


Once a week do this

Invigorates scalp . . . CHECKS DANDRUFF

HENEVER you wash, your hair—and

Tost people do it once a wcek—douse
full strength Listerine on the scalp either before
or after the rinse. Then massage the scalp and
hﬂ'r vigorously for several minutes. y

You will be simply delighted by, the wonderful
feeling of cleanness and scalp exhilaration that
follows this treatment. &

Moreover, it is unquestionably one of the
best treatments for dandruff—to prevent it,
and to overcome it once it has started.

Many hundreds "of people
have told us that since mak-
ing Listerine a part of the

LISTERINE

weekly shampoo, their scalp feels better, their
hair looks more attractive, and is entirely free
from loose dandruff.

Of course, if dandruff does get a start, it will
be necessary to repeat ‘the Listerine treatment
systematically for several days,' using a little,
olive ail in conjunction with it if the scalp orhair |
is excessively dry

Listerine checks 'dan&'uﬂ' because it attacks
infection that it, r s and dissolves
the particles of lodse dandruff and heals and
soothes the scalp. Lambert
Pharmacal Company, 8t
Louis, Mo,, U. S. A.

kills 200,000,000 germs in 15 seconds
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BRIGANDS OF THE MOON RAY CUMMINGS 6
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READ this Important

MAICCOUPON TODAY
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Amazingly Easy
Way to Get Into
ELECTRICITY

Don’t spend your lifewaiting for$5 raises ina dull, hopd-
Now ...and farever.,. say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars,
Let me teach you how to prepare for positions that lead o §8,
$60, and on up 1o $200 & week in Electricity — NOT by cormss
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yel Getting Into electricity is far easier
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money t! nnﬂyon have.fThat's why I have worked ut -
hing offers. .

lfron eed part-tis k to hel r living 1]
n ime work to help pay you
ouget it and whenyoufndunalllgive}g lifetime
employment service. And, in the
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Name This
House:5()

WeWillPay $500.00 Cash
For the Most Suitable
Name For This Beautiful

' Six-Room House

GIVEN!

This is a new Colonial Bungalow—cozy,
convenient—yet a roomy house. It is meet-
g with such popularity that we are desir-
ous of obtaining a suitable name for it for
uge in connection with our building pro-
gram, and will pay $500.00 cash for the
most suitable. name suggested. There are
no strings tied to this offer. Sending us a
name for this house does not obligate you
in any way. Nothing to buy or sell. We

merely want a suitahle name and are willing
to pay $500 in cash for the best one sent in.

ANY NAME MAY WIN

Surely you can think of an appropriate
pame for such a beautiful home. Do not
use more than two words. Any word or
words may be used or any combination of
wards, such se Rideelawn, Shadynook, Hearthome, or
mmes Jike Sunshine Inn, Journey’s End, e¢te. No
mafter how simple your sugyostion is, you cannot
afiord to negleet sending it in ot once. Any name
way win. Pomaibly you may have the mast sultable
name right on the cnd of your longuc thin minute.
If you have, scnd L In at once, and $500 In cash is

$100.00 Extra for Promptness
We want the name for this_house quickly,
and are going to pay the winner an extra
$100.00 cash just for promptness—or a
total of $600.00 in mll. Sce coupon below.
Bend your suggestion today!

WHOEVER SENDS m lOO‘l‘ SUITABLE NAME WILL
WIN $500.00—NOTHING ELSE TO DO!

Offer open to
‘éverybody. Nothing
to-buy or sell. Neo

Obligation.

FOLLOW E RULES

This offer is open to everfone, excepting members of
this firm, its employees and relatives. Each partjci-
pant may send only one name. Sending two or more
names will ¢ause all names submitted by that person

be thrown out. Contest closes June 28, 1930. Should
two or more persons submit equally suitable name
for thls house, the full amount ¢f the prie offered
will be paid to each one so tying. To win the $100.00
CASH PROMPTNESS PRIZE, the winning name
must be mailed within three (3) days ‘after thls an-
nouncement is read. This $100.00 CASH PROMPT-
NESS PRIZE will be added to the $500.00 prize and
paid to each one submitting the winning name. pro-
vided suggestion is mailed within three (3) ‘days after
this announcement is read. See coupon—act qulckl

FREE! 2, swpreisin, of o
name for this_house wenl quickly, we 'I“

send you FREE and POSTPAID, {the floor plans and
blue print of this beautiful huuse Undcrstand, this
doegnot obligate you in any w Fill out and mall
the "coupon TODAY—QUl(.Kl A\IY NAME MAY
WINwr

.-IIIIIIIIIII-ICIIIIII Il

HOME BUILDERS' SOCIETY

. 304 Lingoin Way, Batavis, Hinets

Encloo«l with this coupon on reparatg sheet Is my
.nuum-lmn for o name.

@ Date this offer was vead........cccvennnnn

a
g Dste my suggestion is mmw ......................

B My Name
. Address

a 5
ITown
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Have fl'ou got your wings?

Every person who'is interested in flying should wear a pair .§J

of silver wg:legs on his coat lapel. THEY ARE FREE to mem- -§

| bers of the; ”

3

-Flying Corps‘ Cadets of America

.Every jperson who is interested in ayiation should enroll -
immediately in this nation-wide organization. |

THERE IS NO MEMBERSHIP FEE! IT IS ABSO.
LUTELY FREE to aviation fans! '

Reports of the activities of the FLYING CORPS CADETS
OF AMERICA will be published in every issue of

'y

Sky-High Library Magazine

Is your name in this month’s list of new members which
1s published in SKY-HiGH LiBRARY MAGAZINE? If not, just clip
the coupon|and mail it with ten cents cash or stamps to cover
the cost of | mailing and packing the silver wings:and you will
be enrolled immediately in this world-wide club. Remember,

everything iis FREE!

FLYING CORPS CADETS MEMBERSHIP COUPON

Lindbergh| Post Number One, 1

Flying Corps Cadets of America,
80 Lafayefte Street, New York City.

Gentlemen: | 3
I am interested in becoming a regular reader of SKYy-HiGH LIQRAHY
MAGAZINE.

I want to enroll in the FLying Corps CADETS oOF AMERICA,

I enclosq ten cents tocover the cost of mailing me the silver wings
which are |the insignia of the FLying Corps CADETS. )

NOIE oo ssn s 523 S80S SR T B 6 & § 6 Vo pimm

Street or Box
%"@f City

State e

— . #-_-

e J.

S e
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It's @ shame for you to earn $15 to $20 or $30 & week when in the
game six days as an Elestrical Expert so many other men are making
$60 to $100 and, do It casier and not work half so hard. Why then should
you remain In a pay game, Ir\- lime of work that offers no chance,
no big\ promotion, no blg income?) Fit yourself for real job in the
big electrical industry, .

Be an Electrical Expert
Get Into this Fine Paying Work Now

Today even the ordinary electrician—the ‘sercw driver” kind—is making
money—big money. But it's the trained man—the “Electrical Expert’—
who is picked out to “boss” the ordinary Electriclans—to boss the Big
Jobs—the jobs that pay $60 to $100 Week. Work up to ona
of these “Big Jobs.” Start by enrolling’ now Tor my ecasily learned, quickly
grasped, right up-to-the-minute, Spare-Time Home Study Course—now.

Thousands of Men
inBIGPAY JOBS

through this
training

Cooke Training ‘is not an
experiment. It is a tried
and tested method for help-
ing men earn more. Thou-
sands of successful graduates
prove it.

Age or Laek of Experience No Drawback
You don't have to be & College Man: you don't have
© b & High School Graduate. I know cxactly the
kind of training you need, and I will give you that
training. My Course in Electriclty is sirhple, thorough
od complete,| and offers every man regardicss. of age,
education, or previous experfence the chanec 1q~become
[ Expert,” at a good salary and go to the
wp through quick promotion.

Six Werking Outfits—No Extra Charge
With me, you do practical work—at home, You start
dght In mfter your first few lessons to work at your
profession In the regular’ way and make extra moncy

your spare time. For cthis you need tools, and I
v to ypu alx complete outfits,

| Satisfaction or Yeur Money Back

So sate am 1 that you ean learn Elcctricity—so sure
| that after studying with me, you, too, can gt
i e "blg money” class in cleetrieal work, that 1
¥l sgree in writing to relurn cvery slagle penny
Wd to me In tuition, I when you have finished my
:&mm arc ’:IUL satisfied it was the best Invest-

ever made, and back of this ecment stands
& two mlllon dollar institution, thus mrlnz W every
sadent enrolled, not only a wonderful training In Elee-
Welty, bat an unsurpassed Student Scrvice hs well.

The' Cooke Trained Man is the

Get Started Now-—Mail Coupon

1 want to send you my Electrical Book and other valuable
materiaF on electricity, These cost you nothing and
you'll enjoy them. Make the start today for a bright
future In clectricity. Send in Coupon—Now,

L. L. Cooke, Chief Instruction Engincer
L L COOKE | SCHOOL OF ll-llcnl‘m
3180 Lawrence Avenue Dept. 144 Chicago,

FREE Lesson7Boo

2
L. L. COOKE, Dept. 144 ©
2150 Lawrence Ave., Chi o, 111,

Send me- at once your big free book and particu-
lars of your home-study course ih Electricity, in-

 Coupon

cluding your outfit, employment service and ' other
{

NEME  oiceobiesagavnsossiascocaassosssnscasses oo .
Address ....i.cccseccecreeccrcsncene P R L T .
City coocesegen vessasssssssssscscsse State

“Big Pay " Man

Please mention NEwsSTAND Grour—MeN's List, when answering/advertisements



To those who think

Learning Music is

nk that taking
like taking a
It isn’t any

PERHAPS you th
music lessons is
dose of medicine.
longer!

As far as you're concerned, the
old days of* long practice hours
vith their horrid sca?cs. hard-work
exercises, and expefsive personal
teachers’ fees are over and done
with. '

You have no excyses—no alibis *
whatsoever for not| making your
start towards musical good times
now! /

For, through a methpd that removes
the boredom and extravagance from musi-
cal lessons, you can maw learn to ply
your favorite (mtmmcm |entirely at home

a pri ¢h half the

usual time—yat a lnmlm of the usual
- cost.

Just imagine . . . a method that has

made the reading and playing of music

so downright simple th.

mastering a stirring march. As
the lessons continue _they prove
casicr and casier.  For instcad
of -just scales you are always

icarning
to play by actual notes the classic fa-

vorites and the latest syncopation that
formerly you only listened to.

nd you're never in bot water. First,
you ate told how a thing is done. Then

a picture shows you how, then you do it
yourse)f and hecar it. No private teacher
could make it clearer or easier.

Soon when your friends sa “‘please
.play somcthing,”" you can surprise and
entertain them with pleasing melodies on
your favorite instrument. You'll find
yoursclf in the spotlight—popular” cvery-
“where. Life at last will have its silver
lining and lonely bouu will vanish as
you play the “‘blues™ away.

. New Friends—Better Times

LI you're tired of doing the heavy look-
lf*c(m at parties—if always listening to
rs play has almost spoiled the pleasu’:

of music for you—if you've been envious
bec. they could entertain their friends
and family—if

learning music has always
n one of those never

ou don’t have to knof
ne_notc from another
in. 1

Pick Your lustroment
Piano iolin

to-come-truc  dreams,  let

bomestudy method: of the

you _wonder thy i School of Music
this remarkible way of °"‘I"l Clasinet come to your rescue.

learning music has nlrm% Shsiele Sakeshwny Don't ‘be afraid to be-
been vouched for by ove Trombene Harp gin your lessons at once.
a half-million people in n]l lmlo M Over half a mxllmz\pcoplr

parts of the world? Gui learned to play this mod
H-\'; A Sieel Guitar em ey found it
Easy As Can Be priaht Singlag casy as Forget
The lessons come to you Imun nnd German that  old- lubloncd idea
'{] x:zll ’hnoml m’e famous ',P:«I Jou Jnm,i s mb-l
i s alent. ust’ read the
T!- Poatanil s m}:p]c; 5'“‘:‘,2"':;.‘;’ list of instruments in the
ed instructions, dig mposition pancl, decide which one
gmms. and all the music Drums and Traps you want to play, and
teed.  You  stu Automatic Finger the U. S. School of Music
d smile. One week Basje (Hoetm, $- will do the rest. And
you are learning a dreamy s{r’luw"m&) bear in mind no matter
waltz—the next you ate which instrument you

the time-proven and ‘tested

hard-

chooac. the cost in each case will
the samc—just a few cents a day.°
matter whether you are a mere
or already a good performer, you will be
interested in Ycammg about this new and
wonderful method

Send for Our Free Book and
Demonstration Lesson

Our wonderful illustrated Free Book and
our Free Demonstration Lesson esphin
all about this remarkable method. uﬁq
{;mu just how anyonc can leam to ply .

is favorite instrument by note in almost
no time and for just a fraction of what
old slow methods cost. The will
also tell you all about the amating new
‘{Automatic Finger Control.
| Read the list of instruments to the left,
dccxdc which you want to play, and
u. School of Music will do the res.
Act NOW Clip and mail this coupon
today, and the fascinating Free Book and
Free' Demonstration Lesson will be sext
to you at once. No obligation. lastro-
ments  supplied when {xudtd cash o
credie. 8 1 'of Music, 36M
Brummck Bldg , New York City.

—— ——————— — -

U: S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
3694 Brunswick Bidg., New Y

i

Please send me 3 “Musle
(Lessons In Your Own Home.” with intro-
‘ductioft by Dr. Frank Crane, ‘m D-

onstration Lesson and particulars of
\casy payment plan. I am interested 8 m

following courso:

1ave You
P TH1 4 P
INAIS  L.cvveeneraananreranisonacenniete .
Address ... (.,A PORRR
PHY.ccoteierennrcecancnane Statd...vooe
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The Man Who ™

Was Dead

By Thomas H. Knight

“! was dead.”

T was a wicked night, the night 1
met the man who had died. A
bitter, heart-numbing night of
weird, shrieking wind and flying

snow. A few black hours I will never
forget.

“Well, Jerry,
lad!” my mother
said to me as I
pushed back from
the table and
started for my sheepskin coat and the
lantern in the corner of the room.
“Surely you're not' going out a night
like this? Goodness gracious, Jerry,
it's not fit!”

“Can't help it, Mother,” I replied.
“Got to go. You've never seen me miss

9

As Jerry’s

taut over il.
H

eyes fell on the creature's head,

he shuddered—for the face wms nothing

but bone, with dull-brown ekin stretched
A skeleton Lhat was alive!

a Saturday night yet, have you now?”

“No. But then I've never seen 4mght
like this for years either. Jer

really afraid. You may freez: forc

ybu even get as far as—"

“Ah, comé n nowss
Mother, /.- I ar-
guegﬂﬁey'd guy
me &0 death 1f [
't 8it In with
the gang to-night.
They'd chaff me because it was too
cold for me to get out. But I'm'no
pampered 5188y, you know, and I want
to see—"

“Yes,” she retorted bitingly, “I know.

You want to go and bask in that ele-
gant company. Our stove’s just as good



10 "ASTOUNDING STORIES

as the one down at that dirty old
store,”” continyed my persistent and
an¥ious parent, “and it’s certainly not
very flattering to think that you lgave
us a’night like this to— Who'll be
there, anyway >’

“Oh, the usual five or six I suppoae.
I answered as I adjusted the wick of
my lantern, hearing as I did the snarl
and cut o? the wind through the ever-
greerfa in the yard.

“That black-wshiskered sphinx, Ham-
mersly, will he be there?”

“Yes, he'll bq there, I'm preffy sure.’

“Hm-m1!” she exclaimed, her expres-
sion now carry:all the contempt for my
judgment and taste she intended it
should. “Button your coat up good
around your neck, then, f you |ﬂ~{st go
to sce your precious Hammersly and
the rest of them. Have you ever heard
that man say anything yet? Does he
speak at all, Jerry?” Then her gentle
mind, not at all accustomed to hard
thoughts or contemptuous remarks,
quickly changed. “Funny thiiig about
that fellow,” she mused. “He’s got
something on| his mind. Don’t you
think so, J =

“Y-es, yes § do. And I've'often won-
dered what it could be. He certainly’s
a queer stick. Got to admit that. Al-
ways l:u'vt:wt:ﬁdmgr Good felldw all right,
and, for a ‘sphinx’ as you call him, lik-
able. But I wonder what is eating
him ?"
. “What do ypu suppose it' could be,
Jcrry boy?” questioned mother follow-
ing me to the (door, the woman of her
now completely forgetting her recent
criticisms and, perhaps, the rough
night her son :was about to step into.
“Do you suppﬁse the poor chap has a
—a—broken heart, or somethwng like
that? A girl somewhere who jilted
him?, Or maybe he loves someone he
:Ins no right Fo'" she finished excit-
edly, the plates in her hand rattling.

“Maybe it’s worse than that,” I ven-
tured. "P'r"ap I've no right to say it
~but p’raps, and I've often thought it,
there's a k:lhpg he wants to forget,
apd can't!”

/ trees bad led me to expect.

HEARD my mother’s sharp little

“Oh!” as I shut the door behind me
and the warmth and comfort of the
room away. Outside it was worse than
the whistle of the wind through' the
Blafk as
pitch it was, and as cold as blazes.” For
the first moment or two, though, I liked
the feel of the challenge of the night
and the racing elements, was even a
little glad I had added to the darp of
the blackness the thought of Hammer-
sly and his “killing.”* But I had not
gone far before 1 was wishing I did
not have to s.ave my face by putting
in an appearancc 4t the store that
night.

Every Saturd#y mght, with the cows
comfortable in their warm bam, and
my own supper over, I was in the habit
of taking my place on the keg or bx
behind the red-hot stove in Pruett's
store. To-night all the snow was be-
ing hurled clear of the fields to block
the roads full between the old, zigzag
fences. The mnd met me in great
pushing gusts, and while it flung itself
at me I would hang against it, snow to
my kness, until the blow had gone
along, when I could plunge forward
again. 1 was glad when I saw the
lights of the store, glad when I was
ineide.

They met me with mock applause for
my pluck in facing the night, but for
all their sham flattery I was pleased 1
had come, proud, I must admit, that I
had been able tq plough my heavy way
through the drifts to reach them. I
saw at a glance that my friends were
all there, and I saw too that th¢re was
a strange man present.

VERY tall man he was, gaunt

and awkward as he leaned into
the angle of the two counters, his back
to a dusty show-case. He attracted my
attention at once. Not merely because
he appeared so long and pointed and
skinnjr. but because, of all ridiculous
things in that frozen country, he wore
a hard derby hat! If he had not been
such a queer character it would have
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been laughable, but as it was it was—
creepy. For the man beneath that hard
hat was about as queer a looking char-
acter as I have ever seen. I supposed
he was a visitor at the store, or a friend
of one of my friends, and thag in a lit-
tle while I would be introduced. But
I was not.

I took my place in behind the stove,
feeling at once, though I am far from
being unsociable usually, that the man
was an intruder and would spoil the
evening. But despite his cold, dam-
pening presence we were soon at it,
hammer and tongs, discussing the
things that are discussed behind hos-
pitable stoves in country stores on bad
pights. But I could never lose sight
of the fact that the stranger standing
there, silent as the grave, was, to say
the léast, a queer one, Before long I
was sure he was no friend or guest of
anyone there, and that he not enly cast
a pall over me but over all of us. I
did not like it, nor did I like him. Per-
haps it would have been just as well
after all, I thought, had I heeded my
mother and stayed home.

Jed Counsell was the one who, inno-
cently enough, started the thing that
changed the evening, that had begun
80 badly, into a nightmare.-

“Jerry,” he said, leaning across to
me, “thinkin’ of you s’afternoon.
Readin’ an article about reincarnation.
Remember we were \a.rguin' it last
week? Well, this guy, whoever he was
I've forgot, believes in it. Say it’s so.
That people do come back.” With this
opening shot Jed sat batk to await my
answer. I liked these arguments and
I liked to bear my share in them, but

w, instead of immediately answer-

ing the challenge, I looked around to .

see if any other of our circle were go-
ing to answer Jed. Then, deciding it
was up to me, I shrugged off the
ttrange feeling the man in the corner
had cast over me, and prepared to view
my opinions.

“That's just that fellow’s belief,
Jed,” I said. “And just as he’s got his
80 have I mine. And on this subject

at least I claim my opinioan is as good
as anybody's” 1 was just getting
nicely Bﬁ;d, and a little forgetting

my disyaste for the man in the corner,
when the fellow himself interrupted
He left his leaning place and came
creaking across the floor to our circle
around. the stove. I say he came
“creaking” for as he came he did creak.
“Shoes,” I naturally; almost uncon-
sciously decided, though the crazy no-
tion was in my mind that the cracking
I heard did sound like bones and joints
and sinews badly in need of oil. The
stranger sat his groaning. self dowm
among us, on a board lying across a
nail keg and an-old chair. Only from
the corner of my eye did I see his
movénent, being friendly enough, de-
spit¢ my dislike, not to allow too
marked notice of his attempt to be
sociable seem inhospitable on my part.
I was about to start again with my
argument when Seth Spears, sitting
closest to the newcomer, deliberately
got up from the bench and went to
the counter, telling Pruett as he
went that he had to have some sugar.
It was all a farcg a pretextsI knew.
I've known Seth for years and had
never known him before to take upon
himself the buying for his 'wife's
kitchen. Seth simply would not sit be-
side the man.

T that I could keep my eyes from

the stranger no longir,;’ and the

next moment I felt my heart turn over
within me, then lie still. I have seen
“walking skeletons” in circuses, but

never such a man as the one who was
then sitting at my right hand. Those
side-show men were just lean in com-
parison to the fellow who had invaded
our Saturday night club. His thighs
and his legs and his knees, sticking
sharply into his trousers, looked like
pieces of inch board. His shoulders
and his chest seemed as flat and ‘as
sharp as his legs.. The sight of the
man shocked me. } sprang to my feet
thoroughly frightened. I could not
sce much of his fice, sitting there in
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the dark as he was with his back to
the yellow light, but I could make out
ecnough of it to know that it was in
keeping with the rest of him.

In 'a moment or two, realizing mf
childishness, I had fought down my
fear and, prétcnding that a scorching
of my leg had caused my hurried move-
ment, I sat down again. MNone of the
others said a word, each waitinp for
me to continue and to break the em-
barrassing silence. Hammersly, black-
whiskered, the “sphinx” as mother
had called him, watched me closely.
Hating myself not a little bit for actu-

being the sissy I had boasted I
was not, I spoke hurriedly, loudly, to
cover my confusion.

“No sir, Jed!” I said, taking up my
argument. ‘{When a man’s dead, he’s
dead! There’s no bringing him back
like that highbrow claimed. :‘The old
heart may be only hitting about once
in every hundred times, and. if they
catch it right at the last stroke they
may.bring it back then, but once she’s
stopped, Jed, she’s stopped for good.
Once the pulse has gone, and life has
flickered out; it's out. And it doesn’t
come back in any form at all, not in
this world !” |

I was glad when I had said it, there-
by asserting myself and downing my
foolish fear of the man whose eyes I
felt burning into me. I did not turn
to look at him but all the while I felt
his gimlety eyes digging into my brain.

Ther! he spoke. And though he sat
right next to me his voice sounded like
a moan from afar off. It was the first
time we had heard this thing that once
may have been a voice and that now
sounded like a groan from a closely
nailed coffin. He reached a hand to-
word my knee to enforce his words, but
i1 jerked away.

“So you don’t believe a man can come
back from the grave, eh?” he grated.
“Believe that once a man’s heart is
stilled it's stopped for good, eh? Wel],
you're all wrong, sonny. All wrofig!
You believe these things. 1 know
them{!”
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IS interference, his condescen-

sion, his whole hatefulness an.
gered me. I could now no ldnger con-
trol my feelings. “Oh! You 'know,
do yeu?” I arreered. “On such a sub-
ject as this you're entitled to know, are
you? Don’'t make me laugh!” 1 fin.
ished insultingly. I was aroused. And
I'm a big fellow, with no reason to
fear ordinary men.

“Yes, I kmow!” came back his echo.
ing, scratching voice.

“How do you know? Maybe you've
been—?” .'

“Yes, I have!” he answered, his voice
breaking to a, squeak. “Take a good
look-at me, gentlemen. A good look”
He knew now. that he held the center
of the stage, that the moment was his
Slowly he raised an arm to remove that
ridiculous hat. Again I jumped to my
feet. For as:his coat sleeve slipped
down his forearmn I eaw nothing but
bone supporting hig hand. And the
hand that then bared his head was a
skeleton hand! Slowly the hat was
lifted, but as quickly as light six able-
bodied men were on' their feet and
half way to the door before we real-
ized the cowardliness of it. We forced
ourselves back inside the store very
slowly, all of us rather ashamed ‘of our
ridiculoys and childlike fear,

But At was all enough to make the
blood /curdle, with that live, dead thing
sitting there by our fire. His face and
skull were nothing but bone, the eyes
deeply sunk into theirsockets, the dull-
brown ‘skin like parchment in its
tautness, drawn and shriveled down
onto the nose and jaw. There were
no cheeks. Just hollows. The mouth
was a dharp slit beneath the flat nose.
He was hideous. {

“Come back and I'll tell you my
yarn,” he mocked, the slit that was his
mouth opening a little to show us the
empty, blackened gums. “I've been
dead once,” he went on, getting a lot
of satisfaction from the weirdness of
the lie and fram our fear, “and I came
back. Come and sit down and I'll ex-
plain why I'm this living skeleton.”
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E came back slowly, and as 1

did I slipped my hand into my
outside pocket where I had a revolver.
I put my finger.in -op the trigger and
got ready to use t:i? vicious little
thing. I was on edge and torn to
pieces completely by the sight of the
man, and I doubt not that had he made
2 move towards me my frayed nerves
would have plugged him full of lead.
[ eyed my friends. They were in no
better way than was I. Fright and hor-
ror stood on each face. Hammersly
was worst. i3 hands were twitching,
his eyes were like bright glass, his face
bleached and drawn.

“I've quite a yarn to tell,”” went on
the skeleton in his awful voice. “I've
had quite a life. A full life. I've taken
my fun and my pleasure wherever I
could. Maybe you'll' call- me selfish
and greedy, but I always used to be-
lieve that a man only passed this way
once. Just like you believe,” he nod-
ded to me, his neck muscles and jaws
creaking. “Six years ago I came up

into this country and got a job on a

farm,” he went on, settling into his
story. ‘‘Just an ordinary job. But I

liked it because the farmer had a pretty .

-~

little daughter of about sixteen or sev-".
enteen and as easy as could be. You
may not believe it, but you can still
bnd dames green enough to fall for the
right story.

“This one did. I tola her I was only
out there for a time for my health.
That I was rich back in the city, with
a fine hogne and everything. She be-
lieved me. Little fool!” He chuckled
as he said {t, and my anger, mounting
with his every devilish word, made the
finger on the trigger in my pocket take
a tighter crook to itself. “I asked her
to skip with me,” the droning went on,
“made her a lot of great promises, and
the fell for it His dry jaw bones
clanked and chattered as if he enjoyed
the beastly recital of his achievement,
while we sailgaping at him, believing
either that the man must be mad, or
that we were the mad ones, or dream-

Ing.
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‘“We slipped away one night,” con-
tinued the beast. “Went to the city.
To a punk hotel. For three weeks we
stayed there. Then one morning I-told
her 1 was going out for a shave. I was.
I got the shave. But I hadn't thought
it woerth while to tell her 1 wouldn't
be bpck. Well, she got back to the
farm somje way, though 1 don't
know—""

4 HAT1!" I shouted, springing
beiore him. “What|{ You
mean you left her there! After you'd
taken her, you left her! And hereybu
sit crowing over it! Gloating! Boast-
img! Why you—1" I lived in a rough
counjry. Associated with rough men,
heard their vicious language, but sel-
dom® used a strong word myself. But
as I stood over that monster, utterly
bating the beastly thing, all the vile
oaths and prickly language of the coun-
tryside, no doubt buried in some un-
used cell in my brain, spilled from my
tongue upon him. When I had lashed
h‘%‘:’: as fiercely as I was able I cried:

“Why don’t you gcome at me? Didn't
you hear what 1 c?l]ed you? You beast!
I'd like to riddle you!” I shouted, draw-
dNg my gun.

