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T becomes increasingly evident that
science-fiction is taking a more and

more prominent and respectable position
in today’'s literature.. A recent issue of
The Saturday Review of Iaterature devoted
its cover and a long and comprehensive
article by Fletcher Pratt to the subject, a
leading pocket book: house has just brought
out a volume- of short science-fiction re-
prints, while the list of the more conserva-
tive book publishers showing an interest
in the genre continues to grow.

LL this, of course, fails to lift the
eyebrows of the dyed-in-the-wool fan.
His only surprise. is that it has taken so

long for the rest of the country to discover
wheat fine reading it’s been missing. He has

long known that such writers as Theodore

Sturgeon, Ray Bradbury, Fritz Leiber, Jr.,
Rog Phillips, Robert Moore Williams, and

a host of others, not only can tell an enter-
taining story but have something to say—
something. stimulating and theught-provok-

ing. Now that he (the DITW fan) sees
these new readers coming into the fold, he

sets "himself up as a kind of guide and
shows them what they’ve been missing!

OUR editor must confess that ‘he is
one of the new arrivals to the field

tonic?

"You invented an invisibility

Why, that's what / invented!"

-H
., - e v
N - - I ..

of science-fiction. Heretofore our interest
in reading—and writing—has been con-
fined largely to detective and mystery
fiction. Although we have written a couple
c¢f dozen science-fiction yarns in the past
five years, it was always with a “for kicks”
attitude and a more than faint feeling of
superiority., Even during the years when
our name was listed as the managing editor
of AMAZING STORIES and FANTASTIC.
ADVENTURES, that feeling persisted.

UT these past few months have brought
a change in attitude...a switch

occasioned by being exposed to many ex-
cellent stories submitted by the writers
we've already listed, and others. And while
we still enjoy a good detective novel (and
must write another for our publisher
within the next couple of months), at least
half our off-duty reading is taken up with
some of the excellent science-fiction and
fantasy novels of the day,

NCIDENTALLY, while we're on the
subject, one of the best collections of

such tales around these days is now on
the stands. Its called “Shot in the Dark”,
a Bantam Dook, and was compiled by
Judith Merril. Although the title and cover
were selected with the obvious intention of
roping in the detective-story reader, it will
give anybody—even a stranger to such
gtories—an enjoyable couple of hours.

" Anthony Boucher’'s Mr. Lepescu was alone

worth the price of the volume; while "&?-
dore Sturgeon’s The Sky was Full of Shihs
is science-fiction at its best. A tip of our
Homburg to beth Miss Merril and Bantam
Books for a grade-A job.

OU’LL notice that thid issue of
AMAZING STORIES is printed in a

new size of type. The change was made
for easier reading and was accomplighed
without sacrificing the number of words
to the page—just one more of the impro

ments we've been promising you, &
allotmenft of more space for the Reader'’s
Forum fulfills another of our “campaign
promises”, and you’ll notice from the
length of some of the letters that they’re
not being cut. Let us know your
reaCtiOl’lS. P EEEE RN N EFEEENEEEE N NN ENEN. HB
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the rocks above, a searing flame b
the soldier at the mouth of the cave . . ,

As they watched from their hiding place
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IDDEN among the litter of
electrical equipment on the
workbench, a tiny bell
chimed, a soft musical note that came
so quietly through. the thin air that it
seemed to apologize for disturbing the
air moiecules that transmitted it.

The reaction of the big man sitting
on the rough stool in front of the
workbench was out of keeping with
the soit chime of the bell. He moved—
" fast.

Spread on the workbench under a

o

2

irkham was a human being, a man
of Earth; as such he knew he was in
dire peril - for life on Mars was alien

small but powerful lamp was an odd-
looking helmet, which he had partly
disassembled and which he was study-
ing through a strong magnifying glass.
Screws, tiny condensors, and a net-
work of wiring as fine as a spider web
had been revealed. Several screws had
been removed from the helmet and
were lying on the bench in front of it.

Lying to the right of the helmet,
where the hand could grab it instantly,
was a spring gun of the type that
hurled a tiny needle of torguline, coat-
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ed steel. Almost noiseless in operation,
three seconds after one of these needles
hit a human, he was unconscious. On
a green man the torguline acted faster,
on a Borrodrone an average of four
seconds was needed to produce uncon-
sciousness. One needle from this gun
put a human out for about an hour,
two needles meant about six hours of
sleep, three needles and the green
slaves buried him in the eternally rest-
less sands of Mars.

When the tiny bell rang, the big
man’s hand literally flew to the hel-
met. The parts he had taken from it
went back into the cup formed by the
overlapping metal scales.
down with the helmet in one hand, he
jerked open the lid of a heavy wood-
en box sitting under the bench. The
box was filled with a miscellaneous

maze of electrical equipment, radio

sets, motors, testing meters, copper
wire on spools. From the top of a com-
mercial receiver, he snatched a small
motor and a coil of solder. Long, sup-
ple fingers found a hidden catch on
the cabinet. The top of the receiver
lifted up, revealing that the equipment
which belonged in this receiving set
had been removed.
The helmet went in there.

The top of the receiver went back
into place, the motor and the coil of
solder were put back on top of it, the
lid of the heavy chest was closed.

The gun went into the pocket of the
mechanic’s apron he was wearing.

THE WALL the tiny bell rang
again. Reaching under the work-
bench, Wade Kirkman closed a switch
which disconnected the bell.

Then he pulled an erdinary walkie-
talkie radio set into position under the
light on top of the bench and began to
examine it.

Looking at him, you would have
thought he was an ordinary electrician

hard at work. Frowning, he bent down

Bending

low to stare at the innards of the ra-
dio set. He picked up the tipped ends
of wires leading to a testing meter, be-
gan to probe the leads of the set. Iif
he knew there was another person
within a mile of him, the expression
on his lean, sun-browned face did not
reveal it.

