-
tion-picture-wise. e had experienced the first trans-
ference of thowghts, and had understood everything
our host had ‘said,’ because he thought in pictures which
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were perfectly familiar to us, not in words which would
have had no meaning for us! When there was a lull,
we opened our eyes in astonishment and blinked be-
wildered into the smiling eyes of our august host. He
seemed highly amused at our amazement and once
more he motioned to us to close our eyes.

“For the next hour or more we had our first lesson
in ‘Martian.” In easy stages our host first flashed sim-
ple pictures into our minds, which were then followed
by scenes with various actions and explanations just as
in a moving picture scene, where the mind must infer
what the actors are saying to each other by the expres-
sion of their faces and their obvious actions.

“There was a short pause, after which our host
launched into the ‘Evolution of Mars.” We were first
shown how the planet, millions of vears ago, was but
a nebula floating in space and how the nebula slowly
became a solid sphere. The early life of Mars was
then pictured, which must have been exactly like the
evolution of our own Earth. We saw the prehistorical
Martians with their clubs and stones, then we saw for
a long period the slow evolution of Mars down through
the ages till a civilization similar to that of present ter-
restrial conditions was reached. There were the wars,
the barbarism and the thousand other evils exactly as
those experienced by man on Earth. Evolution, after
all, is the same throughout the Universe, given like
conditions.

“As the story of the evolution went on we could see
how the Martian's small head and his small chest both
kept on increasing with each subsequent generation.
We were shown how big oceans and inland seas, as
well as vast rivers, dried up gradually, and how the
whole population turned into mechanics, electricians
and chemists. No true happiness and contentment,
however, seemed to exist on Mars until thought trans-
ference was established, till gravity was conquered and
money was abolished. There had been wars and dis-
orders up to that period, but it seems that these three
achievements, apparently invented and originated at

-about the same time, emancipated the race completely.
As we found out later, this period was reached some
14,600 years ago.

“Beginning with that period only did the Martians
really become great. We saw how in less than five
generations speech had been entirely abolished, it being
possible to ‘converse’ over considerable distance by
thought transference. We were shown the evils of too
many languages and the race hatreds produced thereby,
and how finally one universal language was adopted by
all races and nations. We saw the abolition of presi-
dents and rules of small and big nations, and the inau-
guration of a Universal Council and a Planet Ruler,
both elected by popular votes.

“We witnessed how the once dense air became thinner
and thinner and how fertile valleys turned into deserts
on account of lack of water. We saw the transmutation
of the metals, as well as the transmutation of all other
matter. Thus we were shown how iron or lead was
turned into gold or copper, or into any other metal. Or
else how marbel or stone was turned into steel or gold
or other metals, the same as clay can already be turned
into aluminum on Earth to-day.
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“Simultaneously with these discoveries, we witnessed
the unlocking of atomic forces, which was the last
great Martian discovery in the final mastery of the
Planet.

“Where extermination had stared the Martians in
the face on account of their constantly decreasing water
suppl} the new atomic engines, combined with the con-
quering of gravity, dispelled all fears for the future.
During the next few generations we were made to see
the creation of the monstrous waterways which not
alone were to bring water from the two poles, but also
were to irrigate existing agricultural districts as well
as barren deserts. We saw how the Martians finally
harnessed the Sun and how the latter was now moving
the waters in the vast waterways, which you know as
‘canals.’

“In quick succession we were then shown all the
progress and evolution on Mars during the last thou-
sand years. I do not attempt to go into details here,
as you would surely not grasp the meaning. Neither do
I attempt at this time to explain all the wonders that
took place on Mars during the past 10,000 years, be-
cause you would not understand most of it, precisely
as we did not grasp everything during our first ‘lecture.’
It therefore becomes necessary to explain the wonders
to you by means of examples and comparisons with
existing terrestrial terms, This I will do during our
stay on this Planet.

“After our host had concluded his first ‘lecture’ he
watched our utter amazement with the benevolent smile
a fond mother will bestow on her four-year-old child,
after she had finished telling him a particularly interest-
ing fairy story.

“After a short time we could under stand him quite
well by his motions as well as by mere picture talk
without closing our eyes. He then made us understand
that he desired us to transfer our thoughts to him. We
tried the experiment, Flitternix first. He failed utterly,
for our host shook his head smilingly. Then I tried it.
But as the metallic-like cap, which one of the Martians
had placed on my head, made me too warm, I foolishly
proceeded to take it off. Of course our host smilingly
made me put it back again, and only then did 1 re-
member that he had shown us during our lecture that
thought transference was impossible without the medi-
um of the complex ‘cap,’ which I shall later describe
to you. :

“I then proceeded to concentrate my mind and began
thmkmg real hard of Flitternix and how he appeared
just then. TFor some seconds I did not seem to be suc-
cessful, for our host looked blank. Finally, with the
perspiration running down my forehead from the un-
accustomed effort, the Ruler’s Tace lit up and he pointed
smilingly at thternm' I was much elated over this
success, my first transmission of thoughts, or rather
one thought! For a few minutes our host tried to make
us understand that it would take some days of prac-
tise before we could hope to ‘talk’ even by pictures, and
perhaps months before we could begin to actually “talk’
in words without using our tongues or ears. He then
recommended that Flitternix and myself should prac-
tise as much as possible and should forget speech en-
tirely. He also cautioned us that as all thought-trans
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mission took place through the medium of electricity, it
was necessary that the flexible metallic cord hanging
from our metallic-like caps should touch some conduc-
tor, preferably the ground. As we could easily guess
that this was necessary in order to provide a return
circuit for the currents, we soon learned how to keep
in contact with a conductor, when we wanted to trans-
fer our thoughts from one to the other.

“As our host had to go to the other end of the room
just then, Flitternix and 1 tried thought transmission at
once. We surprised ourselves by our success. Not
only could we ‘talk’ in pictures after a while, but almost
at once we were able to enunciate whole sentences. Of
course, the unusual strain gave us a headache long be-
fore our host returned ; but that was to be expected ; we
had never been used to such hard mental work, and we
understood quickly that we would have to learn the art
gradually by constant slow practise and by frequently
resting the brain. _

“As if our august host had divined the strain on our
minds during the past hour and a half, he immediately
began to divert us, and he did this admirably by letting
us see for ourselves with our eyes, instead of with our
minds.

“However, we quickly began to understand and ap-
preciate his wisdom in first giving us his historic lecture,
because if he had not done this most of the things we
saw during the next hour would have been meaningless
to us. Thus you will understand that what 1T am going
to tell you now, including the explanations, did not
originate entirely in my own mind. Most of my ex-
planations are, naturally, based upon that important
lecture.

“We followed our host outdoors, where we boarded

his private flyer. This machine was, of course, an anti-
gravitational flyer, propelled by atomic engines. It be-
haved much like our own ‘Interstellar, that is, it had no
wings, nor planes, because it was not dependent upon
the air. The gravitational attraction of Mars is neu-
tralized by the atomic engine to a certain degree. The
more the gravity is neutralized the higher the machine
rises. Now, in order to steer the flyer, an Emanation
Ray is used. This ray is the joint product of several
elements not known on Earth; the nearest, although a
poor analogy, is found in your radium emanation, but
the latter is several million times weaker than the Mar-
tian Emanation Ray. This ray is projected into space
by means of electricity and another source of energy,
which I shall term /ON, as yet unknown on Earth, and
to be described by me later. The Emanation Ray can
be stored just as electricity is stored in a storage bat-
tery. When it strikes an immovable object it acts
exactly as an oar does when it is used in ‘pushing off’
from the dock, i.e., the boat will move away from land.
So the Emanation Ray is used in controlling the hori-
zontal motion of the gravity-neutralized flyer, and by
its means, the latter can be guided in any desired di-
rection.

“Our flyer was round in shape, resembling a disc,
and measured about 25 feet in diameter. Tt was al-
most 6 feet thick, and like most other things we had
seen on Mars, it was transparent. In the center was a
dome that looked like the conning tower of a submarine,
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and a slender metallic pole extended from it almost 25
feet into the air. It branched out at the top into three
short brackets, at the end of each was a transparent
ball about 10 inches in diameter. Between these balls
the Emanation Ray played, and the latter could be
thrown at will into any direction desired.

“Our flyer was an open one and not covered on top,
and there were two ‘drivers’—which you probably
would call chauffeurs—one forward and one aft. There
were no steering wheels and no brakes, nor was there a
The two drivers sat in transparent chairs, not
unlike our own, and in front of them was a little round
table with small key levers like ‘listening in’ keys on an
American telephone switchboard. That was all.

“As soon as we were seated, our host sitting between
us, our ‘drivers’ pressed a lever or two, and we shot
upward with amazing speed. In a few seconds the
Emanation Ray went into action, and we began to fly
or rather float in an easterly direction. -From the

. position of the sun, I concluded that it was almost

‘noon,’ as the sun was about overhead ; this must have
been in Flitternix’s mind too, for presently he set his
chronometer to noon, which, of course, was a ridiculous
thing to do, for we did not know if the Martians divided
their day into 24 hours or into 100 hours.

“We were now floating some 1,500 feet up over what
we afterwards learned was the Martian National Capi-
tal, the ‘city’ of the Ruler. Tt is located in the elliptical
spot which terrestrial astronomers have marked as
‘Solis Lacus’ on their Martian maps.*

“As if our host had divined our innermost wishes,
we soon passed over the capital and approached the
waterway which you will find in your Martian map
under the name of ‘Nectar.’

“The Martian Canals! At last we beheld one of
them at a distance of less than 2,000 feet! The riddle
of terrestrial astronomers for over a century! The
cause of one of the most heated controversies on Earth!
And now we saw them close by with our own eyes!

“The ‘Canal’ proper, which is termed ‘Nectar’ by
astronomers on Earth, is about 6 miles wide. It runs
in a perfectly straight line for over 500 miles and is
about 20 feet deep. Like all other Martian waterways,
it is lined with the Universal Martian material termed
TOS, which looks like glass, yet is not glass. The tos
in this instance is waterproof, is an electrical conductor
on one side and an insulator on the other. Yet it is a
solid body and much harder and tougher than steel.
The conducting side is turned toward the water, and
when a certain current of ion is sent through the tos,
the water near it loses all weight because the gravita-
tional attraction of Mars is neutralized thereby. It is
now an easy matter to move the tremendous masses of
water, a problem which your earthly scientists could
never solve.

“At each bank of the vast waterway, we saw im-
mense towers about 2,000 feet high. These towers are
spaced about 5 miles apart and follow the entire course
of every canal. Their purpose is as follows:

“At the top of each tower is an immense ‘pyramid,’

* See accompanying map of Mars. Solis Lacus is located ét
about 30° latitude and 90° longitude. Nectar runs from the
eastern (left) edge of Solia Lacus, due east. See page 155.
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made of a certain variety of fos. The sides of these
pyramids are formed of thousands of small black cells,
which, when exposed to the Sun’s rays, absorb the heat
of the latter. As the surface of these pyramids is very
large, a proportionally large amount of heat is received.
This heat is directly transformed into tom and stored
within the pyramid. The latter turns on its axis, so as
to present the largest possible surface to the Sun from
sunrise until sunset; also as more power is generated
than is needed during the daytime, the excess is used
during the night.

“Now, then, from the top of the pyramid a gigantic
Emanation Ray bursts forth, fed from the stored iomn,
originally secured from the Sun’s heat.

“This ray is made to fall over the entire width of
the waterway, and it is directed on the latter at an angle.
The ray striking the water, which because it has no
weight, does not resist, must naturally move away from
the direction of the ray. This it does, the Emanation
Ray ‘pushing’ the water at a rate of about 214 miles an
hour. If it were not for the ray, the water would, of
course, be entirely motionless, for the Martian water-
ways are exactly level.

“As each tower assists in moving the water over a
certain distance, the water gradually acquires momen-
tum and flows slowly but steadily. Before the mo-
mentum has been expended, the next tower is reached,
which pushes the water on to the next one, and so on
through the entire length of the Canal. You will nat-
urally understand that these towers wust work nights

as well as during the day, else the water would not flow

problems on Mars has been solved.
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during the night. The stored surplus power during the
day makes this possible. Furthermore, the towers
work to their full efficiency and uninterruptedly year in
and year out, for there are few clouds to hide the Sun
on Mars, as is well known ; consequently, the pyramids
are hardly ever without power, except nights.

“You realize that all the towers must throw their
rays in the same direction, which, of course, they do;
thus, 1f the water is to be moved in one season from
North to South, the rays face the South. During the
next season, when the flow of the water must needs be
reversed, as explained to you yesterday, the Emanation
Rays will all point northward. Thus one of the great
But what does the
work? The all dominating Sun.

“And what moves the waters on Earth? What con-
denses the waters from the oceans and lifts up myriads
of tons of water year in and year out, to form clouds,
which later produce the rains, without which your
rivers would run dry within four weeks? The Sun, of
course !

“Only on Earth the Sun does it in a natural manner ;
here on Mars, the Sun works to the same effect, but

~without the intermediary of the clouds.”

* *® * * *

There was the familiar snapping sound in my re-
ceivers, a low click,and everything was quiet. I knew
that the telegraphone wire on the Moon, must have
been filled to capacity, and that I would not hear again
from Miinchhausen till the next evening.

8. Thought Transmission On Mars

of pipe smoke when my electric chime, controlled
by the Western Union clock, which gets the exact
time hourly from the Naval Observatory, commenced
to sound the eleventh hour in its sonorous, vibrant voice.

At the stroke of eleven—my headset had been already
clamped over my ears—the familiar high whistling
sound sung in my ears once more. Punctually, as usual,
Miunchhausen “called.”

“Same, good old Miinchhausen,” I said to myself,
and I listened expectantly for that dear, croaking sepul-
chral voice.  However, he had a little surprise for me.
He did not speak ; instead, without warning, there sud-
denly broke into my ears the most amazing music a
mortal has ever heard. The sound was so loud that I
was actually forced to take the ’phones from my head
and place them on the table, and I had to go to the far
end of my laboratory in order to hear the music at its
best.

And to think that T was listening to music which had
originated on Mars 60 million miles away! It was al-
most unbelievable! But there it was, filling up the en-
tire room with the most delightful music. Sometimes
it sounded like an immense orchestra, then again like a
celeste instrument. At other times the music sounded
like a ’cello mixed with a flute, immediately to change
into a mixture of an oboe and a cornet. Occasionally
there was a sound like human singing, but altogether

I WAS still dreaming, lost completely in a blue cloud

different in quality and volume. Moreover, all sounds
were sustained ; they never broke off sharply; and the
music from one instrument seemed to melt into that of
another without the slightest break. Imagine, if you
can, that you are listening to a violin which gradually,
in a most harmonious mansmer, changes into a cornet
without a break! T had never been stirred so deeply
by music in my life, and'I have listened to exquisite
music in my day.

For five minutes ot more I listened, entranced ; then
the music gradually died down to a plaintive, crying
sound which almost brought tears to my eyes. When
the “concert” was over I returned to the *phones and
I had hardly adjusted them when Miinchhausen spoke :
“Good evening, my dear Alier, how is old Mother
Earth and yourself to-night? Sorry you can’t tell me,

~ at any rate I trust all is well! I hope you enjoyed my

little musicale: there has never been such music on
earth as far as I know. Too bad the telegraphone wire
on the moon is so short, otherwise I would have given
you a longer program. Anyhow, I am certain you
liked my little concert. Of course, now that you have
heard the Martian music, you want to know how it is
produced. If I were not so far famed for my veracity,
I should certainly run the risk of being called something
less well sounding than a story teller, but I know you
will not question my statements. The indisputable facts
are that the music which you just heard was produced
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from a solid transparent tos rod, about %4 inch thick
and almost 8 feet high. At each end of this rod there
is a coil which looks like a big terrestrial magnet coil.
Tt has, however, about 14 distinct and separate windings.
The ends of these windings go to a sort of switchboard
which has a triple keyboard like an organ, and both coils
are connected to this organ-like instrument. By de-
pressing a key, a certain pulsating current is sent
through one of the coils. This in turn sets up Eddy cur-
rents in the tos rod, which, o.f\ course, 15 conductive.
These stresses in the rod set up vibrations and cause
the rod to swing like a piano string—sound is the result.
By using different frequencies, different sounds are
produced. When both coils are operated at the same
time, interferences take place within the rod, causing
the sound to change in its quality. Thus by operating
the two coils while changing the current intensity and
by using different amphitudes, almost every imaginable
as well as unimaginable sound can be obtained. Tt is
thus easy to imitate a cornet or a xylophone in their true
musical values. Nor is this all, for the rod can be made
to sing and trill, and it can be made to actually speak
words; a good player is able to imitate the spoken or
the singing voice of any living Martian equally as well
as a lifeless, black phonograph dise on earth can be
made to sing the most difficult aria.

“Nor does the wonder stop here. By using a suf-
ficient amount of power, the sounds can be mtensified to
such a degree that music emanating from a tos rod can
be heard plainly over a distance of 10 miles. Indeed, all
outdoor concerts on Mars are given by means of a
single tos rod.
operated simultaneously. The effect in this instance
was overwhelming ; it was like listening to a thousand-
man orchestra and to a dozen tenors, all going at one
time *

“But this is mot all. You know that if a rod is
vibrated at a sufficient frequency, it will sound a certain
note. The faster it vibrates the higher the note will be.
If we keep on increasing the speed or vibration we fin-
ally arrive at a stage where the note is so high that the
human ear is no longer capable of hearing it. If we
keep on increasing the frequency, a stage is finally
reached in which the rod sends out waves that have the
velocity of light and eléctricity—"186,000 miles a sec-

ond. This, of course, is well known to your physicists

on earth.

“The Martians make use of just this principle in
supplying the music loving people of Mars with wire-
less concerts. The operation 1s simple indeed.,

“Not far from the equator of the planet, a central
music plant is operated by a single Martian, who, of
course, is a musical genius. He operates one of the
organ-like instruments of which I spoke before. Be-
sides the instrument, the ‘plant’ comprises fos rods,
each 20 feet high. These rods work exactly like the
ones just described, except that they are operated at an
enormous frequency. I have stood in front of them
while they were operating so close, in fact, that I could

* When this was written, radio loud speakers were not known.,
Recently radio loud speakers have been invented which can
throw. music and the human voice over a distance of several

- miles.—Author. s

In only one case have I seen two rods
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have touched both rods with my hands., However, my
ears detected not the slightest sound. Incredible as it
seems, millions of Martians, at that minute, were listen- -
ing to the wonderful music produced by these same
rods, but not with their ears. They were listening with
their brains! -

“I told you a few days ago, how, when we first landed
on Mars, we had been amazed to ‘hear’ snatches of a
wonderful music inside of our heads. What we had
been hearing was the radio music originating from these
two tos rods some 2,000 miles distant! Of course,
radio music is nothing new; the sounds of voices and
music have been wafted over thousands of miles on
earth already, but your scientists still require huge
aerials with which to catch the waves. And these waves
are not yet themselves audible to our ears. You are
still using a variety of coils, detectors, telephone re-
ceivers and what not in order to translate these radio
waves into sound waves in order that your ear may
hear them.

“Not so on Mars. Every Martian is required, for
reasons which you will understand presently, to wear a
peculiar soft metallic cap. From the back of the cap,
a thin metallic cable runs down the Martian’s back and
is fastened there to his metallic coat. All Martian
clothing, as well as footgear, is invariably of metallic
weave. Now, since all pavements and all flooring, car-
pets and rugsiare metallic on Mars, for reasons which
will also be apparent to you later, a metallic connection
with the ‘earth’ or ‘ground’ is always effected.

“The metallic cable of which I just spoke does not
make contact with the cap itself, but it is insulated
therefrom. It connects, however, with a small reddish
metallic plate about the size of an American silver dol-
lar. This plate in turn, by means of a flat spring,
presses against the temple of the wearer ; the cap holds
the plate in place. A similar plate presses against the
other temple, but this plate, unlike the other, is con-
nected metallicly to the cap itself. From this descrip-
tion you will gather that the metallic cap performs the
function of a radio aerial, while the metallic clothing
forms the ground. The two reddish plates pressing
against the bare temples are made of two metals un-
known on earth, and the metals are distributed over the
surface of the plate in honeycomb fashion without
touching each other. Now if the two plates are pressed
against the temples and when wireless waves are pass-
ing through them, the waves are translated into vibra-
tions of a certain frequency. It has been found that
if these vibrations reach the conscious sense of hearing
which is located in the temporal lobe of the brain,
sounds can be impressed upon the brain without re-
quiring the ear and its auditory nerve. In other words,
the sound is “heard” directly within the brain without
the agency of the ear’s mechanism.

“If this should be somewhat hazy to you, a homely
(though inaccurate) illustration will not be amiss here.
At first blush one would think that the ear is abso-
lutely essential for hearing, but this is not the case.
Try the following simple experiment: Stop up both
your ears as tightly as possible with cotton so that you
will not hear a sound from outside. If you are partly
deaf—and I trust you are not—all the better for the
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experiment. DPlace a darning needle between your
teeth by biting on it hard and take care that your lips
do not touch the needle. The needle itself should pro-
ject about one inch from your mouth., Now operate
an ordinary disc phonograph and with care press down
upon the record with the needle’s point held at the same
angle as the reproducer’s needle is held ordinarily.
Your whole brain will be filled immediately with music,
exceedingly loud and clear, Of course, in this case
you still hear with your ear’s mechanism, the sound
vibrations being carried to the eardrum through the
bones of the head ; but it is interesting to note that if a
truly deaf person tries the experiment he will be enabled
to ‘sense’ the sounds, although not perfectly.
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if we can find a medium by which it will be possible to
detect these waves it will become as simple a matter to
transmit the thought waves as any other wave.

“The medium of detecting these ‘brain-waves’ is
found in the Martian temple plates, enormously sensi-
tive to the brain’s short wavelengths. But not only do
these composite metal temple plates detect the ‘brain-
waves; they also translate them directly into a longer
etheric wavelength, which in turn is shot out into space
similar to a radio signal. While these waves are fairly
strong, their intensity is not sufficient to carry them
over great distances. As a matter of fact, thoughts
have only been transmitted on Mars for a distance
equal to about 10 terrestrial miles. And even this was

Photo courtesy Prof. Percival Lowell, Lowell Observatory, Flagstaff, Ariz.

The above map shows Mars and its canals in Mercator's projection.
As objects appear upside down in the telescope, it should be remem-
bered when studying the above map, that the top is South, the bottom
North; East is left, West is right. Note how the majority of the
canals run North and South (or South and North), toward the poles,

which is necessary in order to convey the water from the melting

“Of course, the function of the Martian apparatus is
based on an entirely different principle, and the above
experiment is only cited by way of comparison.

“It goes without saying that these little red honey-

combed plates, pressing against the temples, are won-
derfully sensitive to etheric waves; in that they exceed
enormously the most sensitive radio detector ever in-
vented by your scientists. But not only do these won-
derful temple plates serve to bring distant music to the
Martian’s brain, but they still have a more important
function. The fact was already mentioned to you how
we first made our acquaintance with thought transmis-
sion and how we found it impossible to transfer
thoughts without the caps being on our heads.

“The act of thinking, as we know it and as has been
understood on earth for a long time, is merely the
action of certain nerves stimulating certain brain cen-
ters. The harder we think the stronger the stimulation.
This stimulation in turn sets up an undulatory motion
in the affected brain cells, with the result that these
cells must of necessity vibrate like a piano wire. But
anything that vibrates—no matter what the frequency
—must set up waves. Thus we come to the conclusion
that the act of thinking must set up certain waves. Now

polar snow caps equatorward. The canals can be plainly seen running
over the dark areas, which are therefore not seas, but vast stretches
of vegetation. Particular attention is called to the numerous circular
dark spots, only to be found at the intersection of two or more canals.
These dark spots, termed Oases, are thought to be circular vegeta-
tional tracts, containing vast farms, parks, cities, etc,

exceptional, extra highly sensitive apparatus being used
at the time for the experiments. As a rule the Mar-
tians do not project their thoughts over 50 terrestrial
yards, as the confusion and clashing of the many waves
would otherwise become too great. If a number of
Martians are assembled in one room they can converse
very nicely by thought transmission without interfering
with one another. The Martian, by long training of
his brain for generations back, is enabled to ‘tune’ his
mind to a comparative wide range of waves; thus with
but little effort he can think in a high “pitch” or in a
low one. As each pitch has its own characteristics—
no two being alike—it becomes easy for anyone to
‘listen’ to the selected one only. It is the same as if you

- converse with your friend while ten other people talk

all at one time in the same room. By instinct you are
enabled to listen to your friend’s characteristic voice,
disregarding all the other voices. You ‘tune’ your ear
automatically to his voice, and while the sounds of the
ten other voices reach your ear, you do not consciously
hear them.

“Exactly the same is the case when the Martian con-
verses by thought transmission; his brain ‘hears’ only
that which he actually wishes to hear and nothing else.
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Nor can one Martian force his thoughts upon another
if the latter does not want to ‘listen.” He simply shuts
the other out, just as you can shut out your friend’s
voice if you do not care to listen to him. You ‘tune’
his voice out by concentrating real hard on a subject,
with the result that you are not conscious of what he
is talking about. The same is the case with the Martian.

“On the other hand, if the Martian does not want to
have anyone ‘listen’ to his thoughts, he simply pushes
the plates away from his temples, when, of course, no
thought transmission can take place.

“But, as usual, T get ahead of myself. I believe that
I told you last night how we had taken an excursion
over the mighty Mars canals with our host, the Planet
Ruler, and how we had been shown the machines which
move the waters in these miraculous canals. After
the inspection our host took us back to the executive
palace and once more we were seated in our transpar-
ent chairs,

“Our host also resumed his transparent chair in front
of his desk, which, as I mentioned yesterday, was flat
and transparent, while on top 20 transparent fos rods,
curved like goosenecks, were mounted in two semi-
circles. Our host sitting in front of the desk formed
the center of one of the semi-circles, in such a manner
that one gooseneck was as far away from him as he
was from the other.

“The august ruler hatdly sat down when a 10-foot
transparent fos rod which was mounted on the desk
suddenly gave out a pleasant but penetrating chime-like
sound. Our host immediately assumed an exceedingly
grave manner and motioned us to pay close attention.

“We then witnessed a most astounding procedure.

“The ruler of the Planet Mars placed his finger upon
a black button-like contrivance in front of him and
instantly the transparent gooseneck tos rod in front of
the button changed its color and became almost milky

white. Simultaneously its upper sharp point began to _

glow in a bluish white color and a faint discharge, not
unlike tobacco smoke, struck our host squarely in the
face. This discharge was unlike any electrical high ten-
sion phenomenon we had ever witnessed, for it was
transparent and it did not make the slightest sound.
Moreover, it seemed to constantly undergo changes;
for a few seconds the stream would be bluish white,
quickly to change to a pinkish color during the next
moment. Then again it would appear slightly violet
One moment it would spread out, the next it would look
like a single beam of light. Altogether it was the mos:
singular, astonishing phenomenon we had ever seen.
“But this was not the most wonderful part, for
when our eyes were directed upon our host’s face,
another surprise awaited us. His expression was con-
tinually changing; sometimes he would smile, some-
times he would look very severe. At other times he
would nod as if he was giving his approval to some-
thing ; then again he would sway his head slightly from
one side to the other, but at all times while we were

watching him we could not rid ourselves of the idea

that he was ‘reading’ something.
“Indeed, as we were to find out later, this was pre-
cisely what he was doing. In other words, we were

.ous wave line on the thin metallic ribbon.
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witnessing how the Ruler of the Planet Mars was
‘reading’ his morning “correspondence!’

“While we were still marveling, the gooseneck
stopped its discharge—the ruler had read the first
‘letter.’

“We were t0 see immediately how he answered it.
He simply touched a red button in front of the black
one, which he had just released, and by his demeanor
we did not find it difficult to understand that he was
transmitting his thoughts pertaining to the “letter’ just
received, to one of his secretaries. He ‘dictated’ for a
few minutes and when he had finished he pressed upon
the second black button in front of the second goose
neck—he was now ‘reading’ his second letter.

“For an hour or more he thus attended to his ‘cor-
respondence,” never slacking, never resting a minute.
Whatever the qualities of a Martian ruler are, it is
certain that he must be energetic to the utmost, as well
as a quick worker. Of course, we had no inkling of
what was going on; we were to learn the details later.

“Briefly they are as follows: The Planet Mars is
divided into 10 equal ‘zones,’ each administered by a
‘Zone President.” These ten officials, scattered over
the planet at different points, are directly responsible
for the welfare of their zone and report to the Planet
Ruler once each day at a certain predetermined time.

“As the most vital question on Mars is invariably
the supply of water, nine-tenths of the Planet Ruler’s
‘correspondence’ is on this subject. So strenuous is the
battle for existence on Mars that the inhabitants of

the planet themselves are always considered after the

water supply, never hefore it. If the Zone President’s
report has been prepared by him, he sits down in front
of his desk, similar to the one described, except that it
has fewer goosenecks than that of the Ruler. When
he presses the red button in front of him his thoughts
are immediately transmitted through a cable to the
executive capitol and are received by the Planet Ruler,
I described a few minutes ago the manner by which
the message is received by him. Simultaneously while
the Ruler receives his message a record of it is made by
one of his secretaries. Connected to the tall tos rod on
the Ruler’s desk, which is used to receive the trans-
mitted thought waves, is a sensitive recording mechan-
ism. This latter is in charge of a secretary and works
as follows: A thin metallic ribbon of the thickness of
tissue paper unrolls slowly in front of a sharp stylus.
The thought waves acting upon an amplifying system
operate this stylus, which in turn engraves a continu-
This wave
line is perfectly legible and a Martian can read it as
well as you can read an electric ticker tape. Thus
incoming as well as outgoing ‘correspondence’ is always
recorded, so it can be readily looked up should occasion
arise. Each tape is carefully labeled and stored away
in the archives of the capital and, being of metal, it
will last practically forever.

“But I note by my chronometer that the time is up
and in a few seconds the telegraphone wire on my
radiomatic on the moon will be full to capacity. So I
must cut off short. Au revoir, dear boy, and pleasant
dreams till to-morrow.................” :

. (To be continued next month)
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THE OCTOPUS CYCLE

By IRVIN LESTER and FLETCHER PRATT
(Concluded)

He was interrupted by the arrival of an excited
Senagalese, who addressed Major Larivet:

“The boat she is smoke. She go.”

“How ?” “What ?” cried the four, leaping to their feet
and starting down the road in the direction of the pier.

It was too true. The Morgana, out beyond the reef
line, was marked by a tiny plume of smoke from her
* funnel, and as they gazed, she seemed to move a bit.

“Quick!” shouted Weyl, “let’s push off a dhow.

Followed by the Englishman, and at a longer distance
by Duperret, he raced for the pier and leaped into the
little craft. “Grab a sweep,” he called to Larivet.

Propelled by sail and oar, the little craft began to
swing out from the pier, and then catching the land
breeze in its full strength, heeled over. Duperret drew
in his sweep, useless at that speed. He shaded his eyes
and looked toward the Morgana. Suddenly he turned
with a short bitter laugh.

“Look,” he said, pointing. A few hundred yards
ahead of the dhow, Weyl and Mulgrave saw a globular
grey shape among the waves. From it, lying flush with
the water, radiated—tentacles. Weyl put the tiller over
to avoid it, and as the craft swung saw another, and
then another. It was the end.

But even as he prepared to wear the little ship round
and run back for the pier, if indeed they could make
that temporary safety, they saw out beyond the loath-
some globular head and spreading arms a triangular
fin-shape that cut the water with hardly a ripple.