“Aw, sit down!” he jeered, waving
his rattling hand at me. “You ain't
heard a thing yet. Let me finish.
Well, she got back to the farm some
way or another, and something over a
year later I wandered into this coun-
try again too. I never could explajn
just why I came back. It was not alto-
gether to see the girl. Her father was
a little bit of a man and I began to
remember what a meek and weak sheep
I got it into my head that
it'd be fun to go back to his farm and
rub it in. So I came.

“Her father was trying out a new
corn planter right at the back. door
when I rounded the house and walked
towards him. Then I saw, at bnce,
that I had made a'mistake. When he
put his eyes on me his face went white
and hard. He came¢ down from the seat
of that machine like a flash, and took
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hurried steps in the direction of a
doublebarrelled gun leaning againat
the woodshed. They always were
troubled ‘l:jll hawks gnd kept a gun
bhandy. But| there was hn ax nearer to.
me. than the gun was to him. I had
to work fast but I made it all right.
.I grabbed that ax, jumped at him as
he reached for the gun, and swung—
once. . His wife, and the girl too, saw
it. Then I tb.l.rned and ran.”

HE gaunt brute before us slowly
crossed | one groaning knee above

the other. We were all sitting again
now. The parspiration rolled down my
face. I held/my gun traihed upon him,
and, though (I now believed he was to-
tally mad, because of a certain ring of
truth in t empty voice, I sat fas-
cinated. 1 Jooked at Seth. His jaw
was hanging loose, his eyes bulging.
Hammersly’'s mouth was set in a tight
clenched ling, his eyes like fire in his
blue, drawn |face.
others.
“The telephone caught me,” contin-
ued our ghastly story-teller, “and in
no time at a]l I was convicted and the
date set for| the hanging. When my
time was pretty close a doctor or sci-
entist fellow, came to see me who said,
‘Blaggett, you'ré slated to die. How
much will you sell me your body for?’
If he didn't|say it that way he meant
just that. And I said, ‘Nothing. I've
no one to 12?: money to. What do

you want with my body?' And he told
me, J believe I can bring you back to
life ‘and health, provided they don’t
snap your npck when they drop you.
‘Oh, you're cEt of those guys, are you?'
I said then.  °‘All right, hop te”it. If
you can do“it I'll be much obliged.
Then I can go back on that farm and
do a little more ax swinging!'” Again
came his rrible chuckle, again I
mopped my brow.

"So we nﬂde our plans,” he went on,
pleased with our discomfiture and our
despising of him.
chap came to sec me, pretending he
was my brother. And J carried out

I could not see the.

“Next day some’
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my part of it by cursing him at frgt
and then begging him to give me de.
cent burial. So he went away, and, ]
suppose, received permission to get me
right after I was cut down.

‘“There was a fence built around the
scaffold they had ready for me and the
party I was about to fling, and they
had some militia there, too. The crowd
seemed quiet enough till they led me
out. Then their buzzing sounded like
a hive of bees getting all stirred up.
Then a few loud voices, then shouts.
Some rocks came flying at me after
that,'and it looked to me as though the
hanging would not be so gentle a party
after all. I tell you I was afraid. 1}
wished it was over.

“ HE mpob pushed against the
fence and flattened it out, com-
ing over it like waves over a beach.
The soldiers fired into the air, but still
they came, apd I, I ran—up onto the
scaffold. It'was safer!” As he said
this he chuckled loudly. “I'll bet,” he
laughed, “that’s the first time a guy
ever ran into the noose for the safety
of it! The mob came only to the foot
of the scaffold though, from where they
eemed satisfied to see the law take its
course. The sheriff was nervous. $¢
cut up that he only made a fling at
tying my ankles, just dropped a rope
around my wrists. He was like me,
he wanted to get it over, and the crowd
on 1ts way.  Then he put the rope
around my neck, stepped back and shot
the trap. Zamm! No time for a pray-
er—or for me to laugh at the offerl—
or a last word or anything.

“I felt the floor give, felt myself
shoot through. Smack! My weight
on the end of the rope hit me behind
the ears like a mallet. Everything
went black. Of course ‘it would have
been just my luck to get 3 broken neck
out of it and give the  ecientist no
chance to revive me. But after a sec-
ond or two, or a minute, or it could
have been an hour, the blackness went
away enough to allow me to know I
was hanging on the end of the rope,
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kicking, fighting, choking to death. My
tongue swelled, my face and head
and heart ahd body seemed ready
to burst. Slowly I went into a deep
mist that I knew then was the mist,
then—then—I]1 Wwas off floating in the
air over the heads of the crowd, watch-
ing my own hangingl

“] sgaw them give that slowly swing-
ing carcass on the end of its rope time
enough to thoroughly die, then, from
my aerial, unseen watching place, I
aw them cut it—me—down. They
tried the pulse of the body that had
been fmine, they examined my staring
eyeaa Then 1 heard them pronounce
me dead. The fools! I had known I
was dead for a minute or two by that
time, else how could my spirit have
been gone from the shell and be out
floating around oQver their heads?”

E paused here as h ked his

question, his head turrg on its
dry and creaking neck to include us
gll in his query. But none of us spoke.
We were dreaming it all, of course, or
were mad, we thought.

“In just a short while,” went on the
skeleton, “my ‘brother’ came driving
tlowly in for my body. With no spe-
cial hurry he loaded me onto his little
trick and drove easily away. But once
clear of the crowd he pushed his foot
down on the gas and in five more min-
utes—with me hovering all the while
alongside of him, mind you—floating
along as though I had been a bird all
my life—we turned into the driveway
of a summer home. The scientific guy
met him. They carried me into the
house, into a fine-fitted laboratory. My
dead body was placed on a table, a
huge knife ripped my clothes from me.

“Quickly the loads from ten or a
dozen hypodermic syringes were shot
into different parts of my naked body.
Then it was carried across the room
to what looked like a large glass bot-
tle, or vase, with an opening in the
top. Through this door I was lowered,
my body being held upright by straps
fn there for that purpose. The door

to the opening was then placed in
pasition, and by means of an acetylene
torch and some easily melting glasas,
the door was sealed tight.

“So’ there stood my poor old body.
Ready for the experiment to bring it
back to life. And as my new self
Aoated around above the scientist and
his helper I smiled to myself, for I
was sure the experiment would prove
a failure, even though I now knew that
the sheriff’s haste had kept him from
placing the rope right at my throat
and had saved me a broken neck. I
was dead. All that was left of me now
was my spirit, or soul. And that was
swimming and foating about above
their heads with not an inclination in
the world to have a thing to do with
the y\husk of>the man 1 could clearly
see_through the glass of the bell.

“T'HEY turned on a huge battery
of ultra-violet rays then,” con-
tinued the hollow droning of the man
who had been hanged, “which, as the
scientist had explained to me while in
prison, acting upon the contents of the
syringes, by that time scattered
through my whole body, was to renew
the spark of life within the dead thing
hanging there. Through a tube, and
by means of a valve entering the glass
vase in the top, the scientist then ad-
mitted a dense white gas. So thick
was it that in a moment. or two my
body’s transparent coffin appeared to
be full of a liquid as whité as’ milk.
Electricity then revolved my cage
around so that my body was insured a
complete and even exposure to the
fays of the green and violet lamps.
And while all this silly stuff was going
on, around and around the laboratory
I floated, confiddnt of the complete
failure of the whole thing, yet de-
termined to see it through if for no
other reason than to see the discom-
fiture and disappointment that this
mere man was bound to experience. You
see, I was already looking back upon
carthly mortals as being inferior, and
now as I waited for this proof I was



all the while fighting off a new urge
to be go'mq‘ elsewhere. Something was
calling me, beckoning me to be coming
into the full spirit world. But I wanted
ta sce this wise earth guy fail.”

“For a little while conditions stayed
the same within that glass. So thick
?’u the liguid gas in there at first that
.1 could see nothing. Then it Wegan

0 Clear, anfd I saw to my surprise that
thd-milky | gas was disappearing be-
cause it was being forced in by the rays
from the lights in through the pores in-
to the body itself. As though my form
'was sucking it in like a sponge. The
scientist and his helper were tense and
taut with excitement. And suddenly
my comfortable feeling left me. Until
then it had seemed so smooth and
velvety and peaceful drifting around
over their heads, as though-lying on a
soft, fleecy! cloud. But now I felt a
sudden squeezing of my spirit body.

Then I was in an agony. Before I

knew what I was doing my spirit was
clinging to the outside of that twisting
glass bell, clawing to get into the
body that was coming back to lifel The
glass now was perfectly clear of the
gas, though as yet there was no sign
of life in the body inside to hint to the
scientist that he was to be successful.
But I knew it. For 1 fought des-
perately to break in through the glass
to get back into my discarded shell of
a body again, knowing I must get in
gr die a worse death than I had before.
" “Then my sharper eyes noted a
slight shivér passing over the white
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just as I had on the scaffold, went intg
a deceper, darker blackmess than ewer
Just before my spirit life died utterly
I saw the eyes of my body realize com-
pletely what was going on, then—from
the inside now—I saw the scientst
give the signal that caused the a.
sistant to crash away the glass shel]
with one blow of his hammer.

“They reached in for me then, and
I fainted. When I came back to con-,
sciousness ] was being carefully,
slowly revived, and nursed back to life
by oxygen and a pulmotor.”

HE terrible creature telling us

this tale paused again to look
around. My knees were weak, my
clothes wet with sweat.

“Is that all?” I asked in a piping-
strange voice, half sarcastic, half un-
believing, and wholly spellbound.

“Just about,” he answered. “But
what do you expect? I left my friend
the scientist at once, even though he
did bate to see me go. It had been
all right while he was 50 keen on the
experiment himself and while he only
half believed his ability to bring me
back. But now that he’'d done it, it
kinda worried him to think what sort
of a man he was tuming loose of the
world again. I could see how he waa
Gguring, and because I had no idea of
letting him try another experiment on
me, p'r'aps of putting me away again,
I beat it in a hurry. 4

“That was '‘ive years ago. For five
years I've lived with only just part of

thing beforé me, and the scientist must .me here. Whatever it was trying to

have seen it in the next second, for he
sprang forward with a choking cry of
delight. Then the lolling head inside
lifted a bit. I—still desperately cling-
ing with my spirit hands to the oui
side, and al]l the time growing weaker
and weaker—] saw the breast of my
body rise land fall. The assistant
picked up a heavy stecl hammer and
stood ready}to crash open the glass at
the right moment. Then my once dead
eyeﬁu‘ed in there to look around,
whil clinging and gasping outside,

get back into that glasd just before my
body came to life—my sgirit, I've beea
calling it—I've been wighiout. It nevet
did get back. You sgee, the scientist
brought me back inside a shell that
kept my spirit out. That's why I'm
the skeleton you see I am. Something-
vital is missing.” -

He stood up cracking and creaking
before us, buttoning his loose coat
about his angular body. “Well, boys,”
he asked lightly, “what do you think
of that?”
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“] thi you're a liarl A damn
liar!” I ctied. “And now, if you don’t
want me to fill you full of lead, get
out of here and get out now! 1i I have
to do it to you, there’s no scienfist this
dme to bring you back. When you go
out you'll stay out!” .

“Don’t worry,” he. grimaced back to
me, waving a mass of bones that should
have been a hand contemptuously at
me, “I'm going. I'm headed for

Shelton.” He stalked the length of the

fiocor and shut the door behind him.°

The beast had gone.

“The dirty liar!l” I cried. “I wiah—
yes—] wish 1 bhd an excuse to kill
him. Just think of that being loose,
will you? A brute who would think
gp such a yamm! Of course it's all
sheurd. All crazy. All a lie.”

“No. It’s not a lie.”

T TURNED to scc who had spoken.
Hemmeraly’s voice was so, un-
familiar and now so. torn in addition
that I could not have thought he had
spoken, had he not been looking right
at me, his glittering eyes challenging
my sssertion. Would wonders never
cease? I asked myself. First this out-
rageous yarn, now Hammersly, the
"sphinx,” expressing an opinion, look-
ing for an argument! Of course it
must be that his susceptible and brood-
ing brain had been turned a bit by the
evening we had just experienced.

“Why Hammersly! ‘(ou don’t be-
Heve it?” I anked. | .

“I not only believe it, Jerry, but now
it's my turn to say, as he did,-I know
itl Jerry, old friend,” he went on,
“that devil told the truth. He was
hanged. He was brought back to life;
&d Jerry—I was that scientist!”

Whew! I fell back to a box again.
My Imees seemed to forsake me.  Then
I heard Hammensly talking to himself.

“Five years it's been,” he muttered.
“Five years® I turned him loose
tguin. Five’years of agony for me,
wondering what new devilish crimes

he was perpetrating, wondering when

::wldutumtothtlitthfmto

swing his ax again. Five ycars—five
years.”
He came over to me, and without a

.word of explanation or to ask my per-

migsion he reached his hand into mxy
pocket and drew out my revolver, and
I did not protest. ;

“He said he was headed for Shelton,”
went on Hammersly’s spoken thoughts.
“If I slip across the ice I can infercept
him at Black’s woods.” Buttoning his
coat closely, he followed the stranger
out into the night.

WAS glad the moon had come up
for my walk home, glad too when
I had the door locked and propped
with a chair behind me. I undressed
in the dark, not wanting ahy grisly,
sunken-eyed monster to be looking in
through the window at me. For maybe,
g0 T thoyght, maybe he was after all
not headed for Shelton, but perhape
planning on .another of his ghastly
tricks,
But in the morning we kmew he had

.been\going toward Shelton. Scientists,

doctors, and learned men of all de-
scriptions came out to our village to
see the thing the papers said 8i Wa-
ters had stumbled upon when on his
way to the creamiery that next morning.

It was a skeleton, they said, only
that it had a dry skin all over it
A mummy. Could not have Been con-
pidered capable of containing life only
that the snow around it was lightly
blotched with a pale smear that proved
$o be blood, that had oozed out from
the six bullet holes in the horrid chest.
They never did solve it.

There were five of us in the store
that night. Five of us who know.

. Hammersly did what we all wanted to

do. Of course his name is not really
Hammersly, but it has done here as
well as another. He is black-whiskered
though, and he is atill very much of
a sphinx, but he’ll never have to an-
swer for hawing killed the man he once
brought back to life. Hammersly’s
secret will go into five other graves be-
sides his own. 2

ol



“"New.” sald Kleig boarsely,
“watch closely, for God’s sake!”

Monsters of Moyen

By Arthur J. %urlu

Foreword quest of the earth, and men followed
him with blind faith as men in the
IN 1985 the mighty genius of Moyen past have followed the banners of the

gripped the Eastern world like Thaumaturgists.

a hand of steel. In a matter of A strange name, .to the sound of

months he had welded the Orienty which none could assign nationality.
into an unbeatable war-machine. He' Some said his father was a Russian
had, through the sheer magnetiam of a refugee, his mother a Mongol woman.
strange personal- - . ‘Some said he was
ity, carried the the son of a Cau-

E_a stern worl_d E"m wl""“ :"’ﬂ.“"h’;‘mr “l. casian woman lost
with him on his balf-god Moyen! in the Gobi aad

march to con- rescued by a mad




lsma of Tibet, who became father of
Moyen. Some said that his mother was
A goddess, his father a fiend out of hell.

Bat this all men knew about him:
that he combined within himeelf the
courage of a Hannibal, the military
geaius of a Napoleon, the ideals of a
S8an Yat Sen; and that he had swom
to himself he would never rest until
the earth was peopled by a single
uation, with Moyen himself in the seat
of the mighty ruler.

Madagascar was the seat of his gov-
emment, fromm which he looked across
Iato- United Africa, the first to join

1%

his confederacy. The Orient was a
dependency, even to that forbidden
land of the Goloks, where outlanders
sometimes went, but whence they never
returned—and to the wild Goloks he
was a god whose will was absolute, to
render obedience to whom was a privi-
lege occorded only to the Chosen.

N a short year his confederacy bad
brought under his might the mil-
lions of Asia, which he had welded
into a mighty machine for further con-

quest. !
And ‘because the Americas saw the
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handwriting on the wall, they sent out
to see the man Moyen, with orders to
penetrate to his very side, as a spy,
their most trusted RQecret Agent—

Prester Kleig.

Only the ignorant believed Tnat
Moycn was ‘mad. The military and
dipl¢dmatic geniuses of the world recog-
nized his genius, and resented it.

But Prester Kleig, of the Secret Ser-
vicei of the Americas, one of the few
men whose headquarteru were in the
Secret Room in Washington, had
reached Moyen.

Now he was coming home

He came home to tell his people what
Moyen was planning, and to admit that
his investigations had been hampered
at every turn by the uncanny'’genius
of Moyen. Military plans had been
guarded with unbelievable secrecy.
War machines he knew to exist, yet
had seen only those common to all the
armies of the world. -

And now, twenty-four hours out of
New York City, aboard the S. S. Stellar,
Prester Kleig was literally willing the
steamer to greater speed—and in far
Madagascar the strange min called
Moyen had given the ultimatum:

“The Western World shall be next!”

CHAPTER I

The Hand of Moyen

“ HO is that man?” &

asked a
young lady passenger of the
steward, with the imperious mﬂectmn
which tells of riches able to: force
obedience from menialse who labor for
hire. | _

She pointed a bejeweled finger at the
slender, soldierly figure which stood in
the prow of the liner, like a figurehead,
peering into the storm undér the ves-
sel’s forefoot.

“That gentleman, milady?” repeated
the stéward obsequiously. “That is
Prester Kleig, head of the Secret
Agents, Master of the Secret Room,
just now returning from Madagascar,
via Europe, after a visit to the realm
of Moyen.”

A gasp of terror burst froin the lipy
of the woman, Her cheeks blanched

“Moyen!” She almost whispered it
“Moyen! The half-good of Asia, whom
men call mad|”

“Not mad, milady. No, Moyen is not
mad, save with a lust for power. He
is the conqueror of the ages, already
ruling more of the earth’s population
than any man has ever done before him
—even Alexandert”

But the young lady was not listening
to stewards. Wealthy young ladies did
not, save when asked questions dealing
with personal service to themeclves
Her eyes devoured the slender man
who stood in the prow of the Stellar,
while her lips shaped, over and over
again, the dread name which was oa
the lips of the people of the world;

“Moyen! Moyenl!”

P in the prow, if Prester Kleig,

who carried a dread secret in his
breast, kmew of the young lady’s re-
gard, he gave no sign. .There were
touches of gray at his temples, though
he was still under forty. He had seen
more of life, knew more of its terror,
than most men twice his age—because
he had lived harshly in service to his
country.

He was thinking of Moyen, the
genius of the misshapen body, the pale
eyes: which reflected the freg of a
Satanic soyl, set deeply in the u:udlt
of the face of an angel; and wondenng
if he would be able to arrive in time,
sorry that he had not returned home

'by airplane.

He had taken the Stellar only because
the peacefulness of ocean liner travel
would aid his thoughts, and he re-
quiréd time to marshal them. Liner
travel was now a laxury, as all save
the immensely wealthy traveled by
plane across the oceans. Now Prester
Kleig was sorry, for any moment, he
felt, Moyen might strike.

He turned and looked back along the
deck of the Stellar. His eyes played
over the trimly' gowned figure of the
woman who questioned the steward,
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hat did not really see her. And then. ...

“Great God!” The words were a
prayer, and they burst from the lips
of Prester Kleig like an explosion.
Passéngers appeared from the lece of
lifeboats. Ofhicers on the bridge
whirled to look at the man who
shouted. Seamen paused ip their labors
to stare. Aloft in the crow’s-nest the
lookout lowered his eyes from scouring
the horizon to stdre at Prester Kleig
—who was pointing, 4

All eyes turned in the direction in- !
dicated.

LIMBING into the sky, a mile off

the starboard beam, was an air-
plane with a bulbous body and queerly
slanted wings. It had neither wheels
nor pontoons, and it traveled with un-
believable speed. It came on bullet-
fast, headed directly for the side of
the Stellar.

“Lower the boats” yelled Kleig.
“Lower the boats! For God’s sake lower
the boats|”

For Prester Kleig, in that casual
turmming, had seen what none aboard
the Stellar, even the lookout above, had
scen, The airplane, which bhad neither
wheels nor pontoons, had risen, as
Aphrodite is said to have risen, but of
the waves! He J:ad seen the wings
come out of the bulbous body, anap’
backward into place, and the plane was
in full flight the instant it appeared.

Prester Kleig had no hope that his
warning would be in time, but he
would alwaya feel better for having
given it, As the captain debated with
himself as to whether this lunatic
thould be confined as dangerous, the
strange airplane nosed over and dived
down to the sea, a hundred yards from
the side of the Steflar. Just before it
strack the water, ita wings_ snapped '
forward and became part of the bulbous
body of the thing, the whole of which
alibt like a bullet into the sea.

RESTER KLEIG stood at the

rail, peering out at the spot where
the plane had plunged in with scarcely
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a splash, and his right hand was raised
as though he gave a final, despairing
signal.

Of all aboard the StelMar, he only
saw that black streak which, ten,feet
under water, raced like a bolt of light-
ning from the nose of the subierged
but visible plane, straight as a die for
the side ¢f the Stellar. Just a black
streak,\no bigger than a small man’s
arm, from the nose of the plane to the
side of the Stellar.

Frém the crow’'s-nest came the
startled, terrific voice of the lookout,
in the beginning of a cry that must
remain forever inarticulate.

The world, in that blinding moment,
scemed to rock on its foundations; to
shatter itself to bits in a chaotic jumble
of sound and of movement, shot through
and through with lurid flames. Kleig
felt himaelf hurled upward and out-
ward, turned over and over endlessly....

He felt the storm-tossed waters close
over him, and knew he had struck. In
the moment he knew——oblivion, deep,

¢cbon and impenetrable, 'blotted out
kmowledge.

CHAPTER II
The Half-Dream

ROARING, rushing river of cha-

otic sound, firat. Jumbled sound
to which Prester Kleig could give no
adequate name. But as he tried to
analyze its meanings, he was able to
differentiate between sounds, and to
discover the identity of some.

The river of sound he decided to be
the'sound of a vibrational explosion
of ‘some sort — vibrational because it
had that quivery quality which causes
a feeling of unecasiness and fret, that
feeling which makes one turn and look
around to find the eyes boring into
one’s back—yet multiplied in its inten-
sity an uncounted number of times.

Other sounds which came through
the chaotic river of sound were
terrified screaming of the men and
women who were  doomed. Lifeboats
weétre neder !owerea, for the reason that




with the disintegration of the Stellar,
everything inanimate aboard her like-
wise disintegrated, dropping men and
women, crew and passengers, into the
freezing waters of the Atlantic. [

Pr;ater Kleig dropped with them,
only partially unconscious after the
first icy plunge. He lkmew when he
floated on the surface, for he felt him-
sclf lifted and hurled by the wavea
In his half-dream he saw men and
women being carried away into wave-
shrouded darkness, clawing wildly at
nothingness for support, clawing at
one another, locking arms, and going
down together.

HE Stellar, in the merest matter

of seconds, ‘had become spoil of
the sea, and her crew and passengers
had vanished forever from the sight
of men. Yet Prester Kleig lived on,
knew he lived on, and that there
was an element, too strong to be dis-
believed, of reality in his dream.

There was a vibratory sense, too, as
of the near activity of a noiseless
motor. Noiseless motor! Where had
he last thought of those two words?
With what recent catastrophe were
they associated?, No, he could not re-
call, though he kmew he should.pe able
to do so. |

Then the sense of motion to -the
front was apparent—an unnumbéred
sense, rather than concrete feeling.
Motion to front, influenced by the ris-
ing and falling motion of mountainous
waves.

S0 suddenly as to be a distinct shock,
the wave motion ceased, though the
forward motion —and upward/ — not
only continued but increcased. ’

That airplane of the bulbous body,
the queerly slanted wings. . . .

But the glimmering of realization
vanished as a sickishly sweet odor as-
sailed his nostrila and sent its swift-
moving tentacles upward to wrap them-
self soothingly about his brain. But the
sense of flight, unbelievably swift, was
present and recognizable, though all
else eluded him, He had the impres-
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sion, however, that it was intended thee
all save the most vagrant, most widely
differenitated impressions elude him-
that he should acquire only half pie.
tures, which would therefore be all the
more terrible in retrospect.

The only impressions which were
real were those of motion to the front,
and upward, and the sense of noiselem
machinery, vibrating the whole, nearby,

Then a diptinet realization of the
cessation of the sense of flying, and
a return, though in lesser degree, of
the rising and falling of waves. This
latter sensation became less and lem,
though the feeling of traveling down.
ward continued. Prester Kleig knew
that he was going down into the seaa
again, down into it deeply. ... Then
that odor once more, and the clumive
memory.

Forward motion at last, in the depths,
swift, forward motion, though Prester
Kleig could not even guess at the
direction. Just swift l:gotioh; and the
mutter of voices, the giving of orders....

RESTER ELEIG regained con-

sciousness fully on the sands of
the shore. He sat up stiffly, staring out
to sca. A gtorm was raging, and the sea
was an angry waste. No ship showed
on the waters; the mad, tumbled aky
above it was ecither empty of planes
or they had climbed to inwiaibility
above the clouds that raced and
churned with the storm. °

Out of the storm, almost at Prester
Kleig's feet, dropped a amall airplane.
Through the window a familiar face
peered at Kleig. A helmeted, begog:
gled figure opened the door and stepped
out,

“Kleig; old man,” said the flyer, “yos
gave me the right dope all right, but
I'll swear there ian’t a wireless towe
within a hundred miles of this place!
How did you manage it?” )

“Kane, you're crazy, or I am, of....
But Prester Kleig could not go on with
the thought which had rushed through
his brain with the numbing impact of
a blow. He grasped the hand of Carlos
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Kane, of the Domestic Service, and
tbe yellow flimsy Kane held out to bim.
It tead simply: |
“Shipwrecked. * Am ashore at—"
There followed grid coordinate¥map
readings. “Come at once, prepared to
fiy me to Washington.” It was signed

.meig-ll
*Kane,” said Kleig, “I did not send
this messagel”

What more was there to be said?
Horror looked out of the eyts of Pres-
ter Kleig, and was reflected in those
of Carlos Kane. Both men turmned,
-peening out aioaa the tumbled welter
of waters, ‘

Somewhere out. there, tight-locked in
the gloomy archives of the Atlantic,
was the secret of the message which
had brought Carlos Kane to’ Prester
Kleig—and the agency which had
sent it.

CHAPTER III
Wings of To-morrow

8 Prester Kleig climbed into the

enclosed passenger pit of the
monoplane — a Mayther — his ears
scemed literally to be ringing with the
drumming, mighty voice of Moyen.
PBut now that voice, instead of merely
speaking, rang with sardonic laughter.
He bad never heard the laughter of
Moyen, -but he could guess how it
would sound. ]

That airplane of the slanted wings,
the bulbous, almost bulletlike fuselage,
what of it? It was simple, as Kleig
looked back at his memoried glimpee
,of it W'he submarine was a metal fish
made with human hands; the airplane
aped the birds. The strange ship which

bad caused the destruction of the

Stellar, was a combination fish and
bird—which merely aped nature a bit
furthef, as anyone who had ever
traversed tropical waters would have
instantly recognized.
But what did it portend? What
| y terrors of Moyen roamed the
of the Atlantic, of the Pacific,

the oceans of the world? How close

were some of these to the United

States? | ;
The pale eyes of Moyen, he was sure,

were already tumed toward the Weést,

RESTER KLEIG sighed as he

seated himself beside Carlos Kane.
Then Kine pressed one of the myriad
of buttons on the dash, and Kleig lifted
his eyes to peer through the ekylight,
to whare that single press of a button
had set in motion the intricate,
machinery of the helicopter.

A four-bladed fan lifted on a slender
pedestal, sufficiently high above the
surface of the wing for the vanes to
be free of the cegpral propeller. Then,
automsptically, the vanes became in-
visible, and\the Mayther lifted from
the sandy beach as lightly, 'and far
more straightly, than any bird.

As the ship climbed away for the
skies, and through the tranaparent floor
the beach and the Atlantic fell away
below the ship, a sigh of relief escaped
Kleig. This was living! Up here one
was free, if only for a moment, and
the swift wind of flight brushed all
cobwebs from the tired human brain,
He watched the slender feedle of the
altimeter, as it moved around the face
of the dial as steadily as the hands of
a clock, around to thirty thousand,
thirty-five, forty. '

Then Carlos Kane, every movement
as effortless as the flight of the vilvery
winged Mayther, thrust forth his hand
to the dash again, pressed another but-
ton. Instantly the propsllers vanished
into a blur as the vanes of the heli-
copter dropped down the slender staff
and the vanes themselves fitted snugly
into their appointed notches atop the

wing.