Around the turn in the corridor,
moving on feet as silent as any cat,
came—a green man. His bald head, his
puffy cheeks, his slender talon-tipped
fingers were a light aqua-marine in
color. His coat, caught in a circlet of
metal at his throat, was also green, but
a darker hue than his skin. The rings
dangling from his pointed ears re-
flected a shade of green.

He was a little more than four feet
tall. Midgets would have thought him
tall but any human would have looked
down at him.

Like a small green shadow against
the wall, he moved behind the human
and stood there, watching. His alert
bird-like eyes went over the work-
bench, seeming not to miss an item
on it. They probed under the bench, at
the heavy box there. They moved to
the right, looked thoughtfully at the
single opening to the rooms beyond,
then went incuriously past the grill in
the wall through which thin sunlight
was streaming, then came back to the
human.

"An odd, pensive expression appeared

in them in which was mingled sym-

pathy, and fear, and—strangest oi all
—yearning. It was as if the green man
wanted very much to be as big as a
human, but knew that he would never
be. Humans were giants able to step
across the space between earth and
Mars. Green men were—unable even
to walk erect on the sands of their
native planet.

‘“The damned condensor is blown!
Wade Kirkham muttered.

“What means blown?”’ a thin voice

spoke behind him;

»
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Kirkham spun on the stool. His
right bhand moved, fast, toward the
pocket in his jacket that held the gun,
then moved slower when he saw who
stood behind him, then stopped en-
tirely. In his mind was the thought
“—1If only I dared trust him.” He put
the thought out of his mind. In this
place, you wouldn’t trust your own
brother, if you had a brother here.
Aloud he said, “Damn it, Jevnar, I’ve
told you not to slip up behind me.”

The green man grinned apologetical-
ly. “Hallp, Kirky,” his voice piped. “I
speak the human talk how good?”

“Fair,”” Kirkham grunted. “You
wouldn’t fool anybody who had ever
heard any of it, but you can make
yourself understood.”

The green man’s face registered
mingled delight and distress. He had
tried so hard to learn the human
tongue. “l got better do?” he said,
hopefully.

“You get betlter don’t,” Kirkham
answered. “You will never speak like
a man, Jevnar. Your vocal chords
aren’t right, for one thing, your mouth
structure, lips, teeth, and tongue, are
wrong to shape the words properly. On
top of everything else, you don’t think
like a man. Your mind is different,
you belong to a different race, you've
got a different heredity behind you,
and you have grown up in a different
culture. All of these things make it
hard for you to talk like a man.”

On the green man’s face the distress
became acite. “Dut—I waini like a
man to talk.”

“I know you do, Jevnar,” Kirkham
answered. Kinduess crept into his
voice. “But to talk like a man 1s a
hard thing. To—" He caught himself.
Behind his lips, the unspoken words
pressed for utterance. ‘““To be a man
is an even harder thing.” A shadow
crossed his face, then was gone. “Nev-
er mind, Jevnar. You talk very well. L
think you have done an excellent job

in learning to talk at all.”

At the compliment, the green man
was as delighted as a child. Kirklram
turned back to the walkie-talkie set.

" INDER THE edge of the set, un-

noticed until now, was a tiny
screw that had never been made In
any human workshop, a screw that had
come from the helmet now safely hid-
den in the box under the bench. When
he had gathered up the parts of the
helmet, he had missed this screw.

It caught his eyes, held them. A cold
grayness appeared 1n his mind. His
right hand trembled as it tried uncon-
sciously to move toward the pocket
where the spring gun was hidden. He
stopped the movement of the hand.
There was a chance that Jevnar had
not seen the screw. Did the keen eyes
of the little green man ever miss any-
thing? Kirkham did not know, did not
want to find out. Jevnar was leaning
over the bench, interested in the radio
set as he was interested in everything
that had come from the planet across
space. Kirkham felt sweat appear on
the palms of his hands. There was a
second chance—that if Jevnar had
seen the screw, the green man would
not betray him., .

Kirkham knew he did not dare take
this chance. The little green man had
pretended to be a friend, he had made
pathetic efforts to please the big hu-
man, but what was mere important
to any green man was pleasing some-
one else. If he saw the screw there
and understood that it had come from
the helmet, the odds were he would
run straight to the nearest Borrodrone
with the news.

In that case, Wade Kirkham would
be swiftly gathered to his fathers and
a polite request would go forward to
the authorities of Earth Government
in Mars Port to furnish the Borro-

drones with another electrician, to re-
place the last one, “who has met with
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an unfortunate accident.” The Borro-
drones would be polite about it. They
needed an electrician. The represent-
atives of Earth Government In Mars
-Port would be polite too. They would
furnish the electrician—if they could
find another volunteer—and they
would not make indiscrete inquires
about the way the last one had died.

Everything would be handled very
politely. Nobody would ever admit
that under the politeness was hidden
sudden death.

“What this thing do?” Jevnar asked.
He pointed to the microphone.

“You talk into that,” Kirkham said.
“Very busy now, Jevnar.” If he could
get rid of the green man.

“Busy? What mean that?”

“Got work to do.”

“Oh,” Jevnar’s uninterested face
said what was the point in working so
hard? “Let it wait.” He bent down
until his nose was almost thrust into
the radio set.

Kirkham fervidly hoped it would
shock him. “Elfrone himself is inter-
ested In these walkie-talkies.” Since
Elfrone was the supreme ruler of the
Borrodrones, just the mention of his
name ought to send any green man
on his way in a hurry.

~ Jevnar showed signs of strain at the
name of Elfrone. His face turned a
shade less green. Lights glittered in his
eyes. “You tell him radio not working
yet, he won’t know any better.” He
bent again over the radio set.

Kirkham suppressed profanity.
From the bench, he picked up a screw-
driver. “You don’t seem to have a very
high opinion of Llfrone,” he said.

Instantly he had Jevnar’s agitated
attention. “Have most high opinion of

Great One. He our father, our friend,
our saviour.”

‘KIRKHAM KEPT his grin to him-
self. Since any green man who ex-

pressed a low opinion of Elfrone would
not be likely to live long, the shoe was
very much on the other foot now.