It was charging straight at the octopus, and as they
watched, there was a swift turmoil in the water, the
flash of a sleek, wet, black body, a vision of dazzling
teeth, and the globular head of the octopus disappeared
into a boil of water from which rose two tentacles,
waving vainly. Off to the right, another of those knife-
like fins was coming, followed by more—a half-dozen, a
dozen, a score ; and suddenly around each of them there
gathered the whirl and flush of a combat.

The dhow drew ahead, right toward the center of
one of those tumultuous whirlpools. Out of it dis-
solved an octopus that was only half an octopus, its
tentacles torn and a huge gash acress that inhuman
parody of a face—an octopus that was striving vainly
to escape from a flashing fate that ran behind it.

Weyl shouted—Duperret began to weep; the unaf-
fected tears of joy of the emotional Frenchman and
Mulgrave, stirred from his imperturbability, was shout-
ing, “Killer whales!” to an audience that had eyes and
ears only for the savage battles all about them.

Everywhere, they could see through the clear tropical
water that the killers, stronger and swifter, if less in-
telligent, were the victors. The octopuses, routed, were
trying to get away—as vainly as the natives had tried te
escape from them. :

“Let the bally yacht go,” shouted Mulgrave to Weyl.
“T want to enjoy this.”

For fifteen, twenty minutes, they watched, until they
saw the vanishing fin of a killer moving off to north-

ward, signal that that part of the battle was over, and
that the killers were departing for new fields of triumph.
Three men, with hearts lighter than they had known
them for weeks, manoeuvred the boat back to the pier.

CHAPTER X

HEY seem to be gone, sure enough,” said Weyl,
I tossing down on the table a brace of the native
pheasants. It was only two days later, but he

had returned from a four hours’ trip into the jungle.

“I didn’t even come across the traces of a single one
of them—unless you can call a trace the fact that they
seem to have cleaned out about all the animals in this
district. Even the monkeys are gone.”

“Do you think they will come back?” asked Major
Larivet.

“T am sure they will not,” said Weyl. “There seem
to be perfect shoals of killer whales off the coast, at-
tracted no doubt by the octopuses, which are their fa-
vorite food. You may be sure they would hunt down
every one, as the killers are very voracious.”

“But what made them appear in the first place?”

“God knows. It is, or was, since they are now gone,
some phenomenan allied to that which produces the
lemming migrations every twenty-eight years. You,
Mulgrave, are a bidlogist. You know how, once in
twenty-eight years, these little rat-like animals breed
in such numbers that they overrun whole districts, and
then migrate into the ocean where they are drowned by
the thousand.

“These octopuses would have plenty of opportunity
to develop their extraordinary size and intelligence, as
well as their quality of breathing air by life in the shal-
low, deserted lagoons all around Madagascar, and if
they were actuated by a life-cycle similar to that of the
lemmings, they would breed in the vast numbers which
we saw. It seems the only logical hypothesis.

“In any case, there is nothing for the rest of the
world to fear.’ A sort of wireless telegraphy seems to ex-
ist. among animals with regard to neighborhoods where
food can be obtained in quantities, and just as you will
see the condors of the Andes flock to where food is, the
killer whales gathered around this visitation of giant
cuttle fish. '

“Tt is one of Nature’s numerous provisions to right
the balance of things on the earth when they threaten
to get-out of joint in any direction. TIf any other enemy
of man were to multiply as these octopuses did, you
may be sure he would find an animal ally.

“We were merely panic-stricken and foolish to think
we could accomplish anything. We should have
waited.”

“And now, my friend,” said Dupetret, “I suppose I
must bid you farewell.”

“Yes. I am anxious to get back to my monograph
on the Ammonites of the Upper Cretaceous. It will
astonish the scientific world, I think.”

THE END



Tie MASTER ANTS
by Francis Tlagg

Author of ““The Machine Man of Ardathia.”

A Strange Disappearance

e | 1 £ thing is a hoax.”
o ;’_?*)L “Palpably a hoax.”
§| “And yet the handwriting is theirs.”
: A‘:f% “Or a forgery.”
=SedlB| “A clever forgery then. Schultz is a
handwriting expert, you know, and he declares the
signatures to be genuine.”

“But the thing is incredible.”

The two men looked at each other helplessly, One
was a Doctor of Science; the other a nationally-
known criminal lawyer. Several days before, a
strange thing had happened. The nationally-known
lawyer had been dining with his family in his home
on Tanglewood Road, Berkeley, California, when
what was at first taken to be an infernal machine of
some sort dropped in the midst of the dinner table
with a crash, upsetting the table and narrowly miss-
ing injuring the diners with its flying wreckage.
Yet, as it was the rainy season and the evening was
damp and raw, no windows had been open; nor did
investigation show any of the panes or sashes to
have been broken, as would have been the case had
the machine been hurled through them. In short,
save for some spatters of food and a few dents in
the walls made by the flying metal, the room was
intact. Only one door had been open at the time,
the door leading into the kitchen; and the kitchen
had been occupied by the cook, a middle-aged lady
who had been in the em-
ploy of the lawyer for five —

University and held the chair of Physics. Raymond
Bent was a student, working his way through college
by doing secretarial work for him.” Reubens was a
man of about forty-odd, well-known in scientific
circles as a brilliant, if somewhat eccentric, physicist.
In fact, he had studied under, and once collaborated
with, Jacques Loeb, before the death of that great
mechanist. He lived with his widower sister in a
large, old-fashioned house on Panoramic Way, and
had a splendidly equipped laboratory there in which
he carried out strange experiments of his own, I
will frankly confess that while we acknowledged him
to be a brilliant man in some respects, the majority
of other professors thought him a nut because of
wild theories he was wont to voice in relation to
time. On the other hand, he made no secret of
regarding us as so many ‘Dumb Doras’ without vision
enough to see beyond the tips of our noses. That's
the best picture I can give you of the man who went
into_his laboratory with his secretary on the 14th
of October, 1926, and never came out again! DBut
let his sister give you her version of the affair. T
clipped this interview with her out of the San Fran-
cisco Examiner and saved it.”

The M.D. took and read the proffered piece of
paper.

“At four o'clock Raymond Bent came and T let
him in by way of the side door. He chatted with
me a few minutes before going to the laboratory,
where my brother was. The laboratory is on the

second floor and T had oc-

years. Seemingly, the in-

fernal contraption had ma- ONE of An?erfca’s_ great entomologists made the state-

3 ment that if the insect world ever took it in its heads
fo conquer this planet, there would be no stopping them.
Man wwould be powerless against billions and billions of
ants if they should ever become organised. Anyone who
has been in the tropics and has seen army ants at work,
and has seen how they eat ewverything that comes their
way, hwmans and catile included, will understand this
statement much better. Let no one think that Mr. Flagg's
picture is overdrawn. Yes, even to the milking of human
beings, for ants do keep cattle now and do milk them, just
as we milk owr domestic cows. ;

terialized out of thin air.
As if this were not start-
ling enough, there was the
manuseript.

“T found it,” said the
lawyer, “in the midst of
the wreckage.”

The third member of
the party, an ordinary

casion to pass it several
times on my way to and
from my bedroom. My
brother never told me
about his experiments, and
it was understood I was
never to enter his work-
room. One time the door
was ajar and I saw the two
of them standing by some
sort of a machine. That is
all, except at about four-

practising M.D., examined

the manuscript with curi
osity. It had evidently been tightly rolled and was
yellow, as if with age.

“You say,” he said, “that this purports to be a
message from two men who dropped out of exist-
ence some twelve months ago. As I am only visiting
in the East Bay for a few weeks, T am not acquainted
with the facts of their disappearance. If it wouldn’t
be too much trouble . . .” :

“Not at all,” replied the Doctor of Science. “John
Reubens was a fellow professor of mine af the

thirty, when T was passing
: the laboratory door on my
way downstairs, I heard a terrible crash. I guess it
was a pretty bad one, because all the plaster was
knocked off the ceiling in the room below. When
my brother didn’t answer my call, T got frightened
and went in. Things were upset—you know, basins
and things—but neither Bent nor my brother was
there.”

The article went on to state that Reuben’s sister
admitted that the machine had also disappeared.

“Some bright reporters,” remarked the Doctor
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Relentlessly, the loathsome thing clambered upwards until it had settled dtself firmly on meck and shoulders. The two anfennae

reached down my cheeks, gripping the corners of my mouth and ¢ lamping themselves there. . . . And as I fought to unseat the

inhuman vider perched on my shoulders, I knew what I was .. .I was an inferior animal being conquered, beaten, trained by a
superior one,

159
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of Science, “got to speculating if the professor hadn’t
hopped off in some sort of an airship he had built;
but the theory wouldn't stand up against the fact
that while one end of the laboratory was all glass,
and the great door-like windows swung wide open,
a crow could hardly have winged its way through
the iron grilling, which protected them on the out-
side.”

“Wasn'’t there talk of missing money in connection
with the affair?” asked the M.D. “Seems to me,
now, that I do recall reading of the case. Only ...”

The nationally-known lawyer nodded. “Unfor-
tunately, yes. At the time of his disappearance, the
professor had drawn twenty thousand dollars of his
sister’s money from the bank for reinvestment. The
money had been issued to him in Treasury notes of
one thousand dollars each. Some people were un-
charitable enough to find in this fact full explanation
of his disappearance. However, notes bearing the
serial numbers of tlfose issued .to him have never
appeared on the market, as far as is known.”

At this juncture the doorbell rang and a few
minutes later the president of the university and two
members of the faculty were ushered in. When
they were seated, the lawyer addressed the gathering.

“I take it that everyone of you is aware of why
I have asked you here tonight.” He held up the
manuscript. “My letters, I believe, explained ade-
quately how this document came into my possession.
It only remains for me to say that I have submitted
it, with specimens of the handwritings of Professor
Reubens and Raymond Bent, to Herman Schultz, the
chirographist, and he pronounces the writing and
signatures in the manuscript to be identical with
that of the specimens submitted.”

The president of the university nodded. “I be-
lieve that is clear to all of us. The manuscript is
held to have been written in the hand of Raymend
Bent, and bears both his signature and that of Pro-
fessor Reubens. Very well, then. We are acquainted
with the peculiar manner in which you received it,
but as yet are unaware of its contents. If you
would kindly read the communication to us . . .”

Thus bidden, the lawyer cleared his throat and
read what is probably the strangest document ever
penned by human hand: '

The Docurrient

‘ N F HETHER any human eye; in the age I have
left behind me forever, may chance to read
this writing, I do not know. I can only trust

to Providence and send what I have written into the

past with the fervent prayer that it will fall into the
hands of intelligent people and be made known to
the American public.

When I came into the Professor’s laboratory on
the afternoon of October 14, 1926, 1 had not the
slightest inkling of the terrible fate that was so soon
to befall me. If I had, I would probably have fled
in horror from the place. The Professor was so
absorbed in tinkering with the  mechanism of the
machine which had engrossed his interest for nearly
two years, that he did not at first notice my entrance.
I picked up a book lying open on a stand to one side
of him. It was H. G. Wells’ “The Time Machine.”
I smiled at the absurdity of a great professor being
interested in such truck, The Professor turned and
caught me smiling. “Impossible fiction,” I remarked,
with what, God help me, was an illy-concealed sneer.

“Fiction, yes,” replied the Professor, “but why
impossible ?”

“Surely you don’t think there is anything possible
about this?” I exclaimed.

¥es 1 do”

“But to travel in something that has no reality!”

“What is reality? The earth on which we stand?
The sea on which we sail? The air through which
we fly? Have they any existence outside of the
attributes with which our senses endow them?”

“But I can touch the earth,” I protested, “I can
feel the sea, but I cannot touch or handle time.”

“Neither can you touch or handle space,” said the
Professor dryly, “but you move in it: and if you
were to move through space, say from this spot to
the City Hall in Oakland, you would probably cal-
culate the journey took you fifty minutes of time.
In that sense time would have a very real signifi-
cance for you, and you would have moved in it to
the extent of fifty minutes. But if I ask you why
it isn’t possible to move ahead in time not fifty
minutes, but fifty centuries, you consider me insane.
Your trouble is that of most people, my boy; the
lack of enough imagination to lift your brains out
of the accustomed rut.”

“Perhaps so,” I replied, reddening angrily; “but,
save in fiction, who has ever invented a time
machine ?”’

“I have,” answered the professor. He smiled at
my look of dishelief. “Now this thing,” he added,
patting the mechanical creation affectionately, “is
a Time Machine.”

It was the first time he had ever told me what
his invention was supposed to be.

“You mean it will travel into the future?” I asked
skeptically.

“If my calculations are correct—and I have every
reason to believe they are—then this machine will
take us into the future.”

“Us!” T echoed.

He walked over and shut the door with a bang.
“Have you any objections to taking such a trip?”

“None at all,” I lied, thinking the chances of doing
S0 were very remote.

“That is splendid. Then there is nothing to pre-
vent our giving the machine a trial this afternoon.”

The machine had two seats, with backs probably
two feet high. The Professor seated me in one of
them, while he occupied the other. “Just as a pre-
caution to keep you from falling out,” he smiled,
buckling me in with a broad leather belt. In front
of himself he swung a shelf-like section of the
apparatus on which was arranged a number of dials
and clock-like instruments. In some respects—save
for the clocks—the shelf resembled the surface of
a radio board. Whatever cogs and wheels there
might be were hidden in the body of the machine,
under our feet.

“That,” said the Professor, indicating a dial, regis-
ters the years and centuries; the one next to it, the
weeks, days and hours ; and this handle,” he touched
a projecting lever, “controls the machine.” Before
sitting down, he had lifted the bottom from his seat
and revealed below it a hollow space filled with tools
and provisions. “It is the same with your chair,”
he said with satisfaction, “and if you examine the
leather belt, which holds you in, you will discover
that it also acts as the holster for a Colt automatic
and a box of spare cartridges.” He settled himself

?
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comfertably in his seat and grasped the lever. “Are
you ready, my boy”

So business-like was his manner, so self-assured,
that for a moment a qualm of doubt assailed me.
What if the confounded thing were to work! Then
my commonsense got the upper hand again. Of
course it wouldn’t! Already I began to feel sorry
for the professor. At my nod of assent, he pressed
down on the lever. The machine shook; there was
a purring noise; but that was all. I smiled, partly
with relief, partly with derision. “What’s the mat-
ter ?”’ I asked; and even as I spoke the whole room
spun like a giddy top and dissolved into blackness.
The roaring of a million cataracts dazed and stunned
me. There was an awful sensation of turning inside
out, a terrible jolt, and then it was all over and I
was lying sprawled out and half senseless in a wreck
of disintegrating iron and steel. My first thought,
of course, was that we were still in the laboratory.
The machine had turned over, or exploded, and
nearly killed me., That’s what came of listening
to bughouse professors and their crazy inventions!
I felt my head and limbs blindly. Sound enough, T
seemed, save for a few scratches and bruises. 1
struggled to sit up; as I did so, I came face to face
with an old man with a tangled mane of gray hair
and an unkempt beard. It was several minutes
before I realized that I was looking at the professor.
Even as I did so, I became conscious of the fact
that black whiskers hung down on my own breast
and that the top of my head was as bald as a
billiard ball. I looked around and saw that we were
lying on a prairie-like expanse of country. Some
trees were far off to one side and the immediate
plain was covered with stunted bushes and tufts of
grass. Anything more different from the laboratory
could not well be imagined. As I stared stupefied,

not yet realizing the awful truth, the Professor,

gave a deprecating cough.

“I'm afraid,” he said in a voice that was his, yet
curiously changed, “I'm afraid I overlooked a very
vital thing.” He shook his head. “How I was so
stupid as not to think of it, I can’t understand.”

“Think of what?” I mumbled. i

“Of the almost elementary fact that as we jour-
neyed into the future our bodies would age.”

IS words brought me to my senses. Incredible

as it seemed, this was the future. At least we
had come to rest on some other spot than that of
the laboratory. And undoubtedly physical changes
had taken place in the Professor and myself,

“We must return at once!” I cried,

“Of course,” replied the Professor, “at once. But
how ?” .

I looked at him dumbly.

“As you see,” he remarked, picking up a piece of
rusted, crumbling metal, “the machine just kept go-
ing until it was so old it fell to pieces. My boy, we
have had a lucky escape.”

“A lucky escape!” I echoed.

“Yes; for if the machine had not worn out when
it did we would have gone on until we perished
from old age.” :

“But I thought you told me once that old age
was not caused by the passing of time.”

“I did; but you can readily understand that in
our journey through time we encountered more or
less friction from environment. Of course the faster
we traveled through a century, say, the less action

‘of environment on our bodies there would be in 2
. given period of time.

But stil there would be
enough to age us after awhile. At least, such seems
to have been the case.”

“How far have we come?” I asked. :

“I don’t know. All my instruments are destroyed.
As you see, the machine is junk.”

“But we can build another.”

“What with?”

I groaned. Machine, tools, weapons, all were
gone. God knows how many centuries in the
future, we stood on a bleak prairie, middle-aged and
old, the rotting clothes falling from our backs, with
only our bare hands to protect us from whatever
dangers might lurk for us in this new and unknown
age. With despairing eyes I stood up and scanned
the horizon. “Look, professor, look!” I cried, seiz-
ing him by the shoulder. “Aren’t those men running
towards us?”

The professor focussed his eyes in the direction
my finger pointed. Perhaps a half mile away, hav-
ing seemingly just topped a rise, was a body of
what appeared to be men. Even at that distance
something about them looked peculiar; and when
they came nearer we saw that they were running
with bowed backs, their heads jutting at almost right
angles with their bodies, and their arms dangling
loosely in front of them.

“Those are the queerest looking men I've ever
seen,” 1 said in alarm, looking around for a weapon
to defend myself with in case of attack, and pluck-
ing up the only thing available, a piece of rusted
iron. The professor did likewise. Thus armed, we
stood up to await their approach, for there was no
place to hide; and nothing behind which we could
find shelter. Perhaps three hundred yards away the

i

odd men spread out into a semi-circle. There were *

probably twenty-five or thirty of them, naked, with
not even a breach-clout, shaggy of hair and beard,
and with hair almost as heavy as fur running down
their backs and on the weather sides of their arms
and legs, They continued coming at a fast gallop;
but just when it seemed they would run on and
over us, they reared back—much as do horses when
reined in—and came to an abrupt stop, shaking their
Ifleavy manes, and pawing at the ground with their
eet.

“Very peculiar; very peculiar indeed,” said the
Professor thoughtfully. “Except for the clearly
defined features of their faces and the general struc-
ture of their bodies, one would not take them for men
atalli :

“They seem more like apes,” I retorted. “I hope
they’re not as savage as they look. Speak to them,
Professor, before they start something, and see if
they can’t talk.”

The Professor held up one hand in a peaceful
gesture and took a step forward. He raised his
voice so as to make it carry across the thirty or
forty feet which still separated the shaggy men
from us.
~ “We are American travelers!” he shouted. “Is
there any among you who can talk English ?”

The only response to this was a snorting and a
rearing, accompanied by a rustling sound which
affected the nerves disagreeably. Several of the
shaggy men broke from the circle, doing a great
deal of plunging and rearing before reluctantly
coming back into formatien again.

“By God, Professor,” I said fervently, the goose-
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flesh appearing on my body, “I don’t like this at all.”

The Professor repeated his question in French,
Spanish, Italian; he asked it in Portuguese, and in
what he later told me were several Indian dialects;
but all to no purpose. Only every time he paused to
catch his breath, there came that dry rustling as of
the rasping of metal on metal. Suddenly he stepped
back and caught me by the shoulder.

“Those creatures,” he whispered, gesturing towards
the shaggy men, “are controlled.”

“Controlled!"” I exclaimed. “What do you mean ?”

“That there is something on their shoulders.”

I thought the Professor was taking leave of his
senses. “What could it possibly be,” I began, then
stopped, for the shaggy men were in motion. They
divided, one group going to the right of us and
the other to the left. In our rear they joined ranks
and made us retreat before them. It was then I
caught my first glimpse of the unbelievable riders
that perched on their shoulders and rode them, much
as human beings ride horses. Long antennae reached
down on either side of the shaggy men's faces, grip
ping the corners of their mouths and serving te
guide them as with bit and bridle. Other antennae
waved in the air, or rubbed one on the other, pro-
ducing the rasping noise which had so grated on
my nerves. The bodies to which these antennae were
attached were about a foot in length.

“In the name of God, what are they, Professor?”
I screamed, half raising my piece of iron as if to
throw it at the slowly advancing horrors. But the
Professor gripped my arm. “Don’t start fighting,”
he warned sternly, “unless you have to. As to what
they are, I'm not certain, but I believe them to be
some sort of ant-like insects.”

We retreated, slowly at first, then at a brisk
walk, finally at a trot. When we moved in a given
direction the insects were content to keep their steeds
at a distance; but when we veered from it they
urged on the shaggy men to head us off.

“I believe those msects are driving us in front of
them as men herd cattle,” gasped the Professor.

We topped a rise and saw stretching away before
us a level plain. Far out on this plain—several
miles away, perhaps—were numerous mounds, and
it did not take us long to suspect that they were our
destination. Several times the Professor sank to the
earth, utterly winded, unable to. run another step.
At such times, I stood over his body with my iron
club, determined to sell our lives dearly, but there
was no need to fight. The shaggy men were brought
to a halt and their uncanny riders waited patiently
until the Professor could regain his feet, when we
were once more urged ahead at a brisk pace.

Night had fallen and it was almost too dark to
see when we finally staggered through a narrow gap
into a large enclosure and were left to our own de-
vices. The splash of water led us to a stream, where
we slaked our thirst and bathed our sore and swollen
feet; and then, too miserable and tired to care what
further happened to us, we huddled together for
warmth and fell asleep.

The Master Ants

EVERAL hours later, the Professor and I
awoke, chilled to the bone. And no wonder!
For we were practically naked, only shreds
of cloth clinging to our backs. The moon was rid
ing high overhead, making the enclosure as light

as day. Now and then the silence would be broken
with a shrill scream or a heavy snort. Once or
twice we heard the metallic slithering of antennae;
and once, in looking up, I saw an insect crawling on
top of a mound, its sinuous body etched sharply
against the sky. I shivered with more than the cold.
“Professor,” I whispered, “is this a nightmare or
am-I really awake?”

“I'm very much afraid that both of us are wide
awake,” said the Professor with a sigh. '
“But it doesn't seem possible,” I exclaimed.
“Those bugs . . . My God, Professor, what has hap-

pened to the world!”

The Professor pulled thoughtfully at his unkempt
beard. “I don’t know. In our day there were sci-
entists who held insects to be a growing menace to
man’s rule. Perhaps . . . But you could see for
yourself that those ants rode men!”

“Were they men?”

“Yes; I believe they were.”

“But their hair?”

“Could be accounted for by the fact that they
were exposed, naked, to all kinds of weather. The
fit, in this case, the strong, hairy ones, would sutvive
and breed. A few centuries of such breeding could
possibly produce the type we saw.”

The thought of a world in which insects were the
dominant species and men subject to them as beasts
of burden, filled me with horror. If such were the
case, what would our fate be? 1In spite of the chill
night wind, in spite of the fact that we were cold
and hungry, I dreaded the morning. But daylight
came at last, and then we were better able to exam-
ine our surroundings. The enclosure was probably
a half mile square and fenced in with an irregular
line of -mounds anywhere from ten to twenty feet
high. Across the stream from us, bedded against
the walls of a mound, were several hundred of the
shaggy men. Soon after daylight they were afoot
and came down to the stream to drink, wading into
the water, in some cases, up to the waist, and drink-
ing with an animal-like abandonment that filled me
with disgust. It couldn’t be possible that those crea-
tures had once been human beings like the pro-
fessor and myself. No, no! It seemed incredible
that mankind could ever have fallen so low.

Some of the shaggy men crossed the stream to
view us more closely. Most of these were females,
stooping forward as they walked. One of them
came quite close to us, uttering plaintive cries, and
the Professor stepped forward in an attempt to.speak
to her. At this a great hulking bull of a fellow,
with fiery red hair that glinted in the sun, and who
would have stood well over six feet if he had
straightened up, rushed at the Professor with a roar.
The latter retreated hastily; whereupon the leader
of the herd—for you could have called the gather-
ing of shaggy men nothing else than a herd, and the
red-haired giant the leader of it—turned upon the
females, and with blows of his fists and sundry
kicks of his splay feet, drove them back across the
stream where they all, men, women and children,
took to grubbing in the ground for some sort of
roots. ; :

“And you call them human,” I said to the Pro-
fessor.

“They once were.”

I shook my head. “Those creatures are bent
almost double. Even the children are so formed, and
the posture seems a natural one to them.”
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“Perhaps they were bred for that characteristic.”

“Bred !”

“Why not? If things are as I suspect, then those
men have become the domestic animals of the in-
sects. In the beginning they were probably bent
double by bearing the weight of their riders. Ac-
quired characteristics are, of course, generally con-
ceded to be uninheritable, but little is known of the
possibilities of variation—what effects the constant
doing of a thing may have on the germ-plasm. It is
possible that mutations with certain peculiarities of
structure were born and men, such as you see, bred
from them.”

Before I could make reply, we had our first leis-
urely view of one of the ant-like insects. It sud-
denly appeared on top of a ten-foot mound a few
vards from where we stood. Its body was in three
segments of an almost metallic blackness, being
raised, on stilted feet, about eight inches from the
ground. Four feelers, or antennae, waved in the air
or rasped one on the other, and were attached to a
mobile head. There was no ‘indication of eyes, yet
the weird thing paused in one spot for all of five
minutes, as if intently regarding us, and I, for
one, believed that it could see. = Other insects ap-
peared on the mounds, and soon the air was full
of metallic slithering. At the sound, the males of
the shaggy herd pricked up their ears, stamped the
ground with their feet, and then continued feeding.
On the other hand, the females ran towards the
mounds, stretching up their hands to the insects
on top of them, and calling out with imploring cries.
Then we witnessed a strange sight. The ants
crawled down the wall in one stream, paused beside
a female for a moment or two, and then crawled
up the wall again in another. It was a few minutes
before the reason for this dawned on me.

“Good Lord, Professor!” I exclaimed suddenly,
“they’re milking them!’

It was true. The females of the shaggy men were
so many cows being milked. Again the horror of
our position came over me. We were castaway in a
future age where man no longer was lord and mas-
ter. Instead, he was a beast to be driven like a
horse, milked like a cow, and—since.ants ate meat,
or used to—slaughtered like an ox. I wiped the cold
sweat from my forehead. '

“Professor,” I said, “we must escape from here.”

“Of ‘course,” replied the Professor; “but how—
and where to?”

There was no answer to make. The mounds
hemmed us in; and even if we could get beyond them
and away from our present captors, there were
doubtless other mounds and other insects who would
capture us, If the world was really in the hands of
ants, then we were animals to be hunted down,
tamed or killed. This age into which we had blun-
dered was not safe for man—at least, not for
civilized man. I closed my eyes to shut out the
horrible sight of crawling insects. I tried to shut
my ears to the sound of insane slithering, but heard
readily enough when the Professor said somewhat
nervously, “My boy, I believe they're coming over
here.” Three of the ants had mounted on the backs
of shaggy men and were trotting them towards us.
I looked desperately around for my piece of iron.
It was gone. So was the Professor’s. Someone ot
something had removed them while we slept. Nor
was there anything else that could be used as a
weapon. In this dilemma we turned and ran, but

were soon overtaken. Two of the shaggy men closed
in on me, while the third held the Professor power-
less. I fought like a fiend; but the four hands of
the shaggy men were like iron bands, the grip of
their fingers like vises. In a few minutes I was
helpless. Then came the crowning horror. One of
the insects dismounted from the back of its steed
and climbed on mine. At the feel of its suction-
like legs on my flesh I went crazy. The muscles
writhed in horrified protest under my skin. I bit
and screamed and lashed out with my feet. All to
no avail. Relentlessly, the loathsome thing clam-
bered upwards until it had settled itseli firmly on
neck and shoulders. Two antennae reached down
my cheeks, gripping the corners of my mouth and
clamping themselves there. Almost at the same in-
stant the shaggy men loosed their grip of me and
I was free. For a moment I stood still, dazed and
trembling ; then the antennae gave a pull at my
mouth, wrenching the head back with a cruel jerk.
With a scream of pure terror, I plunged forward
in a mad leap, clawing upwards with my hands at
the awful incubus on my shoulders, tearing futilely
at the antennae which gripped my mouth. And as
I fought to unseat the inhuman rider perched on
my shoulders, I knew what I was: I was a horse
being broken, a wild mustang, knowing for the first
time the torture of bit and saddle, of spur and quirt;
I was an inferior animal being conquered, beaten,
trained by a superior one. The blind, unreasoning
fear I felt, a thousand wild horses being brought
under the yoke of all-powerful man must have felt.
I ran—it seemed for ages—goaded, spurred, until
I could run 1o more. My gait slackened, became a
trot, a walk. Finally I stood still, frothing blood
and saliva at the mouth, gulping painfully for air,
trembling in every limb. The incredible insect
breathed me for a few minutes before again urging
me into a trot. I made no protest. 1 was beaten,
cowed. The antenna on the left pulled; I went to
the left. The one to the right tugged; I went to the
right. My rider drove me past mounds where ants
perched watcliing, much as cowboys of the past were
wont to straddle corral fences and observe one of
their number perform. They slithered what was
undoubtedly their applause. For about twenty min-
utes I was put through my paces; made to walk,
canter, circle, wheel and stop at command. Finally
the insect slid from my shoulders and I sank to the
ground, too miserable and distraught to care whether
I lived or died. I flinched and closed my eyes when
it patted me with its antennae and slithered sooth-
ingly, much as a man might pat a horse and at the
time say, “There, there, old boy, don’t be afraid.”
Afterwards a quantity of raw vegetables and what
appeared to be coarse grain cakes were tossed to me
and the insect went away. I lay there for a long
time, hardly stirring a finger, when the Professor
came up and sat down beside me.

“No,” he said, “they didn’t ride me. Too old,
perhaps.” :

He picked up a grain cake and gnawed at it
hungrily.

“Try one, my boy, they’re not half bad. Besides
you'll feel better if you eat something.”

I suppose it seems quear to tell it, but we sat
there on the rough grass, with the slithering ants
coming and going about their business, and ate those
cakes, Neither one of us had tasted food since the
day before—or was it several centuries before?—

e o
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and were half starved. Only hunger could make
eating at all bearable with my sore and lacerated
mouth, Suddenly the Professor spoke to me in an
odd tone.

“My dear boy, I don’t like to arouse any false
hopes, but will you take a look at that thing in the
air and tell me what you think it is.”

I glanced up apathetically enough; then at sight
of what I saw I leaped to my feet with a wild cry;
for, soaring through the air at a height of about
seventy feet from the ground was a craft of shining
metal.

“An airship!” I shouted deliriously.
ship!”

“An air-

2450 A.D.
‘d '?'ES, it was an airship. There could be no

doubt of that. And where there was an air-

ship, there must be human beings, men.

“Then civilized people are still living on the earth,”
cried the Professor exultantly. “Quick, my boy,
shout and attract the driver’s attention,”

He had no need to urge me. Pain, weariness and
despair were forgotten as I waved madly. “Help!”
I shouted, dancing up and down. “Help!”

The strange craft jerked to a pause in mid-air,
hung motionless for a moment, then sank directly
earthwards for what must have been forty feet or
more. Over the side looked a girl, her beautiful face
wearing a look of amazement.

“For God’s sake, help us!” I shouted again, “or
the ants . . .”