OR a second Carlos Kane glanced

at the tiny map to the right of
the dash, and set his course. It was:a
matter of moments only, but while
Kane worked, Prestér Kleig studied the
instruments on the Uash, for it had been
months since he had flown, save for his
recent half-dreamlike experien_ce. There
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was a button which released the
mechaniam of the deadly guns, fired by
compressed air, all operated from the
noiseless thotor, whose muzzles exactly
Cleared the tips of Mayther’s wings,
two to each wing, one on the en-
tering edge, one on the trailing edge,
fitted snugly into the adamant rigging.

Four guns.which could fife to right
or left, twin streams of lead, the num-
ber of roundd governed only by the
carrying power of the May¢her, Prester
Kleig knew them all: the guns in the
wings, the guns which fired through
the three propellers, and the guns set
two and two in the fuselage, to right
and left of the pits, which could be
fired cither up or down—all by the
mere pressing of buttons. It was
marvelous, miraculous, yet even as
Kleig told himself that this was so, he
felt, deep in the heart of him, that
Moyen knew all about ships like these,
and regarded them as the toys of
children.

Kane touched Kleig on the shoulder,
gignaling, indicating that the atmos-
phere in the pits had been regulated
to their new height, and that they
could remove their helmets and oxygen
tanks without danger,

ITH a sigh Prester Kleig sat
back, and the two friends
turned to face each other.

“You certainly look done in, Kleig,”
said Kane sympathetically. ““You must
have been through hell, and then some.
Tell me about this Moyen; that is, if
you think you care to telk about him.”

“Talk about himl” repeated Kleig.
“Talk’ about him? It will b¢ a relief!
There has been nothing, and nobody,
on my mind save Moyen for weary
months on end. If I don’t talk to some-
one about him, I'l go mad, if I'm not
mad already.. Moyen? A monster with
the face of an angel! §{ What else can
one say apout him? devil and a
saint, a brute whose followers would go
with him into hell’s fire, and sing him
hosannas as they were consumed in
agony! The greatest mob psychologist

the world has ever seen. He's a gening
Kane, and unless something is done,
the Western world, all the world, i
doomed to sit at the feet, listen to the
commands, of Moyen|

“He isn't! an Oriental; he isn't 4
European; he isn’t negroid or Indian;
but there is something about him that
makes one thing of all of these, singly
and collectively. ‘His body is twisted
and grotesque, and when one looks at
his face, one feels a desire to touch him
to swear cternal fealty to him—inti]
one looks into his pale eyes, eyes al-
most milky in their paleness—and gyts
the merest hint of the thoughts which
actuate him. If he has a failing I did
not find it. He does not drink,

gamble. . . .”
“And women ?"” queried Kane, softly.

LEIG was madly in love with the

sister of Kane, Charmion, and
this thing touched him nearest the
heart, becauge Charmion was one of
her country’s mcst famous beautiss,
about whom Moyen must already have
heard.

“Women?" repeated Kleig musingly,
his black eyes troubled, haunted. “I
scarcely know. He has no love for
women, only because he has no capacity
for any love save self-love. But when
I think of himpin this connection I seem.
to see Moyen, grown to monster pro-
portions, sitting on a mighty throne,
with nude women groveling at his feet,
bathed in tears, their long hair in man-
les of sorrow, hiding their shamed
faces! That sounds wild, doesn’t it?
But it's the picture I get of Moyen
when I think of Moyen and of women.
Many women, will love him, and have,
perhaps. But while he has taken many,
though I am only guessing here, he has
given himself to none. Another thing:
His followers—well, he sets no limifs
to the lusts of his.men, requiring only
that every soldier be fit for duty, with
a body strong for hardship. You un-
derstand ?”

Kane understood, and his face was
very pale.
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“Yes," he said, his voice almost a-

whisper, “I understand, and a» you
speak of this man I scem to see a city
in ruins, and hordes of men m‘gﬁhing,
bloodstained ‘men entering ho T
from which, immediately afterward,
come the screams of women . . . terror-
stricken women. . . ."”

He shuddered and could not go on
for the very horror of the vision that
had come to him.

But Kleig stared at him as though
bhe saw a ghost.

“Great God, Carl!” he gasped. “The
saame identieal picture has been in my
mind, not once but a thousand times! I
wonder. .. ..

Was it an omen of the future for the

West?

Deep in his soul Prester Kleig

fancied he could hear the sardonic
lsughter of the half-god, Moyen.

A TINY bell rang inside the dash,
niliidé the instruments. Kane
had set direction finders, had pressed
the button which signaled thc Wagh-
ington-control Station of the National
Radio, thus automatically indicating
the exact gpot above land, by gnid-co-
ordinates, where the Mayther should
start down for the landing. o

An hour later they landed on the
flat roof of the new Capitol Building,
sinking lightly to rest as a feather,
nursed to a gentle landing by the
whirring vanes of the helicopter.

Prester Kleig, surrounded by uni-
formed guards who tried to shi¢ld him
from the gafe of news-gatherers
crowded there on the roof-top, hurried
him to the stairway leading into the
executive chambers, and through these
to the Secret Chamber which only a
few men knew, and into which not even
Carlos Kane could: follow Prester
Kleig—yet. )

But one man, one néwe-gatherer, had
caught a glimpse of the face of Kleig,
md already he raced for the radio
tower of his organization, to blazon to

the Western world the fact that Kleig
had come back.

CHAPTER IV
A Nation Waits in Dread

S Prester Kleig, looking twice his

forty years because of fatigue,
and almost nameless terrors through
which he had passed, went to his ren-
dezvous, the news-gatherer, who shall
here remain nameless, raced for the
Brqadcasting Tower.

As Prester Kleig entered the Secret
Room and at a signal all the many
doors behind him, along that intermin-
able stairway, swung shut and were
tightly locked, the news-gatherer raced
for the microphone and gave the “pri-
ority” signal to the operator. Millions
of people would not only hear the
words of the news-gatherer, but would
see him, Jnote the expreessions which
chased one another across his face.
For televigsion was long since an ac-
complished, everyday fact.

“Prester Kleig, of this government’s
Secret Service, has just returned to the
United Americas! Your informer has
just seen him stgp from the monoplane
of Carlos Kane, itop the Capitol Build-
ing, and repair at once to the Secret
Room, closely guarded. But I sdw his
tace, and though he is under forty,
he seems twice thatt And you know
now what this country has only
guessed at- before—that he has seen
Moyen. Moyen the half-man, half-god,
the enigma of the ages. What does
Prester Kleig think of this man? He
foesn’t say, for he dares not speak, yet.
But your informer saw his face, and it
is old and twisted with terror! And—"

@

HAT ended the discourse of the

newes-gatherer, and it was many
hours before the public really under-
stood. For, with a new:sentence but
half completed, the picture of the news-
gatherer faded blackly off the screens
in a million homes, and his voice was
blotted out by a hurmming that mounted
to a terrific, appalling shriek! ' Some
terrible agency, about which people
who knew their radio could only guess,
bhad drowned out the wbdrds of the



news-gatherer, leaving™ the public
ed and bewildered, almost grop-
ing before a feeling of terror which wad
all the ;morc unbearable bccaulc none
could give it a name,

And the public had heard but a frac-
tion of the truth—merely that Kleig
had come back. It had been the in-
tention of the government to deny the
public even this knowledge, and it had;
but knowledge of the denial‘itself was
public property, which filled the hearts

of men arnd ‘'women all through the
Western Hemisphere with nameleas
dread. And over all this abode of
countless millions hovered the shadow
-of Moyen.
The government tried to correct the

:.mpreamon which the news-gatherer’

had given out.

“Prester Kleig is back,” said the
radio, while the government speaker
tried, for the benefit of those who could
sée him, to smile reassuringly. “But
there is nothing to cause anyone the
slightest cancern. He has seen Moyen,
yes, and has heard him speak, but still
there is nothing to distress anyone, and
the whole -story will be given to you
as soon as posgible. Kleig has gone
into the Secret Room, yes, but every
operative of the government, when dis-
cussing business connected with diplo-
matic relations with foreign powers, is
received in the Secret Room. No cause
for worry!"

T was so easy to say that, and the

speaker realized it, which was why

he could but with dificulty make his
amile scem reassuring.

“Tell usthe truth, and tell ut qulc.k-
ly,” might have been the voiceless cries
of those who listened and saw the face
and fidgetting form of the speaker.
But the words were not spoken, because
the people sensed a ‘hovering horror, a

d catastrophe beyond the power of

ds to express—and so looked at one
another in gilence, their eyes wide with
dread, their hearts throbbing to suffo-
cation with nameless foreboding.

So eyes were borror-haunted, and
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men walked, flew, and rode in fear and
trembling—while, down in the Secret
Room, Prester K]elg and a dogen old
men, men wise in the ways of science
and invention, wise in the ways of men
and of beasts, of Nature and the In-
finite Outside, decided the fate of the
Nation.

That Secret Room was closed to
every one. Not even the news-gath-
erers could reach it; not even the all
seeing eye of the telephotograph em-
blazoned to the world its secrets.

But was it secret?

Perhaps Moyen, the master mobster,
smiled when h¢ heard men say so, men
who knew in their hearts that Moyen
regarded other earthlings as earthlings
regard children and their toys. Did
the eyes of Moyen gaze even into the
depths of the Secret Room, hundreds
of feet below even the documentary-
treasure vaults of the Capitol?

O one knew the answer to the

question, but the radio, reporting

the return of Kleig, had given the pub-

lic a distorted vision of an embodied

fear, and in its heart the public an-

swered “Yes!” And what had drowned
6ut the voice of the radio-reporter?

No wonder. that)for many hours, a
nation waited in and trembling,
eyts filled with dread that was name-
Jess and absolute, for word from the
Secret Room. Fear mounted and
mounted as the hours paued and no
word came.

In that room Prester Kleig and the
twelve old men;, one of whom was the
country’s Premient held counsel with
the man who h3d come back. But be-
for the spoken touneel had been held,
awesome and awe-inspiring pictures
had flashed across the screen, invented
by a third of the old men, from which
the world held no secrets, even the
secrets of Moyen

With this mechaniam, guarded at
forfeit of the lives of a score of men,
the men of the Secret Room could peer
into even the most secret places of the
world. The old men had peered, and
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had seen things which had blanched
their pale chéeks anew. And when
they had finished, and the terrible pi¢-
tures had faded out, a voice bhad spoken
smddenly, like an explosion, in the
Secret Room.

“Well, gentlemen, are you satisfied
that resiatance is futile?”

Just the voice; but to one man in the
Secret m, and to the others when
his numBing lips spoke the name, it was
far more than enough. For not even
the wisest of the great men could ex-
plain how, as they knew, having just
seen him there, a man could be in Mada-
gascar while his voice spoke aloud in
the Secret Room, where even radio was
barred !

The name on the lips of Prester
Kleig! )

“Moyen! Moyen!”

CHAPTER V
Monsters of the Deep

e\ ENTLEMEN,” said@ Prester
Kleig as he entered the Secret
Room, where sat the scientists and in-
ventive geniuses of the Americas, “we
hiven't much time, and I shall waste
but little of it. Moyen ‘ig ready to
strike, if he haan’t already donc so,-as
I believe. We will see in a matter of
seconds. Professor Maniel we shall
need, first of all, your apparatua for re-
turning the vibratory images of cvents
which have transpired within the last
thirty-six hours.
“L wish to eshow those of you who
failed to see it the sinking of the Stel-

lar, on which I was a passenger and, I
believe, only survivor.”

Professhr Maniel, strangely mouse-
like save fpr the ponderous dome of his

forehead, stepped away from the circu-
lar table without a word. He had in-
vented the machine in question, and he
was inordinately proud of it. Through
its use nec could pick up the sounds,
and the pictures, of events which had
tranapired down the past centuries,
from the tinkling of the cymbals of
Miriam to all the horror of the conflict

men had called the Great War, simply
by drawing back from the ether, as the
sounds fled outward through space,
those sounds and vibrations which he
needed.

Hig science was an exact one, more
carefully exact even than the measure-
ment of the speed of light, taking into
congideration the dispersion of sound
and movement, and the element of time.

“The interior of the Secret Room be-
came dark as Maniel labored with his
minute machinery. Only behind the
screen on the wall in rear of the table
was there light.

’f\ HE voice of Maniel began to drone
as he thought aloud.

“There jis a matter of but a few min-
utes difference in time between Wash-
ington and the last recorded location
of the Stellar. The sinking occurred at
ten-thirty last evening you say, Kleig?
Abh, yes, I have itl atch carefully,
gentlemenl!” .

So silent were the Secret Agents one
could not even have heard the breath-
ing of one of them, for on the ecreen,
misty at first, but becoming moment by
moment bolder of outline, was the face
of a storm-toseed sea. The liner was
slower in forming, and was slightly out
of focus for a second or two.

“Ah,” said Professor Maniel, “there
it isl” = ¢

Through the sound apparatus came
the roaring and moaning of a storm at
gea. On the screen the Stellar rose
high on the waves, dropped into the
trough, while spumes of black smoke
spread rearward on the waters from her
spouting funnels. Figures were visible
on her decks, figures which secemed
carved in bronze.

In the prow, every expression on his
face plainly visible, stood Prester
Kleig himself, and as his picture ap-
peared he was in' the act of turning.

¥Now,” said Kleig himself, there in
the Secret Room, “look off to the left,
gentlemen, a mile from the Scellar/”

A rustling sound as the scientists
shifted in their placeas.
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HEY all saw it, and a gasp burst

from their lips as though at a sig-
nal. For, as the Stellar seemed about
to plunge off the shadowed screen into
the Secret Room, a flying thing had
risen out of the sea—an airplane with
a bulbous body and queerly slanting
wings.

At the same time, out of the moutH
of the pictured figure of Prester Kleig,
clear and agonlzed as the tones of a
bell struck in frenzy, the words:

“Great God! Lower the boatsl-
Lower the boats! For God's sake lower
the boats!”

In the.-Secret Room the real Prester
Kleig sp-oke again.

‘“When the black streak leaves the
nose of the plane, after it has sub-
merged, Professor Maniel,” said Kleig
softly, “slow your mechaniam so that
we can see the whole thing in detail.”

There came a, grunted affirmative
from Professor Maniel.

The nose .of the pictured plane tilted
‘over, diving down for the surface of
the sea.

“Now!” snapped Kleig, “don’t wait!”

Instantly the moving pictures on the
screen reduced their speed, and the
plane appeared to stop ite sudden sed-
ward plunge and to drop down as light-
ly as a feather. The wings of the
thing moved forward slowly, folding
into the body of the dropping plane.

“They fold forward,” said Kleig
quietly, “so that the speed of the plane
in the take-off will enap them back-
ward into position for Aying!” 3

O one spoke, because the explana-
tion was so obvious.

Slowly the airplane went down to the
surface of the sea, with scarcely a
plume of spindrift leaping back after
she had struck. She dropped to ten
feet below the surface of the water, a
bundred yards off the starboard beam
of the Stellar, her blunt nose point-
ing squarely at the side of the doomed
liner.

“Now,” sald Kleig hoarsely, “watch
closely, for God’s sake!”

The liner rase and fell slowly. Out
of the nose of the plane, which had
now become a tiny submarine, started
a narrow tube: of black, oddly like the
sepia of a giant squid. Straight toward
the side of the liner it went. Above
the rail the Se¢ret Agents could see the
pictured form; of Prester K.lelg, hand
upraised. The black streak reached the
side ofi the Stellar.

It touched the metal plates, spread-
ing upon impag¢t, growing, enlarging, to
right and left, upward and downward,
and where it touched the Stellar the
black of it'seemed to erase that portion
of the ship. In the slow motion every
detail was apparent ‘At regular speed
the blotting out of the Stellar would
have been instantaneous.

Kleig saw himself rise slowly from
the wvanished rail, turning over and
over, going down to the sea. He almost
closed his eyes, bit Kis lips to keep back
the cries of terror when he saw the
others aboard the liner rise, turn over
and over, and fly in all directions like
jackstraws in a hlgh wind.

HE ship was eraged from beneath

passengers; and crew, and. passen-
gers and crew fell into the sea. Out of -
the depths, fram all directions, came
the starving denizens of the sea—stary-
ing because liners now were so few.

“That’s enough of that, Professor,”
snapped Kleig.: “Now jump ahead ap-
proximately eight hours, and see if you
can pick up- that aero-sub after it
dropped me on the Jersey Coast.”

The ptcture Faded out quickly, the
screaming of daomed human beings, al-
ready hours deqd, called back to appar-’
ent living by the genius of Maniel died
away, and for a space the screen was
blank.

Then, the sea again, storm-tossed as
before, shifting here and there as
Maniel sought ia the immengity of sea
and sky for the thing he desired.

“Two hundred miles-south by east of
New York City,” he droned. “There
it is, gentlemen!{” &

They all saw:it then, in full Bight,
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thousand feet above the sirface
of the Atlantic, traveling south by east
at a dizzy rate of speed.

“Note,” said Kleig, “that it kecps
mfely to the low altitudes, in order to
escape the notice of regular air traffic.”

No onc answered.

The eyes of the Secret Agents were
on that flashing, bulbous-bodied plane
of the strange wings. It appeared to
be heading directly for some objective
which must be reached at top speed.

OR fifteen minutes the flight con-
tinued. Then the plane tilted

over and dived, and at an a]tltude atill
of three thousand feet, the wmgu slash-
ed forward, clicking into their notches
in the sides of the bulbous body, with a
sound like the ratchets on subway turn-
stiles, and, holding their breath, the
Secret Agents watched it plummet
down to the sea. It was traveling with
terrific speed when it gtruck, yet it en-
tered the water with scarcely a splash.
Then, for the Arst, time, an audible
gusp, as that of one person, came from
the lips of the Secret Agents. For now
they could see the objective of the aero-
sub. A monster shadow in the water, at
a depth of five hundred feet. A
‘shadow which, as Maniel manipulated
his instruments, became a floating un-
derwater fortress, ten times the size of
any submarine known to the Americas.
Sporting like porpoises about this

held-in-suspension fortress were myri-

ads of other aero-subs, maneuvering by
squadrons and Aights, weaving in and
out like schools of fish, The plane
which had bourne Prester Kleig
churned in between two of the forma-
tions, and vanished into the side of the
motionless monster of the deep.

\ The striking of a deep sea bel], muted
by tons and tons of water, sounded in
the Secret Room.

“Don’t turmm it off, Maniel”
Kleig. “There’s more yet!”

Angd there was, for the sound of the
bell was a signal. The aero-subs, dart-
Ing outward from the side of the Hoat-
ing fortresa like fish darting out of sea-

said

A

weed, were plunging up toward the sur-
face of the Atlantic. Breathlessly the
Sectet Agents watched them.

They broke water like flying fish, and
their .wmg-n shot backward from their
notches in the mymd bulbous bodies
to click into place in flying position as
the gcores of aero-subs took the air
above the invisible hiding places of the
mother submarine,

T xlght thousand feet, the aero-

subs swung into battle formation
and, as though controlled by word of
commiand, they mancuvered there like
one vast machine of a central control—
beautiful as the flight of swallows,
deadly as anything that flew.

The Secret Agents swept the cold
sweat from their brows, and sighs of
terror escaped them all.

Atthat moment came the voice, loud
in the Secret Room, which Kleig at
least immediately recognized:

“Well, gentlemen, are you satisfied
that resistance is futile?”,

And Kleig whispered the name, over
and over again.

“Moyen! Moyenl!”

It was Prester Kleig, Master of the
Secret Room, who was the first to re-
gain control aftep the ncm—numbmg
question which, asked in far Madagas-
car, was heard by the Agents in the
Secret Room.

“Nol” he shouted. “Nol No! Moyen,
in the  end we will beat youl”

Only silence answered, but dee i in
the heart of Prester Kleig sounded a-
burst of sardonic laughter—tfe ldugh-
ter of Moyen half-god of Asia. Then
thf voice agam .

‘The attack is beginning, gentlemen !
Within an hour you will have further
evidence of the might of Moyenl!”

CHAPTER VI
Vanishing Ships

RESTER KLEIG, ordered to
Madagascar from the Secret
Room, had been merely an opertti*'ve,

honored above others in that he had
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been one of the few, at that time, ever clear, with the slightest nuggenian of
to visit the Secret Room. Now, how- some Oriental accent, in the Secret
ever, because he had walked closer to Room.
Moyen ‘than anyone else, he assumed  “Do not dépend too much, gentle-
leadership almost by natural right, and men,” it aaldr ‘upon your antiquated
the men who had once deferred to him warships! See, I am mercifual, in that
took orders from him. I do not allow you to send them against
“Gentlemen,” he snapped, while the me lpaded with mén to be slaughtered
last words ‘of Moyen still hung in the or dréwned! Professor Maniel, I would
air of the Secret Room, " we must ﬁght ask you to turn that plaything of youn
Moyeh from here. The best brains in and gaze upon the fleet of.obsolete
the United Americas are gathered here, ships anchored in Hampton Roads! In
and if Moyen can be beaten—if he can passing, Proféssor, I venture to guem
be beaten— he will be beaten from the that the secret of how I am able to
Secret Room!” talk with youi gentlemen, hqe in your
A sigh from the lips of Professor Secret Room, is no secret at all to you
Maniel. The President of 4he United Now look!”
Americas nodded his head, as though The Secret Agents gasped again, in
he too mutely gave authority into the  constermation.
hands of Prester Kleig. The other From the white lips of ‘mouselike
Secret Agents shifted slightly, but said Maniel came mumbled words, even g
nothing. .?.ia bands worked with lightning specd
i “I have been away a year,” said K]EIE._ “His machine is simply a variation of
“as you know, and many things have my own. And, gentlemen, compatriots,
come into regular use since I left. with it he cou]d as easily project him-
Professor Maniel’'s machine for ex- self, bodily, into the room with
ample, upon which he was working us!” h\_
when I departed under orders. There L
will be further use for it in our strug- SOMETHING like a suppressed
gle with Moyen. Professor, will you ascrecam from one of the men
kindly range the ocean, beginning at present. A col hand of ice about the
once, and see how many of these ‘'heart of Prester Kleig. But the words
monsters of Moyen we have to contend of Professor Maniel were limned on
with?” the retina of his brain in letters of fire.
| | Suppose Moyeft were to project him-
ROFESSOR MANIEL turned eelf into the S¢cret Room. . . .
back to his instruments, which But he would not. He was no fool,
he fondled with gentle, loving hands, and ecven these Secret Agents, most
. “We have nothing with which ta of whom were gld and no longer strong,
combat the attachng forceg.of Moyen "  would have tom him limb from limb. .
went on Kleig, “save antiguated air<- But those words of Maniel set whirl
planes, and such obsolete warships-as ing once more, and in a new direction,
are available. These will ‘be mere fod- the thoughts of Prester Kleig.
der for the guns, or rays, or whatever “Mr. President, gentlemen. . . .” It
it is that Moyen uses in his aero-subs. was the voice gf Professor Maniel
Thougands, perhaps millions, of human All eyes turned again to the screen
lives will be lost; but better this than upon which the professor worked hib
that Moyen rule the West! Better this miracles, which today were common-
than that our women be given into the places, which yesterday had been un-
hands of this mob as spoils of war!” dreamed of. Every Secret Agent recog-
From the Secret Agents a murmur nized the outlines of Hampton Roads,
of assent. with Norfolk and its towering buildings
And then, that voice agdin, startling, in the hnc.‘kgmund and the obsolcte

!
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warships riding sileritly at anchor in
the roadstead. -

For three yeare they had been there,
while a procrastinating Cabinet, Con-
gress and Senate had debated their
permanent disposal. They represented
millions of dollars in money, and weré
utterly worthleas. Prester Kleig, look-
ing at them now, could see them put-
ting out to.sea, loaded with brave-
visaged men, volunteering to go to sure
destruction to feed the rapacity of
Moyen's hordes. Men going out to sea
in tubs, singing. . . .

But these ships were silent. No
plumes of smoke from their funnels.
Like floating mausoleums, filled with
dead hopes, shells of past and departed
gloriea. |

The beating of waves against their
sides could plainly be heard. The
anchor chains squeaked rustily in the
hawse-holes. Wind sighed through
regal, towering superstructures, and no
man walked the decks of any one of
them.

ITH bated breath the Secret
Agents watched,

Why had Moyen bidden them turn
their attention to these shells of erst-
while naval grandeur?

This time no gasps broke from the
lips of the Secret Agents. Not even the
sound of breathing could be heard.
Just the sighing of wind through the
superstructures of a hundred ahips, the
whispering of waves against rusted
bulkheads.

Almost imperceptibly at firet the
towering dreadnought in the fore-
ground began to move! Slowly, the

y water swirling about her, she backed
away from her anchor, tightening the
cave of the anchor chainl Water
quivered about the point of the chain’s
contact with the waves!

Quickly the eyes of the Secret
Agents swept along the street of ships.
The same backward motion, of drag-
ging against their anchor chains, was
visible at the bow of each warship !

With not a soul aboard them, the

ships were waking into strange and
awesome life, dragging at their anchors,
like hounds pulling at leashes to be
free and away!

“How are they doing it?” It was
almagst a whisper from the President.

“Some electro-magnetic: force, sirl”
staled Prester Kleig. “Professor Blaine,:
that is your province! Please note what
is happening, and advise us at once if
you see how they are déing fitl”

A t of afhirmation from surly,
obeaegg:ufmor Blaine.

”
LL eyes turned back again to the
“miracle of the moving ships. One

by one, with crashes which echoed and
re-echoed through--the Secret Room,
the anchor chains of the dreadnoughts
parted. The ends of them swung from
the prows of the warshipa, while the
severed portions splashed into the

_Roads, and the waters hid them from

view. .-

The great dreadnought in the fore-
ground swhng'alowly about until her
prow was pointed in the direction of
the open gsea, and though no sea was
running, no esmoke rose from her fun-
nels, she got slowly, ponderously under
way, and started out the Roads. Behind
her, in formation, the other ships
swung into line, ¢ |

In a matter of seconds, faster than
any of these vessels had ever traveled
before, they were racing in column for
the open Atlantic. And from the sound
apparatus came wails and shrieks of
terror, the lamentations of men and
women frightened as they had never
been frightened before. |

The shores behind the moving column
of ships was moment by moment grow-
ing blacker with people—a black sea
of people, whose faces were white as
chalk with terror.

But on, out to sea, moved the column
of brave ships. / |

A new note entered into the picture,
as from all sides airplanes of many
makes swooped in, and swept back and
forth over the moving ships, while
hooded heads looked out of pite, and
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faces of pilots were aghast at what
they saw.

GHOST column of ships, moving

out to sea, speed increaging mo-
ment by moment unbelievably. Juven
now, five minutes after the first dread-
no,.lght had started seaward, the wake
of each ship spread away on ceither
hand in the two sides of a watery tri-
angle whose walls were a dozen feet
high—racing for the shores with all
the sullen majesty of tidal waves.

The crowds gave back, and their
screams rose into the afr in a fright-
ened roar of appalling sound.

Even now, so rapidly did. the war-
ships travel, mlany of the planes could
throttle down, so that they flew di-
rectly above the heaving decks of the
runaway warships.

“Get word to them!” cried Prester
Kleig suddenly. “Get word to them
that if they follow the ships out to
sca not a pilot will escape alive!l”

One of the Secret Agents rose and
hurried from the Secret Room, travel-
ing at top speed for the first of ‘the
many doors enroute to the Proadcasting

tower from which all the planes could’

be recached at once. Prester Kleig
turned back to the magic screen; of
Maniel.

The warships, water thrown aside by
the lifting thrust of their forefeet in
mountains that raced landward with
ever-increasing fury, were clearing the
Roads and swinging south by cast,
heading into the wastes of the Atlantic.
As they cleared the land, and open
water for unnumbered miles lay ahead,
the speed of the mighty ships increased
to a point where they rode as high on
the water as racing launches, and the
creaking and groaning of their rusty
bolts and spars were a continual paean
of protest in the ‘sound apparatus ac-
companying the showing of the miracle
on the screen.