‘Tapping the screwdriver in the palm

of his hand, he watched Jevnar writhe.

“Elfrone very great person,” Jeva-
nar repeated.

‘“You very big liar,” Kirkham said.

“Oh, no!” For a moment, Kirkham
thought the green man was going to
have a heart attack. Kirkham dropped
the screwdriver. Jevnar bent instantly
to pick it up. When he straightened up
with it, the screw was gone from the
top of the bench.

“T was just teasing you,” Kirkham
sald. He could afford to be generous
now. “I know you are a loyal sub-
ject—"

‘““Most loyal,” Jevnar said.

“Sure,” Kirkham answered. With
the screw in his possession, he felt al-
most safe. “Did you want something in
particular, Jevnar, or did you just
come to talk?”’

The green man’s face registered a
double-take. “I get so interested talk-
ing to you, I almost forget. Sure, want
something. Captain of guard send me
for you.”

“What does he want?”

“Wants you to talk to man.”

“What mane” Kirkham’s voice rose
a notch. So far as he knew, he was the
only human being in this whole vast
fortress city of the Borrodrones. “Men
don’t come here unless invited. It is

forbidden.”

‘“This one came,” Jevnar answered.
“Guards catch him in lower city.”

“Why don’t you talk to him?”

The green man’s face showed traces
of embarrassment. “I did. He said he
couldn’t get what I was saying. Guard

captain send for you.”
“Who is her”

Jevnar shrugged. “I not know. You
come talk?”’

“I guess so,”’” Kirkham answered. He
wondered who the man was and what
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he was doing here. Some stubborn,

daring fool who had ventured across
the desert spaces senarating Mars Port
from the city of the Borrodrones, some
obstinate ass who didn’t have better
‘sense than to go into forbidden lands.
A trader, perhaps. Possibly a damned
fool risking his neck on Mars for the
sake of the publicity he might get back
on earth, if he ever got back to earti.
The Borrodrones had got him, of
course. Kirkham swore silently. He
wished the fellow had stayed where he
belonged but now that the idiot was
here, there were two reasons why he
had to talk to him.

The first reason was simple. Nobody
i his senses would refuse a request
from the captain of the guard. The

second reason was more complex but

it involved his feeling that he had an
obligation to help even a damned fool
out of a spot, if he could. He rose to
his feet. “Okay, let’s go.”

Jevnar’s eyes went carelessly over
the workbench, came up quickly and
questioningly to search Kirkham’s
face, then were instantly veiled. The
‘human felt a touch of chill. Had the
little devil noticed that the screw was
gone?

There was no way to know. All that
could be done was to wait and find
out. And, if the answer was wrong, die.

“Come now,” the green man said
politely. He led the way. Sweat again
greasing the palms of his hands, Wade
Kirkham followed.

CHAPTER IT

HIEY WALKED through the heart

of the fortress. Actually the for-
tress was a gigantic granite mountain
that had been formed when Mars was
still a steaming, warm planet, before
the water vapor began to slip away
into the sky, before the dry winds be-
gan to blow eternally across the des-
~erts, When this mountain had been in

the process of formation, bubbles of
gas in the mass of molten granite had
created holes in it, long tunnels, vast
chambers where a whole tribe could
take reiuge. Later, when this molten
mass had become a granite mountain
rising up out of a chain of mountains,
whole tribes had taken refuge in the
vast caves. The frescoes they had left
behind them on the walls, the stone
tools on the floors, their bones also,
were still visible on the lower levels.
Kirkham had seen them there, mute
relics of the long history of the Red
Planet. The cave men themselves were
long since gone, swept aside by some
marauding tribe that had wanted the
shelter of these great caves.

For twice ten thousand years this
mountain had been inhabited. In it and
around 1t the whole history of Mars
had been written. In its early days it
had been a place of refuge. Then, as
each succeeding tribe that had con-
quered it had added something to its
defenses, had extended the caves, deep-
ened the subterranean water reservoirs,
invented new weapons, pursuing its
leisurely quest of the eternal myster-
ies of life and death, getting first hand
information about the latter as some
new tribe of desert-hardened warriors
had overwhelmed its masters, this
mountain had become a mighty for-
tress.

The legend, the tradition, and the
fact had been well established—who
ruled this mountain ruled Mars.

The green men had been the next to
last masters of the mountain. They
had gone down to defeat before the
race that had discovered what they
called, with considerable reason, the
weapon of the gods, and which the
green men called the elsar beam. At
just the thought of that grim weapon,
Wade Kirkham was aware of perspir-
ation appearing on his face. His mind
going back to the tiny screw that had

been on his workbench, he wiped the
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sweat from his face.

“You jump,” Jevnar said, beside
him.

“I_Uh—'”

“On your mind is something?” the
green man asked. The tone of his
voice showed concerned anxiety. His
friend was worried, therefore Jevnar
was worried. Or was his anxiety ac-
tually malicious mischief? Had he seen
the screw on the bench and was he
leading this human, like a lamb to the
butcher, to sudden death? Kirkham
did not know. There was no way he
could find out.

He put the thought out of his mind.
He told himself that Jevnar had al-
ways seemed friendly, that Jevnar had
always listened eagerly to his descrip-
tions of earth. They had even talked
of going to earth together, to see the
green forests and the blue seas, to
smell the rain, to taste wind with no
trace of dust in it,

So far as Jevnar was concerned,

this talk was pure poppycock. Jev-

nar was a slave. A trusted slave given
the bitter task of driving his own
kind to menial tasks, to destruction,
and to death.

Kirkham suspected from time to
time that torment existed in the mind
of Jevnar. He felt now and again an
odd sympathy for the green man, but
he knew better than to extend that
sympathy to trust. A human likes to
stay alive too. |

“On my mind is nothing,” Kirkham
said.

THE PASSAGE widened 14 front of

them, branched in two directions.