I got no further, fear throttling my voice, for the
ants were coming. Thousands of them suddenly
appeared in sight, literally covering the tops and
sides of the mounds. They saw the airship; there
could be no doubt of that. A half million antennae
reached threateningly heavenwards, and the angry
slithering of them appalled the ears. The woman
shouted something, what I could not hear, and waved
her hand. Even as some of the insects surged
down from the mounds and made for us, the airship
dropped. It was a close thing. We leaped and
clutched the metal sides, hanging on with the grip
of desperation, as the strange craft brushed the earth
like a feather and soared aloft again. I felt the
sucking claws of an insect fasten to one leg and
kicked out in a vain endeavor to rid myself of it.
Suddenly a withering ray flashed from a cone in the
girl’s hand and played on the insect. There was an
acrid smell of burning, a little flash of light, and
the grip on my leg relaxed. With a sob of relief,
I stumbled over the side of the car and fell in a
heap on the floor. “Safe, my boy, safe!” exulted
the Professor, who had preceded me; then, turning
to the girl, who was regarding us with wide-eyed
wonder, he asked, “What year is this?”

#2450,” she answered in perfect English,

‘i‘A‘D- P!,

Ve ” :

“Hum,” muttered the Professor, making a quick
mental calculation. “Five hundred and twenty-five
years in the future.”

But T was too busy adjusting myself to this sud
den change in our fortunes to give him much heed
Far below us the earth was unrolling like a checkereu
carpet, mounds, hillocks, trees sweeping by at con
siderable speed. What power was driving the air-
ship, I wondered. There was no sign of a propeller ;
neither did the craft possess wings and a rudder;

nor any of the other properties associated in my
mind with flying machines. Only the girl stood
in front of a square box and now and then shifted
a small lever. She was, I judged, twenty-one or two,
with red-gold hair, eyes like slanted almonds, and
skin of yellow ivory. Her lithe body was of medium
height and clad in a loose-flowing robe of some
scarlet-colored material.

“Where are we going?” I asked her.,

“To the Castle,” she answered,

As she regarded me, I realized for the first time
that I was naked; but the Professor seemed bliss-
fully unconscious of the lack of any clothes.

- “We have to thank you for rescuing us from a
very dangerous and awkward position,” he said
courteously.

“I took you for beast men at first,” she replied,
“and if you hadn’t called out in English, I shouldn't
have stopped. Tell me, where do you come from
and how did you fall into the hands of the Master
Ants ?”

“We came from the past,” replied the Professor,
“and landed on the plain about seven miles from
where you picked us up. The insects—what you
call Master Ants—captured us there.”

“The past?’ questioned the girl.
that? Over the sea?”

“No,” answered the Professor. “In-another age,
an earlier one than this. Out of the past, you know.”

The girl didn’t know. She stared at the Professor
as if she thought the hardships we had undergone
had unbalanced his mind. As for me, I was content
to sink into a seat and wonder what kind of place
was this Castle she was taking us to, and what
manner of people were they who inhabited it in the
year of our Lord, 2450. I had not long to wonder.
About an hour’s flight brought us in sight of a
vast structure which crowned the top of a high
hill. Tts walls glittered like dull silver under the
rays of the afterncon sun, and its roof seemed to be
one large garden or park. Never had I seen any-
thing more beautiful or bizarre. Here and there
domes of silver towered among swaying palm trees,
spruce and live oak. The car swooped down like a
homing bird and came gently to rest on a wide plaza
and was immediately surrounded by a crowd of curi-

“Where is

‘ous people of all ages and both sexes. The women

were clad in gay-colored dresses; the men wearing
white trousers, with soft linen tunics. Both men
and women went bareheaded and barefooted, and
the men were clean-shaven. At sight of us, the
women and children fell back with cries of alarm,
and some of the men made as if they would attack
us forthwith; but the girl cried out that we were
not beast men, but English-speaking travelers whom
she had rescued from the Master Ants. At this
announcement hostility ceased, but the amazement
with which we were regarded deepened.

“How is this possible?”” said one handsome young -
fellow. “Save for ourselves, there are no English-
speaking people left alive in the two Americas, and
for three hundred years no word has come from
Europe. The Master Ants rule this country, and
perhaps the world. Where, then, could these men
have come from unless it be from the ranks of the
beast men?” _

“We are Time Travelers,” began the Professor;
“we come from .. .” _
But a tall, commanding man of about sixty in-

terrupted him. o '



THE MASTER ANTS 165

“Our guests are worn and weary. Time enough
for questions after they have bathed and fed and
rested. Come, come! Are we of Science Castle so
inhospitable as to leave two wayfarers to faint at
our very door?”’

At these words, the young fellow fell back abashed
and willing hands lifted us from the aircraft. It is
hard to tell of the exquisite enjoyment of the next
few hours. We were led into a central roof build-
ing of dull silver and bathed and washed. Soothing
lotions were applied to my wounds. Our bodies
were anointed with refreshing balms and swathed
in soft robes. Tangled beards were clipped to the
skin and our faces shaved. After all these minis-
trations, I glanced in a mirror and saw the reflected
features of a man of about forty-odd, bald of head,
yet not entirely unreminiscent of the youth I once
had been. Food was served to us as we lay on soft
couches. First a thick broth, aromatic, satisfying;
then various dishes whose names I did not know;
but all were palatable. After eating, we fell asleep
and slept, we discovered later, until eight o’clock
of the next morning.

Science Castle

ITHOUT a doubt, our couches had been

enclosed by four walls when we fell asleep.

What miracle was this? We were lying in
an open space with only some green shrubbery be-
tween us and the wide plaza on one side, and walks
and gardens on the other three. Children were romp-
ing in the plaza, evidently lau%hing and shouting,
yet their voices came to us but faintly.

“] suppose we're not dreaming,” said the Pro-
fessor. He got up and took a few steps forward ;
then came to an abrupt halt. “This is very odd,”
he said ; and even as he spoke, the four walls magic-
ally enclosed us, the Professor standing with his face
against one of them.

“Good morning,” said a laughing voice. “I for-
got your room was to be left opaque and turned on
the ray.” =

It was the handsome youth who had questioned us
the day before. :

“The ray?” asked the Professor.

“Oh, T forgot!” exclaimed the youth. “Every-
thing is probably strange to you. The ray is what
makes the walls transparent, so that one can look
through them.”

“But what is it ?”

The youth looked puzzled. “Why I don’t know
that I can tell you, offhand.” He seratched his head

-in perplexity. “I guess it’s like electricity used to be.
Thousands of people turned it on every day, but
nobody could tell you what it was.”

We dressed ourselves in white trousers and soft
tunics of a fair fit and followed him to a central
dining room. It was strange to walk through what

was undoubtedly the corridor of a large huilding and -

yet never be certain whether one were indoors or out.
Two or three hundred people were breakfasting in
this central room and T noticed that they seemed to
be a mingling of all races. There were some with
the slanted eyes and yellow skin of the Chinese;
others, plainly, had more than a drop of negro blood
in their veins; yet all were mingling with their white
companions’on terms of perfect equality. In Science
Castle, T was to learn later, no distinction was made
as to race or color. Among the early inhabitants had

been numbered Japanese, Negroes, and Chinese, as
well as whites. A common foe, a common vital
danger had served to weld the various strains to-
gether. “Race and color antagomisms,” a Scientian
told us, “would have proved fatal to the small com-
munity. Of necessity a mingling of races took
place.” My grandiather was a negro. The girl who
rescued you has Chinese blood in her veins. What-
ever differences existed among our people in the
early days has been ironed out by centuries of a com-
mon culture and environment.” But I am antici-
pating.

Breakfast consisted of fruit, cereal, scrambled
eggs, and milk, and we served ourselves cafeteria
fashion. After eating, we repaired to the plaza
where several hundred people were gathered, seated
on the grass or on rustic benches. Seats were given
us on what was evidently the raised platform of a
speaker’s rostrum. The tall, elderly man who had
spoken for our welfare the night before, received
us kindly.

“My name,” he said, “is Soltano, Director of
Science in Science Castle. I am speaking for my
companions as well as for myself when I assure you
that you are welcome to our home and refuge, and
need fear no harm. However, you must realize that
it has been centuries since strangers like yourselves
have entered Science Castle, and understand that
your rescue and coming has caused us untold amaze-
ment. Now that you are clothed and shaved, we
readily perceive you to be, not beast men, but civilized
beings like ourselves. Yet are we puzzled as to
whence you could have come.”

The Professor replied courteously: “My com-
panion and myself thank you for your kindnesses to
us and gratefully receive your assurances of future
asylum and safety. A little of your curiosity, I can
understand, and shall do my best to satisfy it.”

He had raised his voice so that the words might
carry to the people below.

“There is no need to pitch your voice above its
ordinary key,” explained Soltano. “This rostrum is
really an instrument which broadcasts and magnifies
it. Everyone—even those of us who are employed
elsewhere—will pick up what you say by means of
ear-phones.”

I noticed, then, that the attentive people in the
plaza were holding round devices to their ears and
ceased wondering how some of them, leaning on the
parapet two hundred yards away, expected to hear.

“Splendid,” said the Professor. “Some sort of an
amplifying, radio machine, I see.” He beamed on
Soltano. “T merely talk to you, is that it? and all

- will hear.” For a moment I thought he was going to

interrupt the interview long enough to examine the
platform; but if he wanted to do so, he conquered
the temptation. “My name,” he said, “is John
Reubens, late Professor of Physics at the University
of California, and this lad here is Raymond Bent, my
secretary. We are Time Travellers.”

“Time Travellers!” echoed Soltano.

“Ves,” replied the Professor, “from the year 1926.
This means, of course, that we have come five cen-
turies and a quarter out of the past.”

There was a stir in the crowd below. Seltano
looked amazed, as well he might. “This is a stfange
thing you are telling us, John Reubens,” he said at
last, “and well-nigh incredible. Much simpler would
it be to believe that you had managed to come over
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the sea from Europe or from Asia. Never have we
listened to such a tale before.”

“Nor anybody else,” replied the Professor with
dignity, “as we are the first human beings ever to
make such a trip.” : :

“And how did you come?’

“By means of a Time Machine, the remains of
which lie rotting on the spot where the Master Ants
discovered us.” He then proceeded to tell of the
building of the Time Machine, of our incredible
rush through space and of our awakening in another
age. Then he told of our subsequent capture by, and
experiences with, the insects. When he had finished,
excited talking and gesturing broke out among the
people below. Evidently there were doubting
Thomases among them, who discounted our story.
But the Professor was not disturbed.

“If you are amazed at what I have told you,” he
said, “how much more amazed are my companion
and myself to find ourselves in a future where ants
ride men as steeds and human beings live penned in
such a castle as this. Such a state of affairs was not
even dreamed of when we left our own day and age.
Naturally we are curious to learn how it has come
about.”

66 UR historians are not quite clear as to that,”
replied Soltano. “If you came through time
from 1926, then you left your period nine years be-
fore the ants began their attack on mankind. It was
in 1935 that the papers printed news of a queer hap-
pening in South America. Natives came fleeing
from the jungles with stories of how the white ants
were eating everything up in the forests—even men!
In the United States no one paid much attention to
the news. The world, at that time, was in a state of
political unrest and the government and people were
watching Europe and building up a great air force,
they were too busy to give heed to preposterous
yarns emanating from Latin America. A year later
the newspapers again flamed into headlines with news
from Argentina, Peru, and Brazil. Small towns in
the interior of these countries were being devastated.
It had always been known that termites would de-
stroy things carelessly left exposed in the fields or
jungles; but now they were eating up brick and
stone. Buildings collapsed at the touch of a hand.
Men woke and turned to wake a sleeping companion
who dissolved into dust at a pressure. Sunday sup-
plements carried lurid stories and sensational pic-
tures for the edification of their readers. Then all
such nonsense was swept into oblivion by the fact
that Poland declared war on Lithuania, Russia
moved to intervene, and Ttaly and France came to
death-grips for five bloody years. In the United
States ensued what were called prosperous times.
Munition factories provided well-paid work for
thousands of workers and made millions of dollars
for hundreds of millionaires. Everybody was busily
employed and had no time to think of crazy happen-
ings reported from crazier spiggoty republics. Only
a few scientists from the Smithsonian and other in-
stitutes went down to South America to investigate
and wrote back long reports which were read with
foreboding by a few learned men and ignored by
everybody else. The papers they wrote—the records
of these days—are preserved in our library.”
“But the Master Ants,” asked the Professor,
“where did they come from, and how did they over-
whelm the United States?”

Soltano waved his hand. “I am coming to that.
The Master Ants were first noticed six years after
the depredations of the white ants commenced. How
they came nobody knows. Only in the nests of the
termites, in the little galleries and chambers under-
ground, something stupendous was taking place,
something fraught with disaster for the human race.
During thousands of years the white ants had un-
doubtedly been changing, evolving, acquiring, God
only knows, what knowledge. It is all speculation, of
course, but you doubtless recollect how the bees, by
feeding their larvae different foods, will produce at
will a queen, a drone, or a worker. Well, the white
ants had discovered how to make such food—and
to feed it to their larvae. At any rate, the Master
Ants appeared. No one had ever seen them before.
They swarmed down from the jungles by the hun-
dreds of thousands, and wherever they went the peo-
ple were stricken and fell in the fields and the streets.
We now know that the termites bit them, injecting a
subtle poison into their systems which induced a
species of paralysis; but at the time it was only
known that of every three that fell, two were de-
voured, and that the third one recovered, stupid,
beast-like, to become the creature of the Master
Ants. In vain the southern republics sent their
soldiers to battle the insects. Guns crumbled to pieces
in their hands. Armies lay on the ground to bivouac
and only one soldier out of every three ever rose

~ again—and he rose to bear an ant on his shoulders

and chase his fleeing countrymen. Panic spread.
Natives fled to the seashore and put to sea in all
kinds of unseaworthy crafts=only to drown by the
thousands, When the Master Ants finally occupied
the crumbling ruins of Rio de Janeiro, the whole
world was forced to realize that something terrible -
was happening in South America; and when fifteen
years later, all South America having come under
their sway, the termites were reported to be making
inroads on the Canal Zone, a feeling of uneasiness
swept through the people of the United States. Still
it seemed impossible that the mighty northern nation
could be invaded and flouted by such an insignificant
thing as an ant. Newspapers ran articles written by
government experts, pointing out how. absurd it was
to even entertain the thought. South America had
succumbed, said the experts, because she had been a
tropical wilderness without proper chemical defense.
Elaborate plans were drawn up, showing how the
border states were protected from invasion by sys-
tems of pipes and sprays; showing how fleets of
airship were prepared to drop tons of chemicals and
explosives. Only the scientists who had studied the
tactics and methods of the ants knew how futile
these preparations were; but they and their sug-
gestions were ignored by the petty politicians and
nincompoops who were directing the affairs of the
country.”

Soltano paused. I stared at him, wide-eyed.

“And the ants came,” breathed the Professor.

“Yes, the ants came. Millions of them were killed
with explosives, with gases and poisonous chemicals,
but their numbers seemed as exhaustless as the sands
on the seashore. In the space of a year they ate up
the pipes and put the sprays out of commission. But
you will have to read the history of those times for
a more detailed account. Then you will learn how
the United States soldiers marched against the in-

- vaders and met the same fate as had previously be-

fallen the armed forces of South America and Mex-
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ico. The scientists had suggested that the soldiers go
mailed in a composite metal they had made from the
blend of three other metals, comprehensive experi-
ments having shown it to be the only substance the
ants could not devour. Guns, pipes, everything pos-
sible, they said, should be protected with a casing of
this metal. No one paid any attention to them, Re-
buffed, a group of them interested financial backing
and retired to this hill. Here they congregated ma-
chines and workers and started building the castle
vou now see. It was intended at first for an observa-
tion base, merely ; an outpost, as it were, from which
to spy on and study the habits of the insects. But as
the years passed, and it become increasingly clear
that the country was doomed, the place became
thought of as a permanent home and refuge. Com-
menced in 1955, it was not finished until the year
2000. For some reason the ants were, comparatively
speaking, slow in infesting North America. Per-
haps the cooler climate had something to do with this.
For instance, they swept through south Texas and
all of the southern states before they fared further
north. When their coming finally drove the inhabit-
ants of this vicinity panic stricken before them, the
scientists—those of them who still lived—entered
the Castle, accompained by the workers and their
families, and we, whom you see today, are their
descendents.”

“But the rest of the people!” cried the Professor.
“What became of them ?”

“They went crazy with fear,” replied Soltano.
“For fifty years the United States was increasingly
the habitat of terrified mobs. The economic life of
the country became disrupted. Citizens, white and
black, fled from the southern states and added to the
congested panic of northern cities. Famine raised
its gaunt head; crime became prevalent. Hundreds
of thousands died of hunger, of disease epidemics.
Those who could beg, borrow or steal a passage
abroad, fled to Europe, to Asia. Out of what was
estimated to be a population of a hunderd and twenty
millions in '1935, only seven millions were living in
America when the ants turned north.”

“And now ?"” asked the Professor.

“In the whole western hemisphere there are prob-
ably a few hundred thousand beast men bred by the
Master Ants for food and transportation.”

I stared at the Professor with horror. Only yes-
terday, it seemed, we had leit a populous, thriving
America. Great industrial cities had sent their smoke
and ash into the sky; giant locomotives had carried
thousands of people on two ribbons of steel over
thousands of miles of country; and now . . . now

. it was all as if it had never been. Could it be
‘possible that five hundred years had dissipated an
empire? Five hundred years!

“Come,” said Soltano; “enough of such matters
for the nonce. You will learn more of us as the days
pass, as you become better acquainted with us in-
dividually.”

He led the way down into the plaza where we were
immediately surrounded by the crowd and warmly
greeted. :

Soltano Tells of the Progress and Danger
of the Age

HEN T stepped down from the rostrum on
that first day in Science Castle, it was to
meet the girl who had rescued the Professor
and myself from the Master Ants. Her name was

Theda. TIf anything, she looked more beautiful than
she did the day before.

“You have gone throtigh much danger, Raymond,”
she said shyly.

“It was worth it, if it brought me to you,” I re-
plied ; and meant it.

She did not seem displeased.

“It is the hour for bathing. Let us go to the pool.”

I looked around for the Professor; but he was
walking away with a group of elderly Scientians,
who were evidently bent on entertaining him.,

“Very well,” T said.

The pool was an artificial pond perhaps fifty yards
,Square. I plunged after her into the pool. When I
drew myself, panting, out of the water at the other
end of the pond, it was to find myself sprawling be-
side the handsome lad who had called me to break-
fast. His name, I learned, was Servus, and he was
Theda’s twin brother. Their parents, he informed
me, were both dead. Theda and he were enthralled
with my accounts of the life and customs of 1926.
By the time we were ready to dress for lunch, the
three of us were firm friends.

In the days that followed, I learned a great deal
about Science Castle and its inhabitants.  With
Theda and Servus I walked the parapets which
circled the roof of the Castle and looked down the
steep sides that fell a sheer eight hundred feet before

- they touched earth. From the foot of the Castle, the
hill sloped away. To the east, as far as the eve could
see, stretched a level waste; and to the northwest lay
a range of somber hills. On the plain, twenty-five
hundred feet below, grew nothing green. The sight
reminded me of something about which I had won-
dered more than once.

“How do you get water ?” T asked Servus.

“In the early days,” he replied, “we relied on
wells, boring as deep as four thousand feet; but two
hundred years ago they began to fail us. There was
a terrible time, I believe, when we were faced with
a water famine. Efforts were made to bring water
from distant lakes, but without success, Then just
in time, our chemists discovered how to make water.”

“Make water!” I exclaimed.

“Yes, from hydrogen and oxygen, you know. Now
all the water we use is manufactured and stored in
great tanks far down in the depths of ‘the Castle,
from whence it is raised by means of force pumps.”

“Wonderful,” I said, marveling at such ingenuity.
But wonderful things were what one learned to ex-
pect at Science Castle. For instance, the Professor
and I were invited one day to be present at a history
review to be given to the children of the Castle. The
walls of the classrooms were made transparent hy
means of the ray and there was all the illusion of
being outdoors. Highly perfected projecting devices
showed moving pictures depicting the building of
the Castle. It made me gasp with awe when I
realized that the opening reels of this stupendous
picture had been taken five hundred and fifteen years
before. One saw the motor caravan of scientists and
workers coming to the hill and watched breathlessly

-as the earth was broken by great steam-shovels. One
saw the vast walls of the Castle growing upward
foot by foot, and finally the finished structure being
furnished and stored with all the myriad inventions
and devices of the twentieth and twenty-first cen-
turies. In the same manner we were shown how the
Castle was enlarged in 2075. Workers sheathed in
protecting metal armor labored to raise walls, When
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these walls were finished and floors installed, they
were scoured with flaming rays which hardened the
metal and destroyed whatever insect life might have
gotten inside them. So inch by inch we watched the
pictured story of how the Castle had grown to its
present proportions,

“Some moving picture,” I breathed to the Pro-
fessor. “What a knockout that would be for Cecil
B. DeMille! Did you notice the scene where the
panic stricken people rushed by pursued by the
ants?” I shuddered. “And the one where the
scientists and workers were hoisted up the walls into
the Castle? What I can’t understand is why the
ants couldn’t have swarmed over the walls and wiped
everyone of them out.”

Soltano overheard me. “Because,” he replied, “the
walls were electrified. Nothing could have lived on
them after the current was turned on.”

About a week after this the Professor and I were
taken into the body of the Castle proper. Far down
under the fairy-like buildings and blooming gardens
on its roof, were the machine-shops, the laboratories
which made possible the pulsing life above. Here
we saw great dynamos and whirring machines at
whose functions I could not even guess. In one vast
room men were putting the finishing touches to what
were evidently a number of airships; in another,
workers were manufacturing crude oils and thick
greases. Whole floors were given over to experi-
mental and research work of too complicated a na-
ture for me to attempt to describe. The Professor
was enthralled. He was in his element here and
hated to go on.

“What do you do for metal ?”” he asked suddenly.
“Iron, tin, zinc?”

“Hemmed in as we are,” replied Soltano, “suf-
ficient metal has always been difficult to eobtain.
However, we have managed it. A great deal of our
tanks, wheels, shafts, and so forth, are made from
pulp, from trees grown in the gardens above, and
even from vegetable tops, leaves and vines which,
treated by a chemical process we have discovered,
serve our purpose very well. Iron is the one metal,
however, for which we must mine. In those hills
north-west of us are old mines which we still work
when ore is needed. The work is hard and danger-
ous, The men engaged at it must go clothed in pro-
tecting metal and be constantly protected with flam-
ing rays. However, some day when ore is needed,
you may go with us in the airships and see the whole
process for yourself.”

He dismissed the subject hastily, evidently having
something of further interest to show us.

“That,” he said, pointing to great metal tanks and
a mass of complicated pipes and whirring wheels,
“is where the water is made.”

He pressed a button. The walls surrounding us
became transparent, and looking out we could see
the brown slope of the hill. Suddenly I focussed
my gaze. About twenty feet from where we stood
was a small mound. Something behind it stirred.
I caught a glimpse of a metallic body, of waving
antennae. “Yes,” said Soltano, “it is a Master Ant;
they are all around us. But I did not bring you down
to show you them; I am going to show you some-
thing far more deadly.” He guided us into a large
lift. “Under us, the foundations of the Castle sink
into the ground for a hundred feet. It is where we
manufacture the composite metal when needed.” The
lift sank silently into blackness ; the noise of clanging

i

machinery above grew fainter, seemed farther away,
almost ceased. We stepped forth into a wilderness
of massive columns. Soltano pressed the now fa-
miliar button and the walls faded. We could see the
black earth beyond them, and even, it seemed, a foot
or two into it. Something gray out there was mov-
ing and turning along little runways and tunnels.
Millions and millions of tiny things were ceaselessly
burrowing and gnawing. For a moment I did not
understand, then Soltano spoke and enlightenment
came to me. There were the termites—the white
ants,

€6 D EHOLD the enemies we fight,” said Soltano
solemnly. “The insects out there are far
more dangerous to us than the Master Ants, whose
creators they are. Those termites are seeking to
demolish the very foundations on which the castle
rests by eating away the earth from under them.”

I felt the gooseflesh rise on my skin.

“Three times in the last one hundred years have
we had to sink our foundations further into the
earth. Originally, this basement was only fifty feet
deep. Now it is a hundred. In a few years it will
be more than that.”

“But good God!” I cried; “can’t you do something
to stop them?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “So far—no! How-
ever, our chemists, our various scientists, are busy
experimenting night and day. It is hoped that we
may perfect a poison, a ray that will kill them off,
prevent them from coming near the castle walls,”

“And if you cannot?” asked the Professor.

“If we cannot,” replied Soltano; “then some day
. ...” He made a fatal gesture with his hand.

I thought of the busy, joyful life far above, of the
green gardens and the laughing women and children.
I thought of Theda, and I suddenly realized how
much she had grown to mean to me.

“Professor,” 1 said that night when we had re-
tired to our room, “with all those machines and tools
at your command, couldn’t you make another Time
Machine ?”

“I possibly could,” replied the Professor.

“Then why don’t you ?”

“Perhaps I shall. Soltano has promised to put a
laboratory at my disposal, ‘you know.”

Much relieved, I turned away. Here was a way
out for Theda and myself. I fell asleep and dreamed
I had taken her back on a time machine to 1926 and
was showing her the University campus and pointing
out the time on the campanile clock, At breakfast,
Theda stood behind the counter and filled my tray
with cereal, fruit, toast and eggs. That was one
thing I had early noticed: there were no idlers
tolerated in Science Castle. All worked at something
useful. One week Servus, for instance, washed
dishes three hours a day; the next he would be tend-
ing to the vegetable gardens; bringing in the fresh
heads of cabbage and lettuce, gathering the firm, red
carrots, or digging potatoes. At my own request, I
was given such work. I was amazed at the fertility
of those gardens, amazed that fruit trees would grow
at all under such conditions,

“Is the soil renewed very often?” T asked Servus.

He shook his head. “It is never renewed.” :

“Then you must have good fertilizers?”

“We have—electricity.”

“Electricity I” I exclaimed, :

“Why, yes. Taken from the air by means of
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magnetism. But you shouldn’t marvel at that so
much. Didn’t a German engineer do as much in
your day? But whereas he got two crops irom
sandy soil, we get seven.”

So it went. 1 had noticed no animals of any sort
in Science Castle, not even cows, yet there was no
Jack of eggs, butter, milk or meat. Servus again ex-
plained the mystery. “Milk is made from turnips
and potatoes,” he explained. “I believed a man
named Ford did that in 1926. Eggs and meat are
manufactured synthetically.” He went into technical
details which there is no need to set down here.

Truly a wonderful place, this Science Castle. It
was difficult to realize that its brilliant inhabitants
were chained to a hill-top by insects which for cen-
turies had been man’s hopeless inferiors. But were
they so chained! Hadn’t Theda rescued the Pro-
fessor and me by means of an aircraft? And hadn’t
Soltano shown us others in the process of being
built? And hadn’t we been invited to take trips in
them? One night while I sat with her on the parapet
in the moonlight, I asked Theda about it. “Yes,”
she replied, “we have air vessels; but save for min-
ing ore they do not do us much good.”

“Why not?” I asked. =

“Because outside of Science Castle there is hardly
a spot they dare land.”

“But there is Europe and Asia,” I exclaimed.
“Perhaps the ants do not control there.”

“On the average of once in every ten years,” she
replied, “expeditions have left here for over the
seas—and never returned. My father commanded
the last aircraft to attempt the flight. That was five
years ago,” she added softly. I pressed her hand.

“But they seem to be wonderfully well-controlled
machines,” T said. “What drives them?”

“Radio power. Waves are sent from a controlling

center in the Castle here and received by a device

incorporated in the airships themselves. Complete
control of the machine is invested in the driver by
means of a lever which oprates a very simple me-
chanical arrangement. For a radius of several hun-
dred miles, and in fair weather, the aircrafts are ab-
solutely safe and easily handled. Many of us use
them for pleasure rides. But beyond that—" She
shook her head. “Perhaps atmospheric conditions
interfere with the waves when sent over too great a
distance; perhaps the receiving apparatus fails to
operate beyond a certain point, though theoretically
they should pick up power waves four thousand miles
from the sending station. All we know, however,
is that those who venture too far—vanish. Perhaps
they fall into the sea and are drowned. Or worse
still, on the plains, and the Master Ants. . . .” Her
voice shivered to silence. For comfort against a
black spectre which took on the hideous form of an
insect, we drew together.

“Theda,” I said unsteadily. “O Theda! Would
you . . . will you .. .”

In answer she kissed me.

The Master Ants Take to the Air
l l NDER the thin metal roof which is all that

shuts away from us the hordes of conquering
ants, T am seated, putting the finishing touches
to this manuseript. Of the terrible catastrophe which
has occurred, T can hardly write. We were standing
one day by the parapet when a young Scientian who

had gone on a pleasure spin, planed down from the

~

sky and landed on the plaza. His face was ashen-
grey. .

“What is it ?” demanded Soltano sharply.

“The ants!” gasped the breathless youth. ‘“The
ants have taken to the air!”

“To the air! What do you mean?”

“That they have mounted the backs of insects, of
wasps a yard long, and are flying!”

Instantly the Castle was in an uproar. From every
direction the Scientians came rushing; from the
depths of the Castle, from the gardens and the pool.
They assembled it the plaza and listened to the tale
the youth had to tell. Attracted by strange activities
among the mounds, he had flown nearer the ground
than usual, when great insects had spread gossamer
wings and pursued him. Fortunately, the speed of
the airship had outdistanced them, though at first
it had been a close chase! When he finished speak-
ing, Soltano mounted the rostrum and addressed the
gathering.

“Fellow Scientians,” he said, “if what we have
just heard be true, then Science Castle is in immedi-
ate and grave danger. You will remember that we
have often discussed the possibility of an alliance be-
tween the Master Ants and other insects. Now it
seems they have enslaved or enlisted a winged insect,
probably of the bee family. Not only that, they have
evidently fed them with special foods until mon-
sters, capable of bearing a Master Ant aloft have
been produced. Sooner or later we shall be attacked.
The great cone must be manned at once ; the chemical
pumps made ready. Let everyone hasten to his post,
for we are facing the gravest crisis in our history.”

I stared at the Professor with fear. He stared
back at me grimly.

“What do you think 7" T asked with dry lips.

“That the situation is desperate.”

“But the ray cones, the acids!”

“My boy,” he said solemnly, “if those insects have
really taken to the air, then Gad help us!”

I sank nervelessly into a seat; then sprang up
again as the remembrance of something sent a thrill
of hope through my heart.

“The Time Machine!” I cried. “Surely you have
finished it by this time!”

The Professor nodded.
ready.”

“Then we can make our escape by means of it.”

He looked at me pityingly. “I'm afraid not.”

“What’s the matter with it?”

“Nothing. Only you forget something.”

“Forget what?”

“How we aged when we travelled in it before.”

“Well!”

“Don’t you see? It would have the same effect
on us again.”

For a moment I did not understand ; then the ap-
palling truth staggered me like a bolt from the blue.
The Professor read the dawning comprehension on
my face.

“Yes,” he said slowly, “yes. If age is caused by

“Yes,” he said, “it is

- the action of environment, then the same friction

would be encountered by the body whether it traveled
forward in time or backward. In returning to 1926,
we would be subjected to the same resistance, the
same wear and tear, as we were in coming from it.
That would mean annihilation for me, death. For
yourself and Theda, would it be much better? You
could expect to find yourself an old man of eighty
(Continued on page 178)
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ARKHAM slept. What could be more
commonplace than this nightly respite
from worried and worrying conscious-
ness, during which the nerves and con-

4 stitution and muscles, exhausted by the
work of the day are permitted to generate new
power and vigor for the work of the day to come?

And yet it is the very nature of this particular
sleep, that troubles Markham, and will continue to
trouble him for the rest of his life. He is as vision-
ary as ever, but due to the sleep, or perhaps to the
disillusionment which followed it, he no longer
bores everyone by trying to put his visions into
practice, or by explaining how they could be so put.
Very seldom now does he allow his dreams to come
to the surface, but when he does nobody can deny
that he cuts a truly admirable figure.