“They're heading etraight for the
spot where that super-submarine lies!”
said the President, and no one an-
swered him, '

RESTER KLEIG, watching, wa
racing over in his mind what he
could recall of his country’s armament
Warshipa were useless, as wae being
proved here hefore his eyes.  But there
still remained airplaneg, in countleas
numbers, which could be diverted from
ocean travel and from routine buasi-
ness, to battle this menace of Moyen.

But....

He shuddered ps he pictured in his
mind’s eye the meeting of his country’s
flower of flying manhood with the mon.
sters of Moyen.

His eyes, as he thought, were watch-
ing the racing of those ocean grey-
hounds, out to sea. They were now
out of sight of land, and still some of
the planes followed them.

A hali hour passed, and then....

The Ameri'c.an pilots, in obedience
to the radio signals, tuming back from
this strange phenomenon of the ghost
column of capital ships.

Simultaneously, out of the sky dead
ahead, dropped the first flight of
Moyens’ aero-subs.

At the same moment the mysterious
power which bad dragged the ships to
seca was withdrawn, and the .warships,
with no hands to guide them, swung
whither they willed, and floated in.as
many directions as there were ships,
under their forward momentym
There were a score of collisions, and
some of the ghips were in sinking can-
dition even before the aero-subs begm
their labors.

HE remaining ships floated high
out of the water, because they
carried no ballast, and from all sides
the aero-subs of Moyen settled to the
task of destruction—destruction which
was simply a warnipg of what was to
come: Moyen's manner of proving to
the Americas the fact that he whs all-
powerful.
“God,
Kleig. |
The rearmost of the American
aviators had looked back, had seen the
first of the aero-subs drop down among

what fools!” cried Prester
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the doomed ships. Instantly he turn-
ed out to sea again, signalling as he

did so to the nearest other planes.
" the Ofient they plainly were, coldly

And in spite of the radio warniog a

hundred planes answered that signal

and swept back to investigate this new
tery. _

my‘:rhey're going to deathl!” groaned

the President.

“Yes,” said Kleig, softly, “but it
gaves us ordering others to death.
Perhaps we may learn something of
value as we watch them diel’

4
CHAPTER VII
Golden Oblivion

HIS,” said Prester Kleig, as
coldly precise as a judge pro-
nouncing sentence of death, “will pre-
cipitate the major engagement with
Moyen's forces. The fools, to rush in
like this, when they have been warned!
But even so, they are magnificent!”

The pilots of the aero-subs must in-
stantly have noticed the return of the
American pilots, for some of the aero-
subs which had dropped to the ocean’s
surface rose again almost instantly,
and swept into battle formation above
the drifting hulks of the warshipes.

The Americans were wary. They
drew together like frightened chickens
when a hawk hovers above them, and
watched the activities of the aero-subs,
every move of each one being at the
same time visible and audible to the
Secret Agents in the Capitol’'s Secret
Room, _

The aero-subs which had submerged
singled out their particular prey among
the floating ships, and the Secret
Agents, trying to see how cach sepa-
rate act of destruction was accom-
plished, watched the aero-sub in the
foreground, which happened to be con-
centrating on the dreadnought which
had led the ghost-march of the war-
ships out to sea.

T HE aero-sub circled the swaying
. dreadnought as a shark circles
& wreck, and through the walls of the

aero-sub the - watchers in the Secret
Room could see the four-man crew of
the thing.. Grim faced men, men of

concentrating on the work in hand.
Their faces were those of men who are
merciless, evén brutal, with neither
heart nor compassion of any kind for
weaker ones. One man maneuvered
31:% aero-sub, while the other three con-

entrated on the apparatus in tHe nose
of the hybrid vessel.

“See,” spoke Prester Kleig again, “if
you can tell what manner of ray they
use, and how it is projected That's
your province, General Munson|”

From the particular Secret Apgent
named, who was expert for war- in the
membership of the Secret Room, came
a ghort grunt of affirmation. A few
murmured words,

“I'll be able to tell more about it
when I see how they operate when they
are flying. That black streak under
water . . . well, I must see it out of
the water, and then . ... "”

But here General Munson ended, for
the aero-sub which they were especial-
ly watching had got into action against
the dreadnought.

The aercilnub was motionless and-
submerged just off the port bow of the
dreadnought. The three men inside

~the aero-sub were working swiftly and

efficiently with the complicated but
minute machinery in the of their
transport. T

“It can be controlled, thenq, this ray,”
gaid Munson,
“Watch!”

interrupting himself.

ROM the nose of the aero-sub
leaped, like a streak of black
lightning, that ebon agency of death.
It struck the prow of tht battleship—
and the prow, as far aft as the well-
deck, simply vanished from sight, dis-
integrated! It was as though it had
never been, and for a second, so swiftly
had it happened, the water of the ocean
held the impression that portion of the
warship bad* made—as an exploaive

|leaves a crater in the soil of earth!
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Then a drumr;:ing roar as the sea
rushed in to claim its own. The roar-
ing, as of a Niagaka, as the waters
claimed the ship, rushing down pas-
sageways into the hold) possessing the
warship with all the invigcible, spcefly
might of the sea.

Mingled with this roaring was the
shivering, vibratory seund which Pres-
ter Kleig had experienced in his half-
dream. The sound was 8o intense that
it fairly rocked the Secret Room to its
furthermost cranny. 1

For a second the dreadnought,
wounded té death, seemed”to shudder,
to hesitate, then to move backward as
though wincing from her death blow.
It wag the pound of the inrushing
waters which did it. Then up canie
the stern of the mighty ship, as she
started her last long plunge into the
depths. |

But attention had swung to another
warship, the starboard beam of
which another aero-sub had taken up
position! Again the cbon streak of
death from her blunt, nose, smashing in
and through the warship,. directly
ammdships, cutting her in twain as
though the black streak had been a pair
of shears, the warship a strip of tissue
paper.

Up went the prow and the stern of
this one, and together, the water sepa-
rating the two parts as it rushed into
the gap, the broker warship went down
to its final resting place.

BRUPTLY Professor Maniel

swung back to the American
planes which had tome back to investi-
gate the activities of the aero-subs, and
on the screen, in the midst of the battle
formation into which the pilots had
swept so hurriedly, the Secret. Agents
could see the faces of those pilots . . ..
, White as chalk with fear, mouths
open in gasping unbelief. One man, a
pale-faced youtb, was the first to re-
cover. He stared aroyund at his com-
patriots, and plainl rough the sound
apparatus in the Secret Room came his
swift radio signals.
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“Attack! Who will follovj me
against these people?”

His signals were very plain. So,
too, were the answers of the other
pilots, and the heart of Prester Kleig
swelled with pride as he listened to the
answering signals—and counted them,
discovered that every last pilot there
present elected to stay with this young-
ster, to avenge their country for this
contemptuous insult which had been
put upon her by the rape of Hampton
Roads.

Into swift formation they swept, and
with these planes—all planes in uese
were required by franchise of operat.
ing companies to be equipped for the
emergencieg~0of war—swung into an
echelon formation, the youthful pilot
leading by mutual consent.

They sweptt full speed toward the
warships, four of which had by this
time been sent 'to destructioh—one of
which had appéared to vanish utterly
in the space of a single heartbeat, so
quicily that for a eecond or two the
shape of its bilge, the bulge of its keel,
was visible in the face of the deep—
and openly challenged the aero-subs.

UZZLES of compressed air guns

projected from the wing-tips of
the planes. Buttons were pressed
which elevated the muzzles of guns ar-.
ranged to fire upward from either side
the fighting pits, twin guns that were
fired downward from the same central
magazine—the gnly gufis in use in the
Americas which fired in oppoaite direc-
tions at the same time,

But for a few moments the aero-subs

refused combat. Their speed was ter-
rific, dazzling. They ecluded the
thrusts, the divep and plunges of the
American ships as casily as a swallow
eludes the dive of a buzzard.
y It came to Prester Kleig, however,
that the acro-subs were merely playing
with the Americans: that when they
¢lected to move, the planes would be
blasted from the sky as casily as the
warahips were being erased frem the
surface of the Atlantic.
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One by one, as methodically as ma- Bullets smashed into theil leading
chines, the acro-sub pilots blasted the aero-subs, with no apparent effect,
warships into nothingness. ‘They had ., though for & second it scemed that the
their orders, and they went about their' central aero-sub of the leading forma-
performance with a frigidity of dis- tion hesitated far a moment in flight.
cipline which astounded the Secret; Then, swift as had that black streak
Agents. They had been ordered to flashed from the nose of aero-subs sub-
destroy thé warships, and they were merged, a streak darted from the rose

doing that first—would go on to com-

of the central aero-sub, and glistened

pletion . of this task, no matter,K how "(n the sun like molten gold!

many American planes buzzed about
their ears, .
But one by one as the warships sank,

T touched the youngster who had
called for volunteers for his at-

the aero-subs which had either sunk or¢. tack against this strange enemy. Ik

erased them made the surface and leap<
ed into space with a snapping back of
wings that was horribly businesslike
as to sound, and climbed up to take
part in the fight 'Eg'aimt the American
planes, which must inevitably come.

HE last warship, cut squarely in

two from stem to stern along her
center, as though split thus by a bolt
of lightning, ¥ell apart like pieces of
cake, and splashed down, sinking away
while the spume of her disintegration
rolled back from her fallen sides in
white-crested waves. _

“It exemplifies the policies of
Moyen,” said Prester Kleig, “for his
conquest of the world is a conquest of
destrucsion.”

The lagt aero-sub took to the sky,
and the Americans rushed into battle
with fine disregatd for what they knew
must be certain death. They were not
fools, exactly, and they had seen, but
not understood, the manner in which
those gallant old hounds of the sea hFd
been erased. from existence. -'

But in they went, plunging squarely
into the heart of the aero-subs’ leading
formation, which formation consisted
of three ‘acro-subs, flying a wing and
wing formation.

The young American signaled with
upraised hand, and the American pilots
made their first move. Every plane
started rolling, at dazzling speed, on
the axis of its fuselage, while bullets
spcwed from the guns that fired
through the propellers.

“touched his plahe—and the plane

vanished instantly, while for a frac-
tion of a second the pilot was visible
in his place, in the posture of sitting,
hand on a row of buttons which did
not exiht, head forward slightly as he
aimed guns that had vanished.

Then the pilot, still living, apparent-
ly uphurt, plunged down eight thou-
sand feet to the sea. The water gey-
sered up as he struck, then closed over
the spot, and the gallant American
youngster had become the first victim
in battle of the monsters of Moyen.

Victim of a slender lancet of what
seemed to be golden lightning,

“He could have killed the pilot aloft
there,” came quietly from Munson, “but
he chose to pull his plane away from
around him! Their control of the ray
is miraculous!”

As though to confirm the statement
of Munson, the leading aero-sub struck
again, a second plane. ' The plane
vanished, but from the spot where it
had Hown, not even a bit of metal or of
man sufficiently large to be seen by the
delicate recording instruments of
Maniel dropped out of the sky.

The ray of gold was g ray of
oblivion if the minions of Moyen
willed.

il CHAPTER VIII
G, Charmion

“THRESTER KLEIG,” came sud-
denly into the Secret Room the
voice of faf distant Moyen, “you will at



once make a change in your rules re-
garding the admission of other than
Secret Agents to the. Secret Room.
-You will at once see that Charmion
Kane, sister of yeur friend, is allowpd
to enter!”’

“Gad Almighty!” A cry of agony
from the lips of Prester Kleig. He had
not forgotten Charmion, but simply had
had to move so swiftly that he had put
her out of his mind. For a year he had
not seen her, and an bour or two more
could not matter greatly. .

“And her brother Carlos,” went on
the voice, “see that he, too, is admitted.
I wish, for certain reasons, that Char-
mion come unharmed through _the
direct attack I am about to make
againast your country. I confess that,
.save for this ability to speak to you, I
am unable to work any damage to the
Room, which is therefore the
gafest place for Charmion Kane!
Carlos Kane is being spared because
he is her brother!”

There was no mistaking the import
of this sinister command from Moyen.
He bad mingled out Charmion, the best
beloved of Prester Kleig, for his atten-
tions, and thgt he was sure of the suc-
cess of his attack against the United
Americas was proved by .the calm as-
surance of his voice, and .the fact that,
concentrating on the attack as he must
be, he still found time for a thought of

Charmion Kane.

I\ HE hand of ice which had séldom
beecn absent from the heart of
Kleig since he had first seen and heard
the voice of Moyen gripped him anew.
Blood pounded maddeningly in his
temple. Cold sweat bathed his body.
But the rest of the Secret Agents,
save to freeze nto immobility when the
hated voice spoke, gave no eign. They
had worries of their own, for no in-
structions had been given that they
bring their own loved ones into the
sanctuary of the Secret Room.
As though answering the thoughts
of the others, the hated voice spoke

aguin.
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“I regret that I cannot arrange for
sanctuary for the loved ones of all of
you, for you are gallant amtagonists;
why save the few, when the many must
perish? For I know you will not sur-
render, however much I have proved to
you that I am invincible. But Char.
mjon Kane muat be saved.”

“God!” whispered Kleig. “Godt”

Then spoke General Munson.

“I think this ray which the Moye-
nites use is a variation of the principle
used in the intricate machinery of Pro-
fessor Maniel, though how they render
it visible I do not know. But it doesn't
matter, and may be only a blind!
You’ll note that when the black streak,
or the golden ray, strikes anything that
thing instantly disintegrates. A cer-
tain pitch of resonance will break a
pane of glasa. It's a matter of vibra-
tion, solely, wherein the molecules
composing any object animate or inani-
mate, are hurled in all directions .in-
ltanteounl'y. y

“Professor Maniel’'s apparatus, the
Vibration-Retarder, is able to recapture
the vibrations, speeding outward end-
lessly through space, and to recon-
struct, and draw back to visibility the
objects destroyed by this visible vibra-
tory rayf. whatever it is. This problem,
then, falls into the province of Profes-
sor Maniel!”

HROUGH the heart and soul of
. Prester Kleig there suddenly
flowed a great surge of hope.

“General Muneson, if you will operate
the machinery of the Vibration-Re-
tarder, I wish to talk with Professor
ManielI”

Instantly, efficiently, without a word
in reply to the eager command of Pres-
ter Kleig, General Munson relieved
Protessor Maniel at the apparatus
which Maniel called the Vibration-
Retarder, his invention which he had
combined with audible teleview to com-
plete this visual miracle of the Secret
Room. Professor Maniel stepped to
where Prester Kleig was sitting.

Prester Kleig put fmmgers to his lips
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for silence, and an expression of sur-
prise crossed. the wrinkled, dead-white
face of the Professor.

Before Kleig could speak, however,
there came a signal from somewhere

outside the Secret Room, a signal

which said that the doors were being

opened apd that a personage was comx

ing. The 'Secret Agents looked at bne
another in surprise, for every man who
bad a right to be inside the Secret
‘Room was already present. i‘*

“I know,” said Elelg. his face a mask
of terror. “It is Charmion and Carlos
Kane! Moyen, the devil, has managed
to make sure of obedience to his
orders!”

The Secret Agents turned back to
the screen, upon which the view of the
first acrial brush of the American flyers
with the minions of Moyen, in their
aero-subs, was drawing to a terrible’
close. .

For, as the aero-sub commanders had
played with the warships, which had
no human beings aboard them, so now
did they play witl. the ‘plance of the
Americas.

NE American flyer, startled into
a frenzy by the fate of his fel-
lows, put his helicopter into actlon.
and leaped madly out of the midst of
the battle. "Instantly an aero-sub
goomed skyward after him. Again
that golden streak of light from the
nose of an aero-sub, and the helicopter
vanes and the slender staff upon whose
tip they whirled vanished, shorn short
off above the vane-grooves in the top of
the wing!|

The plane dropped away, fluttering
like a fn.lling leaf for a moment, be-
fore the aviator started his three pro-
pellers again.

A cheer broke from the lips of Pres-
ter Kleig as he watched. The com-
mander of that particular aero-sub, ap-
parently contemptuous of this fiyer
who had tried to cut out of the fight,
allowed him to fall away unmolested—
and the American, driven berserk by
the casual, contemptuous treatment ac-

corded him by this strange enemy,
zoomed the second his propellers whir-,
red into top-speed action, and raced up
the sky toward the belly of the aero-
sub. .

“If only the aero-sub has a blind
spot!” cried Prester Kleig.

N that instant a roaring crash

\ sounded in the Secret Room as the

Amencan plane, going full speed,

crashed, propellers foremost, into the
belly of the aero-sub.

And the aero-sub, whose brothers
had scemed until this moment invin.
cible, did not escape the wrath of the
American—though the American went
into oblivion with itt

For, welded together, American
plane and aero-sub ptarted the eight
thousand feet,plunge downward to the
scal

‘“Watch!” shrieked Munson,
“Watch!” '

As the aero-sub and the plane
plunged down through the formation
of fighters, the aero-sub pilots saw it
and they fled in wild dismay and at top
apeed frem their falling compatriot.
Why? For a moment it'was not ap-
parent. And then it was.

For out of the body of the doomed
aero-subs came sheets of golden flame!
Not the flames of fire, but the golden
Bheen of that streak which the aero-
sBubs had used against the American
planes already out of the ﬁghtl The
American flyer had crashed into the
container, whatever it was, that har-
nessed the agency through which the
minions of Moyen had destroyed the!
Stellar, and the battleships raped from
Ha:npton Roads| :

"It is: liquid, then!” shrieked Mun-
son.’ /

And it seemed to be. For a second
the golden mantle, strange, awe-in-
spiring, bathed and rendered invisible
the aero-sub and the plane ‘which had
slain her, Then the golden flame
vanished ptterly. instantly—and in the
air where it had been there was noth-

,ing! The aero-sub was gone, and the



plane whose mid charge had erased
her.

“Her own death dealing agency
destroyed her!” ahricked Munson.
“And the other aero-subs cut away
from the fight to save themselves, be-
cause they too carry death and destruc-
tion within them!” -

HEN tHe inner door of the Secref
oom opened and two people

entered. One of them, af dazzling
beauty with glorious black hair and the
tread of a princess, a picture of per-
fection from jeweled sandals to coii-
fured hair, was Charmion Kane. Be-
hind her came her brother, whose face
was chalky white. But Chermion, as
she crosged to Kleig and kissed him,
while her eyes were luminous with

love, held her head proudly high, im-

perious,
“I Imow,” she said softly to Kleig,

“and I am not afraid! I know you will
prevent itl”

Kleig waved the two to chairs and
turmed again to Professor Maniel.

On a piece of paper he wrote swift-
ly, using a mode of shorthand known
only to the Secret Agents.

“Professor,” he wrote feverishly,
“can you reverse the process used in
your Vibration-Retardér? Tell, me
with your eyes, for Moyen may cven
know this writing, and I am sure he
hears what we say here, may even be
able to see us?’"

Professor Maniel started and stared
deeply into the eyes of Prester Kieig.
His face grew thoughtful. He brushed
his slender hand over the massive dome
of his brow. Hope burned high in the
heart of Prester Kleig. |

HEN, despite Kleig’as instructions

to answer merely by the expres-

sion in-his eyes, Professor Manijel lean-

ed forward and wrote quickly on the
piece of paper Kleig had used

“Two hours!®

Nothing else, no explanations; but

Prester Kleig knew. Marilel believegd

he could do it, but he needed two hours
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in which to perfect his theory and
make it workable. Kleig knew that
had he been able to do it in two years,
or two decades, it still would have
been in the nature of a miracle.

But two hours . . ..

And Moyen had said that he was pre-
paring to attack at once.

In two hours Moyen, unlegs the
Americas fought against him with
every resource at their command, could
depopulate half the Western World.
Kleig looked back to the screen.

There' was not a single American
plane in the sky above the graveyard
of those vanished warships. And the
acro-subs, swift flying as the wind,
were racing back to the mother ghip,
scores of miles away.

Munson worked with the Vibratioh-
Retarder, the Sound-and-Vision de-
vices, ranging the sea off the coast to
either side of that huge, suspended
fortress which was the mother sub-
marine of the aero-sdba

Gasps of terror, though the wight was
not unexpected, broke from the lips of
every person in the Secret Room.

Fer super-monsters of Moyen were
moving to the attack.

CHAPTER IX
Flowers of Martyrdom

4
OR a minute the Secret Agents
were appalled by the air of migit
of the deep-sea monsters of Moyen,
brought bodily, almost into the Secret
Room by the activities of General Mun-
gon at the Sound-and-Vision apparatus.
Off the coast, miles away, yet loom-
ing moment by moment larger, indicat-
ing the deceptively swift speed of the
monstera, were scores of the great un-
der-water fortresses, traveling toward
the coast of the United Ameticas in a
far-flung formation, each submarine
separated from its neighbor to right
and left by something like a hundred
miles, casy cruising radius for the little
acro-subs carried inside the monsters.
That ecach submarine did carry such
spawn of Satan was plainly seen, for
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as the great submarines moved land-
ward, scores of aero-subs sported glee-
fully about the mother ships. There
was no counting the number of them.

Two hours Maniel needed for his

ﬁou. which meant that for two hours
flower of the country’s manphood
must try to hold in check the mighty
hordes of Moyen.

“Somewhere there,” stated Prester
Kleig, “in one or the other of those
monsters, is Moyen himself. I lknow
that since he wished Charmion saved.
for his attentions! Do your work with
your apparatus, Munson, while I go out
to the radio tower to broadcast an ap-
peal for volunteerl Ch.ar:mon—Ca?-
los .

\

But Preater Kleig found that he-

could not continue. Not that it was
necegsary, for Charmion and Carlos
knew what was in his mind. Charmion
was a lady of vast intelligence, from
whom life’s little ironies had not been
hidden—and Kane and Kleig had al-
ready discussed the activities of Moyen
where women were concerned.

PRESTER KLEIG hurried to the
Central Radio Tower, and as he
passed through each of the many doors
leading out to the roof of the new
Capitol Building the guards at the
doors left to form a guard for him, at
this moment the most precious man in
the country, because he knew best the
terrible trials which faced her.

The country was in turmoal. It
scemed almost impossible that a whole
day had passed since Prester Kleig had
returned and entered the Seeret Room.
In the meantime a fleet of battleahips
‘had been drawn by some mysterious
agency out to sea from Hampton
Roads, and a flcet of fighting planes
which had followed the ghost-column
outward had not returned.

News-gatherers had spread the
stories, distorted and garbled, across
the western continents, and throughout
the western confederacy men, women
+and children lived in the throes of the
greatest fear that had ever. .gripped

them. Fear held them most because
they could not give the cause of their
fear a name—save one . ...

Moyen ... . And the name was on
the lips of everyone, and frentied
women stilled their squalling babes
with ite mention.

No word yet from the Secret Room,
but Prester Kleig had scarcely ap-
peared from it than someone started
the radio signal which informed the
frenzied, waiting world of the west
that information, exact if startling,
would new be forthcoming.

In millions of homes, in thousands of
high-flying planes, listeners tuned in at
the clear-all hum.

RESTER KLEIG wasted no time
in preliminarijes .

“Prester Kleig speaking. We are
threatened by Moyen, with scores of
monster submarines, each a mother
Bhlp for acores of aero-subs, combina-
tions of airplanes and miniature sub-
marineg. They are moving up on our
¢astern coast, from some secret base
which we have not yet located.- They
are equipped with. death dealing in-
struments of which we have but the
most fragmentary knowledge, and for
two hours I must call upon all fiyers
to combat the menace} until the Secret
Agents, ¢specially ProYessor Maniel,
have had opportunity to counteract the
minions of Moyen.

“Flyers of the United Americas! In
the name of our country I ask that
volunteers gather on the eastern coast,
ecach flyer proceeding at once to the
nearest coalt-landmg after dropping
all passengers. Your 'commanders
hHave already been named by your var-
ious organizations, as required by fran-
chise, and orders for the movement of
the entire wmged armada will come
from this station. However, the
arders will simply be shis: Hold
Moyen's forces at bay for a period ‘of
two hours! And know that many of
you go'to certain death, and make your
own decisions as to whether you shall
volunteer {”
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Thid ended, Prester Kleig, ecxcite-

the sky as passengers plunged down-

ment mounting high, hurried back to ward after the startling signal from

the Secret Room. \

Now the public knew, and as th
American public is given to doingy it
steadied down when it knew the worst.
Fear of the unknown had changed the
public into a myriad-souled beast gone
berserk. Now that kmowledge was ex-
act men grew calm of face, determined,
and women assumed the supporting
role which down the ages has been that
of brave women, mothers of men.

A

ment.

As he entered the first door leading
into the Secret Room, Carlos Kane met
and passed him with a smile. »

“You called for winged volunteers,
did you not, Kleig?” h ked quietly.

Kleig nodded. “You are going?” he
smd

“Yes. It is my duty.”

No other words were necessary, as
the .men shook hands, Prester Hfeig
going on to the Secret Room, Carlos
Kane going out to jein the mighty
I.I'I:tl.llda which must fight against the

minions of Moyen

The words of Prester Kleig were
heard by the pllots of the sky-lanes.
The pamnger pits, equipped with self-
open.mg parac.hutel which dropped
jumpers in series of long falls in order
to acquire swift but accurate and safe
landing—they opened at intervals in
long falls of two thousand feet, staysd
the fall, then closed ‘again, so that
drops were almost’continuous until the
last four hundred feet—and pilots,
swiftly making up their minds, drop-
ped their passengers, banked their
planes, and raced into the east.

PERdOD bf silence fot a time
after Prester Kleig's pronounce-

B Y

LL over the Americas pilots drop-

ped their passengers and their

lpad.g if their franchises called for the

carrying of freight, and banked abeut

to take part in the first skirmish with
the Moyenites.

Dropping figures almost darkened

} Washington. Flowers, which were the

umbrellas of chutes, opened and closed
like brpathing winged orchids, letting
their burdens safely to earth.

And clouds and fleets of a.lrplanel
came in from all directions.to land, in
rows and rows which were endless,
wing and wing, along the eastern coast.

Prester Kleig had scarcely entered
the Secret Room than the hated voice
of Moyen again broke upon the ears of
the machineclike Secret Agents.

“This is madness, gentlemen!
people will annthilate yours !”

But, since time for speech had
passed, not one of the Secret Agents
made answer or paid the slightest heed
tos the waming, though deep in the
heart of each and every one was the be-
lief that Molen spoke no more than the
truth,

Too, there was a growing respect for
the half-god of Asia, in that he was
good enough to warn them of the holé-
caust whith faced their country.

By hundreds and thousands, wing
and wing, airplanes dropped to the At-
lantic coast at the closest point of con-
tact, when the signal reached them
At high altitudes, planes crossing the
Atlantic turned back gnd returned at
top speed, dropping their passengers
as soon as over land. That Moyen
made no move to prevent the return of
flyers out over the ocean, and now com-
ing back, was an ominous circumstance.

It scemed to show that he held the
American flyers, all of them, m utter

contempt. )
N

RESTER KLEIG regarded thv
time. It had been half an hour
since Moyen had spoken of attack, half
an.hour since the monsaters of the deep
had started the inexorable move toward
land. On the screen the submarines
were bulking larger and larger as the
moments fled, until it secemed to the
Secret Agents that the great composite
shadow of them already was sweeping
inland from the coast.

My




‘r-’

As the coast came close ahead of the
aonster subs the little aero-subs, to
e surprise of the Secret Agents, all
smished into their respective mother
*‘l;nt they have to use them,” groan-
i Munson. ‘“For their submiarines are
sscless in frontal attack against our

I." \
ﬁ:um not 8o sure of that,” said
Prester Kleig. “For I have a suspicion
that those submarines have {ractors
gader their keels, and that they can
come out on land! If this iy so the
monsters can, guarded by armoyr-plate,
pesetrate to the very heart of ojur most
populated areas before their aelq-subs
sre released.”

None of the Secret Agents as yet had
sopped to ponder how the monsters
had reached their positions, and why
Moyen was attacking from the east,
when the Pacific side of the continents
would have appeared to be the obvious
paint of attack, and would have obviat-
od the necessity of long, secret under-
sea jolfhcys wherein discovery pre-
maturely must bave been one of the
many worries of the submarine com-
mandern. ,

The mere fact of the presepice of the
monsters was enough. \What had pre-
ceded their presence was unimportant,
mve that their presence, and their near
spproach to the shore undetected,
further proved the executive and plan-
ning genius of Moyen.