A grilled window looked down over
the lower city. Down there in a huddle
of buildings lived the wretched rem-
nants of every face who had once ruled
this fortress. Of all the races who had
once lived here, perhaps the cave men
were the luckiest. They were all dead.
Kirkham had always imagined he

could feel a2 mist of hate rising from
the lower city. Whether or not he could
feel it, he knew the hate was there.
But the means to implement it were
missing. The Borrodrones had the
weapons of the gods.

Nor was the arrival of the human
race on Mars likely to change this sit-
uation. A hundred thousand men and a
hundred atom bombs could not make
a dent in this citadel. The human race
was on Mars on sufferance. They had
crossed space but they were not the
rulers of the Red Planet. Nor were

“they ever likely to be,, unless luck in-

tervened. There was a languid trade
between the two races. When the Bor-
rodrones saw a human product that
they could use, they tried to buy it.
If it was not on the secret list, they
got the product, radio sets, electrical
gadgets. But no weapons. They had
not asked for weapons. What need was
there for such things?

Scientists asked permission of the
Borrodrones to explore and investigate
the planet and received that permis-

sion or did not receive it, as the whim

of Elirone indicated. Between the hu-
mans and the Borrodrones there was
a sort of guarded truce, they watched
each other like strange dogs who
might be friends—and might not, de-
pending on which way the wind blew
and which way the bitch went, Ii Elf-
rone chose to order all humans from
the Red Planet, the humans would be
well advised to go. There was the el-
sar beam. |

But the Borrodrones had not yet
chosen to order men from Mars. They
weren’t sure as yet how big were the
teeth of the other dog. Officially there
was peace between the two races but
this peace existed only at a high dip-
lomatic level. On the level of a single
man, there was no peace..

Two races were meeting. Each was
trying to make up its mind what to do

about the other one. In the process, a
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few casual throats would be cut, a few
heads would be broken, which made
no real difference one way or the oth-
er, except to the man whose jugular
vein felt the keen edge of the steel.
When races collided, individuals count-
ed for less than nothing.

Wade Kirkham could feel the edge
of the knife at his throat.

“This way,” Jevnar said politely.
The corridor turned. Before them ap-
peared a bank of elevators.

The sight of these elevators always
made Kirkham a little homesick. They
had come from earth. Riding in them,

he could imagine he was in some big.

department store back on earth. “First
floor. Gown shop. Lingerie, hosiery,
shoes. Watch your step.”

The Borrodrones had never invent-
ed clevators but they had liked the
idea, once it had been explained to
them. Since Earth Government could
see no reason for objecting, the eleva-
tors had been installed. Jevnar led the
way to three elevators aside from the
main bank, pressed the button. These
three were reserved for green men,
slaves, servants, humans, and such cat-
tle.

HE CAGE slid to a halt, the doors

opening automatically, Stepping

inside, Jevnar pressed the down but-
ton, and ciosed his eyes.

“Tump-jump always goes stomach.”

“Some day you will get used to it,”
Kirkham answered. The cage dropped
like a rock falling down a well. The
green man gu'ped and grabbed his
middle. Air hissed and the cage
stopped, the doors opening. Jevnar
opened his eyes. “Some day it won’t
stop. Then what happens?”

“I suppose the electrician will be
blamed and will meet with an acci-
dent,” Kirkham answered. ‘“How many
electricians have you had up to now?”

“Six, mayve sevenleen. Don’t
know.”

“What happened to the last oner”
Kirkham questioned.

Jevnar shrugged. “Not know. Heard
he went down to lower city and got
drunk—"

“What do you think happened to
him?”’

“Think?” Jevnar fingered the word
mentally, deciding on 1ts exact mean-
ing. “Think he got nosey.” Something
like a shudder passed over his body.
“Why you ask?” His keen eyes turned
toward the human.

“Just curious,” Kirkham answered..

“Curiousity not good,” Jevnar
spoke. He patted Kirkham’s arm. “Be-
lieve me, please.”

Kirkham was silent. There was no
doubt in his mind that curiosity 1n
this place did not tend to increase the
life span.

Jevnar unlocked a door “In there.
You taik to him.”

“Where’s the captain of the guard?”
“Back later, I guess. You talk.”

The room Kirkham entered had
been carved from solid granite. Light
from the distant sun poured through
a barred window. The door closed be-
hind Kirkham. The man, a-slender fel-
low dressed in whipcord trousers and
a floppy brown shirt, looked up.

Kirkham took one glance and
blinked astonished eyes. There was no
doubting what was hidden behind that
floppy brown shirt, There was no mis-
taking the tilt of the chin, the startled
expression in the gray eyes, the red
lips. Jevnar had probably not known
the difference between the sexes but
the “man” was actually a woman.

She came quickly to her feet, a little
cry of gladness forming on her lips.
It was a sound that said she had been
all ‘alone here in this place and ter-
ribly frightened but now that he was
here, she was no longer alone and not
frightened at all. She started toward
him.
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Kirkham had the dazed impression
that he knew this woman. Back when
he had been a senior in the University

he had known a girl— But that was

impossible. He nodded cheerfully.
“Hello. In trouble?”
“I was.”

He could see the fear on her face.
It was going away now. Back of it
be could see such courage as women
usually do not possess. “How did you
get here?” |

“I came with a dothar caravan from
Mars Port.”

“Did you get permissionp’’

“NO-”

“Then why in heaven did you
come?”

HE EXPRESSION on her face
sald she did not like the tone of

his voice. What right did he have to de-
mand her reasons for being here? Her
chin tilted, then came back down, a
gesture which said she had changed
her mind about giving him the answer
he deserved and was going to be po-
Iite to him even if he wasn’t polite to
her. “I came here to get material for
a book on Mats.”

“You came here— A lady author!
I don’t believe it!” '

Amazement held him. Behind the
amazement there was disgust at such
stupidity. A man alone on Mars lived
by his wits and his streagth. If he had
a shortage of either, the desert got
hin, or a wandering tribe of green
mmen took care of the job, or a Borro-
drone patrol picked him up, for ques-
tioning. ' “

“What’s wrong with being a woman,
and a writer?”