To begin with, Markham is somewhat of an archi-
tect, considerable of an architect, if we are to judge
by his success. He specializes in the hollow square
and cooperative types of large apartment houses,
but at the same time, if some wealthy faddist or
nouveaw riche desires a residence of radical design,
embodying all known mechanical conveniences, and
many that are not known as yet, he comes to Mark-
ham. The worst of it is that his friends and fellow
architects seem to imagine that it is not latent genius

that is responsible for his successes, but rather su--

perior practical ability; that he got this ability by
industrious application, and all that sort of thing,
at school. Markham must realize how futile it would
be to attempt to assail this conspiracy of thought, and
his present policy of reticence is perhaps the best he
could observe under the circumstances. :

The day in particular had been a trying one for
him, and had held what, he maintains, was a pecu-
liar series of coincidences. First of all, he had spent
the whole morning in preparing his entry in the
$10,000 “City Beautiful” contest that was being con-
ducted jointly by several newspapers, two magazines,
and a department store. The contest was to deter-
mine the best plan for an ideal city on the site of
New York. Nothing, of course, could be done
about removing the one that was already there, but
a comparison of the actual city with the ideal one
would arouse considerable interest and bring much
publicity to all parties concerned. Furthermore,
there were vague rumors that the Board of Estimate
and Apportionment had

So he pigeon-holed the plan and drawings, ex-
pressing the fervent hope that the vision of the
ideal might occur to him before the day, two weeks
away, when the plans would have to be submitted.

He had intended to spend the afternoon of that
day at a library, examining certain scientific and
technical magazines, as well as catalogues, for new
household devices and labor saving machinery which
he would be able to incorporate into his future

‘houses. He found several interesting ideas, but was

soon bored and strolled into a cinema house. It
was just his fortune to witness some fantasy that
attempted to portray the city of the future. He could
not help smiling, as he walked out of the theater
and whenever he thought of the coincidence during
supper. In the evening, he planted himself in the
most comfortable armchair in his study, and, forti-
fied by his pipe, prepared to enjoy an hour or two
of reading. Not until he had opened the book did
he notice that it was a pseudo-scientific novel by
Verne, or Wells, or one of that class. And then he
threw his head back and indulged in a long, hearty
laugh.

His burst of mirth over, Markham felt that in
view of the nature of his activities that day, he would
rather not read that type of book, lest he develop
what he feared most, a “one-track” mind. He was
tired, however, and very comfortable, and the smoke
of his pipe was beginning to form fascinating spirals
in the air. The reader may recall a time when he
was in a similar situation. Nevertheless, he finally
persuaded himself that the book was no worse, or
less desirable at that moment, than any other book.
So he commenced to read.

We are to assume that at some point in his reading
the print on the pages before him seemed to jumble
together into a heap, and the pipe somehow slipped
through his lips, and his eyelids acquired the weight
of lead. His sense of time, his consciousness, every-
thing, became hazy. He sensed that he was falling
asleep. But he was not aware of any subsequent
blankness. He seemed to regain full consciousness
almost immediately.

E was in a queer little room. It seemed to be

an eight-foot cube, the hollow interior of the
building block of some Brobdignagian infant. But
while it was indeed eight feet in all three dimen-
sions, it could hardly be

more than a passing inter-

est in the matter, and that
if the winning plan ap-
pealed to it, it might take
primary steps toward
moulding little old New
York into the ideal city.

ANY new thought that comes along that shows us
what will happen hundreds of years hence, is always
greeted with acclaim by the true scientifiction fan. Our
new author presents us with such a situation in a novel
dress, and af the same time, you unll find that there is
plenty of new scientifiction in this interesting story.

called a cube, for the walls
melted into one another
and into the floor and ceil-
ing in smooth curves that
. appealed to Markham’s ar-
chitectural nature. There
was not an angle in the

At any rate, Markham

place. Against one walk

had reacted to the contest _

as a cat reacts to the smell of fish. He had set his
fertile brain to work, and finally had evolved what
he considered the ideal plan. But at the same time,
as he later revealed, there was an undercurrent of
suspicion that told him that this was not at all his
ideal plan; that it was merely the best his brain
could do under pressure; that at any time of the
day or night there might leap to his cerebellum, when
he least expected it, a vision of the ideal city, and
that this city would be a thousandfold better than
the one he had produced.

was a neat little metal cot
with a peculiar mattress which, he found by testing,
was simply an inflated rubber pad tucked inside of an
immaculate white sheet. That was the sum total
of bed clothing. He was quick to surmise that as
there were no coverings, warmth must be supplied
in some other manner. He looked about him again,
and was amazed to find that there were no heating
device and no windows. With a scientific eye, he
looked toward the bottom of the walls, and as he
expected, he found, about eight inches above the
level of the floor, a tiny row of holes extending all
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around the room. Putting his hand to one, he felt
a stream of warm, fresh air pouring silently and
steadily into the room. He saw another row of
holes an equal distance from the ceiling, and knew
these to be for the exit of the exhausted and over-
heated air that rose to the top of the room. He also
saw a hemisphere of frosted glass that looked as
if it had been cemented into the ceiling, from which
soft light streamed outward and downward.

He began to think about getting out, and looked
for a door. There it was, entirely of metal and
without panels. Its bottom formed the only break
in the curve of the floor into the wall, but even so,
wherever corners occurred, they had been beautifully
rounded off. He approached. There were no visible
hinges and no handle. Only a thin stream of light
along the top, bottom, and left side told that it was
a-door at all. He pushed against it and it yielded.
In a moment he had passed through, and it swung
quickly back to its original position.

Markham glanced rapidly about and took in the
features of the room he now found himself in. It
was considerably larger than the chamber he had
just left, and there was the same lack of right-
angled corners. Up above were hemispherical illu-
minators, but these were not lit. Great floods of
sunlight were pouring into the room through a single
glass pane that formed almost the entire wall on
his left. It took Markham little time to see that the
glass was quartz, giving free access to the all-
important ultra-violet rays. The wall opposite him,
as well as the one through which he had come, held
several of the queer hingeless, knobless doors. To
his right

Funny that he had not noticed him before. There,
behind a long, narrow flat-topped desk sat a man,
regarding him interestedly with sympathetic blue
eyes. He was leaning on the desk with both elbows,
a pen in his right hand. On his left was a file tray,
on his right several rows of buttons and electric
bulbs. But it was the clothing of the man behind
the desk that first made Markham doubt that this

experience was anything more than a casual dream

of a super-modern hotel.

There were two visible garments. The inner was
almost skintight, and apparently combined warmth
with freedom of motion. The outer was a sort of
loose cloak, that combined dignity with modesty.
Both were dark blue in color, with a thin yellow
braid running along the edges. The man’s feet were
visible beneath the desk, and at sight of them, Mark-
ham was compelled to display astonishment. They
were encased in high-arched, open sandals, and the
feet were not the corned, bunioned products of our
civilization, but a shapely pair that could have served
as models for the feet of a sculptured Apollo. Yet
their possessor was apparently well past middle age.

There was silence for several minutes. The man
at the desk, doubtlessly some sort of official, was
unperturbed and seemed to have the situation well
in hand, while Markham was so utterly astounded
that he could not think of what to say or to ask first.
At last the official dropped his gaze and pushed one
of the buttons to his right on the desk. The bulb
beside it flashed, and he picked up from its metal
holder a black, round .object that locked like an
earphone. He put this to his ear and listened for
a moment, then applied it to his lips. “A guide,”

he said. That was all, and he replaced the tiny

phone in its holder. There was a click and the light
in the bulb disappeared. The man resumed his writ-
ing as if Markham no longer existed.

Behind the official and to his left was a double
door. Through this, a moment later, came a hand-
some young man, clad exactly like the official, but
with a blue braid instead of the yellow. The older
man looked up at him and smiled.

“You again, John?”

“Yes, sir,” was the reply. “But I don’t mind. It’s
interesting work.”

The official resumed his writing and the young
man turned to Markham. “Could you come with
me, sir?”’

Markham followed him out through the double
door, and found himself in an immense corridor
that was all of thirty feet in width. About one
hundred feet to their left, the passage ended in a
right angled turn, but on the right it extended for
almost as far as the eye could see. It was well lit
by those frosted glass illuminators. The side from
which they had emerged was lined with double doors,
but on the opposite side, Markham was surprised

~ to see the glass display-windows of shops, a long

row of them. As they walked silently along, they
passed many people who were clad in garments
similar to those of the official and of the guide, but
an undecorated black in color. These evinced only
a slight interest in the unusual clothing of the

~ stranger. The latter, fascinated by the novel adver-

tisements and the size of the shops (each one was
three times as large as the average store he had
known), noted that no two were alike as to product.
One displayed canned, boxed, and bottled food ex-
clusively, another fresh groceries and vegetables, a
third.stationery supplies, and so on. Markham won-
dered if the business world had finally reached a
millenium and eliminated competition.

They passed through a single door, different in
color from the others, ascended a short flight of
steps, and emerged through another door upon a
beautiful terrace, formed by a set-back in the build-
ing. The set-back was evenly fifty feet wide. The
innermost ten feet formed a walk. The pavement,
Markham noticed, was the same as that of the in-
terior, a black substance that must have been poured
out in a liquid state, and seemed to yield to the step.
The outer forty feet of the set-back was a beautiful
belt of grass, flower beds, and small shrubbery.

The guide reduced the pace to that of a stroll.
“By your clothing I judge you to be of the early
twentieth century,” he ventured. >

“The succession of wonders and novelties had
beaten upon Markham with the remorseless pre-
cision of a trip hammer. Now he sensed a momen-
tary let-up, and a flood of questions occurred to him.

~ “T am, as you put it,” he replied to the guide, “of
the early twentieth century. But where, or when,
am I now, and how did I get here?”

“This is New York, in the late part of the twenty-
first century. You are what, is known here, as a
‘yisitor’.”

“Undoubtedly,” said Markham, with a slight at-

tempt at sarcasm. “I could hardly call myself a

native of this place, even if I was born on
Manhattan.” -

The guide laughed, good naturedly. “What 1
meant,” he explained, seriously, “is that you are of
an entirely different period of time, or rather, of
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history, for we are coming to doubt more and more
that there is such a thing as time. How you were
brought here—well, the advanced psychologists and
hypnotists of our colleges have been very successful
in their recent experiments. They think nothing of
yanking out of the so-called past some person whose
consciousness is en rapport with their united con-
centrations. Of late they do it not through any
scientific interest but just for the practice, as a prank
you might say; your case for instance.”

This thought set Markham’s brain reeling. There
was something in the guide’s tone that discouraged
him from pursuing the matter. He dared not try to
pursue it; he felt that he would go insane if he did.
He thought of the situation of a psychologist who
is anxious to know the mental reactions of a man
falling from a cliff and yet does not care to make
the experiment persenally.

It was all too bizarre. He must not question any-
thing ; he must take everything for granted. He
turned to the guide. “What is your name,” he
asked. “It will be more convenient to know.”

“My name is John Warren, 12-C-6.”

Markham was aghast. “What!” he exlaimed,
“has mankind come to the number and filing-case
stage so soon?”’

“Not at all,” was the laughing reply. “That is
simply for purposes of mail and communication.
The 12 means that my building is in the twelfth
row from the south; the C means that it is the third
row from the west; the 6 means that out of all the
families named Warren in building 12-C, mine is
considered Number 6.”

“You spoke,” said Markham, “or ‘all the families
named Warren,” and you have given a peculiar sig-
nificance to the word ‘building.”. Is it that families
of similar names are confined to separate houses?”

“Why, no. There are upwards of ten thousand
people to a building, you know, and there are bound
to be several familes of the same. . . .”

“Upwards of ten thousand people! What kind
of buildings have you here?”

Warren smiled indulgently. “That will comie
later,” he said,

All this time they had been following the same
path. Now a low murmur seemed to be flowing up
over the set-back from below. Theyv neared a spot
where a tiny walk led to a sort of fenced platform
that overhung the edge of the flowery terrace. This
they entered, and the guide invited Markham to
look over the edge.

Wonders and wonders! It took the man from
the twentieth century several minutes to grasp all
that he saw. :

Two hundred feet away was another building, a
gigantic affair a quarter of a mile in length. There

was a set-back on the same level as the one on which

were Markham and his guide, and the former quickly
assumed that the two structures were identical. The
set-backs were above the fifteenth stories, and the
buildings towered up for another ten stories.
Twenty-five altogether. Not so much, Markham
thought. Visionaries of his time had predicted. edi-
fices of a hundred stories and more; but these
seemed to go in more for length, and perhaps for
width. :

‘He looked downward. At the street level the
width of two hundred feet had been divided into a
central band of one hundred feet and two outside

bands of fifty feet each. The central portion was
merely a great promenade, paved with the universal
black substance that seemed to absorb the sunlight,
rather than to reflect it back into the eyes. At inter-
vals there were gigantic kiosks, leading probably to
the buildings on either side. The flanking bands
consisted of five endless moving platforms, each
ten feet in width. The speed of these platforms
increased with their distance from the promenade,
so that the two outer ones moved at approximately
twenty-five miles an hour. There were collapsible
metal benches on the bands, while passage from one
to another was facilitated by means of occasional
hand-rails.

The scene was strangely familiar. The solution
leaped to Markham’s brain all at once.

“Why !” he cried, “such a street as this was de-
scribed by a writer of my time!”*

“Then he was a prophet,” said Warren, calmly.
“It is not so easy to prophesy the inevitable.”

“But,” Markham continued, not having caught the
guide’s last remark, “he mentioned, I believe, streets
a hundred yards in width and ten moving platforms
in each direction, while you have here only five.
Nevertheless the coincidence 1s . . .”

“We have such a street. It is called the Fifth
Way, and was once known as Fifth Avenue. There
are ten platforms in each direction, and the fastest
move at a speed of nearly fifty miles an hour. But
that is in the exact center of the island, and the
outer platforms are used only by people desiring
to travel from one end of the island to the other
very quickly. As a man’s residence, place of busi-
ness, and recreation centers are all in the same build-
ing in most cases, there is very little cause for traffic .
between buildings. Two platforms for each direc-
tion, in fact, would be sufficient to handle the traffic,
were it not that the more platiorms there are the
higher the speed that can be attained. Cross-town
ways move at a lower level.” :

Fascinating as was the sight of the moving plat-
forms and the hurrying, black-clad people, who
seemed quite adroit at slipping from one band to
another that moved about five miles an hour faster,
Markham felt that he was delaying the “sight-seeing
tour,” for that was what he sensed their present walk
to be. They regained the promenade and after a
short distance, the guide led the way back inside.
They came to a place in the huge corridor, near a
corner of the building, where a peculiar track paral-
leled one wall. It was set deep into the floor, and
was about two feet wide. Near the end of the track
were half a dozen little trucks, their square plat-
forms level with the floor. FEach platform had at
its sides two frail-looking metal railings.

Warren motioned Markham to the foremost plat-
form, admonishing him to keep a tight grip on the
railings. He seemed to doubt the stranger’s ability
to do this, however, for he took from a nearby rack
a leather belt which he fastened around his waist
and to both railings. He then mounted the platform
behind, using no belt for himself, and indicated to
Markham a tiny lever on the under side of the right-
hand railing which he was to press.

Markham did so. The platform started slowly
forward with a low rumble, and a similar sound
from behind apprised him that the guide was fol-

*H, G, Wells, in “When the Sleeper Wakes”
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lowing. Suddenly he felt his feet shoot out from °

under him, and there was a sensation as of being
shot from a gun. This lasted an instant and then
his position resumed the vertical and his momentum
slackened rapidly but without any unpleasant sen-
sations. ILooking about him, he found himself in
a sort of glass roofed, glass walled shed. The plat-
form was trundling toward the end of the track. He
released his belt and dismounted.

“What was that?” he demanded breathlessly of
Warren, who had followed immediately.

“A high speed escalator,” the guide explained.

“The platforms move forward and are caught by
hooks in a rapidly revolving belt. At the end of the
incline they are released and are slowed down by
compressed air pressure. We have climbed ten
stories and are now on the roof.”

They emerged from the shed and Markham found
that it was so. They were on another black-paved
promenade. Running to one side he saw, far below,
the terrace they had just quitted, and abysmally
farther down, the street. He ran to the other side,
and was amazed to see, at about the same height as
the terrace on the exterior, a park! It was square,
conforming to the shape of the building, and some-
thing over three hundred yards square in dimension.
In the center, an ornate fountain was hurling rain-
bow-hued water high into the air and catching it
again in a marble pool. Tiny paths radiated from
the fountain to the sides, and numerous children’s
playgrounds nestled in the shadows of the ten-story
walls. But predominating over the whole pleasant
scene was a color little associated with modern cities
and not at all associated with visionary cities of the
future—the green of well-kept lawns and trees.

And as they moved slowly along, stopping from
time to time to watch the playing children and the
chatting housewives, Warren explained the construc-
tion of the buildings.

They were all alike, square in shape, measuring
about a quarter of a mile on each side, and twenty-
five stories in height. The upper ten stories were
purely residential, the apartments ranging in size
from single rooms to large suites. The size of the
suites depended strictly on that of the family, and
not on its means. The lower fifteen stories were
taken up with offices, schools, and shops. On the
interior of the square, its surface level with the six-
teenth story, was a twenty feet layer of soil, sup-
ported on a massive roof of steel and concrete. Be-
low this roof, and down to the street level, were
such institutions as did not require the light of day,
including gymnasia, auditoria, theaters, and houses
of worship. There were three more stories below
the street level, one of which was entirely taken up
with generators of the electricity used in heating,
lighting, and operating all machinery throughout.
Each building had its own electrical installation,
run on power from a gigantic plant five miles north
of Manhattan, which plant, in turn, received its cur-
rent from Niagara Falls. The other two stories were
used for storage and by the distribution system.

“And what is that?” asked Markham.

Warren smiled. The distribution system was now
so commonplace that it was hard to believe that there
ever was a time when it did not exist. Over across
the Hudson was the huge distribution Center, where
were received food products from- the West and
Seuth and clothing and manufactured goods from

the great Factory Cities at Niagara Falls and along
the Mississippi. From this center an intricate sys-
tem of pneumatic tubes spread under the Hudson
and into Manhattan, an individual tube for each of
the scores of buildings. Through these the food
products and clothing and manufactured goods were
shot in great containers to the cellar stations, from
which they were relayed through a smaller system
to the shops.

The noise from the moving ways far below had
diminished considerably. The number of people on
the promenades, both on the roofs and on the set-
backs, had increased as more and more people, their
day’s work done, were trying to get in a last walk
by the rays of the setting sun. The two men came
to a corner of the building, where Markham saw
that the path on which they moved, was connected
to the corresponding paths on the two adjacent
buildings by slender bridges of cantilever construic-
tion. They proceeded across one of them, the man
from the twentieth century conquering by sheer
mental effort the dizziness that threatened him.

“I have it!” he exclaimed suddenly. “Something
seemed queer, something bothered me when I looked
at the streets, and I have just realized what it was.
I have not seen any automobiles.”

Warren was puzzled for a moment. “Automo-
biles,”” he murmured, “automobiles. . . . oh! You
mean gasoline surface vehicles!”

“Yes,” said Markham. “Where are they?”

“There are none.”

“What! You mean to tell me that there are no
more automobiles? Why, in my time New York
was being carved to suit them. Streets were being
widened, sidewalks were being narrowed, residences
were being torn down ruthlessly to make streets
and cross streets for them. Skyscraping garages
in the business districts were being contemplated
and built. Nearly every family had an auto, and
manufacturers were trying to convince them that
they needed two. And now, less than two hundred
years later, you say that there are no more automo-
biles. Impossible!” He almost felt hurt.

“As might have been foreseen,” said Warren,
calmly, “the whole industry that was growing so

-abnormally, fell in one crash. Around 1975, a grow-

ing shortage of petroleum, that the manufacturers
were trying desperately to keep under cover, could
no longer be concealed. There were terrible riots
and mob scenes in New York, Chicago, Detroit, and
in fact all over the globe. In a thousand cities, use-
less automobiles were piled up in the streets and
burnt. The plants of the two greatest manufac-
turers were mobbed and razed to the ground. For
a month the United States suffered a complete chaos.
Then things gradually adjusted themselves. New
oil fields were subsequently discovered, and an effi-
cient substitute for gasoline was produced synthetic-
ally by an experimental chemist, but the gasoline
car never regained the pinnacle it had held before
the chaos.”

“Why not?” asked Markham.

“You have said,” began Warren, apparently ir-
relevantly, “that the plans of whole cities were being
changed to suit the convenience of the automobiles;
that houses were being torn down, playgrounds bi-
sected by roads, parks destroyed by the fumes of
the gasoline and pedestrians crowded to the walls
or killed by the score; was it not so?” ;
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“Yes,” Markham conceded, but . . .

“The duration of houses was halved by the con-
stant vibration of passing trucks; the manufacturers,
in feverish competition, were making the cars cheaper
and cheaper, and more and more defective; forty
percent of the men at the wheels were unfit to drive,
yet did so, thanks to incompetent laws; the roads
were choked with gaudy hire-cars, called, I believe,
taxicabs, driven by men who, lured by the profits,
had obtained licenses after a minimum number of
lessons and no experience whatever ; men who after
a day’s work were mere automatons and incapable
of being entrusted with the human lives they were
responsible for; was it not so?”

“Yes, ves,” agreed Markham. The facts were
all undeniable, vet it was the least bit irritating to
have them served up to him in this gatling-gun
fashion. His irritation, unknown to him, was based
upen a human and excusable pride in his own times
as contrasted with these.

“Well,” continued Warren, “the eyes of the people,
heretofore blinded to these abortive conditions, were
opened to them by the chaos. The automobile no
longer had the same significance ; no longer seemed
so necessary, or rather, so desirable in view of the
conditions that accompanied it. The manufacture
of the cars declined, ceased to be profitable, and in
time stopped altogether. Today we have a form of
surface vehicle, used solely for pleasure, one that
you would hardly recognize.

“Our ‘roads’ consist of parallel metal tracks,
twenty feet apart, each a foot in width. The vehicles
are forty feet in length, fifteen in width, and gyro-
scopic, balancing on two huge rubber-tired wheels.
They are known colloquially as ‘capsules,” for the
body consists of a capsule-shaped unbreakable quartz
glass. It is blown into the standard shape, and holes
are pierced for entrance and ventilation. The cars
are comfortably furnished and self-operating, for
they draw power by roller contacts and trolleys you
might call them, from the metal track to which they
are held by a sort of electro-magnetism. Automatic
safety devices stop the car as soon as it comes within
fifty feet of another. Anyone desiring to use one
of the capsules goes across the Hudson to the depot
and hires one. It bowls along over hill and dale,
maintaining an even speed of fifty miles an hour.”

“Fifty miles an hour!” exclaimed Markham. “Is
that considered a proper speed for a pleasure ride?”

“Certainly,” said Warren. “It is just the right
speed, once all responsibility and care of operation
are removed. Besides, you forget that the world ad-
vances. One hundred years before your time,
twenty miles an hour was considered tempting fric-
tion.” :

“True,” Markham acknowledged.

So absorbed had he been in the conversation that
he had kept his eyes on the pavement before him
for most of the time. They had been strolling north-
ward. Now his eyes, raised for the first time, en-
countered a vast structure a mile away, that seemed
to fill the entire quarter from horizon to zenith.

“The New York Tower,” explained Warren. “The
only real skyscraper it has been deemed necessary to
have. It is not hollow, but a solid structure, having,
as you see, pyramidal setbacks. It is not as wide as
the other buildings, but together with the great plaza
and gardens that surround it, occupies the same

space that four of them would occupy. « It is-
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one hundred stories in height, and contains all the
executive, legislative, and judicial offices of the mu-
nicipal and state governments, and also the local
branches of the various federal departments. This
may seem strange to you, but the duties of govern-
ment have been considerably changed and reduced.
The number of municipal ordinances, for instance,
is only about one-third what it was in your time.
The cellar of the Tower contains the Post Office,
from which letters and packages are distributed by
pneumatic tubes and tunnels to the branch Post Of-
fices in each building.”

He referred to his wrist-watch, a queer one-
handed device. “Ah, yes. In a moment you will see
something interesting. Watch the top of the Tower.”

Markham watched. Soon he saw a gigantic af-
fair, resembling a net, rise slowly into the air, lifted
by four balloons. Taking shape, it resolved into a
great square funnel of netted fabric, the open mouth
of which was fully five hundred feet above the top
of the tower, to which it was connected by a slender
net-work chute. The balloons were at the corners.

“Now,” said the guide, “look to the west.”

From that direction a large stream-lined mono-
plane was splitting the air in straight, unhalted flight.
It flew faster than Markham had ever seen an air-
plane go before. As it passed above the funnel, it
released a large sack,.which dropped down through
the chute into the building proper. The monoplane
kept on toward the east, seeming to descend.

“The Western Mail,” said Warren. “At present
the flight from San Francisco takes ten hours, but
that will be remedied within fifteen years, by which
time the Transcontinental Pneumatic will be com-

pleted.” :
“, .. the flight from San Francisco takes ten hours,
but that will be remedied . . .” The phrase rang

through Markham’s brain, moving him to alternate
spells of laughter and wonderment. These people
seemed to have the most awful conception of time
and speed. He now feared to comment or to express
admiration for what Warren regarded as the com-
monplace, lest he should reveal his “provincialism.”

“Look again,” cried Warren, “this time to the
east.” :

Far off in the heavens a tiny silver shape, resemb-
ling a minnew in a limpid pool, was darting toward
them, descending as it came. In a few minutes
Markham saw that it was a dirigible, much the same
as those of his time, but somewhat larger. The
cabin was a long structure that fitted snugly against
the gas bag; like a great keel. The advantages of
this arrangement over that of the half-dozen sepa-
rated cabins and engines he was used to, as to de-
creased wind-resistance and increased ease of opera-
tion, were obvious to Markham. He surmised from
the size of the cabin that a new lifting compound was
employed, and found by asking Warren that it
was so.

As it approached, heading apparently for the New
York Tower, his attention was attracted to a con-
struction at the northwest corner of the roof of that
building. It was a vertical shaft of metal Dbars,
reaching one hundred feet into the air. At its top
was a jumble of wheels, gears, and cables. The air:
ship dropped a weighted cable which hooked into the
top of this structure, and as it floated past, the cable
became taut and the ship was slowly drawn down to
the open metal shaft. And then Markham could
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hardly suppress a thrill of pride, such as overcame
him when he had seen his first house completed ; for
the top of the shaft fitted neatly into the floor of the
airship cabin, and he could see a tiny car run swiftly
up the shaft and into the cabin itself. It was all an
idea which he had conceived and discussed often with
his fellow club members, the device of a mooring
mast, which would extend into a hole in an airship,
so that an elevator in the shaft would rise level with
the cabin floor. But they had laughed at him, and
here it was, a wonderful reality. A moment later he
saw the car descend, laden with people.

“Tell me,” he turned to Warren. “I am eager to
know the progress the world has made, especially in
sociology and transportation. There was a deal of
theorizing in my time, but from what I have seen 1
imagine that most of it either exaggerated or under-
estimated the truth. That dirigible, for instance. I
imagine it is a transatlantic conveyance—" Warren
nodded “—is all oceanic transportation like that?”

“No, indeed,” said the guide. “The airships carry
only mail, visiting and returning diplomats, and such
people as can convince the authorities that their voy-
age requires all possible haste and are willing to pay
the price. The passage from New York to Paris
takes something over fifteen hours. Ordinary trans-
oceanic traffic has changed radically. You may have
noticed that there is nothing in sight resembling a
port, or loading place for ships.” '

“I have remarked something like that,” admitted
Markham, “but I had thought it was due to the trans-
cendency of airships.”

_ “There was some little agitation for developing
air navigation in your time,” Warren went on,
“which. lasted until well after the Chaos of 1975.
But these plans were ultimately shelved for many
reasons, one of which was the unexpected develop-
ment of means of surface transportation. Trans-
atlantic voyagers now travel in gigantic covered
sledges which have practically no draft at all, and are
driven both by water screws and by air propellers.
These ply between the great seaport at the eastern
tip of Long Island and a recently developed port on
the coast of France, taking no more than thirty
hours for the trip. From the seaport, passengers are
taken in ten minutes by pneumatic tubes to the Grand
Depot, half a mile beneath the New York Tower.
Freight boats are modeled more after the so-called
ocean greyhounds of your time, but never take more
than sixty hours to go to Europe. They also dock at

the Eastern Seaport, but the freight is shot by tube

to the Distribution: Center. e

“Inter-urban communication is carried on through
the great pneumatic tubes. As I have told you, the
Transcontinental Pneumatic is now under construc-
tion and will afford transportation between the coasts
in from two to three hours.”

“But surely the pneumatic tube isn’t universal,”
suggested Markham. -

“Certainly not,” said Warren, “although in time
it probably will be. In outlying sections we have
the advanced equivalent of the railroad of your time.
1t is single railed, like the pleasure vehicles I have
described to you, and also like those vehicles, the
trains draw their power from the same compound
rail they ride on. These rails are so constructed,
with bridges, viaducts, and tunnels, that there is a
minimum of curves and the altitude does not vary.a
hundred feet in as many miles. The result is a

smooth speed of one hundred and fifty miles an hour.
The Monorails, as they are called, are used through-
out Australia, Africa, Asia, and South America, but
no longer in Europe, and only in the less settled por-
tions of North America.”

They had turned back toward the south. The sun
was hovering above the western horizon, a depart-
ing watchman taking his last look at a satisfied and
satisfactory world. There was a growing chill in the
air.

“Tell me of the people,” said Markham. “How
they live; are they happy? Surely with your ad-
vanced machinery, unemployment must present a
problem.”

“Ah,” said Warren, “the solution of that problem
is a matter on which we pride ourselves. Let me
explain. We assume that two men, working eight
hours with hand tools, can complete a piece of work
in that time. A machine is invented to do the work
of both men in the same time, so that only one is now
needed to handle the machine. In your time, one of
those men would have handled the machine, and the
other would have starved. Today, the men would
each work four hours at handling the machine, and
both would be happy.”

“T see,” said Markham. “As the efficiency of your
machinery increases you divide the time of labor
among the number of workers displaced by the ma-
chine. It is wonderful, almost ideal, but it never
would have worked in my age. The spare time would
have hung heavy on our hands.”

“That,” explained Warren, “is a matter of evolu-
tion. We spend this ‘spare time’ in reading, in harm-
less and beneficial amusement, and the pursuit of the
arts and sciences. The world has advanced tre-
mendously in that respect.”

“Community life has also undergone radical
changes. There are today in the United States only
fifteen cities, similar in appearance to this, except for
differences based on climate, population, and regional
architecture. Each city has its standardized build-
ings and its municipal tower, some follow the pure
checkerboard design, like New York, and some are
radial, like Washington. Five cities, New York,
Chicago, San Francisco, St. Louis, and New Orleans,
have a population of over ten million. The others
all have over five. There are an additional ten mil-
lion living in the half-dozen nameless Factory Cities,
and twenty-five million more scattered throughout
the land. These last are the food makers, the back-
bone of the country. All the land outside the cities
is either national parkland or else under cultivation,
except for a few suburbs of a strictly residential
character in the neighborhood of the larger cities.
The twenty-five million are served by the Monorails
and by private airplanes; they are forbidden by the
government to organize into communities or mutual
benefit associations, so that they regard themselves as
a whole and are doubtlessly happier that way.” '

Somehow they had stopped to lean on the nar-
row railing of a path that bridged the abyss between
two buildings and watch Long Island bathed in the
last rays of the sun. Where once had thrived the
growing borough of Brooklyn was now a beautiful
parkland of close-cropped lawn, reddening trees, and
scattered residences and bungalows that stretched
away to the east as far as Markham could see. What
Warren had said was true; there was not a single
building of urban character outside of the island of
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Manhattan, although much land had been added to
the island itself. There were not even bridges.
Brooklyn, Staten Island, New Jersey, the land to the
north, all were a little paradise.