Two miles, on an average, off the
tistern coast the submarines laid their
¢gge—the aero-subs, which darted from
e sides of the mother ships in flights
md muadrons, made the surface, and

ksped into the aky.

. Five minutes later and the smigmal

'i
:

:

went forth to the phalanx of the volun-

‘e,

“Take off! Fly east and engage the
taemy, and hold him in check, and the
God 8¢ our fathers go with you!”

One hour had passed since Moyen’s
tibmstum when the first vanguard of
te American flyers, obeying the

i_mry signal, took the /hir and
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darted castward to meet the winged
death-harbingers of Moyen.

. CHAPTER X
“They Shall Not Passl”

RESTER KLEIG'S heartfelt de-

Birg, as the American flyers clos-
ed with the first of the aero-subs, was
to go out with them and aid them in the
attack against the Moyenites. But he
knew, dnd it was a tacit thing, that he
best served his country from the safe
haven of the Secret Room.

As he watched the scenes unfold on
the screen of Manicl’a genius, with oc-
casional glances at the somewhat mys-
terious but profound and concentrated
labors of Maniel, Charmion Kane rose
from her place and came to his side.

Wide-eyed as she watched the join-
ing of battle, she stood there, her tiny
hand encased in the tense one of
Prester Kleig. *

“You would like to be out there,” she

‘murmured.: “I lmow it! But your

country aeeds you here—and I have
already given Carlogl” '

Prester Kleig tightened his grip on
her hand. |

HERE was deep, silent ‘under-
standing between these two, and
Prester Kleig, in fighting against the
Moyenites,. realized, even above his
realization that his laborw were
primarily for the benefit of his country,
that he really matched wits with
Moyen for the sake of Charmion. Had
anyone asked him whether he would
have sacrificed her for the benefit of
his country, it would have been a dif-
ficult question to answer.

He was glad that the question was
never asked. l

“Yes, beloved,” he whispered, “I
would like! to be out there, but the
greatest need for me is here.”

But even 8o he felt as though he was
betraying those intrepid fiyers he was
sending to sure death. Yet they had
volunteered, and it was, the only way.

Maniel, a gnomelike Iittle man with
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a Titan’s brain, labored with his cal-
culations, made swiftly concrgte his
theories, while. at the Souhd-and-
Vision apparatus- excitable General
Munson ranged the aerial battlefield to
sce how the tide of battle ebhbed and
flowed. |

) That neither Bide would eithé‘q ask
or give quarter was instantly apparent,
for they rushed head-on to meet each
other, those vast opposing winged
armadas, at top speed, and not a single
individual swerved from his course,
though at least tht Americans knew
that death rode the skyways ahedd.

Then .. ..

‘The battle was joined. Moyen's
forces were superior in armament.
Their sky-steeds were faster, more
readily maneuverable, though the Ay-
ing forces of the Americas in the last
five years had made vast. strides in
dviation. But what the Americans
lacked in power they made up for in
fearless courage.

HE plan of battle seemed auto-
matically to work itself out.

The Afirst vanguard of American

planegiame into contact with the forces

of Moyen, and from the noses of count-

less aEPo—cupu spurted that golden

streak which the Secret Agente knew
and dreaded. ;

The first flight of planes, stretchin
from horizon to horizon, vanished fro
the sky with that dreadful surety
which had miarked the passing of the
Stellar, and such of those warships as
had felt the full force of the visible
y.

From General Munson rose a groan
of anguish. Those convertible fight-
ing planes had been the pride of the
heart of the old warrior. To do him
credit, however, it was the wanton, 80
terribly inevitable destruction of the
filyers themselves which affected him.
It was so final, so absolute—and so ut-
terly impossible to combat.

“Wait!]” snapped Prester Kleig.

For the intrepid flyers behind that
vanguard which bhad vanished had wit-

r
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nefsed the wholesale disintegration ¢
the leading element of the vast armagy
and the pilots realized on the ingty
that no headlong rush into the vy
noses of the aero-subs would avall uy.
thing. ' !

The vast American formation brejy
into a mad maelstrom of whirling, dag,
ing, diving planes. Every third phge
plummetted downward, every second
one climbed, and the r ind shim,
even in the face of what*Bad happenes
to the vanished firast flight, held stead
ily to the front.

In this mad, seemingly meaningieg
formation, they closed on the serp
subs. Without having seen the fight,
the Americans were aping the action of
that one nameless flyer who Ind
charged the aero-sub that had bem
destroyed.

LEIG remembered. A score of
. ships had been destroyed uttetly
above the graveyard of dreadnoughis
yetonly one aero-sub, and that quite
by chance, had been marked off in the
casualty column.

Death rode the heavens as the Amer
ican flyers went into action. For hesd
on fights, flyers went in at top spesd,
their' planes whirling on the axes of
fuselages, all guns going. Plants were
armored against their own bullets, =d
they were not under the necessity o
watching to see that they did not.esy
their own friends. :

Even 8o, bullets were rather inefier-
tive against the aero-subs, whose &
parently flimsy, almost transparyl:
outer covering diverted the boRa
with amazing case., k

A whirling maelstrom of ships. The
monsters of Moyden had drawn it
blood, if the expression may be used it
an action where no blood at l.'ll;ﬂf
drawn, but machines and men siibglf;
erased from existence. "R

Hundreds of planes already
when the second flight of shipe cam
with the aero-subs. Yellow stresls
death flashed from aero-sub _
but even as acro-sub operators jet thelr
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gys into motion the American flyers
ig. bead-on charge rolled, dived or
gomed, and kept their guns going.

High above the first flight of aero-
min, behind which another flight was
wiaging swiftly into action, American
fyers tilted the noses of their planes
over and dived under full power—to
mre death by suicide, though none
jpew it there at the moment.

HESE aero-subs could not be
T driven from the sky by usual
aeans, and could destroy” American
ships even before thosc planes could
ame to handgrips; but they, the flyers
plainly believed, could be crashed out
of the sky and so, never guesasing Wwhat
besides death in resulting crashed they
faced, the fiyers above the aero-subs,
even a8 aero-subs in rear flashed in to.

dived down straight at the
basks of the acro-subs.

In a bundred places the, dives of the
Americans worked successfully,
American planes crashed full and true,
tall power on, into the backs of the
“fying fuh.”’, In some aero-subs the
eantainer of the Moyen-dealing agency
sgpparently remained untouched, and
sirplanes and aero-subs, welded to-
gether, plunged down the invisible
skylanes into the sea.

Under water, some of the aero-subs
were scen to keep in motign, limping
wwzd the nearest mother z:bma.r nes.

‘I bope,” said Prester Kleig, “the
American flyers in such cases are al-
ready dead, for Moyen will be a maniac
i bis tortures. Munson, do you hur-
tinlly examine the mother-subs and see
d you can locate Moyen.”

|

OWEVER, only a scattered aero-
4 sub here and there went down
without the strange substance of the
wliow ray being released. In most
Gmes, upon_the contact of plane with
am-eub, the acro-subs and planes were
hwtantly blotted from view by the yel-
ow, golden flames from the heart of
% winged harbingers of Moyen..
Golden flames, blinding in their
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brightness, dropping down, mere shape-
less blotches, then fading out to noth-
ingness in a, matter of seconds—with
aero-sub and airplane totally erased
from action’and from existence.

The American flyers saw and knew
now the manner of death they faced.
Yet all along the battle front not an
American tried to evade the issue and
draw out offl the fight. A sublime, in-
spiring exhibition of mass rage
which had not been witnegsed down the
years singe that qgeneral engagement
which men of the time had called the
Great War. |

Prester Kleig turned to look at
Maniel. Drops of perspiration bathed
the cheeks of the master scientist, but
his eyes -were glowing like coals of
fire. His face was set in a white mask
of ¢ i 1

r. to the thing he sought if such
er could be found,. |
Would the American flyers be able
to hold off the minions of Moyen until
Maniel was ready? The fight out there
above the waters was a terrible thing,
and the Americans fought and died
like men inspired, yetpinexorably the
winged armada of Moyen, precedeq by
those licking-golden tongues, was mov-
ing landward,

“Great God!l” cried Munson. “Look{”

VHERE was really no need for the
{ order, for evety Secret Agent saw
as soon as did Munson. Under the’sea,
just off the coast, the mother-subs had
touched their blunt nose against the
upward shelving of the sea bottom—
had touched bottom, and were slowly
but surely following the underwater
curve of the land, up toward the sur-
face, like unbelievable antedeluvian
monsters out of some nightmare -

“Yes,” said Kleig quietly, “those
monsters of Moyen can move on land,
and the aero-subs can operate from
them as casily on land as under water.”

Kleig regarded the time, whinled to
look at Professor Maniel.

One hour and forty minutes had



44

passed since Maniel had "begged for
two bours in which to prepare some
mode of efectively combatti{:g the
might of Moyen. Twenty minutes to
go; yet the mother-subg would be
ashore, dragging their sweating, mon-
strous’ sides out of the deep, within
ten minutes|

! Ten minutes ashore and there was
no guessing the havoc they could cause
to the United Americas!

“Hurry, Maniel! Hurry| Hurry!” said
Prester Kleig.

But he spoke the words to himself,
though even had he spoken them aloud
'Maniel would not have heard. For
Maniel, for two: hours, had closed his
mind to evelyihing that transpired
outside his own thoughts, devoted to
foiling the power of Moyen._.

“I've found him!” snapped Munson.

A
pointed with a shaking fore-
finger to one of the mother-subs
¢crawling up the slant of the ocean bed,
twisted one of the little nubs of the
Sound-and-Vision apparatus, and the
angelic face and Satanic eyes, the
twisted body, of Moyen came into
view. v

The face was calm with dreadful pur-
pose, and Moyen stood in the heart of
one of his monsters, his ecyes furned
toward the land. With a gasp of terror,
dreadfully afraid for the first time,
Prester Kleig' turned and looked into
the eyes of Charmion. . ..

“No,” she said. “It will never happen.
I have faith in youl”

There were still ten minutes of the
two hours left when the mothersubs
broke water and started crawling in-
land, swiftly, surely, without faltering
in the slightest as they changed their
element from water to land.

As though their appearance had been
the signal, the aero-subs in action
against the firet line of American
planee broke out of the one-sided fight
and dived for their mother ships, while
a mere handful of the American planes
started back for home to prepare anew
to continue the struggle.
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" Prester Kleig gave the signal i g
second monster armada which u'.
mained in reserve, |
“Do everything in your power y
halt the march of Moyen’s amphibiggp
Ten minutes to go, and Profagyy

‘Maniel still labored like a Titan, °

CHAPTER XI
XCaucasia Fa}lf Silent

AS the scores of amphibian mongien
camé¢ lumbering forth upoa dy
land it became instantly apparent oy
the igero-subs had returned & oy
mother ahips. For a few momeats, o
of the water, the amphibians wery ¢
most helpless, with practically oo wy
of attack or defense —as helplem
huge turtles turned legs up. |
But as each aero-sub entered is
proper slot in the side of the mothy
amphibian, it was turned about and thy
nose thrust back into the
which closed down to fit tightly shest
the nose of the aero-sub, so that thom
flame - breathing monsters protrodel
from the sides of the amphibiow i
many places — transforming the ‘wm

phibians into monsters with I:i
of golden, licking tongues!
As, with each and every

in place, thy amphibians started s
ifg inland, Professor Maniel made bis
first move. With the tiny appaspie
upon which he had been working,
ntecrped to the table before the Sound
and-Vision apparatus and spoke softly
to his compatriots. ;
“Gentlemen,” he said, “I hawe Iy
ished, and it will work effectivelyll _
Though Maniel spoke softly, it ws
plain to be seen that he ‘was prood o
his accomplishment, which remainedey
ly to be attached to start performmmoi
A matter of seconds. ... ;
Yet during those seconds wm 48

real might, the real power f;rpﬁ
devastation, of Moyen fully .

HE amphibians got under wiy &
the airplanes of the Amerks
swept into the fight.
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from the sides of the monsters
feked out those golden tongues of
game—and from the front:

Half a dozen amphibians slipped in-
@ New York from the harbor side and
garted into the heart of the city. And
petween the time when Maniel bad

uid be was ready’ and the moment

when he made his nrst active move
sinst Moyen, a half-dozen skyscrap-
e vanished into nothingness, the spots
where they had stood awept as clear of
debris as though the land had never
been reclaimed from Nature!

None was ever destined to know how
iy lives were lost in that first attack
of the monsters of the golden, myriad
toagues; but the monsters struck in the
midst of a working day when the sky-
acrapers were filled with ofhce workers.

And resolve struck deep into the
hearts of the Secret Agents: if Moyen
pere turned back, he must -be made to
pay for the slaughter.

* A matter of seconds. .. .~

Lol

TAHEN a moment of deathlylce
as Munson gave way at the screen

for the gnomelike little Professor

Maniel.

“Now, gentlemen|” snapped Maniel.
*If my theory is correct,” manipulating
jogtruments with lightning speed as he
talked, “the reven;ion of the principal
of my Vibration-Retarder—which cap-
tares vibrations speeding outward from
the carth and transforms them once
ip into sound and pictures audible
¥isible to the human ear—-this ap-
will disintegrate the monasters
m our boats and planes were disinte-
pruted!

“In this I have been even been com-
‘pelled to manipulate in the matter of
tmel I must not only defeat and an-
sihilate the minions of Moyen, but
mest work from a mathematical ab-
mxdity, so that at the moment of im-
pct that moment itself must become
prt of the past, sufficiently remote to
ttmove the monsters at such distance
ftom the earth that not even the mighty
pening of Moyen can return them?”
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The whirring, gentle as the whirring
of doves’ wings. In the center of the
picture on the screen were those half-
dozerr amphibians laying waste Man-
hattan. Manjel set his intricate, delicate
machinery into motion.

Instantly the amphibians there
scemed to become misty, shadowy, and
to lift out of Manhattan up above the
roof-tops o'inkyacra ers gtill remain-
ing, nebulous and w&thlike as ghost-
shrouds—yet swinging outward from
the ‘earth with speed almost too swift
for the eﬁ to detect,

But where the amphibians had reated
there stood, reclined—in all sorts of
postures, surprising and even a bit
ridiculous—the men of Moyen who had
operated the monsters of Moyen|

ROM the Central Radio tower
went forth a mighty voice of com-
mand to the planea which had been
engaging the acro-subs off the coast.

“Slay! Slayl!”

Down flashed the ‘planes of the
Americas, and their guns were blazing,
inaudibly, but none the less deadly of
aim and of purpose, straight into the
midst of the men of Moyen who had
thus been left maroofed and almost
helplees with the vanishing of their
amphibpians. N

And, noting how they fell in stran-
gled, huddled heaps before the vengeful
fire of the American planes, the Secret
Agents sighed, and Maniel, his face
alight with the pride of accomplish-
ment, switched to another point along
the.coast. ~

Andjas a new group of the monsters
of Moyen came into view, and Maniel
bent to his labors afresh, the hated
voice of the master mobster broke once
more in the Secret Room.

“Enough, Kleig! Enough! We will
surrender to save lives! I stipulate
only that my own life be spared!”

To which Prester Kleig made instant
reply. k

“Did you offer us choice of surrender?
Did you gpare the lives of our people
which, with your control of your



golden l;yl, you could ecasily have
done? No! Nor will we spare lives,
least of all the life of Moyenl"

The whirting again, as of the whir-
ring of doves’ wings. More - metal
monsters, even as golden tc)‘lg'ueu
spewed forth from . their many sides,
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rible in its rea]mﬂon of failure, uy
Moyen !

Even as Kleig prep;l'ed to give thy
mercy signal, a plang dived down q
the group about Moyen, and the Sn
‘ﬁ‘ gents could see the hand of the *

ted high, as though he signaled’

vanished from view, leapmg ekyward, #/ The plane was a Mayther! The jh

while the operators of them were left
to the mercies of the remaining air-
médn of the Americans.

OICELESSLY the word went
forth:

“Slay! Slay|”

It was Charmion who begged for
mercy for the vanquished as, one by
one, as surely as fate, the monsters
with their contained aero-subs were
blotted out, leaving pilots and operators
behind them. Down upon theése dropped
the airmen of the West, slaying ,with-
out mercy. . ..

“Please, lover!” Charmion whispered.
“Spare them!”

“Even. . . ?” he began, thinking of
Moyen, who would have taken Char-
mion. He felt her shudder as she read
his mind, understood what he would
have asked

“There he is!” came softly from
Munson. J

An amphibian had just been disinte-
grated, had just climbed mistily, swiit-
)y, into invisibility in the skies. And
there in the rhidst: of  the conquerors

left behind, his mgel's face set in a :'almoat appalling by cOnmiTas

moody mask, his pale eyes awful with
fear, his misshapen body sagging, ter-

Everyone
To

was Carlos Kanel

UST as Kane went inoto action, g
the noiseless bullets.from his dé
crashed into that twisted body, qﬁ
it to jump and. twitch with the
of them, Prester Kleig gave the
Even a» the figure of Moyen
to the 80il and the man’s soul
its mortal casement, Kleig ¢ ;
“Spare all who surrender! Make thyp
prisoness, to be used to repair th
damage they have done to our countyyl
Guards will be instantly placed ome
the amphibians and the aer _
the day may come when we ahall
to know their secrets!® ’
And, as men, hands lifted hllili
token of surrender, quitted the naw
motionless: amphibians, and
dropped down to make them prisgoes
Maniel sighed, pressed various bottom
on his apparatus, and the mad sceme
of carnage they had witnessed for
hours faded slowly out, and darknem
and silence filled the Secret Roam
But - darkness is the joy of lovem,
an¢-in the midat of silence that wm

elg and
exth

Charmion were received in
other's arms.
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Vampires of Venus
By Anthony Pelcher

He soised a short huife
and threw himself forward. /

T was as if someone had thrown \&‘
a bombh into a Quaker meeting, ' ’ =N

when adventure suddenly biegan to h 3 5

crowmad itself into the life of the
stadious and methodical Leslie Larner, His father, a college professor, had

Welesmsor of entomology. left him a good working brain and noth-
Fame had been ing else. Later his
kis gince early mother died and
mnhood, when he he was left with
kgan to distin- no relatives in the
guish himself in world, so far as
several sciences, he knew. So he
but the adventure gave his life over
&d thrills he had longed for had al- to study and hard work.
wys fallen to the Jot of others. Still youthful at twenty-five, he was
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hoping that fate would “give him a
break.” It did ,

He was in charge of a Government
depirgment having to do with Oriental
beetles, Hessian flies boll weevils and
such, and it secemed his lifc-“ had been
just one bug after another.” He took
creeping, crawling things seriously and
believed that, unless curbed, insects
would some day crowd man off the
carth., He sounded an alarm, but hu-
manity was not diSturbed. So Leslie
Larner fell back on his microscope and
concerned himself with saving cotton,
wheat and other crops. His only
diversion waa fishing for the elusive
rainbow trout. !

He managed to spend a month each
year in the Colorado Rockies angling
for speckled beautiea.

Larner was anything but a clock-
waftcher, but on a certain bright day
in June he wag scated in his laboratory
doing just that

“Just five minutes to go,” he mused.
, It was just 4:25 P. M. He had
finished his work, put his affairs in
order, and in five minutes would be
free to leave on a much needed and
well earned vacation. His bags were
packed and at the station. His fishing
tackle, the pride of his young life, was
neatly rolled in oiled silk and stood
near at hand.

“I’ll just fill, my calabash, take one
more quiet' smoke, and then for the
mountaing and Ireedom,” he told him-
self. He settled back with his feet on
his deak. He half closed his eyes in
solid comfort. Then the bomb fell and
exploded.

B-R-R-R-R[

The buzzer on his desk buzzed
and his feret came off the desk and hit
the floor with a thud. His eyes popped
open and the calabagh was immediately
laid aside.

That buzzer usually meant business,
and it would be his usual luck to have
trouble crash in on him just as he was
on the edge of A Tainbow trout paradise.

A messenger was ushered into' the

room by an assistant. The boy handed
him an envelope, said, “No angwer®
and departed.

Larner tor¢ open the envelope laxily.
He read and then re-read its contenty
while a look of puzzled surprise dis
turbéd his usually placid countenane
He spread the sheet of paper out on ki
desk, and for the tenth time he rey.

Confidential.

Memorize this address .and
destroy this paper:

Tula Bela, 1726 88th Street,
West, City of Hesper, Repub-
lic of Pana, Planet Venus.

Will meet you in the Fry-

ing Pan.

That was all. It was enough
Larner lost his temper. He crumpld
the paper and tossed it in the wamy
basket. He was not given to profaniy,
but he could say “Judas Priest” ina
way that sizzled

“Judas Priest!” he spluttered. “Any
one who would send a man a cray
bunch of nonsense like that, at a tims
like this, ought to be snuffed ous like
a bectle! s

“‘Meet you in the Frying Pan'" he
quoted. Then he happened to real
something. “By golly, there is a fish-
ing district in Colorado known as the
Frying Pan. That's not so crazy, bat
the planet Venus part surely b
cuckoo.” K

He fshed the paper out of the
waste basket, found the envelope
placed the strange message within knd
put it in his inside coat pocket. Tha
he scized his muitcase and fishing
tackle, and, rushing out, hailed a tzxl.
Not long after he waa on his way wat
by plane.

S the country unrolled under him

he retrieved the strange no8
frotn his pocket. He read it again ssd
again, Then he examined the envelope

It was an ordinary one of good quality,
designed for business rather than =

clal usage. The note paper appesred
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quite different. It was unruled, pure
white, and of a texture which might be
described as pebbly. It was strongly
made, and of a nature unlike any paper.
Larner had ever seen before. It ap-
peared to have been made from a fiber
rather than a pulp.

“Wonder who wrote it?” Lamer
asked himeself, “It is beautiful hand-
writing, masculine yet artistic. Won-
der whege he got the Frying Pan idea?
At any rate, I'm not going to the Fry-
ing Pan this year—I'm camping on
Tennessee Creek, in Lake County,
Colorado. The country there is more
beautiful and restful.

“But this street address on the
planct Venus. Seems to me I read
somewhere that Marconi had received
mysterious signals that he believed
came from the plamet Venusa. Hesper,
Hesper . . . it sounds familiar, some-
how. Wonder if there could be any-
thing to ite”

Something impelled him to follow
out the instructions in the note. He
spent the next few hours repeating the
address over and over again. When he
was satisfied that he had memorized it
thoroughly, he toregthe strange.paper
into bits and sent it fluttering earth-
ward like a tiny snowstorm.

Larner was not a gullible individual,
but neither was he unimaginative. He
was scientiat enough to know that
“the impossibilities of to-day are the
accomplishments of to-morrow.” So
_ while not convinced that the note was
a serious communication, still his mind
was open.

The weird address inasisted on creep-
ing into his mind and driving out
other thoughts, even those of his
speckled playfellows, the rainbow
trout.

“I've a notion to change my plans
and go from Denver to the Frying
Pan,” he cogitated. Then he thought,
w, N0, I won't take it that seriously.”

NYONE who knows the Colorado
Rockies knows paradise. There
E no more beautiful country on the
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globe. Like County, where Larner
had chosen his fishing grounds, has as
its seat the old mining camp of Lead-
ville. It has been visited and settled
more for its gold mines than the golden
glow of its sunsets above the cloudas,
but the gold of the sunsets is eternal,
while the gold of the mines is fading
quickly away.

Lﬁhdville. with its 5,000 inhabitants,
nestles above the clouds, at an altitude
of more than 10,000 feet. Mount Mas-
sive with ite three peaks lies back of
thk town in panorama and rises to a
height of some 14,400 feet. In the
rugged mountains thereabouts are
hundreds of lakes fed by wild streams
and bubbling crystal springs. All these
lakes are above the clouds.

Winter sces the whole picture dec-
orated with bizarre snowdrifts from
twegty to forty feet deep, but spring
comes early. The beautiful columbines
and ' crocuses bloom before the .snow

1 is all off the ground in the valleys.

The lands up to 12,000 feet altitude
are carpeted with a light green grass
and moss. Giant pines and dainty
aspens, with their silvery bark and
pinkish lecaves blossom forth and
whisper, while¢the eternal snows still
linger in the higher rocky cliffs and.
peaks above. :
Indian-paint blooms its blood red‘in
contrast to the milder colorings.
Blackbirds and bluebirds chattcr‘\(ld
chipmunks chirp. The gold so hard
to find in the mines glares from the
skics. The hills cuddle in banks of
snowy clouds, and above all a-pure

;clear blue sky sweeps. The lakes and
"Btreams abound with rainbow trout,

the gamest of any freah water fish. It
is indeed a paradise for either poet or
sportsman,’ :

In any direction near to Leadville a
man can find Heaven and recreation
and rest.

Finding himself on Harrison Ave-
nue, the .main street of the county
scat, Larner, after renewing some old
acquaintanceships, started west in a
flivwver for Tennessee Creck. The
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flivver is a modern adjustment. Un-
til a few years ago the only means of
traversing these same hills was by
patient, sure-footed donkeys, which

carried the pack while .the wayfmr\

walked along beside. l) i
HE frst day’s fishing was good.
Trout scemed to greet him

cheerily, and sprang eagerly to the

fray. 'll'hey bit at any sort of silken
fiy he cast.

The site chosen by Larner for his
camp was int a mossy clearing separated
from the stream.by a fringe of willows
along the creek. ‘Then came a border
of aspens backed by a forest éf silver-
tipped firs.

It was ideal and his eyes swept the
scene with satisfaction. Then he be-
gan whittling bacon to grease his pan
for frying trout over the open fire.

Suddenly he heard a rustle in the
aspens, and, looking up, beheld a pic-
ture which made his eyes bulge. A
man and a woman, garbed seemingly
in the costumes of another world,
walked toward him. Neither were
;more than five feet tall but were phymsi-
cally perfect, and marvelously pleasing
to the eye. There was little difference
in their dress.

Both wore helmets ntud.ded with
what Larner believed to, be sapphires.
He learned later they were diamonda
Their clothing consisted "of tight
trouserlike garments surmcunted by
tunics of some white pelt resembling
chamois, save for color. A belt studded
with precious stones encircled their
wais Artistic laced sandijls graced
their small firm feet.

Their skin was a pinkish white.
Their every feature was perfection
plus, and their bodies curved just
enough wherever a curve ghould be.
The woman was daintier and more
fully developed, and her features were
even more finely chiseled than the man,
Otherwise it would have been difficult
to distinguish their sex.

Lamer took in these details sub-
‘consciously, for he ysas awed beyond

expression. All he could do was to
stand scemingly frozen, half bent over
the campfire with his frying pan in his
hand.

HE man spoke.

. “1 hope we did not startle
you,” he said. *“I thought my -note
would. partly prepare you for this
meeting. We expected to find you in
the Frying Pan district. When you
did not appear there we tuned our
radio locator to your heart beats and in
that way located you here. It was
hardly a second’s space-ﬂymg time
from where we were.”

Larner said nothing. He could only
stand and gape.

“T do not wonder that you are sur-
prised,” said the strange little man.
“I will explain that I am Nern Bela,
of the City of Hesper, on the planet
Venus. This is my sister Tula. We
greet you in the interest of the Repub-
lic of Pana, which embraces all of the
planet you know as Venus.”

When Larner recovered his breath,
he lost his temper.

“I don’t knoqw what circus you es-
caped from, but I crave mlltudc and
I have no time to be bothered with
fairy tales,” he said with brutal brulk-g‘

Expressiqns of hurt surprise swept
the countenances of hia visitors.

The man spoke again:

“We are just what we assert we are,
and our finding you was made neces-
sary by a condition which grieves the
souls of all the 900,000,000 inhabitants
of Venus. We have come to plead
with you to come with us and use your
scientific knowledge to thwart a
scourge which threatens the lives of
millions of people.”

There was a quiet dighity about the
man and an air of pride about the

woman which made Larner stop and
thmk or try to. He rubbed his hand
over his brow and looked questiom-
ingly at the pair.

“If you are what you say you are,
how did you get here?” he asked. |
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“We came in a“targo, a space-flying
ship, capable of doing 426,000 miles an

hour. This is just 1200 times as fast

as 355 miles an hour, the highest-speed
known on earth, Come with us and
we will show you our ship.” They
looked at him appealingly, and both
smiled a emile of wistful friendliness.

Larner, without a word, threw down
his frying pan and followed them
through the aspens. The brother and
sister walking ahead of him gave hie
eyes a treat. He surveyed the percfect
form of the girl. Her perfection was
beyond his ken.