“Nothing. Both are fine, in their
place, but their place is not here.”

“How can you write about Mars if
you don’t come here?”

“How can you write about Mars if
youre dead?” He snapped the words
at her, then fell angrily silent, His an-

ger stemmed from his knowledge that
he was going to have to try to protect
her, if he could. Woman’s place was
not on Mars. True, Earth Government
trained and used women for many pur-
poses, he did not in the least doubt
that they would use women, or any-
thing else that would enab’c them to
ferret out the tightly-held secret of
Borrodrone powe, but a woman here
was a complicating iactor he did not
want.

She said her name was Paula Wil-
son. “And I think I know who you
are. I saw a picture in a magazine—"

“When did you reach the lower
city?”’

“Just a few hours ago. This pic-
ture—""

He could feel the pound of his pulse
rising suddenly in his veins. “How
did you get away from Mars Port?”’

“Why—" She was surprised and
angry again, at his tone.

“Did you get permission from the
authorities to leave Mars Port?”

“NO.”

‘“Then you are a damned idiot.”

He had never seen a woman so an-
gry. “You don’t have to shout at me.”

“I’ll shout when I feel like it.” In
his pocket, his fingers unconsciously
sought the spring gun. His eyes
searched the walls, seeking the micro-
phone that probably was hidden soms«-

‘where. She started to speak. He i=n-

terrupted. She started again. He inter-
ruptced again.
“l never knew a man as rude as
you are!”’
¥ e

He did not answer. Ii the mike was
there, it was well concealed. His ac-
tions caught her attention. As she real-

ized their significance, the color fled
swiftly from her face. “Oh!” she

gasped. It was a tiny frightened sound

in the stiliness of that stone cell. He
found a package of cigarettes in his
pocket, stuck one in his mouth, Lt
it, then remembered the girl. She took
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the precious tube he offered her. He
leaned forward to light it. “You never
heard my name in your life,” he said.
His lips hardly moved to form the
words and the sound of his whisper
could not have been heard a {oot away.

She shook her head. Her eyes came
quickly up to his. Her eyes said she
was a fool and that she was sorry.

He decided maybe he liked Miss
Paula Wilson. He had read a book she
had written about life on Venus and
it had been a good job. While she had
a high and mighty opinion of her own
importance, she could think fast. Her
lips formed almost inaudible words.
“Is it as bad as that?”

He nodded over the cigarette.

Her face went blank, carefully so.
Her tone was suddenly casual. “Well,
it is nice to meet a human being. What
is your name, by the way?”

He told her his name.

“What do you do here?”

He told her he was technically an
electrician but that actually he was a
jack of all trades and that his job was
to keep in working order all equip-
ment the Borrodrones had purchased
from Earth. “A mechanic?” she said.

He nodded.

“Well, I guess all there is for me to
do is to ask you to notify the authori-
ties at Mars Port where I am.”

IRKHAM LAUGHED, a brittle

burst of harsh sound. “I’ll write
them a letter,” he said. “We'll send it
by camel caravan to Mars Port. When
the authorities there get it, they will
inquire politely of the Borrodrones
what they wish to do with you. If the
Borrodrones say they wish to keep
you—or that they never heard of you
—that will be the end of the matter.”
Her face was perplexed. “But—"
“This 1s Mars,” he said, his voice
still barsh. “You came from earth and
like every other human being, you
probably think of yourself as some-

thing of a little tin god. For genera-
tions we have taught our children that
the individual does not matter a damn.
Unless he happens to be a Borro-
drone. You can die here and nobody
will lift a hand to save you. You can
be raped here, a thousand times, and
nobody will care that much.” A snap
of the fingers explained how much he
meant. “You probably think that the
minute the authorities learn where
you are, they will send a fleet of
space ships hot-footing through the
sky after you. Get it out of your
mind. They won’t even send a boy
in a jeep, not because they don’t want
to, but because they can’t.”

Her face was carefully blank.

“When the Borrodrones conquered
this fortress, they kicked the ruling
class of green men out of the top win-
dows, every one of them, men, women,
and children. Seventy-five per cent of

‘the green people were massacred in a

single night.”

“Aren’t you being—a little rough?”
Paula Wilson said.

His eyes searched the wall. A wind,
blowing through the grill, brought with
the far-away odor of the desert, the
dry, tangy smell of dust..

“If it 1s as dangerous as you say,
why did you come here?” the girl
spoke.

He shrugged. “It was a job.”

In the door, a lock clicked. A
guardsman entered. Following him,
tall helmet nodding as he stepped un-
der the low doorway, was the captain
of the guard. Kirkham had never seen
this particular captain before, which
made no difference. When you had
seen one Borrodrone, you had seen aH
of them.

“What was he doing here?” the cap-
tain spoke to Kirkham, in his own
language.

The human knew enough of the
Borrodrone tongue to be able to un-
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derstand and to answer. “He is a poor,
stupid fool, sire, so stupid he did not
know that coming here was forbid-
den.” He was glad that Paula Wilson
could not understand what he was say-
ing about her. How her chin would go
up in the air if she knew he was call-
ing her a stupid fool.

“I see,” the captain said.

“He intended no wrong when he
came here,” Kirkham spoke. “The in-
trusion was the result of accident and
ignorance.” Obviously the Borrodrones
had not realized that their prisoner
was a woman. He saw no reason to
enlighten them on this interesting fact.
Kirkham knew enough about the Bor-
rodrones to know that this captain had
the authority to do as he saw fit with
this prisoner. He could order her held
for Elfrone, for further questioning, or
he could literally have her thrown out
the window.

KIRKHAM, moistening dry lips

with a tongue that seemed to
have turned to sandpaper, tried to
think what he was going to do. The
gun in his pocket was useless now. If
he used it, as a last desperate resort,
he might gain the girl and himself an
extra hour of life—and he might get
both of them blasted to charred
lumps of flesh. Keep your mouth
shut, Kirkham, and think.