“It is wonderful,” said Markham.

The sun out of sight, they turned southward once
more. “We must get back to 12-C,” said Warren.
“I shall present you to the Captain of the Welfare
Office where you first found yourself.” They-walked
the length of a building and out upon another pre-
carious bridge. Snowflakes began to drift down
upon them in increasing numbers. The black pave-
ment absorbed the moist flakes, but in the process
there was formed a thin watery surface which the
shoes of the man from the twentieth century were
not qualified to cope with. A group of people ap-
proached them, head down to avoid the north wind,
and Markham lurched to one side to prevent their
running into him.,

His lurch carried him clean through the railing.
He heard a cry of dismay from Warren, and then
he was hurtling headfirst down the twenty-five story
depth. He saw the moving, white-coated ways rush-
ing up to meet him.

e

He awoke, with a feeling of stiffness, on the floor
before the arm chair in which he last remembered
himself. His pet poodle was licking his face, and a
steady gust of wind was blowing through the open
door. Formerly a student of dream phenomena,
Markham recognized the circumstances which had
lent such fearsome realism to that last part of his
dream. The wind from behind him, as that north
wind had been, the white poodle, who, running back
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and forth as he had tumbled from the chair, had
given the fleeting impression of white moving ways,
and the tumble itself. Yes, it had all been a dream,
however strange and wonderful.

The reader may be interested in subsequent events.

Inspired by his vision, Markham ran to his desk,
withdrew his plan from its pigeonhole, and tore it to
bits. He then sat down and worked far into the
night on this other plan, which had come to him much
as he had expected it to come. He modified it con-
siderably, but the principles remained the same. He
suggested the uniformity of buildings, all twenty-
five stories in height and a quarter of a mile square,
with a set-back at the fifteenth story and a park on
the interior. He suggested the two hundred feet
streets, but lest he seem too radical, he described
them for automobile traffic. Finally, he suggested
the great New York Tower, with its government of-
fices, giant Post Offices, and dirigible mooring mast.

The plan that won the contest was a fanciful thing,
embodying towering skyscrapers in artistic shapes,
no two of which were alike, and the uses of which
were not quite clear. What was probably the win-
ning factor was the advanced suggestion of an air-
plane hangar and landing platform on every roof.
Markham’s entry was returned courteously, with the
criticism that it was a “highly improbable and im-
practical combination of the too fanciful and the toc
conservative.” ‘ :

So Markham, to all extents, has abandoned his
visions, but as creative architect he has become the
most outstanding worker in that gradual scientific
and civic evolution which never can be covered at
one jump.

THE END

RNy

,w;m.w‘.1Llut;n1||;rr;.uf,fﬁ;gu'.'.w.n'.llllhiilm,*.'.’:.-
_ R AT :

s xR L st

o ¥ = 2
s i ] LT e g i
eI B

The editors invite correspondence on all subjects
In case a special personal answer is required, a nominal

g
=

=

e At 2 ke o ’ - : — ..
eyl “"mﬂmm%h o AT st mm;mu[riit“@ﬂﬁ%\‘g

In this department we shall discuss, every month, topics of interest to readers.
directly or indirectly related to the stories appearing in this magazine.

fee of 25¢ to cover time and postage is required.

A SEVERE IF YOUTHFUL CRITIC

Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

Although I read all kinds of amazing stories,
Lakh Dal, Destrover of Souls is about the most
amazing” story F have ever read. In my opinion
it is the working of a disordered mind. The author
must bhave cuckoo birds on his aerial (or maybe
the rays of the machine were directed at him).
Inough of that, however, for I must hurry with
this letter. Nevertheless, I don’t see how the rays

of our satellite would make a man bereft of his

reason. ~ It only makes a dog bark (maybe he is
barking at something else), and has no effect at
all on people. On the other hand, mayhe they have
no effect on people hecause of their superior mind.
However, if they were in quantity they might have
some effect on humans, hut nevertheless I think that
the story is highly improbable,

Now for the story Ten Million Miles Sunward.
If this story had really happened, there would no

longer he any earth, because it was stated in .

Newton's law that “A hody once in motion must be
stopped hy some outside force or it will continue
forever in the same direction.” Therefore 1 say
that even if the axis of the earth was changed, the
earth would continue in the same orbit. .
The Master of the World was pretty good, but
I liked Baron Miinchhausen's Scientific Adventures
best of all,  There is a streak of humor, a streak
of truth, and some lies, but I liked them anyway.
I am a great enthusiast as regards this magazine,
and I think that a copy should come out every two
weeks. Why not ask all the readers if they want
it a monthly or semi-monthly? I think most of
them would agree on a semi-monthly.
. Robert Hutchins,
401 Tiffin St., Des Moines, Towa.

P, S.—I think (know) that I can write a better
story than Ten Milllon Miles' Sunward, even if
I am only thirteen years old. Nevertheless I am
in 9A at school, take secience and will take it as long
as possible, Down with Latin! -

% R. H.

[We are always glad to hear from our younger
readers. One characteristic thing which we have
noticed is that their criticisms are more unmerciful
than those of our more mature correspondents, In
the April issue you will find a note by an eminent

authority on the error in the story of Ten Million

Miles Sunward. The general idea is that to affect
the motion of the earth, some external force would
have to be applied, and while the rushing of the
water through the canals might be taken as an
outside force, the amount of that force would he so
trivial as to make the effect absolutely imperceptible,
As regards the frequency of the publication of
AmazinGg StoriEs, our readers seem much divided
on this point. Many of our readers feel that our
new Cuarterly furnishes a good compromise,

If you want to try a hand at writing a story,
we will be glad to give it the same consideration
that we give to others. But it would probably do
hetter for you to wait a few years. For whatever
you think of adult humanity, there is no doubt
that at the proper age, time mellows the character
and experience rubs off some of our corners. You
have a very high rank for your age in school, hut
if you will take one piece of advice from us, you
will thank us in the future. Do not say “Down
with Latin.” If you will work hard at it, it will
do you a great deal of good; it will mean a lot to
you, for it will help wyou with English; and inci-
dentally will teach you to “plug.”—EDITOR.]

A LAWYER'S VIEWS ON AMAZING STORIES
Editor, AMaziNng Storirs:

I have read your magazine for about 18 months
and think that it exactly fills a wvacant place in
magazine literature—that is, the place which was
vacant,

Your discussion column is very interesting in
that so many people show themselves up by con-
sidering their own pleasure and not showing a
spirit of co-operation, They seem to feel that if
it does not suit them, then whosoever would dare
read that particular article is an imbecile or an
idiot, Frankly speaking, people with such ideas as
that are almost in one of the classes themselves,

It is true there are some stories I do not like,
but taken as a whole the magazine is wonderful,
and even those I do not like are undoubtedly the
favorite of some person whose hobhy in science is
thus illustrated, and T am glad to know that some-
one else has a chance at something that suits his
whims,

Poor old H. G. Wells has certainly got his share
of criticism.  Personally, I, too, agree that his
stories are great, but I do believe that a wvote
among his readers would show him that while he
is highly approved in general, it would be a still
Ereatcr approval—even hy his present admirers—if

e would leave out some tedious details, In other
words, while we like the stories, we would love
them if he would not make us so tired of tedious
details that we almost lose interest before he gets
down to the_ point.

I have enjoyed many of the stories, but I helieve
that The Moon Pool was the best I have ever read
m your magazine. Not merely because of the folk
lore it contained, but bhecause of the beautiful

(Continued on page 180)
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THE MASTER ANTS

By FRANCIS FLAGG

(Concluded)

or ninety, penniless, unknown, in eharge of a middle-
aged woman. What good would that do either you
or Theda? Besides, there is something else to con-
sider. Do you realize that it was only by a miracle
we escaped death when our Time Machine fell to
pieces on the plain out there? Yet there i1s no way
of returning a machine to 1926, save by hurling it
back in time until it, too, disintegrates from old age !”

As I stood glaring at him in horror, there came the
terrified clamor of hundreds of voices.

“Look!” cried a woman's shrill voice. “Look!”

Far out on the plain had risen what seemed an
eddying cloud. IEven as we gazed, petrified, there
rose another, and yet another, until the sky was black
with them. The Master Ants were coming to the
. attack! :

Of the ghastly fight which took place on the roof,
there is little to say. The millions of insects, with
their winged steeds, simply fell upon the giant ray
cone and smothered it to ineffectiveness with their
charred bodies. Nearly two hundred of the Scien-
tians fell in battle, stung to death by the sword-like
stings of the flying insects. The remainder fled
panic-stricken from the roof into the interior of the
Castle and sealed up the entrance with impregnable
composite metal. By means of the transparent ray
it is possible to look through the walls and ceiling.
The once fair garden is being eaten and destroyed.
The fruit trees are crumbling into dust. All that is
vulnerable is a decaying wreck. As I look at the
scene of unutterable desolation, despair grips my
heart, and a wild desire to strap myseli in the Time
Machine and quit this terrible future for the past,
almost overwhelms me. But that is impossible.
There is nothing to do but stay and face whatever
the future holds in store for us. Soltano maintains
that our situation is not yet hopeless. Those Scien-
tians amaze me. Their courage and optimism in the
face of disaster are wonderful. Now I know what
their religion is: It is an abiding faith ifi the power
of their science to aid and uphold them. The Pro-
fessor tells me of an intricate arrangement for sup-

plying us with air; I do not understand it yet very-

- well, but it is made clear to me that we can live in
the interior of the Castle indefinitely. Water and
synthetic foods ean be made.
splendidly equipped laboratories and machine shops,
the scientists and inventors are rushing forward ex-
periments which may release, they say, the energy in
the atom and give us possession of weapons which

-

Meantime, in the

will destroy the ants and veturn the lordship of
America to man. But as to this, I do not know; I
hardly dare hope. Theda leans over me and presses
her soft cheek against mine, and though I do not feel
at all heroic, I am comforted and made stronger by
her love.

Escape or help seems impossible. Nevertheless, 1
am going to tie this manuscript in the Time Machine,
which stands ready at my side, and send it back to
the period I have left forever. 1 repeat my hope
that it will fall into the hands of intelligent people
and that its contents will be made known to the
public. It may be that we shall overcome the ants
in the inevitable final conflict between men and
insects. In that case we will try to communicate
with the twentieth century again. [If not, then we bid
a final farewell to the people of 1926.

Signed: Proressor JorN REUBENS,
Ravvoxp BexnT.

What Is To Be Done with the Document?

HE nationally known lawyer laid down the
' . incredible document. For a moment there was

complete silence in the room. Finally the
President of the University spoke.

“I suppose you wish our advice as to what dis-
position to make of this . . . this. . . .”

“Exactly,” returned the lawyer. “I-am positive
it.is a hoax ; and yet. . . .”

“And yet,” finished the Doctor of Science, “ ‘there
are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than
are dreamt of in your philosophy !” as Hamlet said!”

The ordinary M. D. coughed. “There is some-
thing fishy about this whole affair,” he said, “cast-
ing no reflections on our host, whose account of how
the manuscript came into his possession I believe
ahsolutely. Perhaps someone is trying to cover up
the fact that twenty thousand dollars disappeared.
But that doesn’t sound plausible either. My advice
is to lock the manuscript up in a safe. Time enough
to publish its contents to the world if any queer
happenings should occur—in South America, for
instance.”

The five other men gave hearty approval to this
plan, and there the matter rests, except that there
are at least three men in Berkeley, California, who
carefully scan the press every day for amy strange
news from Latin America.

THE END
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Love’s Rugged Path, Hart.

Married at Sight. C. B-xrt, E
Pretty Madeap Dorothy,  Libbey, B
4 The Loan of a Lover, Libbey, E
Vendetta. -~ Marie Corelli. E

246 The Girl He Forsook,

How to Play Five- IIurl{irr'd B
How to Play Chess

Checkers and .I-Lw tc: Play 1t. B
Book of Cholee Riddles. B

153 Magic Tricks. E

84 New Card Tricks, B

700 New Toasts, B

Book of 145 Parlor Games. T
New Book of 200 Puzzles. B

A
Scandal in Bohemia. Conan 'D-.Jvlﬁ A
1 The Redheaded League.
2 The Bign of the Four. Dayle,

3 Giant ‘Detective. 0ld Slauth. A

37  Vauderille CGags and Jokes. ‘h]

Book of Roaring Jokes. E &
H}lmlgr Jingles, Jokes and Rhymes. T .. N59 Darkey Jokes and 1um1\[
- sl = TrishJokes: & N6 Minstrel Jokes, Gags, Conundrums I Stories. B
: e Nl N60 Hobo_dokes, B
Dutch Jokes. B ""Ne64 Toardi H Jokes. T |
After-Dinner Stories. B Sl HRE e OURB G OBE b,
Book of Vaudeville: Jokes, B @ [ N6D ;_‘.mntown.] liurt:et]i_y and Fun. Ij
Book of Funny Rhymes. E .. 199 Farmer Jokes. ID
Book of Flirtations. B Select hook wanted by checking in .. 1100 Drummers’ Yarns. B !
Now Stage Jokes. I f=ant of namber. Then take a sheet of ..B108 Rattling Ford Jokes. E |
Book of 1,000 Conundrums. E} | paper and 1ist numbers only, Titles of 43111 Good Time Jokes. B |
7 Hed-Hot Joker. E | bucks not noeessary on your order. . 13112 Prize Jokes. B |
CHATTER: > Actors’ Jokes. E _.1i114 Funny_ Epitaphs, E |
AND New Book of Monologues, I do_not accept orders f“" less | |7 R11g New ' Blackface Minstrel|
4 Hebrew Yarns. E ‘h““ §1.00 (10 books.) Ho. C. 0. D.'s. Jokes. B
FUNNY IN4d Side-Splifting Jokes anda| | Bemit by Check, Money Order. Cash | | pii7 Talian Dislect Joke Book. E
Stories. 13 or Stamps.  Add 2c pestage for each | | 1153 Fash House Jokes. T
Penchy Jukes. T book, otherwise we send by Express . B125 Wine, Women and Song, B
:ji_n.:pny _F.Inlakes ‘EI - = m{:ﬁ%- (Foreign postage  4e  each }ﬁ;g 1\|1I11<‘-><|ut\ _['md \.qF!eu B
ramp Jokes, Monologues, Re- | thansas 1 Saw. B
citations, :;Iu B SEND FOR FREE BOOK CATALOG s ]%{Iﬁ]z }_‘?u ]r‘|>1[ (Jl]"m lifllnr(ldyhﬁf._\'lnﬁﬁ Fi
Komikal Joker. i 2 Charles Chaplin_ Chatter anc
Book of Wit and Humor, E STIRATOVER al0nTIIL e Fynny Sayings. B N29

POPULAR BOOK CORPORATION MW ork



180

1High School
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AMAZING STORIES

language used. I do not remember its author’s
name, but I do know that he can use language
to the extent that we might say that he *'said it with
flowers.” 1 see a comment by one writer in **Dis-
cussions” in the last issue about the magazine
catering to those whose intellect is weak, or those
who are childish. He did not use the exact words,
but conveyed the meaning. I might suggest to all
of such a mental capacity and ideas pertaining to
that meaning, that if they will also pursue the
current topies of inventions they will be enormously
surprised at the actual patents on things omly re-
cently placed as fiction in Amazing Stomies Take
for instance the story about the world below the
Infra-Red Ravs, which sounded foolish to those
unbelievers, but not to yours truly, and now there
is an article in last Sunday’s Atlanta Constitution
about a machine which transposes vision -picked
up by the Infra-Red Rays, and so arranges it that
the human eye can see it—and picks up nes in
the dark. I‘oolish, eh, well it’s good

gays the New York Police Department.

This letter is more helter-skelter than I ex-
pected, because of interruptions to discuss business
with my clients while writing it. Mayhap I can do
better next time, if this letter be so lucky as to
get nto print,

Just one more thrust at those spineless brains
that claim Amazing Stories are weak and for
weaklings, 1 have found that the reasoning ca-
pacity of those in ‘‘Discussions” have been awak-
ened to new ideas and loftier ideals by perusal of
these same stories, and if we be able to make some
poor human being think in a line of progression we
have most certainly attained a point in the scale
of benefit and good will to man, that we. should
be able to say to each of our editors of Amazivg
Stories and worthy contributors, “*Well done, thou
good and faithful servant.” -

pi

C. 5. Bennette,
1203 1-2 Broad St., Columbus, Ga.

[The writer of this interesting communication is
the senior member of a Columbus, Ga. law firm
and, like so many others of our readers’ letters,
it tells its own story. Bennette's clients, with all
their interruptions, did not prevent him from writ-
ing a particularly good and well-put letter, It
interests us to see the commendation which he and
many others bestow upon The Moon Pool. It had
a touch of travel and geography about it, a touch
of psychology, especially in the Irishman, and quite
a deep character study. We {feel that we publish
letters enough to show how well taken it is when
we receive such good letters as the above.—
EDITOR.]

THE PROPOSED SCIENCE CLUB—A CON-
STRUCTIVE LETTER WITH A GOOD
OUTLINE OF WORK

litor, AMAZING STORIES:

Being a regular reader of Awmazivc Stories, 1
have often intended to write to your Discussions

Department about the organization of the Science
Club, which has been the subject of discussion for
some time, This idea has interested me very much,

and I would be greatly pleased to see it developed
into something worth while. 1 thought at first
tha would take hold of it, suggest a plan of
organization and get it started, following the line
of development used by other publications which
have fostered organizations of readers for various
purposes, but it is now apparent that you are
determined to leave it entirely in the hands of those
of wyour readers who are interested enough to go
ahead and organize the Science Club, and on care-
ful consideration this plan will prove to be hest.
A club so organized will be best because it will be
strong and able to stand on its own feet; it will
have a hackbone composed of those who have the
jnitiative to go ahead and organize it. There must
be a number of such persons among the readers
of Amazing Srtomies, and I hope to see them get
fnto action soon.

A plan of action which suggests itself to me is
this, which I submit for the consideration of all
who are interested:

If vou are interested in organizing the Science
Club, insert a small ad in the “Personal” column
of vour local newspaper reading something like this:

“Anvone interested in organization of Seience
Club communicate with

That would be a very inexpensive way of get-
ting in touch with those in the wvicinity who were
interested, and it will get results,

Instead of writing immediately to all who reply
to your ad, get in touch with a few, who will help
you bear the expense of communication with the
others. Get out a mimeograph letter if there are
enough replies to warrant it.

Issue a call for a meeting, sending it to all whe
reply to your ad. Those who attend the meeting
will authorize one of their number to write a
letter to the Editor of Amazing Stomries, outlining
their ideas regarding the nature of the permanent
organization, These ideas should be stated as
certain clearly defined points, which can be collated
and classified by the El.jditor. When all- the letters
from the various meetings are examined, it is quite
certain that the points outlined in each will be
duplications of those outlined in others.  The
Editor can then collate the suggestions and send
to the corresponding secretaries of the branches a
list of the points suggested by all the letters. An-
other meeting can be called to vote on acceptance
or rejection of each point as stated in the Editor’s
list, and the ballots will be returned to the Editor,
who will tabulate the returns and determine there-
from the final form of the organization.

science, S0
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Ten years ago Radio was in its infancy—today
TELEVISION is. The possibilities of TELE-
VISION are every bit as great as those of
Radio. And development will probably be
much faster, for the basic principles of TELE-
VISION are closely allied to those of Radio.
Much of the fundamental groundwork, there-
fore, has already been laid. Grow with this
infant Industry—all the thrills of the experi-
menter are here just’as they were in Radio.
Learn all there is to know about this new art.
This up-to-date book will give you full details
on all that has been done in the development
of TELEVISION. Written by the leading
authorities—all theories, discoveries, and
trends are fully explained and written in an
easily understandable way.

BUILD YOUR OWN
TELEVISION SET

Complete instructions for building an experimental

TELEVISION outft are given in this remarkable

book. Anyone can build their own. Complete apparatus

can be bought very reasonably.

Over 112 pages—T{ully illustrated. Large size 9x12 book
Mail this coupon now! Don't wait—be the
first in your neighborhood. ~You'll get

many hours of priceless enjoyment.

EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO.
230 Fifth Avenue New York, N. Y.

EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING_CO.

230 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.
Gentlemen: Kindly send me 3 copy of TELE-
VISION. Enclosed 1s 50 cents.
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I hope I bave made my plan clear and concise
enough, as I would like to see some action!

I have read with interest the letter of Mr, Wines
in the March issue regarding the Science Club,
and while I am glad to see the interest he takes
and am also delighted that a man of his type
should be interested in the project, I am hound to
agree with the Editor on the proposition of secrecy.
That should be out, right erom the start, for a
number of reasons. LVFor one, what good would
the magazine he to a secret organization? 'The
Editor has proffered the use of its pages, but the
space would have to remain blank if the club were
a secret society; nothing could he discussed. An-
other feature suggested by Mr. Wines requires
careful consideration, and that is the establishment
of laboratories, employment of scientists, attorneys,
i I would be the last to deny that the
of a good laboratory would be a fine
ambition for such an org: ation, but it should
not be a primary consideration at the time of
izatio The first goal should be the or-
Science Club for the discussion,
s and nationally in the pages of
, of the ideas of the members on
to the end that ideas might be
soil and develop into a bountiful
lahoratory is the human

ganization of a
locally in mee
AMAZING STOR

c

The' greatest

Wine's

o suggestion that the branches be
called ‘‘laboratories™ is a good one, and I might add
to that the suggestion of a motto for all the
“laboratories,” and the organization as a whole.
It is an ancient French motto: “Je Fay emprins’’
(I have undertaken),

D. Mason.

[This letter reguires no comment. The ideas
which are contained in it are so clearly put and
the details are so well given that it really looks
as if something might yet be done about the Scien-
tific Society. It seems too bad to let the subject
drop when so many seem ripe and ready for it.
We shall be glad to publish the results of any
new movement of *Science Club” enthusiasts.—
EDITOR.]

A LETTER OF THOUGHTFUL CRITICISM

Editor, AMAZING STORIES: = :
First, Mr, Editor, I am writing this letter to
praise your super-classic, Amazinc Stories, of

which I am a charter reader, Secondly, I write
this to take up my bludgeon on Mr. Wells' side
of the argument. Anent The War of the Worlds
story. Surely such splendidly-written material
must appeal to anyone who truly knows and ap-
preciates artful deseription. Wells merely uses ls
fine description to bring out the high-lights in his
stories, the same way in which Mr, Merritt en-
hances the beauty of his Moon Pool with sparkling
description. Nobedy objected to Mr, Merritt’s de-
scriptive matter, because it moved z\llnng St]tpe\vllqt
“snappier” than Mr. Wells' description. Wells is
a remarkable author, and I am sure his great
popularity has not come about accidentally.

As for picking apart certain stories, and squab-
bling over trifling mechanical details, that's illib-
eral.  There must be some *‘Esnesnon™ now:- and
then, a little fairy tale here and there, to keep our
appetite for romance whetted. We must overlook
the overdrawn and ridiculous situations, for there
are so many delightful things that grow out of the
pecasional ahsurdities. 1 want to confess here that
I swallowed Dr. Mentiroso, hook, sinker, et al, till
some of the boys declared him a phenomenal liar,
I fail to get any edification or “‘kick” out of suc
stories as [he Underseas Express, The Star
Dead Love, The Machine Man of Ardathie, The
Tide Projectile Transportation Co., and the detec-
tive tales. The latter are chvious and flat, carry-
ing a “canned” flaver for me. Your illustrations
are splendid as is. Mr. Paul catches the right in-
spiration, and, as an artist myself, 1 appreciate his
cleverness. Your idea of the Quarterly is O. K,
a nice compromise over the semi-monthly idea.

To date, the stories that have appealed to me the
most are: OF On a Comet, The Moon Metal, The
Land That Time Forgot, Station X, Dy. Moreaw's
Island, The Malignant Entity, The Second Deluge,
The Moon Poeol, War of the Worlds, Around the
Universe, and kindred tales. I read all and each
issue of Amazing Stortes  That's only the balf
of it. I have read such as Dr, Moreon's Island and
others two or three times. I consider myseli a
discriminating reader, so this must mean a high
tribute to some of your authors’ work. At any
rate, Mr. Editor, I cannot give you any construc-
tive advice further as to the conduct of your edi-
torial work. I'm satisfied with your efforts as is,
and I trust AmaAzine Stomries will prosper as
greatly as has your Radio News and other splen-
did publications. By the way, I read all of them
excepting your Spanish one. [ trust you have the
patience to finish this,

Ggo. C, Dick,
2557 Edgar Ave., Wellston Sta., St. Louis, Mo.
[In spite of our modesty, we appreciate your
calling Amazine Svomies a super-classic, While it
is ineresting to find Mr. Wells defended, the great
popularity which he has acquired seems to make
such defence unnecessary. What you
“Esnesnon” reminds us of the lines by an unknown
writer:
A little nonsense nwow and then
Is relished by the wisest men.”
for most readers will know now that “Esnesnon” is
nonsense. spelled backwards. We think you take a
proper view of the work of Mr, Panl. You must
realize that to illustrate such stories as we give,
requires a special ability on the part of the artist.
We - certainly appreeiate your good wishes.—
EDITOR]
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“I’'m GOiIlg to Raise His Salary”

“I've had my eye on him for some time and I know he can handle
bigger work. He studies those I. C. S. textbooks every chance he
gets, and I want to tell you it has made him a valuable man for this
business. I'm going to raise his salary and give him that new job

we were talking about.

How do you stand when your employer checks
up his men for promotion? Does he pass you by
as just a routine worker, or does he think of you
as a man who is ambitious to get ahead? Won't
you be far more likely to get the promotion if he
knows you are studying at homie and are really
preparing yourself to handle bigger work ?

Every mail brings letters from students of the
International Correspondence Schools telling of in-
creases in salary due to spare-time study.

“At the time I started my 1. C. 8. course I was
working in a paper mill,"” writes A. J. Hutchins,
Chief Draftsman of the American Strawboard Co.

“Before T had completed the course T was called
upon to make drawings in one of the company's
largest mills and was appointed Superintendent of 4
Construction at a 300 per cent increase in salary.””

Jesse G. Vincent was a toolmaker before he en-
rolled with the I. C. 5. He is now Vice-president
of the Packard Motor Car Company. Walter
Chrysler, President of the Chrysler Motor Cor-
poration, is also a former I. C. 8, student.

An I. C. 5. course enabled Fred W. South-
worth to leave a poorly paying job that he had
held for tewenty years and get a position as a
salesman. In six months he also had increased
his salary more than 300 per cent.

George A. Grieble was a stone cutter earning
$15 a week when he enrolled with the 1. C. S.
He now has his own engineering business in Cleve-
land and his income is “between $10,000 and
$15,000 a year.” @ °

¥f the 1. C. S. can help these men to get out of
the rut and make good, it can help you too. If it

I wish we had more men like him.”

)
can raise the salaries of other men, it can raisé
yours! At least find out how,

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet
e et e e e e e T P e T B S S e . e
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=== money. Print for others, big profit. Completo
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easy, rules sent, Write for catalog presses type
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Yarn Big Money. Work home or travel. Make secret in-
vestigations. Experience unnecessary. Write Dept. 8. A,

American Detective System, 2190 Broadway, N. Y.
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Science & Invention

CIENCE & INVENTION reflects every trend, every step
forward in the world of progress. Each important de-
velopment, every new invention of merit is carefully reviewed
in its pages. The readers of SCIENCE & INVENTION have :
learned, by years of acquaintance, to place their entire confidence
in its editorial exactness. |
New theories, scientific phenomena, astronomy, radio, every field I
of Science or Invention is thoroughly covered and unbiasedly
reviewed in the pages of this remarkable magazine.

Fach month you can obtain a new issue of SCIENCE & IN-

VENT‘ION from your newsdealer. The copy, 25c. Yearly S
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Over 100 beautifully illustrated pages | (
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SOME BRICEBATS AND OTHERS—A WORD
FROM THE ANTIPODES

Editor
A few bouguets and brickbats from Australia,
I have read Amazing wies from the first is-

sue, It is the only magazine which appeals to my

vivid imagination, and #f long-felt want. 1

can’'t underst: that Amazing

STORIES twice a month w too 1

would - find enough to buy was put

every day

AMAZING STORIES:

lished

strations, by Mr, Paul, are wonderful,
His imagination seems to be like space itself—
unlimited. You have just t number of
#Hllustrations—no more, no less, are wanted,

Now for a few hbrick

Please cut out H. G.
H. H. Simmons,

o "ol

Wells, TJules Verne, and

g us
€ The
anyway. It was v
15 out of date c
Martians
planes,
range artillery,
Worlds i
modern re:
Jules Ve is he)
the bygone Victorian era,
ging dissertations om tr
TJules Ve was a
which he li but
taste of senility in the
Hicks Ir

st modern instruments of

s, tanks, gas masks, long-

sir, the Far of

r and simply makes the

Please drop him.

ond the pale. Ile belongs to
with his long, windbag-

ial matters.

the

wri

Yes,

o ek

kick. Mr, Simmons ought to be kicked.
why are these abominati wted i
Stortest  Amazing! !
laugh! :
The best story that has ed in  AMAZING

with The Second

Stories so far is The
Delnge running a good s
Mr. Merritt is a ge:;ll.—;.
nd The Face in the Aby
s !f)tllflclE ns that tickled . The Green
Splotches, Star of Dead Love and The Mad Planet,
The Mad Planet contained the hest scicnce of any
of these, i opinion, i
The Astounding Discoveries of Dy, Mentiroso
could bave been called better, “The pu
ings of a diseased mind. If Dr, Mentir
round the world with the speed of light, 1
ous that h
mathemati
Treasure:

o People of the Pit
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even worse, The tele-

phio wonderfal inst

to Is spoken at th

i 1, o 12 eds of lig
sound. This is not the author con-
fines himself to the when he goes
wandering off i spa t becomes arrant
sense.  Sound c i

iming that it could
versely as the square of the distar
would be pretty feeble by the
traveled a thousand light years.

Now, Mr., Editor, I have a

time the

favor to

vou thmk yeuw could manage to publish

nk:
ab

Spot, by Austin Hall and Homer
appeared in the Argosy Al-Story
middle of 1921. 1 only
and have been consumed with curiosity
It is & scientifiction story of the first orde
Other good warns which would not be out
place in AMAZING STorlEs are The P.-‘a.-u-l.f{'r‘r :
The King of Conserve Island, by Homer Eon

0ut

of

(Argosy Ail-Story, 1917-18); a little colleet
of scientifiction stories under the names of
Purple Sapphive, 1 Anphibian, Novdenhe

1

Millions and The Brain Blight, by Jaclk Harrower,
Now, Mr. Editor, will you publish my name and
let a few of these scientifiction lavers get in touch
with. me. Well, T close with a wish to see Axaz-
18G STORIES doubled in size by advertisements, and
published oftener. Please give that Blind Spot
story a chance. :

R.. E. Gramasr,
26Parnell St., Strathfield, N. S, W., Aus,

[While we have headed your letter with the words
“*Some Brickbats,” we observe that Mr, Paul is not
a target. But do read the letters of our aother
readers and see how they admire the very stories
which you dislike. D& you think that you ecould
select stories to please evervbody? In regards to
Mr. Simmon’s stories about Hieks' Inventions twith
a Kick, you say “hear me langhi™ As the humor-
st says, “This is writ Sarkastick.” But yeu
should have heard us laugh in good earnest when
we first read them. We think they are very clever,

You are rather hard an Dr. Mentirosd. We can
assure you that the complete understanding of his
story would imply the knowledge of the difference
in_time, which has played so important a part in
the histery of the world. It is on this that ocean
navigation has heen based, and there was a prize
offered and eventually . won for some method of
determining the longitude of a ship at sea, which
was solved by the invention of the marine chrono-
meter fo give the difference of time between the
position of a ship at sea and a standard meridian
such as that of Greenwich, England. This took
numberless ships across the ocean and brought them
safely to port. We note what you say ahout the
Blind Spot and we shall consider it serionsly.—
EDITOR.]