“They certainly are not of this
world,” he mused.

FEW hundred yards farther on
there was a beach of pebbles,
where the stream had changed its
course. On this plot sat a gigantic
spherical machine of a glasslike ma-
terial. It was about 300 fecet in
diameter and it was tapered on two
gides into tees which Lammer rightly
took to be lights.
“This is a targo, our type of space-
fiyer,” said Nern Bela. “It is capable
of making two trips a year between
Venus and the earth. We have viaited
this planet often, always landing in
some mountain or jungle fastness as
heretofore we did not desire carth-
dwellers to kmow of our presence.”
“Why not?” asked Lamner, his
mouth agape and his eyes protruding.
His mind was so full of questions that
he fairly blurted his first one.
“Because,” said Bela, slowly and
frankly, “because our race knows no
sickness and we feared contagion, as

your racgs has not yet learned to cons
trol its Peing.” . '

“Oh,” said Larner thoughtfully. He
realized that humans of the earth,
whom he had always regarded as God's
most perfect beings, were not so per-
fect after all

“How do you people control your
being, as you express it?” he asked.

“It is simple,” was the reply. “For
ninety centuries we have ceased to

breed imperfection, crime and disease.
We deprived no one of the pleasures
of life, but only the most perfect men-
tal and physical specimens of our peo-
ple cared to have children. In other
words, while we make no claim to con-
trolling our sex habits, we 'do control
reaults.”

“Oh,” said Larner again,

Nern Bela led the way to a door
which opened into the side of the
apg;:e-ﬂyer near its base. ‘““We have
a drew of four men and four women,”
he said. “They handle the entire ship,
with my sieter and I in command, mak-

?Jg' six souls aboard in all.”

“Why men and women?” thought
Larner.

As if in answer to his thought Bela
said: .

“On the earth the two scxes have
struggled for sex supremacy. This has
thrown your civilization out of balance.
On Venus we have struggled for sex
equality and have accomplished it
This is a perfect balance. Man and
women engage in all endeavor and
ghare all favors and rewards alike, -

“In war, too?” asked Larner,

“There has not been war on Venus
for 600,000 years,” said Bela. “There
is only the one nation, and the people
all live in perfect accord. Our only

trouble in. centuries is .a dire peril

. wWhich now threatens our people, and

it is of this that I wish to talk to you
more at length.”

HEY were standing close to the
targo. Larner was struck by the
peculiar material of whith it was con-
structed. There was & question in his
eyes, and Nern Bela answered it:
“The metal is duranium; it {is
metalized quartz. It is frictionless,
conducts no current or ray except re-
pulsion and attraction ray NTR69X6
by which it is propelled. It is prac-
tically transparent, lighter than air
and harder than a diamond. It is cast
in moulds after being melted or, rather,
fused.

“We use cold light which we pro-
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duce by forcing oxygen t.h,rough air
tubes into a vat filled with the fat of
a deep sea fish resembling your whale.
You are aware, bf course, that that is
exactly how cold light is produced by
the firefly, except for the fanct that the-
firefly uses his own fat.”

Larner was positively faﬂcinated He
smoothed the metal of the tijrgo in ap-
preciation of‘its marvelous construc-
tion, but he longed most to-gee the
curious ‘light giving mechgnism, for
this was closer to his own line of
entomology. He had always believed
that the light giving organs. of fireflys
and deep-sca fishes could be mproduced
mechanically.

The interior of the ship rﬁembled
in a vague way that of an oFean liner.
It was controlled by an instrument
board at which a man and ‘a girl sat.
They did not raise their heads as the
threc pcople entered.

When called by Bela and. his swter,,
who scemed to give r.:onunanda in
unison, the crew assembled. and were
presented to the wvisitor.

“Earth-dwellers are not the cun-
osity to us that we seem to be to you,”
said Tula Bela, speaking for the first
time and amiling sweetly.

Larner was too engrossed to note the
remark further than to nod his head.
He was lost in"contamplation of these
strange peoplc. all garbed exactly alike
and all surpassingly lovely to look

upon.

N odar of food wafted from the
galley, and Lamer remembered
he was hungry, with. the hunger of
health. He had swung his basket of
fish over his shoulder when he left his
campfire, and Tula tock it from him.

-“Would you like to have our chef
prepare them for you?"” she said, as
ashe caught his hungry glance at his
day’s catch. This time Larner an-
swered her.

“If you will pardon me,” he said
awkwardly. “Really I am famighed.”

“You will not miss your fish dinner,”
said the girl

“I believe there is enough for all of
us,” said Larner. “I caught twenty
beauties. I never knew fish to bite like
that. Why, they—" and he was off on
a voluminous discourse on a favorite
subject. #

Those assembled listened sym-
pathetically. Then Tula took the figh,
and soon the aroma of broiling trout
mingled with the other entrancing
galley odoru.

After a dinner at which some weird
yet satisfying viande were served and
much unusual conversation indulged
in, Nern Bela led the way to what ap-
peargd to be thé captain’s quarters,
The crew and their wvisitor sat down
to discugs a subject which proved to
be of such a terrifying nature as to
sear human souls.

“People on Venus,” said Nern, as his
eyes took on a worried expression, “are
unable to leave their- homes after
nightfall due to some strange nocturnal
beast which attacks them and vampir-
ishly drains all blood from their veins,
leaving * the dead bodies limp and
empty.” .

“What? How?” questioned Larner
leaning far forward over the confer-
ence table. !

The others nodded their heads, and
in the eyes of the women there was
terror. Larner could not but believe
this.

“The beasts, or should I say insccts,
are as large as your horses and they
fly, actually fly, by night, striking
down humans, domestit animals and
all creatures of warm blood. How
many there are we have no means of
knowing, and we cannot find their bid-
ing and breeding places. They are not
native to our planet, and where they
come -from we cannot imagine. They
are, actually monstrous flys, ot bugs,
or some form of insects.”

ARNER was overcome by in-
credulity and showed it. "In-
sects as big as horses?” he questioned
and he could bardly suppress a smile.
“Behevp us, in the name of the God
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of us all,” insisted Nern. “They have
a mouth which éonsaists of a large suc-
tion disk, in the center of which is a
lancelike tongue. The lance is forced
into the body at any convenient point,
and the suction disk drains out the
blood. If we only knew their source!
They attack young children and the
aged, up tg five hundred years, alike.”

“What! Five hundred yecars?” ex-
ploded Larner again.

“I ,should have explained,” said
Nern, simply, “that Venus dwellers,
due to our advanced kmowledge of
sanitation and health conversation,
live about 800 years, and then die in-
variably of old age. The only un-
natural cause of death encountered is
this giant insect. Accidents do occur,
but they are rare. There are no deliber-
ate killings on Venus.”

ner did not answer. He only
pondered. The more he ran over the
strange happenings of the last week in
his mind the more he believed he was
dreaming. His thoughts took a strange
turn: “Why do these vain people go
around dressed in jeweled ornaments?”

Nern again anticipated a question.
“Diamonds, gold and many of what
you call precious stones are common
on Venus,” he volunteered. ‘' “Talc and
many other things are more valuable.”

“Talec?”

“Yes, we use an immense quantity of
it. We have a wood that is harder than
your steel. We build machinery with
it. We cannot use oil to lubricate these
wooden shafts and bearings as it
softens the wood, so all parts exposed
to friction are sprayed constantly by
a gust of talc from a blower.

“You use talc mostly for toilet pur-
poses. We use it for various purposes,
There is little left on Venus, and it is
more valuable to us than cither gold
or diamonds. ' We draw on your planet
now for talc. You dump immense
quantities. We just shipped one
hundred 1,000-ton globes of it from the
Cripple Creck district, and the district
never missed it. We drew ftnost of it
from your mine dumpa.”

33

ERN tried not to look bored as
he explained more in detail:
“We brought 100 hollow spheres con-
structed of duranium. We suspended
thése over the Cripple Creek district
at an altitude of 10,000 feet above the

‘earth’s surface. Because of the crystal

glint of duranium they were invisible
to earth dwellers at that height. Then
we used a suction draft at night, draw-
ing the talc from the éarth, filling one
drum after another. This is done by
t:ning in a certain selective attraction
that attracta only talc. It draws it
right out of your ground in tiny par-
ticles and assembles it in the trans-

}'por;ation drums as pure talc. On the

carth, if notigced at all, it would have
been called a ‘dust atorm.

“The drums, when loaded with tale,
are set to attract the proper planetary
force and they go speeding toward
Venus at the rate of 426,000 miles an
hour. They are prevented from collid-
ing with meteors by an automatic
magnetic device. This is controlled by
magnetic force alone, and when the
targo gets too close to a meteor it
changes its course instantly. The
passenger targo we ride in acts
similarly. And now may I return to
the .subject of the vampires of
Venus?”

“Pardon oy ignorance,” said Dharner,
and for the first time in his life he
felt very ignorant indeed.

“I know little more than I Have told
you,” said Nern, rather hopelessly.
“Our knowledge of your world, your
people and your lanpguage comes from
our listening in on you and observing
you without being observed or heard.

"This might seem like taking an ad-

vantage of you, were it not for the fact
that we respect confdences, and sub-
jugate all else to science. We have
helped you at times, by telepathically
suggesting ideas to your thinkers.
“We would have given you all our
inventions in this way, gladly, but in
many instances we were unable to find
minds attuned to accept such advanced
ideas. ‘We have hdd the advantage of
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you because our planet is 8o many mil-
lions of years older than your own.”

could not go elsewhere. A repulsion
ray finds us as we near Venus and pro-

There was a plaintive not¢ in Nem's~ tects us against too violent a landing.

voice as he talked.
6 UT now we are on our knees to
you, 8o to speak.
know everything and, deapﬁately. we
need the aid of a man of yolr caliber.
In behalf of the distraught people of
Venua, I am asking you bduntly to
make a great sacrifice. Will you face
the dangers of a trip to Venus and use
your knowledge to aid us in ex-
terminating these creatures of hell?”
There wal positive pleading in his
voice, and in the eyes of his beautiful
sister there were tears. p

“But what would my superiors in the
Government Bureau think?” feebly
protested Larner, “I could not ex-
‘plain, . . "

“You have no superiors in your line.
Our Government needs you at thie
time more¢ than any ea.rthly govern-
ment. Your place here is a fixture. You®
can always return to it, should you
live. We are asking you Yo face a hor-
rible death Wwith ua. You can name
your own compensation, but I know
you are not interested so much in re-
ward.

“Now, honestly, my good professor,
there is no advantage to be gained by
explanatign. Just disappear. In the
name of God and in the interests of
science and the salvation of a people
who are at your mercy, just drop out
of sight. Drop out of life on this
planet. Come with us. The cause is
worthy of the man 1 behcve you to
u‘ﬂ

“T will go,” said Larner, and his hosts.

waited for no more. An instant later
the targo shot out into interstellar
space.

“How do you know what course to
follow?”’ asked Larner after a reason-
able time, when he had recovered from
his surprise at the sudden take-off.

“We do not need to know. Our ma-
chine is tuned to be attrgcted by the
planetary force of Venus alone. We

We will land on Venus like a feather
abdut three months from to-night.”
The time of the journey through

We do not \puter space was of little moament save

2;:‘ one incident. Larner and the other
velers were suddenly and rather
rudely jostled about the rapidly flying
craft.

Lamer lost his breath but not his
speech. “What happened?”’ he in-
quired.

“We ]ust dutomatically dodged a
meteor,” explained Nern. ‘,__x

OST of the time of the trip was
spent by Larner in listening to
explanations of customs and traditions
of the people of the brightest planet
in the universe.

There was a question Larner had de-
sired to ask Nern Bela, yet he hesi-
tated to do eo. Finally one evening
during the journey to Venus, when the
travelers had been oc¢cupying tht:m-
selves in a eclentific discussion of ‘com-
parative evolution on the two planets,
Larner spw his opportunity.

“Why,”’ he asked rather hesitatingly,
“did the people of Venus always re-
main so emall? Why did. you not
strive more for height? The Japanese,
who are the shortest in stature of
carth people, always wanted to be tall”

‘"Without meaning any offense,” re-

-plied Nern, “I must say that it is char-

acteristic of earth dwellers to want
something without lt:nowing any good
reason why they want it. It is per-
fectly all right for you people to be
tall, but for us it is nut so fitting. You.
sce, Venus is amaller than the ecarth
Size is comparative. You think we are
not tall because you are used to, taller
people. Comparatively we are tall
enough. In proportion to the size of
our planet we are exactly the right
size. We keep our population at 900,-
000,000, and that is the perfectly exatt
number of people who can live com-
fortably on our planet.”



VAMPIRES OF VENUS

RRIVING op Venus, Larner was

assigned a laboratory and office
in one of the Government buildings. It
was a world seemingly made of glass.
Quartz, of rose, white: and crystal
coloring, Larner found, was the com-
monest country rock of the planet. In
many cases it was shot full of splinters
of gold which the natives had not
taken the “trouble to recover. This
quartz was of a terrific hardness and
was used in building, paving, and pub-
lic works generally. The effect was
bewildering. It was a world of shim-
mering crystal.

The atmosphere of Venus had long
puzzled Larner. While not an as-
tronomer in the largedt sense of the
word, yet he had a keen interest in the
ltavens as a giant puzzle picture, and
he had given some spare time to the
study.

He knewthat from all indications
Venus had a most unusua)] atmosphere,

He had read that the atmosphere was .

considerably denser than that of the
earth, and that its presence made ob-
servation difficult. The actual surface
of the planet he knew could hardly
be seen due, either to this atmesphere,
qr seemingly perpetual cloud banks.

He had read that the presence of
atmosphere surrounding Venus is in-
dicated to earthly astronomers, during
the planet’s transit, by rings of light
due to the reflection gnd scattering
of collected sunlight by its atmos-
phere.

Astronomers on earth, he knew, had
long been satisfied of the presence of
great cloud banks, as rocks and soils
could have such high reflecting
power. He knew that like ‘the moon,
Venus, when viewed from the ea.rth
presents different phases from t.he
crescent to the full or total stage.

Looking up at the sky from the
quartz streets of Venus, Larner beheld,
in sweeping grandeur, massed cloud-
banks, rhany of them apparently rain
clouds.

said:

Nern noted his skyward gaze, and
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“We have accomplished meteorologi-
cal control. Those clouds were brought
under control when'we conquered in-
terplanetary force, and what you call
gravity. We form them and move
them at will. They are our rain fac-
tory. We make rdin when and where
'we will. This ineures our crops and
makes for heaJth and contentment.
“The air, you will note, is about the
same or a little more moist than the
earth air at sea level. This is due to
the planet’s position nearer the sun.
\“We have been striving for centuries
tQo make the air a little drier and more
rare, but we have not succeceded yet.

>{,'[‘he heavy content of dmmteg'rated

quartz in our soil makes moisture very
necessary for our crops, 8o our moist
atmosphere is evidently a provision of
_providence. We are used to breathing
" this moist air, and when I first visited
the earth I was mae uncomfortable by
your rarified atmosphere. Now I can
adjust myself to: breathing the air of
cither planet. However, I find myself

drinking a great deal more water on
earth than on Venus.” '

N this fairyland which had enjoyed

centuries of peace, health and ac-
“cord, stark terror now reigned. In
some instances the finely-bred, marvel-
lously intelligent people were in a
mental condition bordering on mad-
neess.

This was especially true in the farm-
ing districts, wher ole herds of lats
had been wiped but. Lats, Larmer
gleaned, were a common farm animal
similar to the bovine species op earth,
only more wooly. On these creatures
the Venus dwellers depended for their
milk and dairy supplies, and for their
warmer clothing, which was made from
the skin. The hairYwas used for
brushes, in the building trades, and a
thousand ways in manufacturing.

Bésides the domestic animals hun-
dreds of people continued to meet
death, and only a few of the flying
vampires had been hunted down. The
giant insects were believed to breed
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slowly as compared to ecasth insects,

a natural enemy to this deadly flying

their females producing not more than menace, are you nat?”

ten e¢gge, by estimate, after which
death overtook the adult. In spite of
this they were reported to pe iincreu-

In the Government building Lamer
was placed in touch with all the Gov-
ernment scientists of Venus. His
nearest collaborator was one Zorn
Zada, most profound scientist of the
planet. The two men, with;a score of

asasistants, worked elbow to elbow on

the most gigantic scientific mystery iu
the history of two planets.

A specimen of the dread imavaderswas
mounted and studied by the scientists,
who were 80 engrossed.in their work
that they bardly took time to ecat. As
for sleep, there was little off it. Days
were spent injresearch and: nights in
hunting the monsters. This hunting
was done by newly.recruited soldiers
and acientists. The weapons used were
a ehort ray-gun of high destructive
power which disintegrated the bodies
of the enemies by atomic energy blasta.
The quarry was wary, however, and

struck at isolated indjviduals rather

than massed fghting lincs.

EATED at his work-bench Larner

asked Zom Zada what had become

of Nermn Bela. In his heart he had a

horrible lurking fear that the¢ beautiful

Tula Bela might fall befor¢ a swarm

of the strange vampires, but be did not
voice this anxiety.

“Nern and his sister are explorers
and navigators,’”’ was the reply. "Thq
have been assigned to carry you any-
where on this or agy other planet
where your wark may engage youw
They await your orders. They are too
valuable as space-navigatois to be
placed in harm’s way.” ,

Breathing a sigh' of relicf, Larner
bent to his labors.

“What other wild animals ¢r harmful
insects have you on this planet?”’ he
asked Zom. |

“I get your thought,” replied the first
scientist of Venus. “You ase secking

“Yes,” admitted Lamer.
“All ingects left.on Venug with this
oge exception are beneficial,” said

Zorn. ‘“There are no wild animals, and

no barmful insectas. All animals, in,
sects and birds have been domesticated
and are fed by their keepers. We get-
fabrica from forms of what you call
spiders and other web-builders and co-
coon spinners. All forms of birds,
beasts and crawling and flying thinge
have been brought under the daminion
of man. We will have to seek another
way out than by finding an enemy para-
site.”

“Where do you think these insect in-
vaders came from?” asked Larmer.

“You have noticed they are unlike
anything you have on earth in anatomi-
cal construction,”™ said the savant.
“They partake of the general features
of , Coleoptera (beetles), in that they
wear a dheath of armor, yet their mouth
parte are more on the order of the Dip-
tera (flys). I regard them more as a fly
than a beetle, because most Colegptera
are helpful to humanity while practi-
cally a.l.l.!_ if not all, Diptera are malig-
nant. >

“As to their original habitat, I believe
they migrated here from some other
planet.” '

“They could not fly through space,”
said Larner.

“No, that is the mystery of it,” agreed
Zom. “How they got here and where
they breed are the questions that we
have to answer. <

&

ONG days passed on Venus. Long

days and sleepless nights. The«
big insects were hunted nightly by mien
armed with ray-guns, and nightly the
blood-suclkding monsters took their toll
of humanity and animals.

Finally Larner and Zom determined
to capture one of the insects alive,
muzzle its lance and suction pad, and
give it sufficient freedom to find its way
the shackled monster the scientists
back to its hiding place. By following
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to ind the breeding grounds.
- All the provinces of the planet joined
in the drive. Men turned out in auto-

gstic vehicles, propelled Wy energy -

gthered from the atmosphere. They
cxoe on foot and in aircraft. Mobiliza-
on was at given points and, leading
the: van, were Zorn and Lamer and
their confreres in the targo of Nemn
wd Tola Bern. The great army of Ve-
aus carried giant searchlights and was

gmed with deadly ray-guns.

EADQUARTERS of the vast
T1 Amy of OFense was in the targo
of the Belas. Lamer was in supreme
cammand. Just before the big army set
out to scour the planet to seek the
hreeding place of the moneters Larner
issued a bulletin that set all Venus, by
the carn
Addressed to President Vole Vesta
of the Republic of Pana and the good
people of Venus, it read:

As is generally knowm, it has
been the habit of the. nation’s
mpace-flying merchantmen to visit
the sunlit side of the planet Mer-
cury to obtaln certain rare woods
and other materials not found on
this planet.

One side of Mercury, as is
known, is always turned from the
mm and is in a condition of per-
petual night. In this perpetual
darimess and dampness, where
many rivers flow into warm black
swamps, the vampires have bred for
centuries. Conditions were ideal
for their growth, and so through
the ages they evolved into the
monsters we have encountered
lately on Venué.

During some comparatively re-
cent vigit to Mercury the grubs of
these insects have found their way
troad a vegetation-laden targo left
sanding near the edge of the black -

y swamps of Mercury. These grubs
were thus transported to Venus
d onderwent their natural meta-
morpbosis here. Reaching adult

. siage, they have found some place

to hide and breed, and thus is ex-

plained the origin of the vampires

of Venus.

This was widely read and discussed
and was finally accepted as the means
of the invasion of peaceful, beautiful
Venus by a horror that might well have
originat¢d in hell. ,.

However, 'this .did not reweal the
breeding grounds, or remove the na-
tion-wide scourge of the horrible
winged vam;ci\'ea, 80 the mobilization of
all the forces of the planet continued.

S day)followed day the hordes of
' fighting Venus dwellers grew in
the concentration camps. In the targo
ot the Belas, Lamer, brain-weary and
body-racked as he was with overwork,
found a grain of happiness in being in
the presence of Nern and his beautiful,
petite sister.

With Zorn, Larner was supervising
the construction of a big net of strongly
woven wire mesh, in which it was

hoped to catch one of the vampires. It

was decided to bait the trap with a fat
female lat.

Zorm, Larmer and the Belas fared
forth from the concentration camp fal-
lowed by a company of soldiers catry-
ing the big net. Tula &with her own
hand led the fat lat heifer. His eyes
were filled with commiseration for the
poor animal.

Thousands of soldiers and citizenry,
in fighting array, watched the depar-
ture of the little group.

In a glade the trap wae set and the

‘net artanged to fall over the monster

once it attacked the calf.
thicket, jn utter darkness, Zorn and
Larner dnd the two Belas waited for
the possible catch. The whole nation
stood awaiting the order to advance.

On the fourth night the vigil was re-
warded in a manner frightful to relate.

A clumsy flutter of giant wings broke
the stillness. '

The four waiting forms in the thicket
rejoiced, believing theTuﬁ lat was about
to be attacked.

Onward came the aﬁn)nchinz hor-

From a
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ror. The measured flap, flap of its
armored wings drawing nearer ' and
nearer. Then, horror—horrors!

A feminine acrearn rent the air. Criea
loud and #hrill arose above a hysterical
feminine‘cry for help. -

The monster had chosen Tula Bela
for its prey! 1

ORN- exploded an alayrm bomb. A
compressed air siren brought the
arm¥ forward on the run. Giant flood-
lights began to light up the scene. The
blood of Larner and Nern froze.

The monster had borne the girl to the
ground. Its frightful lance and cupper
was upraised to strilke. Larner was the
nearest and the qujckest-to act. He
grabbed for his ray-gun, swung at his
belt. It was gonel In horror he re-
membered he had left it at the base.
He seized a short knife and threw him-
self forward, rolling his body between

that of the girl and the descending

lance and cupper.
As the lance pierced his shoulder

Lamner, in one wild .gesture of frenzy,
drove his knife through the soft, yield-
ing flesh of the vampire’s organ of suc-
tion. ‘

Protected by no bony structure the
enout of the monster was amputated.

The terrible creature had been dis-
armed of his most formidable weapon,
but he continued to fight. Larner felt
the apikes on the monster’s legs tear at
his flesh.

“Don’t kill the thing,” he shouted.
“Bring on the net, For the love of God
bring on the net!” Then he lost con-
sciousness. _

It was daylight when Larner, some-
what weakened from loss of blood, re-
gained consciousness.

The beautiful Tula Bela was leaning
over him.

She whispered comforting words to
him in a language he did not fully
understand.’ She whispered happy ex-
clamations in words he did not know
the meaning of, but the tone was un-
mistakably those of a sweetheart

towar_dm her lover.

Finally, in answer to a true aciiy:
tist’s question in his eyes, she mig g
English: /

“They caught the thing alive. Thy
await your order to advance.”

“Let us be on our way,” said Largey,
and he started to arise. |

“You are hardly strong enpugh,” osid
Tula. . ) ;

“Believé me, I am all right,” ingigted
Lamer, and after meveral trialg be pot
to his teet. His constitution' was nyg.
rally strong and his will wag stronger,
80 he fought back all feelings of wesk.
ness and soon announced himself ready
to go ahead with the project at hand
For speed was all important, and the
young professor found himself unable
to remain inactive.

E rejoiced when Zorn told him
. 4. that the big insect that had at-
tacked Tula Bela had been captured
alive and bad been kept well nourighed
by lat’s blood injected into its stomach,
With Zorn Larner went to inspest
the hideous monstrosity and found i
in leash and straining. It was resd}
to be used to lead the way back to i
breeding place. |
Ite wings shackled, the lumbering

.insect floundered on its way straight

north. Ponderously and half blindly
it crawled as the seafchlights’ gl
was kept far enough in advance to keey
from blinding the monster.

True to instinct it finally brought wp
at early drawn under a high cliff of
smoky quartz. Here, in the g'rd
crevices, the drove of diabolical v
pires were hiding. *

As the light struck their dens,
attempted clumsily to take wing, buta
interlacing network of devastating die-
integrating rays from the ray-gus
shattered their bodies to dust, which
was borne away by the wind, -

The next few monthe was spent i
combing the quartz crags of YVenus for
similar infested areas, Hut only the am
breeding nest was found. The scourpp
had been conquered in its first and oaly
stronghold.
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Leglic Larner was given a vote of
dgais, and riches were showered upon

jim by the good people of the sky’s
hkitﬂt star.

fis modesty was characteristic, and
be insisted that his part in saving hu-
amity on the planet had been small.

Pamage back to earth was offered
jm, but Nem and Tula Bela urged
4im to stay and live his life on Venus
This he finally agreed to do.

o1f 1 returned,” RBe said, “I would
sdways be tempted to tell my experi-
mces while away, and there ig net a
jury in the world which would account
me sane after I had once spoken.”

it to a Colorado quartz miner.
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HAT the story of Larner’s adven-

tures reached carth dwellers at all
is due to the fact that Nem Bela on a
subsequent_visit to the earth narrated
This
miner, a bronzed and bearded prospec-
tor for gold,:stumbled on the targo in
a mountain fastness, and there was
nought to do’but make him welcome
and pledge him to secrecy.

The miner surveyed the crystal targo
in rapt wonderment and said: “And to
think I am the only earth man who
ever viewed such a craft!”

“No,” answered Nern Bela, “there is
one other.” And then the stirring story

of Leslie L?rner'a life on Venus was
told.

TR

‘8SAFE FLYING IN FOGS

Tﬂ] outstanding development in aviation
rcemtly, and one of the most significant

'far B aviation hi:tn% was the “blind”
Lisut. James H. Doolittle, daredevil
of the y Air Co?n. at Mitchel Field,
L L, which led Harry F. Guggenheim,” Presi-
dmt of the Daniel Goggenheim Fund for the
Premotion of Acronantics, Inc., Yo announce
iat the problem of fog-Bying, one of avi-
stion’s greatest bugbears, had been solved at
| )

There has been “blind flying’” done in the
past but sever before in the history of avi-
stion hag any pilot taken off, circled, crossed,
re-crossed the field, then landed only a short
datimce away from his starting point while
fying under conditions regembling the densest
feg, as Lient. “Jimmy” Doolittle has done, in
s Wright-motored “Husky” training-plane.
R wes samething oncanny to contemplate.

The “dense fog”’ was produced artificially
the gimple device of malking the cabin of
pisne entirely light-proof. Once seated
melde, the flyer, with his co-pilot, Lieut.
Benjemin Kelsey, also of Mitchel Field, were
Eﬁdy_lhut of from any view of the

ouwtmde. All they had to depend on
were thive new flying instruments, developed
daring the past year in experiments conducted
over the full-flight laboratory established by
e Fmd_ at Mitchel Field

The chief factors contributing to the solu-
tion of the problem of blind flying consist of
4 lew application of the visual radio beacon,

development of an improved instrument*
for indicating the longitudinal and lateral po-
dtion of an airplane, a new directional gy-
, and a sensitive barometric altimeter,
te as to measure the altitude of an
within a2 few feet of the ground
. tastead of relying on the natural ho-
fimm for stability, Licot Doolittle uses an

- sort of heat cannon that goes

“artificia] horizon” on the small instrument
which indicates longitudinal and lateral po-
giton in relation to the ground at all time.
He was able to locate the landing field by
means of the direction-finding long-distanc:
radio beacon. In addition, another, smaller
radio beacon had been installed, casting 'a
beam fifteen to twenty miles in either direc-
tion, which governs the immediate approach
to the field.