“What did you tell him?” Paula
Wilson spoke.

“T told him, if you opened your
mouth again, I would stick my foot in
it."”

Her jaw dropped in astonishment,

“Se try to keep your mouth shut,
will you? It might be as important
as your life.”

The captain of the guard was try-
ing to maké up his mind what to do
with this prisoner. To him, it wasn’t
a really important decision. Watching
him, Kirkham saw that it wasn’t im-

portant. “If the captain pleases—"" he
spoke quickly.

“Yes,” the Borrodrone grunted.

“If no one has any use for the pris-
oner, give him to me.” Kirkham spoke
the words casually, almost indifferent-
ly. His tone and his manner indicated
that this matter was of slight impor-
tance to him too, something that
might be settled out of hand and for-
gotten,

It was an odd little drama that was
being played out here. Probably if
Paula Wilson had caught even an ink-
ling of what Kirkham had said, had
grasped the slightest hint of his mean-
ing, her reaction would bave ‘ruined
whatever chance he had of saving her.
The thought that she might be given
away, as one gives a pair of old shoes
to an obliging janitor, would have hor-
rified her. But she didn’t know what
had been said.

The captain knew. Kirkham had his
complete attention. “Of course, if the
captain has some other use for him, or
if some other Great One wants him—"

Kirkham spread his hands in a ges-
ture which said that, of course, under
these circumstances the matter was
settled. But if—

“What do you want with him?” the
captain challenged. |

“Oh, perhaps he could run errands
for me,” Kirkham answered. “I could
keep him busy, doing one thing and
another—"

“Oh, 1 see.” The captain was com-
pletely deceived. He shrugged the mat-
ter away, “Very well. I'll give him to
you for a slave.”

Grunting to the soldier with him,
ke strode out of the room, The door
was left unlocked, indicating that so
far as the captain was concerned, this
matter was settled.

Ahead of Wade Kirkham was the
problem of explaining to Paula Wil-
son just exactly what 4ed happened.
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CHAPTER 111

HE DIDN’T take the news like a

lady should. For a moment, Kirk-
ham thought she was going to explode.
He was surprised. He had gotten her
out of trouble, hadn’t he? What more
did she want?

“Do you mean to tell me that that
over-dressed boy scout who was just in
here gave me to you as a slave?” she
demanded. ,_

“Sure,” Kirkham said. “To own
slaves is the custom here. He had the
authority to do what he pleased with
you.”

“He had no right to do anything
with me.”

“Maybe not, but he had the power.
He could have kept you for himself
if he had wanted to.”

She was quiet for a moment while
she thought about that. But only for
a moment. “Just exactly what is in-
cluded in this business of giving me to
you?” |

“Anything and everything I want it
to include,” Kirkham answered. He
leered at her. “I’ve been here almost a
year and you're the first woman I've
seen.” .

“You dogl” she said. “You dirty
dog.”

“Wolf,” he corrected. He leered
agajn. “Look, honey, you came here
without asking anybody’s leave. You
might just as well prepare yourself to
take the consequences.” He was very
lofty about it, very condescending.

He thought she was going to spit at
him. “That pompous fool had no
right—"

“I to'd vou maybe he didn’t have
the right but he had the power.”

‘‘He wasn’t even armed!”

“He wasn't?” In spite of himself,
Wade Kirkham shivered. He shook
his head. “Look, honey, you’re in a
new world, Things aren’t always what

they seem to be around these parts.
You're going to run head-on into a lot
of new ideas and you might as well
start gétting used to them.” He

grinned wickedly at her, moved toward

the door. “Come on,” he tossed the
words over his shoulder.

“What makes you think I'm com-
ing with your” she demanded.

He shrugged. “You can stay here,
if you like it better.”

She came in a hurry. Her voice fol-
lowed him. “I'd like to know what
right—" The tone was rising.

Ahead of them, at the bank of ele-
vators, the captain and the guardsman
were waiting.

“Shut up!” Kirkham spoke quickly.

She didn’t shut up. “Do you feel all

right? Or are you having delusions?

What makes vou think you can tell
me to shut up.”

‘““Please!”” he said. His eyes were
on the captain. He shrank back against
the wall. She saw the captain. The an-
ger in her boiled over. She started
forward.

Kirkham grabbed her. “You little
idiot, what are you trying to do?”

“I’m going to give that over-dressed
thug a piece of my mind. Let go of
me.”’

Smack! Her open hand came up
across his face. He grabbed her haid.

The struggle ended in a way that
neither had anticipated.

The elevator had been slow in com-
ing and the captain had been visibly
growing more and more impatient.
When it arrived at last, the doors
opened autormatically. A green man
scuttled out. He saw the captain and
stopped.

Perhaps the green man had been in
a hurry to get from one level to an-
other. Whatever the reason had been,
he had taken the chance of riding in
one of the forbidden elevators. And
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had been caught in the act. When he
saw the captain of the guard he fell
forward on his face, screaming.

“I had orders, sire, to take the ele-
vator. Mercy, sire. I had to obey.”

Possibly he had had such orders but
the fact didn’t help him now. The Cap-
tain of the guard had caught him in
& focrhidden spot. “In that case, your
master wished to be rid of you,” the
captain spoke.

The slave screamed. He knew what
was going to happen. The captain
rested both hands on the broad belt
at his waist—and stared at the slave.

FLASHING burst of binding elec-

trical f{ire roared out of no-
where and struck the green man. It
came 1n a second, struck the green
slave, and was gone. The scream died.

Lying on the floor of the corridor
in front of the bank of elevaters was
a charred chunk of still smoking flesh.
The captain looked meditatively at it
as if he was .considering his hand-
work, then he stepped daintly around
it and entered the elevator, the guards-
man following him. Neither took a
second look at the smoking object on
the floor.

“Call the clean-up squad,” the cap-
tain grunted, to his aide. The guards-
man nodded. The elevator door closed
behind them.