Ivorine

I will send

In addition I will

g Can you copy it? Try it. How vou copy
#¥ 1t may give me some ides, of what kind of a
; draftsman you would be.
old or older and will mail me your sketch at once, B
g vou, free, and prepaid, a drafteman’s Ivor-
@ ine Pocket rule, shown here. ¢
This will go to you entirely with my compliments.
: : send you my book on Suecessful Drafteman-
ghip. Don'twait. Copy the sketch now and mail it to me.

Draftsmen Needed In’
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Get out your pencil
and copy the Jack
right now

for copying
this Jack—

If you are 16 years

Lopy me

Auto Work Aviation Motoxr Bus Work Building Worlks
‘The automobile ins rity i the coming Aviation ia just in fits in- Motor bus building and There will always ba
dustry ie one of the Toroe f tho fapney. It is bound t transportation building, No atroe-
greateat in America, world, Deaftsmen are pend to en have becoms leading ture can ba erected
Thousands of drafts- needed in every depart- portions, : 0 ar world indgstries. Hun- without plans: drs
men  needed. I} ment of this fascinating al to it.  I'li train dreds of deaftemen ene by draftamen.
train « you for the work. 1l train’ ¥on' st you quick at home for gaged in this work. I'll make yoo an archi-
bome. Get s job here, drafting position. show you the way.

Get

_.;--—_"_’_'

Write to me.

business.
trn

H. Bernier, train

Money Back If Not Satisfied

What could be fairer than that? Idon't ask you to take
any chancez, I train you under a positive Money Back
Agreement. If my training does not gatlsfy you after
you have finished you get every penny back.

Earn While You Learn
You can start earning extra money a few weeks after
beginning my training. I give you special work and tell
you how to make money.

Age or Lack of Education]

Ne Drawback
You flo not need previous experience. You do not need
to be a high school grad My practical home study
course gives you just the kind of training you need to be-
come sucoesstul. Your spare time is all' that is necessary.

HEEE>7 0 a Week:
Enginecer Dobe ; a ee
s g
Write Me Today!
b This Zazi
ACT NOW E%rglnf ?g? n}:gréenc:h;gn g?%loyéri:g
“Jueeessful Draftsmanship” and *My Pay-Raising
Plan.” Remember Draftsmen are needed everywhere.
That's the kind of profession to get into. Get started

now. Cet into & better position, paying a good straight
salary the year around.

o A
Engineer Dobe ) {1555 Ciieage i

¥ wrlik oy

tectural draftaman at
ne,

bome
- -
My Free Pay-Raising Plan
_ I'will send you this new book. Not a catalog. My Pay-Raising Plan and
% Money-Making Advice. I can prove that JohnSavadee, trained by me, makes $300 a month.
Barl J. Dupree, trained by me, refused $600 & month because he malkes more in
by me, earns 7000 to 29000 a year.
ed by me, makes more than $400 a mohth. D. C. & i
$475 a, month. L. V. Broughten, trained by me,

I can give you many more names of Dobe trained draftsmen who are making big salaries.
They wrote to me Just as I am asking you to write.
saw that opportunities in all of the great industries were tremendous for draftamen,
‘Through drafting you can get into almost any industry you want.

his own
Arthur Dewalt,
. Stroop, trained by me, makes
malkes $300 a month.

They asked for my Free Book. They

Employment Service

Atrer vraining you T help vou tig
get & job without cliarging you
& cent for thig service. Fme
ployers of draftamen come to
me for men because they know 4
that men ¥ train make good.

I Train Yoeu at
Home, New,
Quick, Sure Way

My practical working h ¥ou
method makes every : get
etep in learning draft- these
11’][’,. ag clear 48 a mov- tools
ing pieture. That® as my
why I train you so fast student

to be a draftsman.

You GET THESE FINE OUALITY,
IMPORTED DRA FTSN{!\N'SQI'OOLS.
you become m de

§

GENUINE, |
] just a9 soon ag
No finer tools can be made

EasEzsEuEsNAssERRueE,

ENGINEER DOBE
1951 Lawrence Ave., Div. $1-95 Chicago
Here'a the akr!‘;‘xlh,

-
-
-
-
-
-
=
-
-

Send me free rule; aleo send me free of all
saafol Draftamanship’” and ** My Pay-Raising
Plan"'—how to earn money while learning and proof of bi

miney paying positions.

coat, books **Sue

Name.

R Rt e

Address

State.
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book, **Safe Counsel, "
ou the thioww: you want to
rom. the sk der. Giv d
wice to niewly marrled. Explains sna of ’
ans,

X-
Life, mistak oid, di
'8 5tar ng_uct{ous: 1—Sclence

H‘lrriufu. 4~—Child-
G—Sexual Sclence, 7=
ealth en
o all, 104 chzp-
ages, Kramins
ain wrapper.

end No Money

send &

‘Writs for your copy today.. Don't
t. Eay postuan onl Costage,
:E-In oney nf:;d:s }i’f’a’-’:ﬁnmm.
'RANKLIN PUBLISHING CO.
5100 186 Mo, LaSaile St., Chicago, il

irectiromsSwiss,,
| mporter and save50%

BuyD

wear case, Waldemar knife, chain,

alwopistol-shupe cigarette ghtor, ——
Send no money. Pay postisn onl

2 £3.59 for all 4 articles, 3EN!(INS.
621 Broadway, N.1., Dept.
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THE FUTURE

By A. M. LOW
ONE OF THE MOST REMAKABLE
AGE

BOOKS OF THE
SEND $2.00 FOR YOUR COPY

EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO.
230-5th  Ave. New York City

EE SRR SR
Why pay up to $4560 or more t
own an electric set when you
tean quickly and easily make
your own set mll electric in this
mew* surprisingly inexpensive
ay?
PPROVED 27,0 lae
ratory tests
f ladio News, Popular Radio
| We show i how. Write for
: Sull information :
Townsend Laboratories
713 Townsend Street - Dept.

:

;‘;"'- - l:-:hi:uga.'lu-‘

SCIENTIFIC MARVEL
LIGHTER — WINDPROOF
What Makes It Light?
&l guaranteed.  Sample 25
cents.  Sample Gold or Silver

plated, $1.00. Does the work
of expensive Lighters,

A gents Wrtte for Prices

NEW METHOD MFG. CO.
Box A.S5. § Bradford, Pa.
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There is no mystery

‘about :

CART@NING

LL of the famous artists and cartoonists of
this country are making thousands and
thousands of dollars yearly from their pens.
They earned their success through years of
work and tedious search for “the right way.”
Today, the courses in Cartooning and Illus-
trating of the International School of Art, by
showing you the short cuts, will save you years
of work and bring success much sooner than if
you stumble along alone,

These cou will not only teach you how to
draw, but will also develop your originality.
They are acknowledged to be among the hest
and most modern courses in Carteoning and
IMustrating offered today.

= o e . o S it o o e e e i e s i e
INTERNATIONAL SCHOCL OF
Division of the international Correspsndence Schools
Dept. 7136-C, Scranton, Penna.
Pleage gend me==free——your illustrated booklet which
tells how I ecan succeed as & Cartoonist or Illustrator.

1T Fret e A

Adarsens. VaEite

Only 4 Motions nsed In
_playing this fascinating
inastrument. Our native
Hawaiian inatroctora
teach you to master
them quickiy. Picturea

show how. Everything ex-
plained clearly,

Play in Half Hour Easy Lessons
After you get the four Even if you don't know
oasy motions you play  one note from another,
harmonious chordawith the &2 printed lessons
very little practico. No  and the elear pictures
proviouamosicalknowl- ‘make it ensy to learn
edge necessary, quickly. Pay aa you play. &

Free Guitar Write at Once
and Outfit In Genuine Seal Graln You'll never be lonesoma with
Fabrikoid 8 83 Boon oa you en-  this beautiful Hawaiian Guitar.
roll. Nothing to buy—everything Write for Special Offer and eas:
furnished. No delay, terma. A posteard will do. ACT!

DTHER | Tenor Banjo, Violin, Tiple, Tenor Guitar, Ukulela,
CDURSES] Banjo Ukualele — under well - known instructoras
FIRST HAWANIAN CONSERVATORY of MUSIC, Inc.
9th Floor, Woolworth Bldg., Dept. i} New York, N. Y.
piroved an o Corraspondence Sehool Under the Lawa
af the State of New York

Amaze and Mystify!

Fool your friends, Earn Mon ey at Clubs and

Parties, No gkill required. ¥asily learned.

Our book, “*“Fun—Magic— Mystery,”” tells

how and explainsg many tricks you can do.

Also catalogs over 700 Mystifying Tricks—=®
IHuslons—Jokes—Puzzles—Books, and Eur-

ogerm Novelties, at Reduced Prices. New

1928 Edition, profusely illustrated, sent

postpald, only 10c.

LYLE DOUGLAS, Station A-9, DALLAS, TEX,

PROMPT SERVICE -~ LOW PRICES

TO
YOoU

Choose ANY
$2ﬂ Musical Instrument -
£20.00 quality Violin, Tenor Banjo, Ha
et “""’B’.ﬁ.".ﬁf%&jo-suﬂ:?, orr?et':'Gaptgr,Baalnaolin;
o -Mandolin. arn to play by note, We teach mxn WOmen,
boya and girls by mail. Amazing new, efmplified method. A f
£ duy pave for Lessons. Instrumen firat lesson aent on
TRIAL. Over 600,000 succesaful pupila, Write ¥
-% CHICAGO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL OF MUSIC, INC,
1632 No. Halsted St. Dept. 632  Chicago, il

p Direct fiom erland

‘Worn practical men everys=
where. Shock proof, weather proof.
Perfoct thne ke?_er‘ inm d}al-
Tells time in dark. Fine imported foll
b sirap. SOl elsowhera foF
Genuine leather strap. Sol

10.00. Satiafaction tead. SEND

B g cision”mmgﬂ&‘?‘:l‘meﬁ

621 Broadway, New York, Dept..
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AMAZING STORIES

A SEVERE YOUNG CRITIC !

Editor, AMAZING STORIES: y

I have been watching your discussions column for
some time, and I would like to make comment on
the criticisms contained therein,

Many of your readers do not consider a story
good  scientifiction unless an explanation is given
of every episode containing seience in any way,
shape or manner, They do not take into consider-
ation the fact that scientifiction usually contains
feats that the writer has to evolve from his im-
agination. Therefore they must deviate from the
usual path of science and employ sleight-of-mind
i to mask their scientific deceptions. If a
sible and definite explanation was nece sary- for
each scientific point, the writer would become so
limited as te situations, ete., that the story would
become dry and journalistic in aspect.

I heartily disapprove of scientific tales which
contain. romances., They s entalize the story
to such an extent that it diminishes some of the
scientific glamor, which rightly deserves uninter-
rupted notice,

Ten Millton Miles Sunward, although erring in
parts, is my idea of what good scientific fiction
should be. It is absorbing to the nth degree and is
a well systematized story working to the climax at
the right conjunction. ¥

Lakh-Dahl, Destrover of Souls, is undoubtedly the
best scientific detective story you have ever printed.
It has well planned situations and well distributed
tense moments, F

Baron Miinchhausen’s Scientific Adventures are
so ridiculous that they are funny. Although I do
not look forward to them each month, they never-
theless afford the comic element in your publication.

Sub-Satellite was fair, but was merely a repeti-
tion of the much tattered Moon story. The idea
of the bullet, although at first glance appearing
humorous, contained a lot of interesting science.

The Flowering of the Strange Orehid was a he-
calmed and stagnant piece of literature containing
a lot of tommyrot probably inspired hy Dumas’
The Black Tulip. May you use the same amount
of magazine space to letter advantage in the near
future. i

I am thirteen years old and enjoy your maga-
ziné to the extreme, In my conception, AMAZING
SToRIES is a relief to the individual who likes sci-
entific literature as the only resort one had hefore
your periodical appeared was a limited amount of
poor stories,

Sinee the first

issue of AmazING STORIES was
put on the newsstands 1 have perused it with un-
abating interest each month, Hoping that your
publication will continue to give such educational
enjoyment, I remain,

. RoeerT EI1sEnsacw,
2135 Sacramento St., San Franciseo, Cal.

[A green apple is not as much appreciated by
the generality of mankind as one which has had
time to ripen. Criticism, severe and scathing, from
one who 1s a lad of thirteen years, will be looked
back upon by the youthful writer in a few years,
as far from ripe. We have received some aston-
ishingly good communications from very young

writers such as this one, but it certainly is inter-
esting to see how much more definite they are in
their views, than older writers who have learned
that in this world it is not always safe to be sure
about things, for it is often very hard by natural
means to elicit the truth, One curious feature is
that our writer, who is a correspondent severe in
his views, states at the end that not only is he
thirteen years old, but that he enjoys the magazine
to the extreme., When he and the magazine are ten
or twenty vears older, we are sure he will take a
broader view of things and not be quite so sure of
himself,. —EDITOR.]

THE INTERNATIONAL SCIENCE CLUB
Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

I believe that the time has come when all those
that are interested in forming the International
Science Club, and I am sure that there are quite
a number who are interested, should unite and get
the club started, ;

The club, T believe, will help to form a closer
relationship between the scientific thinking youths
of the world. You must remember that the scien-
tific thinking youth of -today is the scientific leader
of tomorrow.

I believe that the first thing we must do is to
appoint a committee to draft a constitution and
by-laws. As most of those who are interested in
starting the club wrote to you, I do not helieve
there 1s anyone who is hetter suited than you are
to appoint such a committee. T am sure that you
will do that for the good of science and the club,

Well, so much about the club for this time,

I do hope you will print more stories which per-
tain to astronomy, as I find them all extremely
interesting, for that is my favorite branch of
science,

The poems that appear in AmMazing STORIES are
real good. T don’t think it would be wise to dis-
continue them,

Horger E. Linocrew,
420 Eastside St., Olympia, Wash.

[This letter speaks for itself, it requires no
comment as it stands. - We toock the liberty of
omitting the list of what the appreciative writer
considers the hest stories that we have published.
. As these are fourteen in number, we felt that it
T¢ame so near to approving all our efforts that we
i have modestly omitted his list from these columns.
| '—EDITOR.]
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24 Individual Lessons

A Necessary Guide
to Business and
Personal Efficiency

We have arranged to procure this
valuable course for the readers of
our magazine at the phenomenally
low price of $1.98, There are
twenty-four full, complete lessons,

| treating all of the necessary points
required for a successful business
career and for personal efficiency—
This course is an absolute require-
ment to any aspirant to business
Success.

D S CLUCENL S
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The following are thesubjects treateds
Part
How to Get the Best Results
2 Firat Steps in Busdines Meiency
3 ]-1.'{:\»« to do Business with Banks
. “‘}ﬁcﬂmm)m of Business Achieve-
1t
| & HMow to Write Business Letters
\[ g How to Easily T.evelop Your Memory
8
9

(7 /e (7 <7

“(

//n
bt
[:-%

ceecnftef

T

How to Advertise Successfully
The Power of Right Thought

—

9 Howto Make a FavorableImpression |
10 How to Become a Successful Sales-
man ;
11 How to Prepare Sales Talka I
12 How and Where to Find Customers
13 Your Health and How to Improve It
14 Psychology of Advertising and Sales-
manship
Managing Men for More Profit,_
The Factors of Success in Business
Building
17 The Money Value of System
. How to Close Sales Successfully
. How to Collect Money
. How to Make Yourself Invaluable In
Your Position
Premium and Sales Plans to Increase

Business
- A System of Accounts for Retail
Merchanta
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23. Fundamentals of a Cost System for
Manufacturers

248Points of Law Everyone Should

3 Enow

~

SEND NO MONEY

Pay the Postman $1.98 plus a fow
. cents postage

CONSRAD CO.

230 Fifth Ave. New York City
b LB ——

CONSRAD COMPANY

230 Fifth Ave., New York City
Gentlemen: Send me your NATIONAL
SUCCESS COURSE. I will pay the
pogtman #1.098 plus a ferv cents postage.
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AN APPRECIATION OF OUR EFFORTS

Editor, Amazing Stories:

My favorite publications previous to your intro-
ducing Amazinc StToriEs to the magazine field,
were Science and Invention, Popular Science, and
All-Story, but I will let you guess as to which one
I wait for now—rather impatiently, 1 must say,
between the first and tenth of each month. Anaz-
NG Stories has certainly proved its merit as a
magazine of the first order, a mother lode for the
class of readers who are of a scientific or pro-
scientific turn of mind. T had the honor of pur-
chasing the first copy sold in the city of Hammond,
Ind., and, of eourse, since then have not missed a
copy. I saved all the old issues for quite a time,
and then lent the stack to a new and enthusiastic
reader, who *“forgot” to returii them. I’ll trust no
one any more with my ,-\M_-\zmn STORIES,

While your *Discussion” column is being racked
and torn between two classes of readers—pro and
anti—our esteemed friend, H, G. Wells, I'll just
pick up the latest issue (or perhaps an earlier
one) and re-read one of his excellent stories, most
of which I had read several times before you
printed them, in A, 5. I do not like them all,
it's true, but Wells, in common with Verne, wrote
most of his stories years ago, consequently they
are not as up-to-date as your usual run or type, as
I should say.

Merritt's Moon Pool, Burrough’s Land That
Time Forgot, are old stories to me, but were re-
read several ‘times just the same.

I distemember if T read The Girl in the Golden
Atem in your ]'Jhlj:.i?l]]( or another one. Kindly
enlighten me on this point.

Since several thousands of your readers howled
long and loud over Verrill's Dyr. Mentiroso, I won-
der what they will say about your own stories of
Baron Miinchhausen, I'm sure the Baron has it
over Doctor Mentiroso when it comes to exagger-
ating the truth. Well, time will tell, and rmn’.
will out, Let's see who will be the victor in the
battle of lies, from the readers’ viewpoint. Read-
ing the discussion column is a good-sized kick, and
must be to you, too. DBut there is one consolation,
You can rest assured that wour chronic kickers
and censoring critics must spend their quarter
each month—otherwise, how will they have any
theme on which to air their criticisms and com-
plaints?

Your magazine as a monthly interests me more,
as I have time to digest each story thoroughly, One
might be rushed to much if it weére a semi-monthly,

I have to thank you for hours of splendid
reading,

Jozerr GovpsTeiw,

3863 W, Pine St., St. Louis, Mo.
[One point about Dr. Mentiroso and. Baron
Miunchhausen is that both of them tell a lot of
truth, despite their wvery obvious lies. We can
assure our correspondents that the Baron’s science
was very L[I’\Ht. ¥ f[J]l!J\\ui up by the ‘1’1th0r and
the gist of it is in its definite correc You'll

AMAZING STORIES

find our ideas about Dr. Mentiroso stated in various
places in these columns, He is well worth study-

ing. Ask yourselves how much you know about

the difference of time upon the earth,
AiW'e have not yet printed The Girl of the Golden
om,

We have little fo say in connection with your
letter, which tells its story very clearly, but cer-
tainly an editor who is, in a sense, lmﬂg for the
magazine, is delighted to find it well thought of
by such readers as you.—EDITOR,]

"DISCUSSION CORRESPONDENTS”
MUSE THE WRITE

Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

I have just been sitting here holding my sides
with laughter over the letters about our fr;end Dr.
I\ILutlrubu. That part from Wm, Etheridge: “Your

g'u.m(_ cannot survive on that basis, except with
murom and then Donald L. Cumming's witty
picce to ’the effect that the best part of the story
was the end. Well, Mr. Editor, I'm just a junior
in High, and may not rank tmuch above a moron,
but really I thought the story good, and at least it
made me think more than any story I’ve read in the
magazine so far, Anyway, I certainly agree that
the “Discussions” is the best part of the magazine,

I want to extend a welcome to Harry Martin for
his Rice's Ra}. I think this is the most logical
story about a “‘Space Ship” so far printed.

I have read your magazine for over a year now,
look forward to every new copy, and read every-
thing in them. I'm for more illustrations, but keep
it a monthly, for I'm afraid you wouldn't have the
same guality® in more frequent issues,

I have nothing more to say except that I consider
the Moon Pool the best stoty you have ever printed.

Remember me to the Doctor,

GrorcE P. CAMERON,
64 Broadway, Los (atos, Cal,

[It is well to find that our correspondents of the
seripusly eriticizing type operate to amuse one good-
natured reader, While we are delighted to find our
stories taken seriously and eriticized from a serious
viewpoint, it is well to be cheered up by a little
appreciative good humor semetimes, and that is the
clue to our appreciation of this letter from a high
school junior, whom we emphatically deny to be a
moron. We have given in several places in our
Discussions Columns our views of Dr. Mentiroso.
His name announces him a liar, but the story con-
tains excellent matter (‘rJnccrnmg the difference of
time, a subject which puzzles many,

How many realize, in crossing the ocean to
Europe or back, that going one way they have
about a 23-hour day and going the other way the
day is about 25 hours long? Yet the voyagers adapt
themselves instantly to the new time.

We find that the planetary stories are liked by
our readers, and certainly Rice’s Ray is an excel-
lent Ex.’lmlﬂe of this spécific: type of fiction.—
EDITOR.]

OUR

READERS’ VOTE OF PREFERENCE

Stories I Like:

(1)

e e e e e st R e T e e o

(3)

Stories I Do Not Like:

Do you want the questionnaire to continue?
Do vou like the illustrations as we have them now?
Do vou favor more illustrations than we have now?

Would you rather have no illustrations at all?..............

Name

Address :

City
This is YOUR magazine,
New York City. -

Only by knowing what stories you like can we please you.
Fill out this coupon or copy it and mail to AMAZING STORIES, 230 Fifth Avenue,
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Ave Behind the Training,

WALTER HINTON

fo pilot a
s plane across
the Atlantic
(the famous
NC-4).
to fly from
Morth to
SouthAmer-
ica.

to explore

the wild re-
gions of the Upper
Amazon by air.

There’s Your
First Step—
That BOOK

Don't say "' Gosh, there's
no way for ME to break

into ~Aviation,” until
you've read Hinton's
FREE Book. It has

opened the eyes of hun-
dreds, Many, when they
first wrote to Hinton,
were skeptical,  They
didn't realize that A\,lzl-
tion I8 MORE than a
pilot's pastime—MORE
than a big, exciting ad-
ventiure., But  they
changed their minds in a
hurry—and have been
glad ever since—the mo-
ment they met up with
Hinton In the interestin,
jages of his big, F

ok. Are you, too, w
ling to listen? Can you
stand a preat surprize?
Will you paunze for fifteen
minutes to look into Avi-
atlon's future—YOUR
FUTURE - through
‘Walter Hinton's eyes? If
your answer is YES—
Jjust use the coupon. It's
your signal to Hinton
that you want to hear
more.

Hinton gives %fl(r

“XJIT.-\'T‘ &2 maore, Hinton's hun-
dreds of thousands of miles in
the air is only one side of his re-
markable experience. The thing
that so many othe: T performers
lack—+the thing that makes Hinton
what he is today, a real Maker of

Men—is his ability to share his
knowln.dmz with others in a clear,
simple, Interesting manner. Ag
proof of that, consider Hinton's
record during the War. He was
o:w 01 the erack pilots singled out
by the U. 8. Navy to instruet re-
C’I‘llit T. nder hig eapable, seasoned

e, hundredsof neweomersle:

Lth P8 and Q'sfof Aviation;
Imade their first excursions intothe

CLOas,

New'’s the Ideal
Timnie to Get Into
Aviation

The business world bas taken to
the air in earnest. Letters fly from
coagt 10 coast.  During the past
eighteen months, Ford - Stout
planes, operating between half a
dozen cities, have already carried
more than 20,000 people.  And
there's a daily passenger schedule
from Chicago to Ban Franeisco and
between scores of other important
cents Yetour gmwl.h in the air
has just begun. The unbellevable
things vou see today will be noth-
ing within fivetyears. And menwho
today are poor, misplaced, dis-
couraged, unknown—will soon
riding on the wings of success, See
Aviation's future ahead of the
crowd. Get your training;
BUSY—while the industry 8
yvoung. Get ahead in Aviation be-
fore Avintion gets ahead of you.

Get Your
“Ground Work”
Where You Are

= At Home

‘While others look on and wonder—
YOU CAN BE TRAINING.
Right at home, in spare time.
IIlnw%; will fit you ro; a job “h‘“tE
your chance to grow fast is grea
est. Hinton's carefully illustrated
course takes you over a plane inch
by inch; shows you all about con-
struction, rigeing, motors, instru-
menta, theory of !ﬂght air naviga~
tion—EVERYTHING. It's the
foundation for any one of Avia-
fon's fifty highly-paid branches.
Bnyoud that, Hinton tells you how
to get a job; where your 'l.rnlnln%
will bring you most, If it's actual
flying you seek he'll even see that
Our rates are speclally reduced.
on't this k
called for the book below.

Aviation Institute of U. S. A.
Walter Hinton, President

1115 Connecticut Avenue
Washington, . L.

(]
Aviation Institute of U. 5. A. :

Washingt

1115 ¢ ek
Scnd me at once your big FR]"F‘ book telling about .
gnnunme.s for ME in Aviation and about your g,
metho f glving me my “ ground work” right at home. g

D. C.
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5 COPIES FOR THE PRICE OF 4

In order to properly introduce this im-
portant health magazine, ‘“YOUR BODY,"
we have arranged a special introductory
offer. -

R
SUUCHOUE
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No home is complete without this-remark-
able quarterly magazine. There is a section
for every member of the family. Mothers
and mothers-to-be; young men and young
women; married men and single men;
everybody will find the answer to their own
particular troubles in this remarkable book.

The special introductory offer is one that
you can hardly afford to overlook. We
have arranged a subscription rate of two
«dollars for five issues of this important
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DEVOTED

i TO THE guide to good health. This is equivalent to
A : giving you a copy FREE. Regular price for
WELFARE five copies, $2.5§. On all newsstands 50 cts.

OF THE :

Mail the coupon now. Take ad-
vantage of this special offer. Each
issue over 116 pages—fully illus-
trated — large magazine size.
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HUMAN' BODY

. EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO. I‘ ~ EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO.

| 230 Fifth Avei, New York, N. Y.
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$25.00 Drawing Coursefor $2.98

Haven't you often wished that you could draw
eartoons, ilustrate some ldea, sketeh some pretty
face, etc.? You can do all of these things.
One of America’s most famous Cartoonists
and {llustrators has developed o great,
slaple syvstem for success in all branches
of Commereial Art. This system
revolutionized the entire theory of
drawing. It means that deawing can
be as easy for you a8 writng— 8
much slmpler than learning short-
hand, bookkeeping or typewritlng,
We are now placing this ori
jearning Drawing, Art, and C ,
slgting of 34 lessons, with over 51
tlons, within reach of ov
will devote a few hou
Course WE ARSOLUT
that you will learn to d
pefore you have half fin
It we fall to make this i
refund every cent paid us,
a large oMce foree for
ence, expensive catalos
to make a price of §
ever known for a
study course. N

o the
R-\N’I‘EE}
and dreaw well
#d the Course,

By :.:Ilmim.t,lng
Wwerlng  correspond-
wi are enabledg
s : cheapest pric
gh-grade home

have sent usg

letters siml to that of Rob't P.
Davis, of Detroit, who wrote: T can't See Riow you ask so
little, when others with inferfor Courses get from 520 to
$60 for theirs. It is more than I expected! Learn to
draw, It I8 a big asset, no matter what field you are in.

Send No Mon ey 10 you, oraer

RAEE: il
Justerder the Cowrse, and at once we will include
on arrival pay Dusbrmnsz 98 o drawing  outft,
plus a few cents postage consisting  of artist’s
payment in full for the entire [PENCIS, pens, paper,
Clourse and Free Drawing Outfir, |9rasers, thumb tacks,
If mot entirely satisfied, nun n [ete, enabling you tol
within five days and we will RE- (20 10 work without)
FUND MONEY. Address: any additional cost.
LEDERER SCHOOL OF DRJ\W}NG Dept. 6542-T
Chattanooga, Ten
Orders from outside the T. 5. A, m(, “payable $3.28 cash
with order.

QOK Fxplsms ommnumhes as

Mot}on Picture Camera Man, Portrait, News
: or Commercial l'hotogrnph{lr You ean learn
¢ athome or in our New York Studios, Spare or full time.

N.Y. Institute of Photozraphy, 10 W, 33rd St., N.Y. Dept. 103

Executive Accwntanta and C, P. . N TA N T

P, A.'a earn 58,000 to $10,000 a year,
Thousanda of firms need them, Only 9,000 Certified Public Accgum.-
unta in the United Sinh 8. We train you thorely at home in Bpare timao

. examinations or executive aceounting poaitions, Previous
experlencé unnecensary. Training under the gernonui BIIDI!I‘NSIDD of
William B. Castonholz, A, M. P large ataff o

A.s, including !nc.lnhrrN of the Ame: nmm lnntl.lut.e of A
Write for froe book, o Profession that Paye."*

LaSalle Extension Unj =
LK Wuﬁd'ssl L:rg ls:versity, Dapﬂ. 5151_3 Chicago

I Pesitively Guarantee

t0 inerease your arms onc-half inch
in size, chest one full inch, strength
25 J5, health, 100% in one week's
time, by following my instructions
and using my exerciser 10 minutes
mornings and at night. Send $1 for
complete course and exercisers, Sat-
isfaction guaranteed or 31 refunded.
PROF. J. A. DRYER

- Box 1850-F Chicago, Il
NEW YEAR - NEW IDEA
PATENT YOUR IDEAS

Call er send me a sketch of
your invention. Phone . Longacre 3088

FREE Inventors Recording Blank
Confidential Advice

U, S."and Foreign Patents secured by
Z.H.POLACHEK e tert e

1234 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

FREE--Radio Catalog

To Dealers—Now, il d 1928 Wholesala Radio

Catalog glves lowest prices on  accessories, kits, packs,

and sets. Features master-bullt single control radio

geta for bot.h hat ry and all electrle operation. Full

of 'and” “B" Elminators and thousands of

other great values Write on business letterhead for
this free book today.

Hamilton-Carr Radio Corporation
711 W. Lake Street Dept. 382 Chicago, HI.
MAGIC Blick Ace Cards, $1.25; Factory Readers,
; $1.00. Bales Boards, ete. Catalog, 10c.

CENTRAL NOVELTY COMPANY
740 West Madison Street Chicago, Il

FOREIGN POSITIONS

Men seeking oll, mining, fruit, packing work in romantic
Houth Amcrlea. write us at once Tor Information.

Dice, §5.00; Cards, $1.25; Inks, $1.50;
Magle” Fluld for Transparmw. £3.00;

SOUTH AMERICA‘N SERVICE BUREAU
14,600 Alma, D

etroit, Mich.

AMAZING STORIES

IMPOSSIBLE THEMES ARE NOT INTEREST-
ING, BUT WHAT ONES ARE IMPOSSIBLE?

Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

I've ‘been a reader of your “mag’™ for over a
year, and I helieve you are entitled fo some word
of praise and eriticism as well as a certain remark
was made by ore of your critics. The critic’s re-
mark is not reproachiul, rather in behalf of your
magazine, yet it cm‘mma a certain word that has
led me to write this letter. 1 quote the remark:
Impossible themes are very interesting.