To locate the landing field the pilot watches
two vibrating reeds, tuned to the radio bea-

~ ¢on, on a visual radio receiver on his instru-

ment board. If he turns to the right or left
of his course the right or the left reed, rc
spectively, begins doing a of St Vitns
dance. If the reeds aré in equilibrium the
illT]t Imows it is . clear sailing straight to his

[ oy a Y

The sensitive altimeter showed Lient. Doo-
hittle his altitude and made it possible for him
to calculate his landing to a distance of within
a few [eet from the gréund.

Probably the stradhgest device of all that
Licut. Doolittle has been called upon to test
in Mr. Guggenheim's war l%linlt fog iw a

orth to combat
like a fire-breathing dragon of old. Like the
enemics of the dragon, the fog is supposed ty
curl up ard die before the scorching breath
of the “hot air artillery” although the funda-
mental principle_behind the device is a great
deal more scientific than such an explanation
sounds. It As, in brief, based on the kmown
fact that fog forms only in a very narrow
temperature zone which lies between the
saturation and precipitation points of the at-
mogphere. If the air grows a little colder the
fog tn.i-inuh ti.lmo thl;:ajn and dif::lu: if it ildw;lrqu
very alightly mist ppears an eR'r
is once more normally r, although ita

bumidity is very close to mazimum,




I turmed back to look at the Planctars.

Brigands of the Moon

" (The Book of Gregg Haljan_)

PART TWO OF A* FOURPART NOVEL
By Ray Cummings

Y name, Gregg Haljan. My age,
twenty-five years.: My occupa-
tion, at the time my narrative begins,
in 2075, was third officer of the Inter-
.planetary Space-ship Planetara.
* Thus I intro- )

radium-ore treasure, dug out of te
Moon and waiting there to be picked
up by the Planetara on her return trip

from Mars.
The Planetara left, bound for Man,
some ten dms

.duce myself to [~ away. Suspicixs
‘you. For this is glnt o: -wf:l space ::mb':lod t!nahspu:;hiv inter planetary
‘a continuation of anetara towards: the Moon,. her ‘officers passengers wetsd
: dead, with bandi! m—and .

the book of Gregg controls out of ordert % | aboard! Mikossd
Haljan, and of ne- Moa, a brothet

cessity I am ‘the )

chief actor therein. I shall recapitu-
late very briefly what has happened so
ﬁr.

linscrupu.loul Martian brigands were
scheming for Johnny Grantline’s secret

and a sister of
Mars; Sir Arthur Coniston, a my¥
terious Englishman ; Ob Hahn, & Vesss
mystic. And ma.ll,[}ﬂeminm Georpge
Prince and his siater, Anita. Love, 1
think, was born instantly between Asita
60



md me. I found all too soon that Miko,
the sinister giant from Mars, also de-
sired ber.

* As we neared the Moon we received
Geantline’s secret message:, “Stop for

o 00 your return vo Success
beyond wildest hopes!” But I soon-
dicovered that an eavesdropper in an
iovisible cloak had overheard it!

8oon afterwards Miko accidentally
;tred a person identified as Anita

Then, in the confusion that resulted,
Miko struck his great blow. The crew
of the Planetara, secretly in his pay,
tee up and killed the captain and all
the officers but Snap Dean, the radio-
belio operator, and myself.

I was beseiged in the chart-room.
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’ ]

Greorge Prince leaped in upon me—and
put his arms around me. I looked at
him closer—only to discover it was
Anita, disguised as her brother! It
was her brother, George, who had been
killed! George had been in the brig-
ands’ confidence—thus Anita was able
to spy for us. \ !

Quickly we plotted. I would sur-
render to her, Anita Prince, whom the
brigands’ thought w rge Prince.
Together we might.ﬁly be able,
with Snap’s help, to the tide, and
reclaim the Planetara. E’)v..

I was taken to my “Stateroom and
locked there until Miko the brigand
leader, should come to dispose of me.
But I cared not what had happened—
Anita was alive! .
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CHAPTER X1V
The Brigand Leader

HE giant Miko stood confront-
ing me. He slid my cubby-door
closed behind him. He stood
with his headl towering close
against my ceiling. His tloak was dis-
carded. ‘In his leather clothes, and
with his clanking sword-ornament, his
aspéct carried the s\{}ragger of a brig-

and of old. He wag bareheaded; the

light from one of my tubes fell upon his
grinning, leering gray face.

“So, Gregg Haljan? You have come
to your senses at last., You do not wish
me to write my name upaa your chest?
I would not have done that to Dean;
he forced me. Sit back.”

I had been on my bunk. I sank back
at ‘the gesture of his: huge hairy arm.
His forearm was bare now; the sedr
of a burn on it was plain to be secen.
He remarked my gaze.

“True. You did that, Haljan, in
Great-New York. But I bear you no
malice. I want to talk to you now.”

He cast about for a seat, and took the
little stool which stdod by my desk.

pocket of his jacket, prodiiced a sergp
sheaf. I recognized it: Blackstony),
figures; the calculation Blackygy
roughly made of the clements of gy
asteroid we had passed. b

“I am interested in these,” Miy
went on. “l want you to verify they
And this.” He held up another sq@
“This is the calculation of our preams
position. And our course. Hahn clrigg
he is a navigator. We have set the
ship’s gravity plates—see, like thig."

He handed me the scrolls; he watchad
me keenly as I glanced over them.

“Well?” I said.’

“You are sparing of words, Haljm
By the devils of the airways, I could
make you talk! But I want to by
friendly.”

HANDED him back the scrolls. |
stood up; I was almost withia
reach of his weapon, but with a swep
of his great arm he abruptly knocked
me back to my bunk.
“You dare?” Then he amiled. “Lat
us not come to blows!”
“No,” I said. I returned his emile.
In truth, physical violence could get me

His hand held a emall cylinder of the
Martian paralyzing rpy; he rtested it
‘beside him on the desk

nothing in dealing with this fellow. ]
would have to try guile. And I saw now
that his face was flushed and his ecym

“Now we can talk™

I remained silent. Alert Yet my
thoughts were whirling. Anita was
‘alive. Masquerading now as her brother.
.And, with the joy of iit, came a shud-
der. Above everything, Miko must not
know. |

“A great adventur¢ we are upon,
Haljan.” |

1)

MY thoughts came back. Miko was
| talking with an assumption of
friendly comradship. ! “All is well—
and we need you, as I have said before.
X am no fool. I haveé been aware of
everything that went: on aboard this
phip. Ybu, of all the officers, are most
glever at the routine spathematice. Is
Fh.t m?'ll - !

' “Perbaps,” I said

'“You are modest.” He fumbled at a

unaturally hright. He had been drink-
ing alcolite; not enough to befuddls
him— but enough to make him trimm-
phantly talkative.

‘“Hahn may not be much of a maths
matician,” I suggested “But there ls
your Sir Arthur Coniston.” I managed
a sarcastic grin. “Ye that his name?

“Almost. Haljan, will you verlly
thesc figures?”

“Yes. But why? Where are we go
iﬂg?" 1 ,

He laughed. “You are afraid.d will
not tell you! Why ahould I not? This
great adventure of mine is progressisy
perfectly. A tremendous stake,
A hundred millions of dollars in
leaf: there will be fabulous riches iy
us all, when that radium ore is sol
for a hundred million in gold leaf”

“But where are we going?”
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“To that asteroid,” he said abruptly.
«t most get rid of these passengers
| am no murderer.”

JTH half a dozen killings in

. the recent fight this waa hardly.
convincing. But he was obviously.

whelly serious. He scemed to read my

deghts. -
*] kill only when necessary. We will

land upon the asteroid. A perfect place-

o maroon the passengers. Is it not
po? ] will give them the necessities of
life They will be able to signal. And
in a month or so, when we are safely
fmished with our adventure, a police
ship no doubt will rescue them.”

“And then, from the asteroid,” I sug-
gested, “we are going—"

“To the Moon, Haljan. What a clever
guesser you arel Coniston and Hahn
sre calculating our course. But I have
‘ng great confidence in them. And so
] want you.”

“You have me.”

“Yao. I have you. 1 would have
killed you long ago~—I am an impulsive
fellicw—but my aister restrained me.”

He gaaed at me slyly. “Moa scems
strangely to like you, Haljan.”

“Thanin.” I said. “I'm flattered.”

“She still hopes I may really win you

to join us,” he went on. “Gold-leaf is a
wonderful thing ; there would be plenty
for you in this affair. And to be rich,
sad bhave the love of a woman like
Moa ...
'He paused. I was trying cautiously
© gange him, to get from him all the
mformation’ I could. I said, with an-
other amile, “That is premature, to talk
of Moa. I will help you chart your
cowrse. But this venture, as you call
i, is dangerous. A police-ship—"

“Thete are not many,” he declared

“The chances of us encountering one

B very alim” He grinned at me. “You
know that as well as I do. And we now
have those dode pass-words—I forced
. Dean tp tell me where he had hidden
Giem. If we should be challenged, our
_-'qd
pidon.”

answer will relicve .sus- .

“The Planetara,” 1 objected, *“being
overdue at Ferrok-Shahn, will cause
alarm. You'll have a covey of patrol-
ships after you.”

“That will be two weeks fzom now,”
he smiled.. “I have a ship of my ocwn
in Ferrok-Shahn. It lies there waiting
now, manned and armed. I am hoping
that, with Dean’s help, we may be able
to flash it a mignal. It will join us on
the Moon. Fear not for the danger,
Haljan. I have great interests allied
with me in this thing. Plenty of money.
We have planned carefully.”

E wag 1dly fingering his cylinder;

his gaze roved me as I sat docile
on my bunk. “Did you think George
Prince was a leader of this? A mere-
boy. I engaged him a year ago—his
knowledge of ores is valuable.”

My heart vas pounding, bat I strove
not to show it. He went on calmly.

“1 told yuu I am impulsive, Half a
dozen times I have nearly killed George
Prince, and he kmows it.” He frowned
“I wish I had killed him, instead of his
‘sister. That was an error.” |

There was a note of real concern im
his voice. Did he love Amita Prince?
It seemed so.

He added, “That is done—nothing
can change it. Georgg Prince is help-
ful to me. Your friend Dean is another.
I had trouble with him, but he ia docile
now.”

I said abruptly), “I don’t know whether
your promise mecans anything or not,
Miko. But George Prince said you
would use no more torture.”

“> “] won’t. Not if you and Dean obey
m-ll

“You tell Dean I have agreed to that.
You say he gave you the code-words
we took from Johnson?”

“Yes. There was a fooll “That John-
son! You blame me, Haljan, for the
killing of Captain Carter? You need
not. Johnson offered to try and cap-
ture you. Take you alive. He killed
Carter because he was angry at him.
A stupid, vengefunl fooll He is dead,
and I am glad of it.” .
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Y mind was on: Miko’s plans. I

ventured. “Thiﬂ treasure on the
Moon—did you u.ay it was on the
Moon?”

“Don’t be an idiot "'; he retorted. “I
know as much about Grantlme as you
do ”» 1.

“That'’y very little.”, ,\

“Perhapa.”

"Perhapa you know i:nore. Miko. The
Moon is a big place.; Where, for in-
etance, is Grantline lacated?”

I held my breath. Would he tell me
that? A score of gquestions—vague
‘plans—were in my mind. How skilled
‘at mathematics were ;these brigands?
§M1kp Hahn, Coniston—could I fool
them? If I could learn Grantline's lo-
i¢ation on the Moon, and keéep the Plane-
‘tara away from it. A pretended error
of charting. Time lost—and perhapa
'Sndp could find an oppé/rtumty to mig-
nal Earth, get help.
~ Miko answered my question as bluntly
a8 I asked it. “I don’t know where
‘Grantline is located. But we will find
out He will not suspect the Planetara.
:When we get close to the Moon, we
will signal and ask him. We can trick
him into tellmg us. You think I do
not know what is on your mind, Hal-
jen? There is a secret code of signals
arranged between Dean and Grantline.
I have forced Dean to confess it. With-
out torture! Prince helped me in that.
He persuaded Dean nat to defy me. A
very persuasive fellow, George Prince.
More diplomatic than I am, I give him
credit.”

I strove to hold my voice calm. “If

J should join you, Miko—my word, if
"I ever gave it, you would find depend-
able—1 would say George Prince is
very valuable to us. You should rein
gour temper. He is half your size—
you might some\time, without inten-
tion, do him injury.”’

E laughed. “Moa says so. But
have no fear—"

“l wes thinking,” I peruisted, “I'd

like to have a talk with George Prince.”

Ah, my pounding, tumultous heart!

But I was smiling calmly. And I trfeq
to put into my voice a shrewd note of
cupidity. “I really kmow very liui
about this treagsure, Miko. If they
were a million or two of gold-leaf iy
it for me—""

“Perhaps there would be.”

“I was thinking. Suppose you let e
have a .talk with Prince? I have sams
knowledge of radium ores. Hias okl
and mine — a calculation of wha
Grantline’s treasure may rezlly be. You
don’t know; you are only:assuming®

I paused. Whatever may have been
in Miko’s mind I cannot! say. But
abruptly he stood , P I had left my
bunk, but he waved me back.

“Sit down. I am not like Mos |
would not trust you just because you
protested you would be loyal” He
picked up his cylinder. “We will talk
again.” He gestured to the scrolls he
had left upon my desk. “Work oa
those. I will judge you by the results”

He was no fool, this brigand leader.

“Yes,” 1 agreed. “You want a tree.
course now to the asteroid?”

“Yea. I will get of these pasgen-
gers. Then we \QH further. Do
your best, Haljan—no) error! By the
Gods, I warn you | check up s

youl”

I said meekly. “Very wel.l But you
ask Prince if he wants my calculations
of Grantline’s ore-body.”

I shot. Miko a foxy look as he stood
by my door. I added, “You think ym
are clever. There is plenty you doa't
know. Our first night out from the
Earth—Grantliné’s signals—didn’t it
ever occur to you 'that I might have
some figures on his treasure?”

It startled him. “Were are they?

I tapped my forehead. “You don'
suppose I was foolish enough to record
them. You.ask Prince if he wants ¥
talk to me. A high thorium content ia
ore—you ask Pnnce A hundred mil
lions, or two hundfed. It would make
a big difference, Miko.”

“I will think about it.” He backed
out and sealed the door upon me once

again.
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UT Anita did not come. ‘I veri-

fied Hahn's figures, which were

very nearly correct. I charted a course

for the asteroid; it was almost the one
which had been set.

Coniston came for my results. “l
sy, we are not so bad as navigators,
are we? I think we’re jolly good, con-
gidering our inexperience. Not bad at
all, eh?” ~

“No.”

I did not think it wise to ask him
sbout Prince.

“Are you hungry, Haljan?” he de-
manded.

“Yu'.

A steward came with a meal. The
maturnine Hahn stood at my door with
s weapon upon me while I-ate. They
were taking no chances—and they were
wise not to. |

The day passed. Day and night, all
the same Of aspect here in the starry
vault of Space. But with the ship’s
routine it was day. ,

And then another time of sleep. I
alept, fitfully, worrying, trying to plan.
Within a few hours we would be near-
ing the asteroid.

The time of sleep was nearly passed.
My chronometer marked five A. M. of
our original Earth starting time, The
scal of my cubby door hissed. The
door slowly opened.

Anita!

She stood there with her cloak
around her, A distance away on the
shadowed deck-space .Coniston wvras
loitering.

“Anital” I whispered it.

“Gregg, dear!”

She turmed and geéstured to the
watching brigand. “I will not be léng,
Coniston.” "

She came in and half cloncc%:hc door

upon us, leaving it open enough 8o that
we could make sure that Conlston did
uot advance. )

I stepped back where he could not
8ce us.

“Anital”

She flung herself into my opened
arms.

CHAPTER XV
The Masquerader

MOMENT when beyond all
thought of the nearby brigand—
or the possibility of an eavesdropping
ray trained now upon my little cubby
—a moment while Anita and I held
each other; and whispered those things

which could mean nothing to the

world, but which were all the world to
us.
Then it was she whose wits brought

us back ¥rom the shining fairyland of

our love, 1nto the sinister reality of the

Planetara.

“Gregg, if they are listening—"

I pughed her away. This brave little
masquerader! Not for my life, or for
all the lives on the ship, would I con-
sciously have endangered her.

“But thesore!” I said aloud. *“There
was, in Grantline’s message—See here,
Prince.”

Coniston was too far away on the
deck to hear us. Anita went to my door
again and waved at him reassuringly.
I put my ear to the door opening, and
listened at the space across the grid of
the ventilator over my bunk. The hum
of a vibration would have been audible
at those two points. ut there was
nothing.

"It's all right,” I gvhispered. “Anita
—not you who was killed! I can hard-"
ly realize.it now. Not you whom they
buried yesterday morning.”

We stood and whispered, and she
clung to me—so amall beside me. With
the black robe thrown aside, it seemed
that I could not miss the curves of her
woman'’s figure. A dangerous game she
was playing. Her hair had been cut
short to the base of her neck, ¥n the
fashion of her dead brother. Her eye-
lashes had been clipped; the line of her
brows altered. And now, in the light
of my tube as it shone®upon her earneqt
face, I could remark other changes.
Glutz, the little beauty specialist, was
in thie secret. With plastic skill he
had altered the set of her jaw with hig,
wax—put maaculinity there.
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She was whispering: “It was—was
poor George whom Miko;shot.”

HAD now the true version of t

had occurred. Miko had been forc-
ing his wooing upon Whita. George
Prince was a weakling whose only good
quality was a love for his:sister. Some
years ago he had fallen into evil ways.
Been/’ arrested, and then discharged
from his position with the Federated
Radium Corporation. He had taken up
with evil companions in Great-New
‘York: Mostly Martians; And Miko
had met him. His technical knowledge,
his training with the Federated Corpo-
ration, made him valuable to Miko's
enterprise. And so Prin¢e had joined
the brigande. «Q .

Of all this, Anita had beén unaware.
She bhad never liked Miko: Feared him.
And it seemed that the :Martian had
some hold upon her brother, which puz-
zled and frightened Anita.

Then Miko had fzllen in love with
her. George had not liked it. And
that night on the Planetara, Miko had
come and knocked upon Anita’s door.
Incautiously she opened it; he forced
bimself in. And when she repulsed
him, struggled with him, George had
been awakened. |

She was whispering to'me now. “My
room was dark. We were all three

struggling. George was holding me—

the shot came—and I scréeamed.”

And Mika had fled, not knowing
whom his shot had hit in the darknesas.

“And when George died, Captain
Carter wanted me to impersonate him.
We planned it with Dr. Erank, to try
and learn what Miko anq the others
were doing. Because I never knew
that poor George had fallen into such
evil things.” = :

COULD only hold her thankfully

in my arms. The lost what-might-
have-been seemed coming back to us.

“And they cut my hair, Gregg, and

Glutz altered my face a litﬁ;. and I did

my best. But there was no time—it

came upon us 8o quickly. B
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And she whispered, “But I love yoq
Gregg. I want to be the first to say it:
I love you—I love you.”

But we had the sanity to try and
plan.

“Anita, when you go back, tell Mikp
we discussed radium ores. You'll have
to be careful, clever. Don’t say tog
miuch. Tell him we estimate the tregs.
ure ata hundred and thirty millions®

I told her what Miko bad vouchsafed
me of hiq plans. She knew all thae
And Snap®mew it. She had had a few
moments alone with Snap. Gave me
now a message from him: :

“We'll pull ouat of this, Gregg.”

With Snap she had worked out a
plan. There were Snap and I; and
Shac and Dud Ardley, upon whom we
could doubtless depend. And Dr,
Frank. Against us were Miko and his
sister; and Coniston and Hahn. Of
course there were the members of the
crew. But we were numerically the
stronger when it came‘to true leader-

8hip. Unarmed and guarded now. But
if we could break loose—recapture the

ship. . . .

I sat listening to Anita’s eager whis-
pers. It seemed.feasible. Miko did
not altogether trust George Prince;
Anita was now unarmed.

“But I can make opportunity! I.can

get one of their ray cylinders, and mn
invisible cloak equipment.”
" That cloak—it had been hidden in
Miko’s room when Carter searched for
it in A20—was now in the chart-room
by Johnson’s body. It had been re-
paired now; Anita thought she could
get possession of it.

E worked out the details of the

plan. Anita would 'arm her-
self, and come and release me. To-
gether, with a paralyzing ray, we could
creep aboard the ship, overcome these
brigands one by one. There were 80
few of the leaders. With them felled,
and with us in control of the turret and
the helio-room, we could force the crew
to stay at their posts. There were,
Anita said, no navigators among Miko’s
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aew. They would not dare oppose us.

“But it should be done at once,
Anita. In a few hours we will be at
the asteroid.”

“Yes. I will go now—try and get
the weapons.” ° \

“Where i8 Snap P

“Still in the helio-room. One of the
aew guards. him.”

Coniston was roaming the ship;. he
was etill loitering on the deck, watch-
ing our door. Hahn was in the turret.
The morning watch of the crew were
st their posts in the hull-corridors; the
stewards were preparing a mormning
meal. There were nine members of
subordinates altogether, Anita had cal-

culated. Six of them were in Miko’s.

pay; the other three—our own men
who had not been killed in the fighting
—had joined the brigands.

“And Dr. Frank, Anita?”

He was in the lounge. All the pas-
sengers were herded there, with Miko
end Moa alternating on guard.

“I will arrange it with Venza,” Anita
whispered swiftly. ‘“‘She will tell the
others. Dr. Frank knows about it now.
He thinke it can be done.”

HE possibility of it swept me

anew. The brigands were of
necessity pcattered singly about the
ship. One(by one, creeping under cover
of an invisible cloak, I could fell them,
and replace them without alarming the
others. My thoughts leaped to it. We
would striké down the guard in the
helio-room. Release Snap. At the tur-
ret we could assail] Hahn, and replace
him with Snap.

Coniston’s voice outside broke in
upon.us. “Prince.”

He was comipg forward. Anita stood
tn the doorway. “I have the figures,
Coniston. By God, this Haljan is with
usl And clever! We think it will
total a hundred and thirty millions.
What a stake!”

She whispered, “Gregg, dear—1I'l1 be
back soon. We can do it—be ready.”

“Anita—be careful of yourself! If
they should suspect you. . . .*

'f'-‘lr'

“I'll be careful. In an hour, Gregg,
or less, I'll come back. All right, Con-
iston. Where is Miko? I want to see
him. Stay where you are, Haljan! All
in good time Miko will trust you with
your liberty. You’'ll be rich like us all,
never fear.” =

She swaggered out upon the deck,
waved at the brigand, and banged my
cubby dogr in my face.

I sat’ \upon my bunk. Waiting.
Would she come back? Would she be
successful?

1;5
CHAPTER XVI
In the Blue-Iit Corridor &

HE came. I suppose it was no more
than an hour: it seemed an eter-
nity of apprehension: There was the
slight hissing of the seal of my door.
The panel slid. I had leaped from my
bunk where in the darkness I was lying
tense. ]
“Prince?”
“Anita.”
liGregg-ll‘ |

Her voice. My gaze swept the deck
as the panel opened. Neither Coniston
nor anyone else was in sight, save
Anita’s dark-robed fgure which came
into my room. '

“You got it?”_I asked her in a low
whisper.

I held her for an instant, kissed her.
But she pushed me away with quick
hands.

“Gregg, dear—"

She was bzeathleas. My kisses, and
the tenseness of what lay before us
were to blame,

“Gregg, see, I have it. Give us a lit-
tle light—we must hurry!”

In the blue dimness I saw that she
was holding one of the Martian ¢ylin;
ders. The smaller size: it would para-
lyze, but not kill.

“Only one, Anita?”

“Yes. I had it before, but Miko took
it from me. It was in his room. And
this—" \

The invisible cloak. We laid it on
my grid, and I adjusted its mechanism,

I did not dare say,
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A gloak of the reﬁcctmt-absorbmg
variety.”

I DONNED it, and drew its hood,

and threw Bn its current \
“All right, Anita?” .\' :
“Yes.” '

“Can you see me?”’ "

“No.” She stepped back- a foot or
two further. “Not from her¢. But you
must let no one approach tjo close.”

Then she came forward, put out her
hand, fumbled until she found me.

It was our plan to have :me follow

her out. Anyone observmg us would
see only the robed fAgure ¢ f the. sup-
posed George Prince, and would ce-

cape notice.

The mtuatmﬁ about the aklp was al-
most unc.hangcd Anita had secured
the weapon and the cloak and slipped
away to my cubby wi!:hout bbmg ob-
, served.

# “You're sure of that!” P :
“lI think so, Gregg I wds careful.”
Moa was now in the loung? guardmg

the passengers. Hahn was anleep in
the chart-room; Coniston was in the
turret. Coniston would bé off duty
preaently, Anita said, with :Hahn tak-
ing his place. There were lgok-outs in
the forward and stern watch-towers
and a g'ua(t‘d upon Snap in; the helio-
room.

“Is he inside the room, Amta 2"

“Snap? Yes."” 1_

“No—the guard.” |

“No. He was stttmg uponrthe spider
bridge at the door.” -

* The principle of this mnnblt cloak in-
volves tht use nf an eleatrnnueq fabric. All
color is abgorbed. The light rays reflected to
the eye of the observer thus show:an image of
empty blackness. There is also created about
the cloak a magnetic field which by natural
laws bends the rays of light from 0bj ]'I:Ctl behind
it. This nn:lpl: of the natural bending of
Light wh:n passing through a magnetic ﬁeld
was first! recognizell by Albert : Einstein, a
scientist. of the Twentieth centyry. In the
case of this invigible cloak, the bending light
rays, by making visible what wag behind thc
cloak’s blaclmeu. thus destroyéd its solid
black oatline and gave a pseudb-invimibility
which was fairly effective undqr favorable
conditions. _

HIS was; unfortunate. That guard

could see all the deck clearly. He
might bé suspicious of George Prince
wandering around; it would be difhcult
to get near enough to assail hym. Thig
cylinder, I khew, had an effective
range of only some twenty feet.

Anita and I were swiftly whispering,
It-was necessary now to decide exactly
what we were to do; once under obser-
vation outside, there must be no hesi.
tation, no fumblmg \

“Coniston is sharpest Grtgg He
will be the hardest to get near.’

The languid-spoken Englishman was
the ene Anita most feared. His alert
eyes scemed to miss nothing. Perhaps
he was suspicious of this George Prince
—Anita thought. so.

“But where is Miko?” I whispered.

The brigand leader had gone below a
few moments ago, down into the hull-
corridor. Anita had seized the oppor-
tunity to come to me.

“We can attack Hahn in the chart-
room first,” I suggested. “And get the
other weapons. Are they still there?”

“Yes. But Gregg, the forward deck
is very bright.”

We were approaching the asteroid
Already its light like a brilliant moon
was brightening the forward deck-
space. It made me realize how much
haste- was necessary.

We decided to go down into the hull-
corridors. Locate Miko. Fell him, and
hide him. His non-appearance back on
deck would very soon throw the others
into confusion, especially now with our
impending landing upon the asteroid.
And under cover of this confusion we
would try and release Snap.

We had been arguing no more than a
minute or two. We were ready. Anita
slid my door wide. She stepped
through, with me soundlessly scurrying
after her. The empty, silent deck was
alternately dark with shadow-patches
and bright with blobs of starlight. A
sheen of the Sun’s corona was mingled
with it; and from forward came the
.radiance of the asteroid’s mellow silver

' glow.



BRIGANDS OF THE MOON

\

NITA turmed to seal my door;
A within my faintly humming cloak
I stood beside her. Was I invisible in
this light? Almost directly ‘over us,
close under the dome, the look-out sat
in his little tower. He gazed down at
Anita.

Amidships, high over the cabin
mpcratryéture, the helio-room hung
dark and silent. The guard on its
bridge was visible. He, too, looked
down.

A tense instant. Then I breathed

again. There was no alarm. The two
guards answered Agita’s gesture.
. Anita said aloud ifito my empty cub-
by: “Miko will come for you presently,
Haljan. He told me to tell you that he
wants you at the turret controls to land
us on the asteroid.”