Paula Wilson clung to Wade Kirck-
ham. All argument had gone out of
her. Her face was ashen, bloodless, her
mouth a splotch of twisted red. “What
~—what was that?” '

Kirkham shook himself. The voice
that came from his lips sounded as if
it came from a man far away.
‘““That?— That was the god weapon.”

“But—where did it come from?”

““The captain turned it loose. The
slave was in the wrong spot. The cap-
tain caught him. Bingo!”

“Bllt——” ;

“You thought the captain wasn’t
armed. Remember?”’

Her face said she remembered.

“In the captain’s opinion, you were
about as important as that green
slave,” Kirkham continued.

“You mean he would have done the
same thing to me?”

“If you had given him either a rea-
son or a pretext, if you had annoyed
him, or if you hadn’t shown the prop-
er respect.”

Her face was a twisted mask of
fear. He watched her try to put that
fear aside. She didn’t succeed, the
first time. He watched her try again.
She did better this time. He squeezed
her arm. “Stout girl,” he said softly.
Her eyes thanked him. She found her
voice. “How—heow does that thing
work?”’

“The Borrodrones claim they are
descended from gods and that they
have the powers of a deity. They cay
the lightning of the gods flashes from
their eyes and destroys anyone they
wish to destroy.”

‘“That sounds like Lot air to me.”
Paula Wilson came from a world
winich had scant respect for supersti-
tion, from a world where men believed
more in the operation of natural laws
than in the will of mythical deities.
“A god weapon?” Scorn crept into her
voice, “Who hides behind the god?”

““The Borrodrones, in this case,”
Kirkham answered. He found he was
admiring this girl. She had seen a
miracle and she had shoved aside
soul-shaking fear and was seeking
cause and effect. |

“But how does it work?” she ques-
tioned.

"“T wish to hell T knew!” he an-
swered. “There are times when I think
it would be simpler to believe the Bor-
rodrones.”

“You mean you have tried to find
out?”’
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“I don’t meéan anything,” hLe an-

.swered quickly. An odor was snaking

along the corridor, the foul. smell of
burned flesh. “Come on,” he said. She
followed bim without question this
time, ‘

They used the elevators reserved
for the green slaves. The odor fol-
lowed them into the cage, reminding
them of what they had seen here, what
they could never forget.

A green slave had died. In the his-
tory of Mars, the death of a green
man was not an important event. They
had died like flies. But this one had
died in a searing flash of blinding fire
that had apparently sprung from no-
where, in response to the will of the
captain of the guard. The god weap-
on! :
The race who held this fortress
ruled Mars. The race who owned the
god weapon might rule space as well
as Mars.

IRKHAM sank down on the stool

in front of his workbench. He

wiped the stains of sweat from his

face, saw that finally his hands had

stopped trembling. Reaching under the

bench, he changed the position of the
switch there.

“So far as I know, there are no
mikes hidden around here,” he said.
“If anybody comes along tne corridor,
there are two photoelectric cells and
two beams of invisible light hidden
around the turn. The bell will warn us
in time.”

Paula Wilson sank down in the
chair beside the bench. She accepted
a cigarette, lit it. Her eyes went over
the workbench to the door that opened
into the rooms beyond. The first room
contained a table and chairs, cooking
equipment, supplies of food in cans
that had come all the way from earth.
Beyond the kitchen was a bedroom.
Her gaze came slowly back to where
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Kirkham sat watching her ifténtly.

“Welcome home,” he said.

- “I’m to live here?”

“I’'m sorry,” he said gently. “T’ll fix
up a private room for vou. There is
no other place. If you are worrying
about morals—don’t.” He didn’t know’
whether she liked what he had said
or whether she didn’t. Her face was
expressionless.

“I’'m not worrving—much,” she
said. Something in her tone caugiit his
attention.

“What do you mean—much?”

“l mean I am not worrying about
morals and about you. Even if you do
seem to think you own me, I think you
will find very good reasons for taking
care of me.” Her tone was casual, her
eyes guarded.

Kirkham was aware of a cold spot
down at the base of his spine. “I don’t
oet what you mean,” he said.

“1 keep remembering a picture I
,nce saw in a popular magazine,” she
answered. “I have a good memory for
a face., Above this picture were three
words-—Eartl’s Top Scientist. Delow
it was a name.” Her voice trailed away

into the thin air.

Like a huge amoeba, the cold spot
extended itself farther up Kirkham’s
spine. He growled unintelligibly be-
neath his breath. “What’s that got to
do with morals on Mars?” he said.

‘“‘Perhaps nothing. But I keep won-
dering what the captain of the guard
would do if he knew that the top sci-
entist on earth was masquerading here
as an electrician!” Her eyes went over
Kirkham’s shoulder to the blank wall
beyond.

The cold spot seemed to expiode up
the big man’s spine. His fingers
gripped the edge of the bench. “Now
who’s a dirty dog?” he said.

“Bitch would be the better word,”
she corrected. Her face was the color
oi desert dust, and her gray eyes
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showed vivid flecks of green.

“Would you turn me over to the
Bo.rodrones?” His voice had a rasp
to it that would have moved a dothar,
the Martian camel, to a burst of
speed. "

“Would you claim me as a slave?”
Her voice sounded like paper tearing.
“No,” he answered quietly.

Her eyes came down to his face. For
the first time, he saw the tears there.
“And I wouldn’t tell the Borrodrones
who and what you are, no matter what
you did to me.” He did not know how
it happened, but a split second later,
her nose was buried in his jacket and
her lithe body was shaking with sobs.
He patted her shoulder, awkwardly,
because he didn’t know much about

women—had never had time to learn.
“There, there Paula. . .”

“T wouldn’t do it. No matter what
I said, I wouldn’t do it.”

OT UNTIL then did he realize

that under her brazen exterior
there was hidden a timid, frightened,
little girl. She had had the courage to
come to Mars, to evade the authorities
at Mars Port, to come here to a for-
bidden world, but she didn’t have the
courage to turn traitor. Her arm went
around his neck, the heavy strap watch
that she wore ticked in his ear.