Now my idea is, impossible themes are not inter-
esting. Perhaps you will think that I dislike the
majority of vour stories on this aceount, but on
the contrary I do not. And why? For the simple
reason that with the exception of one, none of your
themes are aleo]utely impossible. J\‘he one excep-
tion is the so-called *Time Traveler’” or any con-
traption that makes «it possible for our physical
selves to mingle with the peoples of the past or
future. I need not go into detail why I believe the
impossibility of this theory or rather nightmare,
since your eritics have given as excellent reasons
as can possibly be made.

As for your other stories, although some are
more feasible than others, as I said hefore, none
are impossible, The most fascinating stories are
tlmt::_ of unknown lands, planes and planets, and
their inhabitants, on whom the author can specu-
late as to the shupc of body and features. On
the tail of these tales are such as The Rewvolt of
the Pedestrians, in which we live in the future, -in
an age that is recuperating from some calamity.
Stories of inventions usually bring up the rear
altho quite often one is found that is very
interesting.

My reaction to such a story as Jules Verne's
Master of the World gives me an idea how people
a few hundred years from now will look upon some
of our scientific feats of today. I smile when I
notice the enthusiasm of Jules Verne when he de-
scribes the speed of the “Terror.” Today we have
planes capable of over 250 miles per hour and we
can build automobiles of the same spee &
when somepne says that within a hund TS
we may be traveling as fast as the rotation of the
earth, we have a skeptic on every hand. Gradually,
tholu.h, since the advent of the radio and wvita-
phone, the birth of television and the new develop-
ments in aviation, the 1g110r‘m1-:scs are waking to
the fact that skeptics are a  hindrance to the
advancement of ¢ ation, and that many things
considered impossible are only so because of lack
of investigation and development.

Before clomug, I want to commend you for the
first three “Minchhausen” stories in the February
1ssue, If I. M., Alier’s succeeding instalments are
good as ‘the first two, I'll be satisfied with the
rest of the magazine. The comedy is so novel, one
can’t help but smile out loud. 1 enjoyed the Four-
teenth Earth, and likewise H. G. Wells’ story,
Pollock and Povroh Man, All told; it was one of
your best issues, and let’s hope all the subsequent
ones will be as good

e

un P, Pratzkr,
2527 C; lthh St.; St. Louis, Mo.
[Our magazine, in its (_d:iul“:ls-, virtually takes
the ground that it is very unsafe to say that this
thing or the other thing is impossible. The impos-
sible is being achieved every day. Ior years it was
impossible to make a wire of the metal tungster.
Now, when the impossible became a possibility,
Inl]r“‘- of tungsten wire are made every year and the
electric light due to its use is now about four times
as efficient as it was a few wears ago. You are
correct when you speak of skeptics being a hin-
drance to the advancement of civilization, although
when you think of the way the world is going,
there is every excuse for ::lu.;)L:c:‘sm in this regard.
—EDITOR.]

MORE ABOUT “THE REVOLT OF THE
PEDESTRIAN”

Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

I read  your magazine
many of its stories. I was peculiarly impressed by
one in the TFebruary issue, The Revolt of the
Pedestrians, by D. M., Keller. I like it because
parts of it were really well written, almost clas-
sical, and it was written, it seemed to me, by one
having a real warning to issue to society, though
to many it might seem far-fetched.

I would like to see more stories by the same
author. If he is a doctor, maybe he can give us
one on some of the urgent problems of the day—
the hidden forces that seem to put us mentally and
physically at odds with our environing world and
its limitations and chains.

Perhaps a bit educational—that everyone can
understand, would help prevent such moral cata-
clysms that happen to Snyders and Grays—or start
a big drive against murders.

occasionally and enjoy

F. BaLcar,
123 Murray St., Elizabeth, N. TJ.
[This correspondent is one of a number who ex-
presses high approval of The Revolt of the Pedes-
trians. There is one saving clause, however, in
the City of New York, and that is that those who
use the elevated rainays and subways for getting
about, get concentrated exercise in ascending and
descending stairs.  Benjamin Franklin made the
remark when in France that he considered a mile
going upstairs worth a number of miles on the
level, vet he said that he did not use the stairs
while they were there. We can consider that in
the present era of automobiles, the elevated trains
and subways are doing their part in saving the
legs of the community. —EDITOR.
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Choose as Your Profession

Electrical
Engineering

l'leuucu.y offers a brilliant future to_the young
man who is about to choose his career. Never be-
fore has there been such wonderful opportunity} in
this great field. Big paying positions in- electrical

work the world over are open
B So DBEI‘BG to trained n]-a,n Tmeu \yh:i

HOSEeES upecm ized, practica
in 3 Years b5

Come to the
School of mum;: of M 1] raukee—the largest,
the best

school of its kind in
America. ed in both theory and
practice by : rta. ‘You learn in large,

finely If you have 14 high
sohonl i nt, you can become an
Electrical Engineer with a Bachelor of Seience de-
gree in 8 yeaws. If you have not finished high

school you
short
course.

Practical Elcctrical Education

"

Tearn by the thorough, approved scientific meth-
ods which our twenty-three vears of specializing en-
able us to give you., In addition fo ?‘l]cctl‘icul En-
gineering, the following complete courses are given:
A mature Hmdﬂrﬂ-—-—ﬁ’irmg aid
; ty—C'ommerct Electrical
- J..'mu‘ Electrical L'.laf“rmir‘nu,r (Technical
School Course), Automotive Electricity, BElectricol
reration, and Radio Sales and Services

EARN WHILE YOU LEARN

You ecan earn money to help defray part of your
expenses while learnir Our wonderful co-operative

ou can make up the credits you lack in our
intensive  Junior Electrical —Engineering

A€ “and D (..
T

Q

] p]an brings an LElectrical Career within the reach of

Our Free Employment De-
partment secures positions for those students who
wizh to earn part or all of their expenses. In addi-
tion, the Department will help you get a good  posi-
tion tn the Blecirical industry when your (fraving
iz completed. Daily Broadeasting W.L.S.N.

New Term?Opens May Tth

Big Book FREE

Mail the coupon today for our big new illustrated
eatalog. Mention the course that interests you
most. and we will send you special information.
Read about the school that trains men for practical
and - guick success. See how easy it is for you to
get the training that will enable you to step to a
splendid position and a handsome income. Mail
in coupon right NOW. No cost or obligation.

GCHaL of ENGINEERING

aof Milwaukee
Founded 1905

Dept. A.M.-528

Jackson & E. Wells Sts. Milwaukee, Wis.
ot e e e VIATL, COUPON NOWoesnt went o st e

SCHOOL OF ENGINEERING OF MILWAUKEE
Dept. A.M. 528, Jackson and E. Wel's St.
Milwaukee, Wis.

Pleaze send me, without cost or obligation, full particulars
of the electrical course I have checked, and your big Free
Book telling about your institution and how it will fit me for
a blg position in the eleetrical field. Also tell me about your
Earn While ¥ou Learn Plan.

(Be sure to check courses interested in)

..Electrical Engineering, B. 5. Degree in 3 years.
.Commercial Electrical Engineering, 1 Year.
-Junior Electrical Erlglm:erlng, 1 to 2 Years.
-Master Elscirici th
...A.C. and D.C. Armature Winding, 3 Months.
... Light, Motor Wiring and Testing, 3 Months.-
.. .Automotive }.Icctrlmt 3 Months.

. .Refrigeration, 3 f-s
... Radio Sales and Service. 3 Months.

..Home Study Laboratory Service.

. lam interested in your “"Earn-While-You-Learn' Plan

every ambitious man,

BTV Tt o et et s e e e o) A oo e,
Address. it i e e e e S e
L i el e e U R Htate oo as i
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The funniest eomic in America,’Smatter
Pop? will keep you in stitches from the
moment you open it until you have read
and reread every page time and time
again. Fifty full-page comics in this
edition of *Smatter Pop!—Hundreds of
real laughs. C. M. Payne sure knows
how to get under your skin and bring
out every laugh in your system.

Meet™ “Pop,”® “‘Desperate Ambrose,”” and Pop’s little
family. = They can make you laugh when everything
else has failed. Ask your newsdealer or, if he can’t
supply you, fill in the coupon and mail to us. The
funniest comic ever written. Don’t miss it 1 Get your
copy now ! Barrels of FUN !

EXPERIMENTER PUB. CO
230 FIFTH AVE.
NEW YORK CITY

. = Ly
LISSEN=~--SMATTER POP IS WHAT 1M
LOOKING FOR . 'SMATTER POP | SAY / SO
DONT HOLD ME UP. DON'T HOLD ME UP
‘MAIL, MY COPY NOW--- NOW | SAY-=-*
HERES MY QUARTER--- MY TWENTY~
FIVE CENTS-=~~-S0_RUSH.”

N“ME R AP S = . S

ADDRESS.ccccccccmcmcmcc i cac e e

~10 easy, interesting lessons
Tull of fascinating instruction
COMPLEIE connsr:&l

Sent toyou postpaid for~ n

WRITE FOR FREE CIRCULAR — (& Ag) "

CARLSON CARTOON SERVICE e
Deptl 7 116 West 99 k. NewYork | Sate; 2end 52 RSr 33 Broadways How Yok, Dent. 453o3

TRAVEL FOR “UNCLE SaM”
RAILWAY ¢158 to $225 Month

POSTAL CLERKS
Mail Coupon Before You Lose It

£
' Franklin Institute, Dept. C-182, Rochester, N. ¥
Sirs: Rush to me, without ct copy_of 32-page
' flustrated book, “How to Get 8. Government
£ Jobs," with list of
ing, and full partic

ITH Yoo need no licenss or NG Permit
permit to own this &m red
u.botAu:omstic‘UnfarReq =
EART- fun or self-defence.keeps away tramps,
Frightens thieves, scares away o«
a real home protector. Fool your friends.
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s tion, finksh, app ce, durability; automatio
magazine foading and ejection of eartrid
§netantly and powerful report. Guaranteed absol
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tions obtainable, sample coach-
3 telling how to get them.

Y Steady Work—No Lay offs—Pald Vacatlons
Travel—See Your Country
MEN—BOYS 18 UP
#any Government Jobs Open to Women

A GOOD CRITICISM OF “TEN MILLION 1
MILES SUNWARD”

Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

Here you have another voice from faraway Okla-
boma. Although only sixteen years of age and but
a senior in high school, I have always taken much
interest in your magazine., With one exception it
is the only periodical which 1 ever really looked
for in advance.

In your latest edition you published a story, Ten
Million Miles Sumward, and asked your readers to
find a certain flaw in its science, Now, to shift
the amouat of matter stated in the story would
slightly change the axis of the earth. But would
it throw it out of its orhit? No! ~Because at its
present position, the centrifugal force generated by
its annual journey around the sun exactly counter-
acts the gravitation toward that body. To either
increase or decrease the speed of the earth wounld
change its orbit, but the mere shifting of matter
would not, because the two forces before mentioned
would remain the same. 2

Also, Mr. Simeon, of Iowa, in the Discussions
Department mentioned the fact that as the trav-
eler in space exceeded the speed of light, he could
not see the stars behind him apparently diminishing
in size. And the editor stated that as the rays had
been emitted long ago, the traveler would still be
in their midst, and could still see them, So far, so
good, But as he would be overtaking the light
waves, he would either see the same stars in front,
or if moving either too fast or too slow, the waves
would he either too short or too long to be visible
by the human eye. So in either case one could not
see the stars behind.

I fear I am taking too much space, but there is
one more thing I would like to say. Why not put
out an accessory magazine for discussions, so that
your readers could argue-things out among them-
selves? As there is no better way to learn than
to express one's own thoughts, this would be in
keeping with your policy of spreading interest in
science, and the cost should not rise so high as to
be prohibitive to the readers,

Megarie Provt,
Medford, Okla.

[Tt seems to us that there iz nothing more to be
said about the effect of enormously rapid motion on
the seeing of stars. The planetary traveler will
always be subject to the action of light rays and
therefore will see the stars, however fast or in
whatever direction he may travel, because the ether
is charged, as it were, with their vibrations and in
whatever direction our traveler goes he can never
get away from them, If a rian were traveling
away from a locomotive with a speed exceeding
that of sound waves in the air, and the engineer
sounded his whistle, when the man was in advance
of him, he would never hear it, but if the engineer
had been sounding his whistle for sometime before
the man started, then he would hear it, because he
would be within the space occupied by the wvibrat-
ing air, until his high speed carried him heyond the
sound again,

What you say about Ten Million Miles Sunward
expresses pretty nearly what Professor Luyten said
in his criticism,—EDITOR.]

DRYNESS IN STORIES—A BASIS OF FACT
NECESSARY

Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

Jeing wvery interested in your publication, T feel
I have something to say about it in relation to the
literature contained and some suggestions to make
ahout the appearance of it,

Your stories, with the exception of a few, are
excellent and provide scientific facts in a palatable
form. Some of your stories, however, have a dry
and journalistic flayor about them, which renders
them uninteresting and, in my opinion, poor for
publishing in a magazine devoted to scientifiction.
I refer to Jules Verne and H. G. Wells. To be
sure, Wells has written some stimulating and in-
spiring tales, but his style ruins them. Scientific-
tion is uninteresting when it has become a fack
Your story, The Master of the World, by Jules
Verne, has not become reality, but still imparts
a sense of the practical. About the best story I
have ever read in vour magazine was The Second
Deluge. This I am sure everyone of your readers
perused with unwaning interest, for the reason that
it was a revision of the popular theme of our
old Noah’s Ark stories that our mothers used to
tell us on Sunday. If you don’t do anything else,
keep your stories scientific in detail and plot, if
possible. Nothing is so boring as an unscientific
scientific story. This world today wants a fact for
everything that is told them and that a proven fact.
About the most original story you have ever printed
was. The Thought Machine, by Ammaniaus Mar-
cellinus, and The Revolt of the Pedestrians, by
David H. Keller. Both were highly interesting and
well-written and also looked quite practical. . . .

I heartily agree with the plan submitted in your
February Discnssions Column by Watkin L. Evans
as to the paper and cover,

Robert Eisenbach,
2135 Sacramento St., San Francisco, Cal.

[There is one peculiar statement in this letter to
the effect that our type of fiction is uninteresting
when it has developed into a fact. We think that
we give enough interplanetary stories and others
of that type to stay clear of this “fatal rock™ of
fact to which our correspondent objects; and then
there is another statement in the letter, namely,
that the world wants a fact for everything that's

told it. You see, you have us between the horns
of a dilemma,—EDITOR.] »



SKINDERVIKEN
Transmitter Units

““Have hundreds of uses. Every amateur should have
two or three of these amplifiers in his laboratory.
A FEW USES FOR THESE UNITS
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P. G. MICROPHONE , TRANSFORMER

A Modulation Trans-

former specially de-

signed for use with

e the Skinderviken Trans-
mitter Unit,

S$2.

For Sale at Leading Dealers
Or Order Direct, Using Coupon Below

SEND NO MONEY

Order whatever you want. When the postman delivers

your order you pay him for whatever you have ordered,
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plus poala?e. or $1.75, plus postage, for 2 umits.
Please ship me one P, G. Microphone Transformer, for

which I will pay the postman $2, plus postage.
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It s s s e o State.. ...
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AMAZING STORIES

COMMENTS ON OUR CORI<SPONDENTS
FROM AN EDITORIAL WMIND_CRITI-
CIZING THE CRITICS

Editor, AMaziNG STORIES:

After concluding the perusal of the March issue
of AmaziNGg SToORIES, the idea came to my mind,
why not criticize the critics? Anyone can realize
the handicap you labor under in commenting on the
“Discussion” pages. You are compelled to be diplo-
matic in order to preserve tranquility and render
animosity impossible, but at times you must long to
express yourself without any restrictions. Conse-
guently, I will take upon myself the responsi ¥
of answering the various letters as my mind dic-
tates. Let us hope the trend of thought is in
unison with yours. Parden the egotistic attitude
and any cynical criticisms that may ocecur,

Victor Lewiss Initial comment adequate, but
would add, as personal advice, either strengthen

your mind to digest” horror stories or skip them
entirely. They occur at rare intervals in  this
magazine.

G. P, Simeon: Thanks for the support. Glad to

know a few of the stories meet with your ap-
proval, but bear in mind opinions vary and the
multitude must be catered to collectively, not indi-

vidinally. The initial comment covers the star-
light question. Radium, electrons and the fourth
dimension most assuredly scientific. Radium is

the only visible one of the three conceptions. “The
electron hypothesis has been generally accepted and
the fourth dimensional theory has a great number
of loyal adherents.

Herman (S,Nf}e”end: Extremely well pleased to
see the younger generation interested in science.

L. G. Townsend: Initial comment adeguate. H, G.
Wells also deserves credit for the wvaried scope of
his works. Ilis is a marvelous intellect,

H. B. Hargrove: Initial comment adequate. Ac-
cording to -your favorites, you are of a practical
turn of mind with a leaning toward romance,

Maurice €. Volkman: Regarding vyour analysis
of War of the Worlds, wish to differ with you.
Fven the most eminent psychologists are not gifted
with the power to say what your reaction will be
under stress. If it came to a practical demonstra-
tion, man might be worse than Wells depicted him.
Due to the fact, there are less than ten people who
fully understand Einstein’s theory, we are elated
to know . you acquired the full knowledge from a
hand manual,

Salvador A. Papason: Initial comment adequate,

P.  Schuyler  Miller: Admire your trend of
thought., You are blessed with an open mind.

W. Pillino: Another thinker with an open mind—
one to be commended.

M, Wm, Guerin: A little more literary experi-
ence and you will appreciate those you now con-
demn. ;

David Ireland: Initial comment adequate,

Alvin Moore: Initial comment entirely covers
this,

T. A. Netland: Survival of the fittest is the
fundamental basis of existence. If you are of the

opinion that there is a higher standard, you are
erther without much worldly experience or deluded
by the flowery treatises pertaining to the characters
vou mention, Your guestion as to a finer state of
matter than ether shows lack of concentration on
your part. The state you seek exists and manifests
i..tti CXL €nce in '\'El['jOll:‘. mManners, f)l'll i'l-'—\.‘; never
been isolated for analysis. E. g., mental telepathy
and hypnotism are recognized facts, but who will
and can ay an hypothesis as to the medium
employed. A thought is transmitted by purely men-
tal force, it requires material substance to pene-
trate th- recipient’s consciousness. Call it what
you will, it is matter. Various trade names have
been applied, but your gquality X is as good as any.
What sleep is or why it comes is; as yet, not a
matter of agreement, The only alternative one
has is to note the changes during the procedure.
Blood pressure is lowered, blood vessels in the brain
are relaxed, although filled with blood, and they
contract when sleep is disturbed or during dreams.
Respiration and all wital processes have their ac-
tivity reduced. Evidence is tending toward the
assumption that there is some Jloosening of the
connections between the different elements, such as
increased resistance at the synapsis, to the passage
of excitations, but the causation is conpectural.
Nervous action is not aboelished and the mind. still
gathers and creates impressions, The absolute
UNCONSCIOUS state is never reached until

ot

‘death. It is ohvious sleep is a state of relaxation

conducive to the restoration of tissues, The effects
of fatigues are nullified, cell bodies restored and
waste products eliminated from the blood and mus-
cle. This should prove its vital necessity, until a
chemical substitute can be made to perform these
duties. Would suggest you read Psychology of
Dyeams, by Dr. E. W. Walsh, as your questions
are treated in detail in this volume,

Johnnie Walker: Unléss one believes in the Ein-
stein theory, your preordained destiny remains to
be created by mnobody but vourself.  Whatever
thoughts, sounds or actions vou are responsible for
in the past, are still here, although they have un-
doubtedly lost their identity. E, g., if you whistled
a tune twenty years ago, the vibrations you created
are still in existence. To prove this theory, cap-
ture your vibrations and lengthen or shorten them

to_their original state and your auditory members
will reproduce them once again. As far as the
future is concerned, there is no fature. There is a

certain amount of matter, never increasing or de-
creasing, at our disposal, which has been remodeled
time and again through the countless aeons, The
Future in store is to assist in the present recon- |
struction, which in turn, will sooner or later go
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Achieve
SUCCESS

in Radio

New course gives finest
instruction obtainable

Yoz Can Learn at Home!

Good pay from the start,
rapid advancement,and phe-
nomenal success—a life pro-
fession of fascinating brain-
work—that is what Radio
holdsforthe manwhoknows
his subject thoroughly. Since
1909 Radio Institute o
America has trained thou-
sands to become successful
in the many branches of Ra-
dio. Are you going to plod
along at a thirty-five dollar a week job
when REAL MONEY is waiting for you
in radio?

R.L.DUNCAN,
Director,
Radio Institute
of America and
author of
several volumes
in radio.

New Course Finest Ever

Prominent radio menhaveen-
thusiastically greeted RIA's
new course as the most com-
plete and up-to-date offered
today. All this first- qualicy
equipment is furnished FREE
WITH THE COURSE—parts
for making many practical
radio circuits and the Peerless
Signagraph for code instruc-
t10Mm.

RIA backed by RCA, G-E
and Westinghouse

You get all the benefits of instruction conducted
by RCA and sponsored by RCA's associates, G-E
and Westinghouse. Our employment department
is at the service of graduates.

Study at Home!

Moreover you can STUDY AT
HOME—when you please and as
long as you please.

This new booklet describing the
course is just off the press. If you
want to learn more aboutthe well
paying positionsin this fascinating
fession send the coupon now

Or your copy.

RADIO INSTITUTE OF AMERICA
Dept. H-5 326 Broadway, New York City

RADIO INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, Dept.H-5
326 Broadway, New York City
Dear Mr. Duncan:

Please send me your new catalog. Iwantto
know more about your new radio course.

Name..... R N A AR R R e e

AdATEss. . vaeiensuisnniiasan st
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GETS FARAWAY STATIONS LOUD AND CLEAR
RFGARDLE.‘:S OF STATIC CONDITIONS
neer nd hundreds of users report that Aer-O-Lim-
sensational new Ground Antenna, gets better Jong
vable freedom from statle and
tivity and marvelously clear and

no such thing as static trouble
. I get stations I never got
clear I v almost swear they were in the
'nl(lltlur! you are free from troublesome over-
that evervone now knows are static-galherers.
inator (Ground Antenna) iz simple and easy to
Tll{l}S but a few minutes.

‘PFree Trial

Make this thrilling test at our risk!
(nstall an Aer- -0-Liminator (Ground

Antennal, Leave your old overhead ] I o |
up,  Try out on a night when § CURTAN MPG. CO., [
iz bad, If }ou dn nuL l-.li. a t 154 L. Erie Btrect, DC]\L 076-CG 0
rful improve Chlcago, IIL
1 statle, great ‘“ L] me at once comblete desgription of L]
giyet tare SO § Acr-0-L tor with details of guarantee, Scientific {
¢ Proof and FREE TRIAL OFFER, i
4 i
B Name ...occ.iiiiiiiaiiaiiniasens W i e i
thl[\on tod 0 '
explanation of SO e L e e e e e
(Ground Antenna P Address ... S Aoy RNy TR s A '
ance;. and our 55 | Jul
Lee and FROTTRTETERE [ e e S e e ]
Hend coupon today ! g I
CURTAN MFG. CO. Y P e A e e e L H
154 E. Erie St., Dept. 976-G l A
Chicago, 1. et R R o A L
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A New Hotel Without “UPS”!

IT’S NEVER BEEN DONE BEFORE

One Price for All the Rooms !

‘HE  twelve-story fireproof

Cornish Arms Hotel, just
opened, hm lmmau,d dll the
hokum of “up’ prices. This
convenient and comfortable new
hotel has only one price for a
single room and bath, $3.00
per day. Double room for
two, with bath, $4.50. Re-
member, there are no “ups.”
There's: a bath with every
room; 340 rooms to select from.
Excellent restaurant service at
moderate prices.

Five minutes to Times Square,
five minutes to Penn. Station,
eight minutes to Grand Central,
and near all Steamship Lines.

COME AND COMPARE !

Cornish Arms Hotel

WEST 23d STREET, at Eighth Avenue
NEW YORK

S

'FOREST RANGERS

’\'![F‘N get Torest Ranger job: $125-8200 mo. and
1e furnished: Hunt, fish, trap, ete. For detalls write
’\T jrton.,  Inst., 1672 Temple Court, Denver, Colo.

1201 morc,S:].vcr plate, Stngle pml dlcen. ohaice 4 golors en=
amel, 3 lettera, date. Sterling Bilver, 12 or more 50c ¢a. Single
ping 6. ea, Frea Cat, shows Pins, Rings, Emblems 25c¢ to $iiea.

5 MI‘.TALARTS €0., Inc., 805 Porfland Ave., Rochester, N‘E.

'Insure your copy reaching wou each month, Subscribe to Amazing Stories—$2.50 a y' s i
; Experimenter Publishing Cc., 230 Fifth Avenue, N, Y. C.~ G

back to its component parts to be remodeled once
maore,

George L. Reed: Initial comment adequate.

Ralph L. Myers: Initial comment adequate,

George A, Wines: The light waves do not catch
up. The flyer merely caught up with the reflection
waves that were already there. This is treated in
reply to G, P, Simeon by the Editor,

Jack Darrow: Initial comment adequate,

H. Potter: Initial comment adequate,

As 1 have already consumed more space than
necessary, I will terminate rather abruptly. Hop-
ing this attempt affords you a bit of humor and
sincerely trusting you are not to he deluged with
letters wmplnnfntmq me on my bloated ego.
rewrite copy in order to secure my daily bread and
that fact makes it second nature for me to con-
tradict other people’s versions. So spare my humble
efforts.

C. P. TownNsEND,
»
iranford, Conn.

[We have published many comments in this col
umn concerning our stories, but here one of ouf
correspondents  who possesses the editorial mind,
gives seriatism criticism of many of our corre-
spondents’ letters, and we are sure that this com-
munication will be greatly enjoyed by many of
those who write to us and whose letters have ap-
peared in this department of the magazine. In a
sense, this is the most original letter we have ever
1]’:[;155116_‘1 Now for a gas attack by super-super-
eritics, on this super-critic.—EDITOR.]

CONCERNING “TEN MILLION MILES SUN-
WARD”—AN ADMIRER OF H. G. WELLS—
WHAT THE CELEBRATED CRITIC,
WILLIAM ARCHER, SAYS

ABOUT HIM

Editor, AMAZING STORIES!

In the current (March) issue of AwmazinG
Stories, the story which 1 conaidered hy far. the
st was Geoffrey Hewelcke’s Ten Millidn Miles
-d.  Not only was it well told and of ah+
interest, hut it contained just enough sci-
ence to give similitude to' the tale. As to the
accuracy of t science, am not c etent: to
1udg< Howe I d inelined to beliey it the
feat of diverting tl rth from its orbit is bheyond
the realms of pe And even were such a
stupendous proj ed, it could only result
1 rsal chaos, for the planects of the solar sys-
' so delicately balanced that the slightest
ion from its course of so huge a mass as the
could not fail to precipitate a catastrophe.
wed not indulge further in such  futile
Fr by the time this letter is printed—if
at r Luyten's solution will already have
apg suuul, E I am not one to contest in the lime-
light with a Harvard don.

h

Therefore I shall turn to a subject with which
I am more familiar; mely, the recent attempts
of some m ; fo disparage the stories
ui H, G. We 1 need for me to defend

Mr, Wells against these nificant diatribes; but;
for the edil ion of hi: ractors, let me’ gquote
\\hm Willi Archer, in his eriticism of God, the
o says 0{ Mr. Wells:  “Ko (||u‘-:r is
mu 1:( ilous r him, no forlorn hope too daring,
He led the first explorers to the moon. He it was
who lured the Martians to earth and. exterminated
them  with microbes. He has ensnared an angel
from the skies and cated a mermaid from the
deep. He has mou a Time Machine (of his
own Invention) and & ne carecering down the ‘vistas
of the Future.””

This. deserved tribute from a man who himself
i5 prominent in English letters needs no elaboration.
As Mr. C. P. Prescott remarked in a recent letter,
the critics of H. G, Wells are more to be pitied
than heeded. Were this magazine to contain but a
single story in each issue, and that by H, G. Wells,
T should continue to pu rchase it and consider myselt
amply repaid,

I notice that a number of readers are continu-
ally asking for reprints of certain masterpieces of
scientifiction which have appeared in other maga-
zines.: In dddmg my .request to theirs, I would
specify the following: On the Brink of 2000, After

o Million Vears, and Between Worlds, by Garret
‘wmlth The Metal Emperor, by A. Merritt; and
The Fire People, by Ray (‘ummmg‘; OFf course,
I do not suggest the reprinting of all these stories,
but T would be highly gratified to see any one of
them in this magazine,

A, L. Grasses,
981 Imest Avt New York, N. Y.

[Ten Million Miles Swwsoard is certainly a very
clever story, ‘and the little u|uel as it may be
called, giving Professor Luyten's clear explanation
of this possibility, makes it o litt'e more valuable.
Sometimes we feel that we lears more through our

“mistakes than from everyday instruction. Mistakes

can be made to do good, sometimes exceeding the
harm they may have done, and this story has done
much to clarify the ideas "of many readers on cos-

- mic physics.

We wonder what some of the critics of Mr.
Wells will think when they read the extract from
_ﬂthe great English eritic, William Archer,
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. have published, in my opinion:
i‘“‘d‘fyﬁﬁbar]es S, Wolfe; Tire

_ THE BEST STORIES, BOTH SHORT
- AND SE L
Editar, Rarazinc SToRIES: :

I am one of your faithful readers and have 1ot
missed a single story since AMAZING STORIES Was

1 huve attempted several letters, but have
always thrown them away Before giving you a
chance to do the same. - :

1 am very much interested in vour “Pisenssions,’}
and also enjoy reading Mr. Gernshack's editorials.
My only kick, which I am going to get out of my
system right now, is the date of the appearance of
your publication. As soon as [ received my Febru-
ary number 1 read about the Ouarterly, also the
Statemnent tHat it would appear on January 20th.
‘As soon as the twentieth came, I rushed to the
newsstand for @ copy. After a wait of a little
over three weeks, 1 was able to secure onel |
sappose you had some reason for- it, but the
magazine 1s going to come out on February 13th
instead of January 20th, I wish that wyou would
at lofist give us a nearer “idea’ (which is all your
date seems to have Deen) of the day we can
secure it.

The following are the bhest

short stories you
W hispering Ether,
Man Who Could MHork

Mivacles, by H. G, Wells; The Man [Who Could
I anigh, jry A, HFyatt Verrill; The Green Splotches
: T 5. Striblings The Time Machine, by H. G.

b f

\%e]ls; The Radio Ghost, by Otis Adelbert Kline;
Avownd the Uwmiverse, by Ray Cummings; and Be-
low the Infre Red, by George Paul Bauer.

1 have selecte® the following serials that stand
out im my memory: Station X; 4 Columbus of
Space: First Men iw the Moen; The Land That
Time Forgot; Moon Pool; Treasures of Tantalus,
and The Moon of Doom, As for the last men-
tioned, I think it was great! I feel rather proud
as it was writren by one of my fellow townsmen.
The day before the Qwarteriy came ouf, the Augusta
paper earried an item about it, including a photo of
My, Bells Returning to the above stories, I think
that Lamd That Time Forgot was the best, while
The Moow Pool and The Treaswves of Tontalus ran
as close seconds,

T notice that one of your readers says that the
tooks of Wells, Verne and other old writers can
be secured at the hookstores and that we would
rather liave new stories, 1 notice an advertise-
ment in your magazine: The Muster of the World,
price,. $2.50. I would rather you wotld give us
the “‘classics” in the magazine, because such are
absolutely out of my reach otherwise in most cases.

will close by asking for three things: More
illustrations: more serials ([ certainly cannot get
along. with just one a month!); and more stories
by Edgar Rice Burroughs, A. Merritt, Prof. Serv-
iss (it Hhe has written any that vou have not
hitherto published), Garret Smith, MelLend Wind-
sor, Ray Cummings and Clement Fezandié. T beg
that you gramt just as much of the last request as
possilile.