“Wade Kirkham, earth’s top-drawer
physicist, working as an electrician in
the forbidden city of the Borrodrones,”
she whispered. “What are you after?
No. Don’t answer that. I don’t want to
know.”

“And T don’t want to tell you,” he
answered. He didn’t like the fact that
she had recognized him. It added one
more possibility of a bad roll to dice
that were already badly loaded against
him.

“And all the time you were talking
to me In the guard cell, you were
airaid I was going to blurt out who

you were?” she questioned.

“Afraid is a little bit too weak a
word for the way I felt,” he answered.
“The odds were about nine to one
there was a mike hidden somewhere
in that room.” His eyes went past her,
down to the heavy box under the

‘bench.

A spider with a thousand legs of ice

climbed over every vertebra of his
backbone.

A wire-end hung out of the chest.

An instant later he had jerked open
the lid. The chest had been searched,
thoroughly. The radio set that served
as a hiding place for the helmet was
open.

The helmet was gone.

He dropped the lid of the chest back
into place, rose to his feet.

“What’s wrong?”’

He did rot know the girl had spo-
ken. The spider had raced all the way
up his spine and now was turning
somersaults inside his skull.

“What’s wrong?” the girl repeated.
The words beat against the wall of his
concentration.

“We're leaving,” he spoke.

‘“Leaving?”’

“I came here after something. I got
part of it. I had it hidden in there.”
His hand waved toward the chest. “It’s
gone.”’

“Well—”’ She didn’t understand.

“I’'m in trouble.”

She still didn’t understand. “You
are ons of earth’s top scientists. If
you are lhiere as an electrician, it must
be with the knowledge of Earth Gov-
ernment. Won’t they protect youtr™

‘“Protect me?” His laugh was harsh.
“They won’t lift a hand. They can’t.
I'm a spy. Don’t you know that?”

-

ER FACE said she knew it. “Ofi-
ficially, they can’t admit that ] am
anything but an electrician. Any other
admission might get the human race
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exterminated on Mars. They can do
nothing, to protect me or to help me.
I’'m on my own. If I get what I came
after, they will give me enough medals
to cover my chest a foot deep. If I
get caught, they can’t even help dig
my grave.”

“What—did you come after? No, I
wasn’t supposed to ask that.”

“You’ve probably guessed it. The
god weapon.”

Her nose wrinkled at the memory
of that borrible blasting discharge and

of the burning odor that had followed
it.

“I had a part of it, I think, in that

chest. It’s gone. That means I’ve been
discovered.”

Human scientists had nothing to

compete with the god weapon. Nor did
they, actually, want to compete with
it or with any other weapon. They
wanted to live in peace with earth’s
neighbors in the sky. Their space
ships had reached Venus and Mars
but no other planets as yet. To reach
the other planets, a firm base had to
be established here on Mars. Jupiter
was next on the list, three hundred
and forty-two million miles away. To
cross that gap of space, a ship had
to start from Mars. Earth scientists
were already dreaming of the day

when Jupiter would be reached, Sat- -

urn, Uranium, Neptune, finally Pluto.
When Pluto’s frozen globe had been

reached—wwell, after that might come
flight to the stars. But. that was only

a dream as yet, and might remain a
dream for centuries.

With a universe waiting to be ex-
plored, who wants to fight with his
neighbor? On the other hand, nobody
but a fool will leave himself in a po-
sition where a quarrelsome neighbor
can cut his throat. With the god weap-
on- in the hands of the Borrodrones,
with that quarrelsome race likely to
order all humans off the Red Planet
at any moment, no space ship could

mount from Mars toward the far-off
reaches of the sky.

“We’ll go to the lower city,” Wade
Kirkham spoke. “You can buy any-
thing down there, if you've got the

price. ‘We'll go in disguise from
there.”

“Into the desert?”

He nodded. “We’ll have a better
chance in the desert than we will
here—"

The flashing death of the god weap-
on or the slower but probably equally
certain death on the Martian desert?
The frying pan or the slow fire? Nei-
ther was good but Kirkham was glad
they had at least a choice. He moved
swiftly to the rooms he occupied. Gold
would be needed. Well, Earth Gov-
ernment had seen that he was plen-
tifully supplied with that. It was the
most they could do for him.

Outside in the corridor, like a
warning from fairy land, the tiny bell
chimed. Again the soft liquid note
seemed ta apologize to each air mole-
cule for the disturbance made in pass-
ing.

Wade Klrkham swung around, the
spring gun ready in his hand.

. CHAPTER IV

THE BELL rang again, more ur-

gently now. Kirkham bheld the
spring gun concealed in the palm of his
hand, its muzzle covering the turn iIn
the corridor. He felt like a pop-gun
armed hunter facing the charge of
an elephant. If the captain of the
guard came around the turn, or a
squad of Borrodrone troopers, he
might get needles inte them beiore
they knew they were being attacked.
And might not! If it was just the cap-
tain and his aide, both might possibly
be struck by needles before they
knew it. Torguline acted fast. If there
were more than two, he did not think
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he had any chance at all.

Running feet rustled on the floor.

Around the corner came—Jevnar.

“Kirky! Kirky!” The green man
was out of breath. He looked over his
shoulder, then called again for Kirk-
ham. The human turned his hand, con-
cealing the spring gun. “What is it,
Jevnar?”’ he called softly.

The green man located him in the
doorway. “Ske—ske—"’ He was out of
breath and his eyes were rolling, ei-
ther from unaccustomed exertion or
from fear. He groped for an unfamil-
lar word. “Skedaddle you.”

“Eh?” Kirkham said. He had for-

gotten using this word once in Jev-

nart’s presence, then spending a hali--

hour trying to explain what it meant.
“What are you talking about?”

‘“The air, take you!” the green. man
panted. ‘“They listen while you tallt
to him.” He nodded toward the girl
behind Kirkham. “They not like what
you say.” |

The words were fumbling but the
meaning back of them was clear
enough.
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