G. Coleman Luck,
2006 Wrightsboro, Augusta, Ga.

[We would like to have had the chance given us
to have thrown away your previous letter, because,
judging hy the present one, we would certainly
never have done so. There has been cousiderable
trouble in getting some of our various publications
on the newsstands on time. There re various
reasons, including a flooding of one the estab-
lishments, due to a break in the water system, and
this is only oné of several things, which occasioned
the unfortunate delay, so you will hive to excuse
what we may fairly term the unavoidahble troubles
of a publisher. Your specifications of the stories
which you like are very interesting and we are
glad to see that Mr. Bell received credit in one
of your local: papers for his very fine wark We
have given a great many ‘classies” in our maga-
zine and hope to continue doing so. We are sure
that if you will look back on our work of the last
few yedrs, you will realize some wonderfally good
things have been taken out of the past. We cannot
say we have rescued them from oblivigw, but as
we have used them they have had a great effect
in giving a- very high standard to AmAzINg STORIES,

L EDITOR.] i
AN UNNAMED APPROVER OF
PEDESTRIANS J
Editor, Amazive STOMES: r

I am writing to tell you of my interest in a
story which appeared in the Feliruary issue of your
magagine. The Revolt of the Fedestrians, by David
H. Keller, M.D., seems particalarly convingin
in its imaginative conception. The “science” o
the story is embodied in sufficiently simple terms
for the usual reader and this veiled satire is most
interesting. L

T believe that most of the reasoming is true and
logical, and it seems that such stories should stir
automobilists tor question the adwvisability of  their
chosen pastime. All in_ all, it is a thonght-provoking
stors, ther stories of its caliber sh'ou%d- strengthen:
your mugazine, [ think, i

“An Interested’ Reader.”
. Gilneo, Texam

[This letter gives a version of what we find from

our correspondent to be quite a general"a'%)precia-.
tion of The Revolt of the Pedestrians. The con-
trast hetween the non-pedestrians with their atro-
phied legs and the charming girl wlho had net
yielded to the general custom and. so: kept Her

_ physique intact, was certainly very well told and |

after all, there’s a worthy moral in the story—we
should utilize our powers, both muscular and men-
tal, to obtain the best results, —EDITOR.]}
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Rate—six cents a word.

15MES,
| accradited advertising agency.
i not accepted.

230 Fifth Avenue

| -OPPOR_JNITY AD-LETS
,; - - This c?%ﬁfﬁi{?ﬁ%ﬁgywww :

: 109 discount for 6 issues and 20% for 12
Cash should accompany all advertisements unless placed by an
Advertisements for less than 10 words

EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO.

: New York City

AGENTS WANTED

DETECTIVES

ARVEQ POLISHING CLOTHS sell everywhere
for 25, MNew and - improved. Absolutely safe
for hands and all kinds of metals. ~Exclusy
territories open fto first class agents. Write
for our umusual proposition. Arveo Industries,
Box  147-A, Gosse Ile,” Michigan.

MMen and women wanted to sell subscriptions
i their own communities, Can make a doliar
an hour in ospare time. Two leading magazines.
Help given to beginners. Write for information
4t once. Agency Dept. Experimenter Publishing
Co., 230 Fitth Awe., N. ¥.'C

Your own business! $100 weekly sure. Novel
Suction Ash Receiver. Sells on sight. Used in
auto, home, office. OQuick salesi- Send for de-
tails, or 350c for afttractive sample  with. four
celling plans,  Dept. CT-800, Gordon. Co., 110
E. 23rd St., New York:

YOU ARE WANTED TO RESILVER ‘MIR-
RORS AT HOME. Imimense protits plating aito-
parts, tableware etc. Write for_ information.
SPRINKLE, Plater, 815, Marion, Indiana:

ART
~ French Navelties for Men. Send divect fto
“Gay Paree”’ for sample and _lists. Ouly 23

stamps (not coin). D), Morey, Boite Postale 55,

Dept. 739, Paris, France. (French postage 3c).
ART PHOTOS
__Imported Parisian Famcy Goods, For Men,
Kind Hard to Get, Samples with 1928 list—
21,08, Capawan Productions, Box 642, McAdoo,
Penna.
BOOKS
For sale—Argosy, Allstery popular, -adventure

and other magazines lle a copy. so books By
H. €. Wells, Jules Verne, for £75 and $I eaeh.
Seientifiction a specialty. Richard Zorn, North
Baltimore, Ohiol

HYPNOTISM WINS! 25 easy lessons and 248
page illustrated reference guide, $2.00. *‘Mind-
reading” (any distance). Wonderful, $2.00. Sci-
erige Institute, A430, Milwaukee Ave,, Chicago.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

_$100 per month in your homie, folding,
circulars. . We furnish everything. lga-rticulars-
and samples 25c.
Box 102, Frackville, Pa.

Free Book. Start little Mail Order business.
Tadwil, 5A-7¢ Cortlandt Street, N. Y.

AMATEUR CARTOONISTS: Make Money in
spare time with new cartoon selling plam, “Write:
SMITH'S SERVICE, Wenatchee, Wash. :

mailing [

Adams Mailing Service, S-845, .

fiers S__Ewice,» Sherman Branchy, Eos

PDETECTIVES Earn Big Money. Travel, Make
secre stigations.  Experienice unnecessary.
Particulars free. Write, American Detective Sys-
tem, 2190 Broadway, N. Y.

GHOST STORIES

A 250 page clothbound book containing 25 of
.the MoEt tm']lltpg. gripping ghost stories you
higve ever read in your life, Sent postpaid for

‘..;1__ . s Te e’ - - s ! e
grthtre‘c\t?d:\'c,nb\}. (:‘{\ einers’ Service, 308 East
MISCELLANEOQUS

MOVIE SUPPLIES and Films. [
General P. O. Box 28, :{E‘:w \I'ul‘]f: (J'.'itll_l-l.l i

Comic Pen and Ink

Sketch made from your
])lwtu for £1.00. Send snapshot and state ho{-l;)',
Photo returned uninjured.  Address Herbert
Scott, Jr., Box 536, Saltsburg, Pa.

FORMS to cast Lead Soldier
Trappers.  Animals, 151
illustrated caralogue. H.
2t., Brooklyn, N. ¥.

iers, Indians, Marines,
kinds, Send 10e¢ for
C. Schiercke, 1034 72d

Code Messages Deciphered. Absolute Secrecy.
Write for details.  Address Marshall Robert
Beymer, 41-40 74th Street, Jackson Heights, L. 1

" PRINTING OUTFITS AND SUPPLIES

COMPLETE
type, ink, paper,
Kelsey Co., (-67

presses,
for ecataleg.

PRINTING, ENGRAVING, MULTIGRAPHING
2000 LETTERHEADS and 100 ENVELOPES
$1.10; postpaid,  OBERMAN ('.O;'\'Il’e\l\'\'f) Box

1268, Chicago.

SALESMEN WANTED

Sell us vour spare time. Solicit subscriptions

for two Ie:id)ngvi magazines i your city.  You
can make a dollar an hour easy. Write for full
information, ~ Agency Dept.,, Experimenter Pub.

Co., 230 Fifth- Ave., New York Ciry.

SONG POEMS

“:Song Poem Writers—ITave bona fid
tion, ~ Hibbeler, D165, 2104 N. nl}-eylst‘f)ngmi-l\)"\ii'l. :
Chicago. !

a Songwrit-

Song Poem = Writers, Write ch:_'ﬁi.
ngeles, Calif,

2 ;_iOS(Jrlg:' Poem. Writers—Have bona fide proposi-
- #ion,

n. Hibbeler, D165, 2104 N. Keystone Ave., -
Chicago. ! o

Wantsto make a dollar an hour in your s .ar.e
time? Send for full information Agerncy Dept.
%xp'erugbn-__tcr Publishing Co., 230 Fifth Ave,

SONG WRITERS

SONG WRITERS: Substantial Advance Royal-
ties are paid on publishable worl. Anyone having
original ideas for songs may submit poems: for
examination  and free advice., Walter

v

CHEMISTRY
Subseribe to The New POPULAR CHEMIS-
TRY!! A monthly chemical magazine contain-

ing the latest chemical news, experiments, formu-
las, recent advancements in medicing, and other
intevesting features. Three trial cnfpaes; 30 cents,
‘One vear for $1.00, Book catalog free to ¥ Arly
subscribers.  Popular Chdmistry Company,
JC, Swedesboro, N. J. ;

ept.

CORRESPONDENCE COURSES

Used Correspondence School courses sold on re-
pur ~ basis.  Also rented _and nged, |
1 peevsCagalog free. (Courses

i, Alabama..

“Ca., 1317 Ridge Avel, Steubenville, Ohi

. 1674 Broacl_‘way, New York.

STAMPS & COINS

-— " . r ..-
500 British-Colonials=—l2c. 50 French-Colonials—
; Kaoehler,

v

T4c. 30 Diinz 16—12c. Al three 3le.
642 Meredith St., Dayton, Ohio,

 STAMP COLLECTORS

o8 Biferent Stamps. Tres. fo paprovall vt
cants enclosing 2e.  Try our f:g:%u?s 10
packets, 4 Liberia, 5 Panama, 4 North B
5 Havti, 5 Iceland, 6 Madagascar. Merri

!I‘:_
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$1.00 to $7.00 Pe

¢ Hout for

Your Full or Spare Time

New Household Device washes-drles
windows, sweeps, cleans walla, serubs, mops.
oats less than brooms. Over hall profit
Harpers, .;30 Third St., Falrfield, Towa.

Don't worry rry with small prcﬁta and un.
known articles! Backed by tr

Agdents $300 @ month. We feed the world
Groceriea, teas, coffees, tood speclaltizajmeins,
perfumes, tamily medlelnes. Over 40
necessities. gteady profitable repeat bual
£3.00 hour part time. Samples furnlsh
Harley Company, Desk E 2584, Dayton, Ohlo.

tlonal pdvertising, hundreds of Nogir a'\!esmt.n.

are making 8500 to £1,000 monthiy Right Now.
World's lonpest wearing sults, $12.50.  Amaz-
ng wesr demonstration makes big, steady
#nles ain,  Write today_ for  Free Kit,
full starting instructlons, = Nogar Clothing
Mg, Co., Dept. CS-5, Reading, P,
?\-omeu Repre.«\'nw‘ives Wanted, Newt
tnventlon prevents shoulder straps slipping. Mo
sore digeon: Women adore it. Write for
particilars antl free offer.  Lingerie V' Com-
pany, 85 Oak St., North. Windbam, Conn.

$114 week Protecting Friends from Check

=i

Halgera.  Sell Security. Combination Fountaln
'i‘enshnnd Check Protectors—also new Securo-
ETap

- Advertizged sSaturday Evening Post.!
Writetordetalls including emonstratorOf-
fer. Securlty Pen Corp., Dep 1t Carmel, 11k

" Men—large ncrmnnenl ome Spare or
full timel 56,00 advance o mlssion for you
(;1'1' quality ‘soite, topcoats, fast sellers at
Two for $34, 320 sales outfit glven Free.
“me Magley 'I"!l]ors, Dept. 1305, 64 W.

24rd St., New-Yor

We Start You Wiﬂlour A Dollar, Soaps,
E :r:imor."s‘ Perfumes—T0 so0ds, (e_::s.o—
pericne unnecessary. T L ASarnation s
Dept, 699, St. Lois, Mo - %

Agents—We. start you.-in - business
and -help ' you Sur‘f‘u(‘d U ND capital or_ex-
perience nemod orafull time. You
&0 ¢asily - earn 00 weekly. -a“’rit.t'
Nadison - Produets. ofb cBroadway, & New
Yark, N, Y.

I Pay Men $15.00 duy to demonstrate)
smazing new. Perlection Iroor. Closer. .  Ialf
price of competitors—works better—Big profits!
for you, -Ellent—foolproof—=handles heaviedt
doors—abaolutely prevents slamming.  Every|,
Home, Store, Qiflce buya,
Free Writ ¢ Perfectlon Co., Hiogmfeld, Ind.

- No - Dull Hmes Selling Food. People

T juust - eat, Federal " distributors . make
33,000 30-:1"15' up. . No' dapital or exrn‘rl-
ence neéeded; guaranteed saies; unsold goods|p
may be returned, Wea furnish sample case,
fitense and Free Exclusive territory, ~ ABH
mOw) - Federal = Fure-  Food,. - W 2311
Arrho:lu Chieago.

$1,000 Heward if this is not the greatest

Gt Demonstrator |y Vai

women and children. COutiit {ree.

Agents $240 month, Sell finest

silk hoslery you ever saw.

oday  for samplea and state slze of
Eom.‘ '.I‘lct.(t}erl)mlt Textlle Co. SNk
13

fexqulzite Firth Avenue «dresses
them to rricr:(. and nelghbors.
UNNECCsanry., today to

e
Styles, Dept. !f}t} Scranton, Pa.

Slickers Plald—$2.98 Hat Free, also full|f
line leatherettes, rayons, raintop ccut.a. for men, |}
American|
Waterproof, Dept. P.C., 724 Roosevelt, Chlcago. |
line|§
We furnish auto,
Frea gllk hoskery for your own use. erte

hose
1035,

We pay women $6.00 ad hour to wear
and show|

kxperlence
Fift. Avenuu 3

to Order—Union Made—Sensational low
Get outfit at once. Address Dept. 4
wear, 844 W.-Adama. Chicogo. -

Punchboard Salesmen Take Notice. New
fagelnating game **Excitement. “_,a Can be ustl
all etatea 5200 weekly easy.” One minute
sales talk, Pay dally. Clgar Stores Novelty
Co., Dept, P, -Peorla, 1L

dGreat peckwear lne now freet Features):
fneat . gilality neckwear at {factory prices.
Collect blg ~comm, dslonu dafly. —Write for|
FREE tle offer and FREL outit. . »Nawco]
Negkwear, £-125, Covington, Ry.

‘Agents wanted to advertise Our goodu
and distribute- free samples to. consumers;|
S0c. an hour; write for full I‘.lar:l!cu]nrs Amerl-
can Products Co..
oatl, Ohlo.

America’s Greatest Tailoring Line Freel
130 lorge Swatch Samples—All Wool—Tallored

1664 Monmouth. Cmcm-

70 SQUARE-DEAL
DVERTISERS ONLY

“If you do business on the Hasis of “satiefac-
tion or maney back™ write ug.

St., New York

-For rates m this and other magazines address
iPublishers Classified Service, 9 East 46th

W
u:zt:ummmmm:nmm

If you are interested th arl, enginecring, elece
fetty, radlo, aviation, or any kind of bisinesy
Picase entto ogmmwm“m o bt
rercm adm of prominen ;’é’imf & A=
ex choot Dept., P. C.S.. 9 East 46th 8t., Neie

iBARN WHILE YOU LEARN

" Learn electricity at home through come
plete, practical courses written by well-known
ceirical engineers. Indorsed by Edison and

teinmetz, Write for Free Booklet. INTERNA-
TONAL CORRL‘;PO\DFNCP SCHOOLS, |
Dept. 1220-B, Seranton, Pmm\ =

"Hotels Need Tralned Executives, Nations=
wide demand for tralned men mnd women:
past - experience unnecessary. We traln
ybu by mall and pu: you in touch with big
opportunitie: Wrl once for particis
lorg. - Lewls Hotcl ‘lramlng Schools, Sulte
AU-WB37, Washington, D. C,

Men, geot Forest Ranger L $125-3200
onth and home furnished; unt, nﬂh trap.

¥
Court, Denver, Colo,

Avold those emburm%ing mistakes {m
nglish by studying at home In spare time. New
method shows you Instinctively which word to
use.and how to-use it. Write for
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENC
‘CI 001-‘5 Dept. 1225-B, Scranton, Penna.

8. Gov't Position; commence
Sl!.‘;-S -GO month? ben-women, 18-55, tralned
at home In three weekg.  Write !ma:rum.mu
Bureau, 137 Arcade Bldg., St. Louls, ‘Mo,

Big Pay Jobs open In Automutlvt. eld,
Learn how on real equipment with read shop.
tools fn eight weeks, Satisfaction guarans
teed,” Write quick for apecial tuition,offer.
Mesweeny Auto Schools, Dept. 21 L leves
land, O. and Clncinnatl, ¥

Men qualify Forest Ranger Posll’lon
atart 5125 month; cabin and vacation.  Patrol
the forests: protect the game. Write Mo}.nl;:e =
Institute, Dept. M-44, Denver, Golo. |

Learn drugless healing at bome, lnterq
esting, very profitable profession resdlly andi
qulekly learned by spare time home study.
Milllons of patients waiting. Fractise 1o your
own or patlent’s home,  Earn whileyou learn.!
Quick - new methiod of teaching “by use of
motlon. pletures,  Send de. postage for Fr

Now! $5,000 year easy! . Sell Gibmltar
Shirts! Flnest quality. Lowest prices. D
competition!  Liberal daily commisslons. Sen
today for free outfic conmln[ng large 0ssort-
ment shirt sampleg. = Gibraltar- Shirt. Co.,
Dept. V-7, 22nd Street, New ¥OrR.:

Introductory course. -Amerlean niven!lt;?
Botstord Bide., Chlcago.

Make Money In Building. §1 1‘0 316 @
‘day ragular scale, Much more for t

Learn at home, ‘valnable book “HoWw to Rem‘l
Blue Prints.’"  Mafled free. Chicigo Tech:
College, 115 East 26th Street. (21351 Chlcago,

6579, of all Men past middle age, au-
t-horl.r. es say, bave prostate giantl digorder.

Now a scientific treatment. ¥ree book. Ads
{dregs Thermalaids, :—,Lcubm\'llle Ohig. or 303
uys Bldg., Los Angeles, 1.

“Women: Wanted for Travelin
not married, entirely unencumbero with high
school educition, between 25 and 40, Saliry,
bonusand transportation. Ghe full information
Arstletter. balc&mana.ger 46W. 0Lk 8t Chicago.

Position,

5% payoncdoilar Iuroidhot-u«aterbott!es
That's where vou wndke your fortune.

selling wonder |n existence.
tlon. - Every home buys.
My unlque plan gUATENLEES SUCCESS.
great surprise. res. Lobl Mz, Co.. Dept.
PCS, Middleboro, Mauss.

Sell new Alligator and Tu-Color Leslt;mr

Nobody can refuse.

Myiraireoats, give $1.50 hat Tree.
sensatlonal Heéalth-protector fs the greatest/coats
Startling ioven-|

Write far

Women, Men take orders $3.95 colored
Dres:scs, sports
whirlwind sellers.  Pay. dally.~ Free
outnif, Superbuilt, Box 453-3, Chicago.

Agents $240 month. Bonus healdes. Sell
fAnest Hne silk hosiery you ¢ B8 Auto
furnished. Credit glven. - Wr !or samples.
Wilknit Hoslery Co., Dept. 1435, Greenfield, O.

Start Maill Order Business of your own

monr'y-m.ﬂ«mk Jiouse 16 house proposition ever| S5 CO8LS, g varlety $2.65 up. Hat Freel..“yome . we supply catalogues with your
Enown. R.-G. tabletd wash clothes in 10[315-00 daily sure. New spring outft Iree—igjaress on,  Wineholt Sales CowsBox_ 3,
mlnur.es hf}l{{f rubmng Free . Samples. | Charleston, Chicago, Woodbine, Penna,

W

N

G

- Superior,- Ch.cago.

Earn $1 weck:y .fmllmg America's lows
<gt priced shivts & necktles direct to wearer, 259%
m}\anufl comaméa?%u 9. I-‘I-ltmr ite Qutit I ree
e

d \’\ cndn.erdm,ts
Ilubher Aprons, Sanitary Beits,
Hteping, Shadow SKirtd. You cannot fall. Amer-
3 ubber Products, Tient. 575, Pittaburgh, Pa.

orelgn Posltlons—NMen interested going
Fomantic South Ameriea write us, Goe DAy,
Fapenses pald. . South America Service Bu-
reau, 14,6 AImn Detrott, Mich.

Direct Representative—smartest Mary|

rices,
88.’1

Fose frocks, biggest vanety, unmatched
&5 to $10 dally, experience unnecessary,
Clo., 465 Hodasi Bide., Clreinnat), Ohlo. -
$75.00 Weekly, Pay dally. Taking orders
New P‘anex}&edl ngn ;I'am'"f\r:m Wl ha,? 1lke
e & launder! ng e!amn e Jones

walty. Co., 804 No. Clark, Chicagoh

ry and commission gell=
Ing new speclalty rétallers. Enormous oppors-
tupity. Liberal permanent Incothe from repeata.
Distributor, Box 1029 Cedar Raplds, Iowa. =

v Used Typewriters
/Underwoods, Remingtons, L, C. Smitng late

models with modern lmprovements at less thﬂn

holf. 82.00 down. 10 day Free trial and

to pay.  Send for catalog and particul nrs

International Typewriter Exchange, Dept‘ 038

184 West Lake Street, Chicago. -

Department . 2C, = 413 - 63‘!,: Johns - Flace,

Brooklyn, N. ¥.s
Wn\'y Hair in ll} mmu:ca.— **Waveen''
tlon

1.1 show you an all Virgin Wook Suit,
tallored- w order, valued 8t~ 335, that you
can gell for , 832.f make: $4.00 -yourself,
give you a,baosu:ely Free, Complete selling
outt, will you glve my proposition
trial? £ King, 2235 South_.La Sall
Chieago. Il

Fight Fire!'.:We'll make you fire prevens-
ton ewert nnﬂ pay you §8.00 an hour s0on &
¥ou  Start, Investment or experience.
‘Permanent ‘bus;m‘ss of your owm - Reserve|
district. now,  Miracle Fire Chemcmj:om..
i‘i Willlams Ave,, Carbondale, Pa,

8.

51365 F

or
hnlr into lustrous, soft wa

Pulmlsuy»-whut sécrets are revealed in S

E&raightes:

60 Milés on 1 Gallon.
vapor Humidifler and Gas Saver
Diat,rlhutom wanted everywhere. . 400% Prof-|

1 Free. ' Critchlow, B-374, Wheaton, Il

Homcwurk-—-—Women wanting to obtaln
any rellable bona-fide kind, write us for in-
forme.tion enclosing stamp, , Eller Go.. Dept.
5, 208 Broadway, N. ¥,
l.ocai Partner Wanted, Every Gity, Town|;
ul Village. New Plan, 3 Shirtg Free and|=—— 22

.00 an Hour. Amazing values, ~ Tashl
ear Shirts, Desk 58, Cinefnuat!, Ohio. se-

Wonderful New)
All antoa.

vour hands—I1f vou only Lnewl] Analyze yourjt=oo 200

frienda and awecthearts character. arn t Amazing new 3-in-1 Limrcrm Combin
rend fioger prints and become an expert.tlon {or women making sensational Bit. 815.1’:0
We show Fou . Amazing. Pmruse]y dally easy. Spare or full time, ° Free Outit,
Hlustrated.= Great, fun nud profit, . Send|Don't Walt. Write French Fashion Co., 9
Just- &0 cents Jo Johna  System, Nonh Franklim, Chlcago.

MNewlInvention beats vacuum sweeperand) ™
.111 ita attachments.s I’ieotrielw UNRECeSInry.
All complete £2.95, Over 100 059 ilt.  Mor-
zanp, Mer, 707 Grimea 8t.. I ﬁel. ToWa, =

New York. Be your own halrdrcsser.

aent postpald on receilm. of S1.! DO IZl:auw Co.,
Lincoln Place, Brooklyn, N

»

Abso-|
lutely greaseless and harmless.  Large bottle

W Earno §16 dozen sewing aprons
Exnerlcnce unnecesaary; no sclling: -
steady work, materlals cut.® Addressed en-
velope brin dctaus. - (.-oshen,.Drws Co.,
Dept. 560, Goghen, N. Y,

00}

L{faetlion ;;u.amuwe

MONEY SAVING DEPT.
argain! (Established manufactuger
natberns will sacritice at 3 for $2.00. Postpald
Leash with order. State colors desired. Money|
Waterman Avenue, Et. Louls, Moo
Be A Magician! Astonish and mystlfq
W,
Hecret.:i of the great maglcians at last reveal
Write for & copy of our great expose, Onl
Jeft Parks, 349 Lineoln FPlace, Brooklyng
New York, ¥ 2
perfect receptlon direct trom light socket. Pers
fect Eliminator works on any type of seg!
Mo textras” to buy. Thousands of enthusiastie.
u_grs Price only $5.05—-[css than-a so_r, of gaod

1

Ilinols.
odd Iot of 9%% fine $1.50 sllk ties. lh’a\xtllﬁ’i‘
m.ck if not satisfied,”  Miller Tie Coo 5563
everybody. Simple when. you know hog
$1.00 for set {f you promilse to keep secretay
"No more bother with “'B'" Batteries, Gog
Hooked uploone minute—waorks automatically,
bmrx‘rieﬁ_ Hend £1.00. We ship C.0.I, for

halance (34 lus few cents posta, } Carrolk
Sales Co., 2.-1 Boudinot, Cincinnatl, Onio.
T Amazing 112 page |llustrated book
An about TNE\HSIDI’I" tells how vou can
a by radlo. Send only G0el Exverlmontﬂ
bU ).30 Fifth Avenue, New York

FOR THE READER

Money—Do you need it? New illustrated
book, glves 67 tested plans to make apare-time
mopey without {nvestment. Mall S0¢ to V. O.
Fisher, 707 Kearney, Arlington, N. J. (Please
ment.lou ‘the name of this magazine when
writing.) -

Agents—Why work for others? Gn into
mail order Agents business yourself. Get our fa=
mous course—eaplains everything about start-:
ing your own business. Wonderful s e
money-maker. Pay postman only 33, Saties
uinton 365 I.inuoln Place,

Brooklyn, N.
Hoyst bend for Free Cop.v lilustrated
and Zine.

Thalus—myste:y—Romauce»-gn:ateat
offer mado Eleven pocket-slze books, exclting,
grippl lea.¢ Bargaln offer extraordinary.
While |, 1ey 1ast, lgy £1.00 for compilete set.
f‘!slwr‘:"rlmtngdo 3Kearney, Arlington, N.J.

$23.00 dal ysel!lng 1 d Rai

Men! 37.50 an hour spare time. Bar-

ain_all-wool styllsh suits and top coats at
%18 75. %cll every man! $3.75 advance com-
Write for expenaive sample
cn.se—-ic‘s 1- ee' Canmnu.r:.f Tallors, Dept. Y-7,
20 Weet 22nd Street, New York. =

T and
Sliekers, e, Green, ete..  S2.95.
Tre <anx Uit Froe. TEliott Bran.

Stop check frauds, Be protection expert
S5 hourly. Low pricepocket check writer. Equals.
S60 machines. Merchants fascinated pros ects.
‘Qulckest seller. Arnold Corp., Flint, Mie

Be a Real Estate Expert. §5, lll)li #.iS 000
yearly. Experience Unnecessary.s ch
vou everything. Connect you w

Can You Sell Gas at 5c. per Gal‘

e wy
ey, 230 B Wells, Tept. AF-5, Chicago.
Distributors make $750.00 per month. ‘Benz

.-w.ems—.lu.u Out! 3$8.88 for Men's
|n ﬁvan}éﬁJu?geec%nl sel}T{!m é’s’%mé?m“ o
g ales pADY.

Dept. E-15, Fort Wayne, Ind. o

450 to $200 weekly selling genulne Dia-|Sto

fmonds, Watches, Jewelry through lllustrated
eatalog, Cosh or Credit. Liberal proposition.
gr%ow’;!tcrﬂqgn mail I“"li:h‘: ‘ﬂ:c:}lng lgiamond
A o. Natjonally known Jewelers, [ist.
AHT0. 1340 B'wat, Dept. A-142, New York.
Agents-make $5 to $10 an hour taking
arders for newly lnvented fountaln pen. Holds
tiree tlmEs niueh {ok as other TCiLK-
ablel You-can seel rcugn it
Salla for £3.00: double. Liberal edvance
commilsalon. !Writa for free quick money-
making plan, onded Reservolr Pen Co.,
“Fanpt. !:Da 147 Nassau St.. New York.

ns. Un
sohld gold DGInL .

for_free trial and my $15.0
1o Distr .4 Frani Andrews, 150 E. Erle,
Chicago.

beral Commisslon.  Sasmples Free.
ck or made to méasure ehirta

“Agents earn big money taking orders for
our besutiful Dress Goods, Silks, Wesh Fabrics,
Hoslery, !-"nnci; Goods, 1000 Samples furnist wod|
The RNatfonal Importing Co.. Dept. E89,
573 Broadway, New York City

IF 17'S NOT HERE WRITE US!?
* Here 13 a new geroice
our ﬁadzm Ir ou an roo bl
ngt -Hsted, wT n
9 East iem .Sx., Nﬂw York. For each ttem {0 bej

_--a¥ mot eeliusyouronare;lme $2.00 an
4 $10.70 dally easy 101} time. Introduce
teed T oaie.riy-dl? stylu 39

HllHoseFtee o5
\ery Co. Park 9285 Cioclonatl, Ohio

e

dren. lnclu m{ g

2 day guarantee

Sell Broadcloth Shirts—four for Five

Menzin
IShirt. Co., 479 E. Tremont Ave., New York.im

1iil
the convenience of|
,{?r certatn ariicles

gase eniclose 10¢. 1o cover o5t of

of real ‘estute ex lte I'REE
booklet. ° MNatlonal Real Istam..lnslgltute.
Dept. 500-M, Fort Smith,

ankru‘t and Rummmze Salcs. Mak

$£50 dally. Wegtart you, furnishing everytiing.
Permanent business. Free detalls. Distribu-!
tore, Dept. 270, 429 W. Superior, Chicago.
Agents §240 month Dri-Klean-it re-

oves dirt, goease, _all one operation.
Cle-ana car for 10c. o EOAD OF Water used
Car looks like new. onderful seller,
demonstrating sample, Ameri A
Co., Desk 235, Cinuln.nat:. Ohlo.

New lines just out. Everything 'ln

[hoslery, underwear and Ru}é

“chll Igms mm em}%fu
T 1 g w

New apeeial h:s honey pia Cash bon

service nwardB. rapid Namcc on.  No ea

need ll {ce ngh

territor going.
repi.v 8 Knltunz' Co.. 135
Lake S&.. Br.w Clw‘ Mich.

Froe

-Mogerie fer| o]
Arre-/business
ready.

Wi

' ahow
youhowtomake money du:l.ng\r O 1
Write Schoen, 110 N, I-l*anld !C'y ARt

Make More Money—Full or time. -
2egrets ﬂt succeastuj Agents Anlesmen
revealéd. cents [m‘ next 3 big,
11|u5r,rar,e.d I.ssue.‘! or m book, containing over
mosmoney-maklmfl km‘*and oDDortnnnles.l
a6 :

Rhloemar gon Strect, Clucinnatt,
‘Send 25c ldr Fl\fe Tssues of French
Humor, & afamns full _of live,
%_eance l}ﬂtmtions:_] a1 gu s %H from.
wastand price ench Humor,
30 Tth A h R P ere 0e. o
Make. Extra Money Writing Storiés In
sfgi_r’eum%c t%ea]?.maemtsci writing and ng
e, plays, -songs, poetry, eto.
Dook—-publianed  hew - every nionr.h-—»;em
cents for next 3

RI‘E:ardse:gh if'. 22 East 12th Bt u. G‘i
c of rea! o=
clnnatl, Ohlo.

sgnrﬂ‘

v

et m‘!“s
pare time.

pay li
$50 8 week to you, Tet b?
1.98 will be remnﬂed Alto 00..

d Streét, New York.

not wi

&enﬁ
izome sn:ldi2

or detalls, write Norton Imllf.u:c, 270 Temple.._

Free Booklet, ¢
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