She finished sealing my door and
turned away ; btarted forward along the
deck. I followed. My steps were.
soundless in my elastic-bottomed shoes.
Anita swaggered with a noisy -tread.
Near the door of the smoking room a
small incline passag®e led dowmward.
We went into it. .1

The passage was dimly blue-lit. We
descended its length, came to the main
corridor, which ran the length of the
hull. A vaulted metal passage, with
doors to the control rooms opening
from it. Dim lights showed at inter-
vals.

HE humming of the ship was more
apparent here. It drowned the
slight humming of my. cloak. I crept
after Anita; my hand under the cloak
clutched the ray weapon.
! A steward passed us. I shrank aside
to avoid him.

Anita spoke to him.
Miko, Ellis?” |

“In the ventilator-room, Mr. Prince.
There was difficulty with the air re-
newal.”

Anita nodded, and moved on. I
could have felled that steward as he
passed me. Oh, if I only had, how
different things might have been!

But it seemed needless. I let him go,

“Where 1is
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and he turned into a nearby door which
led to the galley.

Anita moved forward. If we could
come upon Miko alone. Abruptly she
turned, and whispered, “Gregg, if other
men are with'him, I'll draw him away.
You watch your chance.”

What little things may overthrow
one's careful plana! Anita had not
realized how close to her I was follow-
ing. And her turning so unexpectedly
caused ‘me to collide with her sharply.

“Oh!” She exclaimed it involuntari-
ly. Her outflung hand had unwitgingly
gripsgd my wrist, caught the eléctrode
thergr The touch burmed her, and
close-circuited my robe. There wa: a
hiss. My current burned out the tiny
fuses.

My invisibility was gone! I stood, a
tall’black-hooded figure, revealed to the
gaze of anyone who might be near!

The futile plans of humans! We had
planned so carefully! Our calcula-
tions, our hopes of what we could do,
came clattering now in a sudden wieck-
age around us.

“Anita, runl”

If I were seen with her, then her own
disguise would probably be discovered.
That above everything would be dis-
aster. : ! |

“Anita, get awagv from me! I must
try it alonel” ’

COULD hide somewhere, repair the

cloak perhaps. Or, since now I was
armed, why could I not boldly start an
assault?

“Gregg, we must get you, back to
your cubby!” She was clinging to me
in a panic.

*No! You run! Get away from me!
Don’t you understand? George Prince
has no business hére with me! They'd
kill yout”

Or worse—Miko would discover it
was ita, not George Prince.

“Gregg, let’s get back to the deck.”

I pushed at her. Both of us in sud-
den confusion.

Prom behind me there came a shout.
That accursed stewardl He had re«
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turned, to ' investigate perhaps what
Geprge Prince was doing in this cor-
ridor. He heard our voices; his shout
in the silence of the ship scunded hor-
ribly loud. The white-clothed shape of
him was in the nearby doorway. Hoe
stood stricken in surprise at seeing me.
And then turned to run.

I fired my paralyzing -cylinder
through my cloak. Got him! He féll.
I shoved Anita violentlp,

“Run! Tell Miko to come—tell him
you heard @ shout! He wo¢n’t suspect
youl” -

“But Gregg—

“You mustn’t be found out! You're
our only hope, Anital I’ll-hide, ix the
cloak, or gct back to my qubby. Well
try it again.”

It decided her. She scurried dowm
the corridor. I whirled the other way.
The steward’s shout n:ugl;t not have
been heard.

Then realization flashed to me. That
steward would be revived. He was one
of Miko's men: for two voyages he had
been a spy upon the Planetara. He
would be revived and tell what he had
seen and heard. Amtan disguise
would be revealed.

A cold-blooded killing I do protest
went against me. But it was necessary.
I Aung myself upon him.. I beat his
skull with the metal of my cylinder.

I stood up. My hood had fallen
back from my head. I wiped my bloody
bands on my useless cloak. I had
amashed the cylinder.

“Haljan [

. \

NITA’S voice! A sharp note of
horror and warning. I became
aware that in the corridor, forty feet
down its dim length, Miko .had ap-
peared, with Anita behind him. His
rifle-bullet-projector was leveled. It
spat at me. But Anita had pulled at

his arm.

The cxploswe report was nhn.rply
deafening in th confined space of the

corridor., With' a spurt of flame the

leaden pellet struck over my head

against the vaulted ceiling

Miko was struggling with Anits
“Prince, you idiot!”

“Miko, don’t! It's Haljan!
kill bim—""

The turmoil brought members of ths
crew. From the shadowed oval near
me they came running. I flung the use.
less cylinder at them. But I was
trapped in the narrow passage.

1 might have fought my way out. Or
Miko might have shot me. But there
was the danger that, in her horror,
Anita would betray herself.

I ‘backed against the wall.
kill me! See, I will not fight I”

I lung up my arms. And the crew,
emboldened, and churageous under
Miko's gaze, leaped on me and bore me
down.

The futile plans of humans! Anita
and I had planned so carefully, and in
a few brief minutes of action it had
come only to this|

.Don't

& Donlt

CHAPTER XV:II
A Woman of Mars

“SO. Gregg Haljan, ycxl are not as
loyal as you pretend|”

Miko was livid with suppressed an-
ger. They had stripped the cloak from
me, and flung me back in my cubby.
Miko was now confronting me; at the
door Moa stood watching. And Anita
was behind her. I sat outwardly de-
fiant and sullen on my bunk. But I was
alert and tense, fearful still of what
Anita’s emotion might betray her into
doing.

“Not so loyal,” Miko repeated. “And
a fool! Do you think I am such a child
you can escape mel’

swung around. “How did he get
out of here? Prince, you came in
here!”

My heart was wildly thumping. Blﬁ
Anita retorted with a touch of spiri

“I came to tell him what you coms
manded. To check Hahn’s: latest fig-
ures—and to be ready to take the con-
trols when we go into the asteroid's
atmosphere.”

“Well, how did he get out?”
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“How should I know?” she parried.
Little actress! Her spirit helped to
allay my fear. She held her cloak close
around her in the fashion they had
come to expect from the George Prince
who had just buried His sister. “How
should I know, Mikof? I sealed his
door.”

“But did you?”

“Of course he did,” Moa put in.

“Ask your look-outs,” said Anita.
“They saw me—I waved to them just
as I sealed the daor.”

I ventured, “I have been taught to
open doors.” I managed a sly, lugubri-
ous smile. “I shall not try it again,
Miko."”

Nothing had been said about my kill-
ing of the steward. I thanked my con-
stellations now that he was dead. “I
ghall not try it again,” I repeated.

A glance passed between Miko and
his sister. Miko said abruptly, “You
seem to realige that it is not my pur-
pose to kill you. And you presyme
upon it.” |

“I shall not again.” 1 eyed Moa.
She was gazing at me steadily. She
said, “Leave me with him, Miko. . ."”
Shersmiled. “Gregg Haljan, we are no
thore than twenty thousand miles from
the asteroid now. The calculations-{or
retarding are now in operation.” V7

IT wps what had taken Miko below,
that and trouble with the ventilat-
ing system, which was soon rectified.
But the retarding of the ship’s velocity
when nearing a destination required
accurate manipulation. These brigands
were fearful of their own skill. That
was obvious. It gave me copfidence. I
was really needed. They would not
harm me. Except for Miko's impulsive
temper, I was in no danger from them
—fot now, certainly.

Moa was saying, “I think I may
make you understand, Gregg. We have
tremendous riches within our grasp.”

“I know it.” I added with sudden
thought, “But there are many with
whom to divide this treasure. . . .”

Miko caught my intended implica-

tion. “By the inférnal, this fellow may
have felt,he could seize the treasure
for himsélf! Because he is a navi-
gator I’ |

Moa said vehemently, ¥Do not be
an idiot, Gregg! You could not do it!
There will be Aghting with Grantline.”

My purpose was accompished. They
seemed to see me a willing outlaw like
themselves. As though it were a bond
between us. And they could win me.

“Leave me with him,” said Moa.

Miko acquiesced. “For a few minutcs
only.” He proffered a heat-ray cylinder,
but she refused it.

“I am-pot afraid of him.”

Miko swung on me. “Within an hour
we will be nearing the atmosphere.
Will you take the controls?”

IIYEE'II
; |
E set his heavy jaw. His eyes

bored into me. "‘}ou'rc a strange
fellow, Haljan. I can’t makc¢ you out.
I am not angry now. Do you think,
when I am deadly serious, that I mean
what 1 say?"

. His calm words set a sudden shiver
over me. I chetke? my smile.

“Yes,” I said.”

“Well then, I will tell you this: not

for all of Prince’s well-meaning inter-

ference, or Moa’s liking for you, or my
own need of your skill, will I tolerate
more trouble from you. The next

time—I will kill you. Do you believe
me ?"”

ilYe_a‘” .

‘That is all I want to say. You kill
my men, and my sister says I must not
hurt you. I am not a ¢hild to be ruled
by a womanl”

He held hig huge fist before my face.
“With these fingers I will twist your
neck!’ Do you believe it?”

*Yes.” I did indeed. 4

He swung on his heel. “If Moa wanta
to try and put eense into your head—
I hope she does, Bring him to the
lounge’ when you are finished, Moa..
Comé¢, Prince—Hahn will need us.” He
chuckled grimly. “Hahn seems to fear
we will plunge into this asteroid like.
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a wild comet gone suddenly tangent!”
Anita moved aside to let him through
the door. I caught a glimpse of her
set white face as she followed him
down the deck. |
Then Moa’s bulk-blocked the door-
way. ¢ She faced me. |

“Sit where you are, Gregg.” She

turned and closed the door upon us.
“I am not afraid of you. Should I be\?“

“No,” I said. ,f

She came and sat doWn beside me.
“If you should attempt 'to leave thia
room, the stern look-out ‘has orders to
bare you through.”

“I have no intention gf leaving the
room.” I retorted. “I:do not want
to commit suicide.” !

“I thought you did:. You seem
minded in suth a ion. Gregg, why
are you 8o foolish |

B -
REMAINED silent.
“Why?” she demanded.

I said carefully, “This treasure—you
are many who will divide it. You have
all these men on the PJanetara. And
in Ferrok-Shahn, others, no doubt.”

I paused. Would she te¢ll me? Could
I make her talk of that other brigand
ship which Miko had said was wait-
ing on Mars? I wondered if he had
been able to signal it. The distance
from here to Mars was g}'ea{i yet upon
other voyages Snap’s signals had got-
ten through. My heart sank at the
thought. Our situation ‘here was des-
perate enough. The passengers soon
would be cast upon the dsteroid; there

would be left only Snap, ’.Anita and my-.

self. We might recapfure the ship,
but I doubted it now. ' My thoughts
were tuming to our arival upon the
Moon. We three might, perhaps, be
able to thwart the attack upon Grant-
line, hold the brigands off until help
from the Earth might come.

But with another brigand ship, fully
manned and armed, coming from Mars,
the condition would be; immeasurably
worse. Grantline had | some twenty
men, and his camp, I khew, wduld be
reasonably fortified. I knew, too, that

Johnny Grantline would fight to his
last man.

Moa was saying, “I would like to
tell you'our plans, Gregg.” |

Her gaze was on. my face. Keen eyes
but they were luminous now—an emeo-
tion in them sweeping her. But out.
wardly she was calm, stern-lipped.

“Well, why don’t you tell me?” |
said. “If I am to help you. . . .”

“Gregg, I want you with us. Don't
you understand? We are, not many.
My brother and I are guiding this
affair. With your help, I would feel
differently.”

“The ship at Ferrok-Shahn—"

Y fears were rejlized. She said,

“I think oyr signals reached it
Dean tried, and Coniston was checking
him.”

“You think the ship is coming?”

lIYeB.'I

“Where will it join us?”

“At the Moon. We will be there in
thirty hours. You figures gave that,
did they not, Gregg?”

“Yes. And the other ship—how fast
ie it?”

“Quite fast. In eight day T nine,
perhaps—it will reach the Moon.”

She seemed willing enough to talk
There was indeed, no particular reason
for reticence; I could not, she naturally
felt, turn the knowledge to account

“Manned—" 1 prompted.

“About forty men.”

“And armed? Long range projectors?

“You ask very avid questions, Greggl”

“Why should I not? Don’t you sup-
pose I'm interested?” I touched her.
“Moa, did it ever occur to you, if once
you and Miko trusted me—which you
don't—I might show more interest in
joining you?”

‘The look on her face emboldened
me. “Did you ever think of that, Moa?
And some arrangement for my shaze of
this treasure? I am not like Johnson,
to be hired for a hundred ‘pounds of
gold-leaf.”

“Gregg. I will see that you get your
share. Riches, for you—and me.”
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“T was thinking, Moa, when we land
at the Moon to-morrow—where is our
equipment?”

The Moon, with ite lack of atmgs-
phere, needed special equipment. I had
never heard Carter mention what ap-
paratus the Planetara was carrying.

OA laughed. "“We have located
air-suits and helmets—a variety
of suitable apparatus, Gregg. But we

were not foolish enough to leave Great--

New York on this voyage without our
own arrangements. My brother, and
Coniston and Prince—all of us shipped
crates of freight consigned to Ferrok-
Shahn—and Rankin had special bag-
gage marked ‘theatrical apparatus.””

I understood it now. These brigands
had boarded the Planetara with their
own Moon equipment, disguised as
freight and personal baggage. Shipped
in bond, to be inspected by the tax ofh-
cials of Mars.

“It is on board now. We will open
it when we leave the asteroid, Gregg.
We are well equipped.”

She bent toward me. And suddenly
her long lean fingers were gripping my
shoulders,

“Gregg, look at me!”

I gazed into her eyes. There was
passion there; and'her voice was sud-
denly intense.

“Gregg, I told you once a: Martia;f

girl goes after what she wants. It
you I want—"

Not for me to play like a cad upon a
woman’s emotions! “Moa, you flatter

me.”
“I love you.” She held me off, gazing
at me. “Gregg—"

I must have smiled. And abruptly
she released me.

“So you think it amusing?”

“No. But on Earth—"

“We are not on the Earth. Nor am
I of the Earth!” She was gauging me
keenly. No note of pleading was in
her voi&e:.-a stern authority; and the
passion was swinging to anger,

“I am like my brother: I do not un-
derstand you, Gregg Haljan. Perhaps

you think you are clever? It seems
stupidity, the fatuousness of man!”
“Perhaps,” 1 said.

HERE was a moment of silence.
“Gregg, I said I loved you. Have-
you no answer?"

“No.” In truth, I did not know what
sort of answer it would be best to
make. Whatever she must have read
in my eyes, it stirred her to fury. Her
finpers with the strength of a man in
them, dug into my shoulders. Her
gaze searched me.

“You think you love someone else?
Is that i1t?”

That was horribly startling; but she
did hot mean it just that way. She
amended, with caustic venom: *“That
little Anita Prince! You thought you
loved her! Was that it?”

?&G ln

But I hardly deceived her. “Sacred
to her memory! Her ratlike little face
—so0ft voice like a purring, sniveling
cat! Is that what you're remembering,
Gregg Haljan?"” she sneered.

I tried to laugh. “What nonsense!”

“Is it? Then why are you cold under
my touch? Am I-—a girl descended
from, the Martian flame-workers—im-
potent now to awaken a man?”

A woman scorned! In all the Uni-
verse there could be no more dangerous
an enemy. An incredible venom shot
fgm her eyes.

That miserable mouselike creature!
Well for her tJ:at my brother killed
her.”

It struck me cold. If Anita was un-
masked, beyond all the menace of
Miko’s wooing, I knew that the venom
of Moa’'s jealousy was a greater danger.

I said sharply, “Don’t be simple,
Moal” 1 shook off her grip. “You
imagine too much. You farget that I
am a man of the Earth and you a girl
of Mare.”

“Is that reason why we should not
love?” e

“No. But out instincts are different.
Men of the Earth are born to the
chase.” '
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WAS smiling. With thought_ of
Anita’s danger I could findiit readily
in my heart to dupe this Amg3zon.
“Give me time, Moa. You attract me.’
“You lie!”
“Do you think so?” I gripped her

arm with all the power of fingers.
It must have hurt her, but she gave no
sign; her gaze clung to me steadily.

“I don t know what to thlrhk Gregg
Haljan.. .”

I held my grip. “Think ‘.vhat you
like. Men of Earth have been known
to kill the thing they love.”

“You want me to fear you?"

“Perhaps.” ‘

She smiled scornfully.
absurd.” .

I released her. I said earnestly. “I
want you to realize that if 5you treat
me fairly, I can be of great adVantage
to this.venture. There will bé fighting
—]I am fearless.” |

Her venomous expression was soften-
ing. “I think that is true, Gregg.”

“And you need my nav.tgatmg sklll
Even now I should be in the turret.”

I stood up. I half expected she would

"That is

stop me, but she did not. /I added,
“Shall we go?” |
She stood beside me. Her height

brought her face level with mine.

-“T think you will cause !no more
trouble, Gregg?” !

“Of course not. I am not w}'olly wit-
less.” !

“You have been.” |

“Well, that is over.” I hesitated.
Then 1 added, “A man of Eprth does
not yield to love when there i is work to
do. This treasure—"

I think that of everythmF I said,
this last most convinced her:.

She interrupted, “That I understand.”
Her eyes were smoldering. {"When it
is over—when we are rlch—t en I will

claim you, Gregg.” y

HE turned from me. "Arc : you
ready?”
“Yes. No! I must get that sheet
of Hahn’s last figures.” |
“Are they checked?” !

: I picked the sheet up from
my /desk. *“Hahn is fairly accurate,
Mob.”

“A fool nevertheless. An apprehen-
sive fool.” |

A comradeship seemed coming be-
tyveen us. It was my purpose to es-
tablish it. \\

“Are we going to’marobXDr. Frank
with the passengers?” 1 asked.

"YCH.': ,

“But he may be of ‘use to us.” 1
wanted Dr. Frank kept aboard. 1 still
felt that there was a chance for us to
recapture the ship.

But Moa shook her head decisively.
“My brother has decided not. We will
be well rid of Dr. Frank. 'Are you
ready, Gregg?”’

'.Yeﬂ."

She opened the door. Her gesture
reassured the look-out, who'was alertly
watching the stern watch-tower.

“Come, Gregg.”

I stepped out, and followed her for-
ward along the deck, which now was
bright with the radiance of the nearby
asteroid.

CHAPTER XVIII
Marooned on an Asteroid

FAIR little world. I had thought
80 before; and I thought so now
as I gazed at the asteroid hanging so
close before our bow. A huge, thin
crescent, with the Sun off to one side
behind it. A silver crescent, tinged
with red. From this near viewpoint,
all of the little globe’s disc was visible.
The shadowed portion lay dimly red,
mysteriously; the sunlit crescent—
widening visibly as we approached—
was gleaming silver. Inky moonlike
shadows in the hollows, brilliant light
upon the mountain heights. The seas
lay in gray patches. The convexity of
the disc was sharply defined. So small
a world! Fair and beautlfu shrouded
with clouded areas.

“Where is Miko?”

“In the lounge, Gregg.”

“Can we stop there?”
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Moa turned into the lounge archway.
Strange, tense ecene, 1 saw Anita at
once. r robed figure lurked in an
inconspltuous cormer; her eyes were
upon me as Moa and I entered, but she
did not move. The thirty-odd passen-
gers were huddled in a group. Solemn,
white-faced men, frightened women.
Some of them were sobbing. One Earth-
woman—a young widow—sat holding
her little girl, and wailing with uncon-
trolled—pysteria. The child knew me.
As I appeared now, with my gold-laced
white coat over my shoulders, the little
child ed to see in my uniform a
mark of3uthority. She left her mother
and ran to me.

“You, plcasc—you will help us? My
moms is crying.’

I sent her gently back. But there
came upon me then a compassion for
these mnocent passengers, fated to
have embarked upon this ill-starred
voyage. Herded here in this. cabin,
with brigands like pirates of old gui‘ -
ing them. Waiting now to be marooned
on an uninhabited asteroid roaming in
.space. A sénse of responsibility swept
me. I swung upon. Miko. He stood
with a nonchalant grace, lounging
agamut the wall with a éylglder dang-
ling in his hand. He anticipated me.

“So, Haljan—she put some senee into
your head? No more trouble? Then
get into the turret. Moa, stay there
with him. Send Hahn here. Where is
that ass Coniston? We will be in the
atmosphere shortly.”

L. said, “No more trouble from me,
Miko. But these passengers—what
preparation are you making for them
on the asteroid?”

¢

E stared in surprise. Then he

laughed. “I am no murderer.

The crew ia preparing food, all we can

spare. And toola. They can build

themselves shelter—they will be picked
up in a few weeks.”

Dr. Frank was here. I caught his
gaze, but he did not speak. On the
lounge couches there still lay the
quarter-score bodies. Rankin, who had

|the crew.
dng. “l have not buried them. Wc

been killed by Blacks}ane in the fight;
a man passenger killed; a woman and
a man wounded.

Miko added, “Dr. Frank will take his
medical supplies—he will care for the
‘wounded. There are other bodies among
" His gesture was deprecat-

will put them ashore; easier that way.”

The passengers were all eyeing me,
I said:

“You have nothing to fear. I will
guarantee you the best equipment we
can spare. You will give them ap-
paratus with which to signal?” I de-

.manded of Miko.

“Yes. Get to the turret.”

I #umed away, with Moa after me.
Again the little girl ran forward.

“Come—speak to my moms! She is
crying.”

It was across the cabin from Miko.
Coniston had appeared from the deck;
it created a slight diversion. He joined
Miko.

“Wait,” I said to Moa. “She is afraid
of you. This is humanity.”

I pushed Moa back. I followed the
child. I had seen that Venza was. sit-
ting with the child’s weeping mother.
This was a ruse to get word with me.

1 stood before the terrified woman
while the little girl clung to my legn.

I said gently, “Don’t be so frightened.
Dr. Frank will talle care of you. There
i8 no danger—you will be safer on the
asteroid than here on the ship.”

I leaned down and touched her shoul-
der. “There is no danger.”

WAS between Venza and the open
cabin. Venza whispered swiftly,
“When we are landing, Gregg, I want
you to make a commotion—anything
—just as the women passengers go

anhore
y? No, of course you will have

food, Mrs. Francis.”

“Never mind! An instant. Just
confusion. Go, Gregg—don’t speak

nowl” .

I raised the child. “You take care

of mother.,” T kissed her.
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From across the cabin Miito'a sar- , At a hundred and fifty thousand feet

donic voice made me turn. “Touching
sentimentality, Haljan! Get;’ta your
post in the turret!”

His rasping note of annoyance biooked
no delay. I .set the child down. I
said, “I wﬂl land us in an h¢ur De-
pend on it.”

Hahn was;at the controls vqhen Moa
and I reached the turret. 1

“You wilt land us safely, H,Ia.ljan? he
demanded anxiously.

I pushed him away. “Miko Wa.nta you
in the lounge.”

“You take command here ?"

“Of course, Hahn. I am nq mor'e an-
xious for a crash than youw.” |

He sighed with relief. “That is true.
I am no expert at attnonphenc entry,
Haljan—nor Coniston, nor Miko.”

“Have no fear. Sit down, Moa.”

I waved to the look-out in the for-
ward watch-tower, and got his routine
gesture. I rang the corridor bells, and
the normal signals came promptly back.

“It's correct, Hahn. " .Get away with
you.” I called after him, “Tell Miko
that ¢hings are all right herg.”

Hah,ns emall dark figure, jlithe as a
lec-par in his tight ﬁttlng trous
and jacket with his robe now dlacalf?
went swiftly down the ap:der indine
and aqross the deck.

“Mga, where 1e Snap? éy the in-
fema] if he has been injured ="

P on the helio-room bndge the

brigand guard still sat. Then I
saw that Snap was out there sitting
with I waved from the turret
windgw, and Snap’s cheery geature an-
swered me. His voice ca ed down
through the silver moonlight: “Land
us safely, Gregg. These 'Wﬂl'd arna-
teur navigators!”

Within the hour I had us dropping
into the asteroid’s atmosphere. The
ship heated steéadily. The pressure
went up. It kept me busy with the
instruments and the calculations. But
my signale were always prpmptly an-
swered from below. The brigand crew
did its part efficiently.

ppace far outside our So

I shifted the gravity plates to the land-

ding combinations, and atarted the
electronic engines.

‘All safe, Gregg?” Moa sat at my

elbow; her eyes, with what seemed a

glow of admiration in them, followed
my busy routine activities.

“Yes, “The crew works well”

The electronic streams floweqd out
like a rocket tail behind us. The Plane-
tara caught their ampetus. In the rari-
fied air, our bow lifted slightly, like a
ship riding a gentlé ground swell. At
a hundred thousand feet we sailed
gently forward, hull down to the aster-
oid’s surface, crmsmg to seek a land-
ing space.

A little sea was now beneath us. A
shadowed sea, deep purple in the night
down there. Occasional green-verdured
islands showed, with the lines of white
surf marking them. Beyond the sea,
a curving coastline was visible. Rocky
headlines, behind which mountain foot-
hille rose in serrated, verdured ranks.
The sunlight edged the distant moun-
tains; and presently this rapidly turn-
ing little world brought the sunlight
forward. 3

T 8 day beneath us. We slid

gently downward. Thirty thou-
sand feet now, above a aparklmg blue
ocean. The coastline'was just ahead;
green with a lush, tropical vegetation.
Giant trees, huge-leaved. Long dang-
ling vines; air plants, with giant pods
and vivid orchid)ike blossoms.

I sat at the turret window, staring
through my glasses. A fair little world,
yet obviously unhabited. I could fancy
that all this was newly-sprung vege-
tation. This asteroid had whirled in
from the cold of the interplanetary
System. A
few ‘'years ago—as time might be mea-
sured astronomically, it was no more
than yesterday—this fair landscape
was| congealed white and bleak with a
sweep of glacial ice. t the seeds of
hfcu miraculously w here. The
miru:le of life! Under the warming,
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germinating sunlight, the verdure
sprung.

“Can you find landing space, Gregg?”

Moa’s question brought back my wan-
dering fancies. I saw an upland glade,
a level spread of ferns with the forest
banked around it. A clifi-height near-
by, frowning down at thé sea.

“Yes. I can land us there.” I shoved
her through the glasses. I rang the
sirens, and we gpiraled, descending
further. The mointain tops were now
close beneath us. Clouds were over-
head, white masses with blue sky' be-
hind them. A day of briliant sunlight.
But soon, with our forward cruising,
it was night. The Sunlight dropped
beneath the sharply convex horizon;
the sea and the land went purple.

A night of brilliant stars; the Earth
was a blazing blue-red point of light.
The heavens visibly were revolving; in
an hour or so it would be Qaylight
again. |

On the forward deck now Coniston
had appeared, commanding half a dozen
of the crew. They were carrying up
caskets of fopod and the equipment
which was to be given the morooned
passengers. And making ready. (-'the
disembarking incline, loosening the
seals of the side-dome windows.

Sternward on the deck, by the lounge
oval ‘I colild see Miko standing. And
occasionally the roar of his voice at
the passéngers sounded.

MY vagrant thought Aung back in-
to Earth’s history. Like. this,

ancient travelers of the surface of the
sca were hearded by pirates to walk
the plank, or put ashore, marooned
upon some fair desert island of the
tropic Spanish main.

Hahn came mounting our turret in-
cline. “All is well, Gregg Haljan?”

“Get to your work,” Moa told him
sharply. “We land-in an hour-quadrant.”

He retreated, joining the bustle and
confusion which now was bepginning
on the deck. It struck me—could I
turn that confusion to account? Would
it be possible, now at the last moment,
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to attack these brigands? Snap still
sat outside the helio-room doorway.
But his guard was alert with uprfaised
projector. And that guard, I saw, in
his position high amidships, commanded
all the deck.

And I sag to, as the passengers now
were herded in a line fram the lounge
oval, that Miko had roped and bound
all of the men. And a clanking chain
connec?d them. They came like a
line of convicts, marching forward,
and stopped on the open deck-space
near the base of the turret. Dr. Frank’s
grith face gazed up at me.

Miko ordered the women and chil-
dren in a group beside the chained men.
His words to them reached me: “You
are in no danger. When we land, be
careful. You will find gravity very
different—this is a very amall world.”

I flung on the landing lights; the
deck glowed with the blue radiance;
the 'search-beams shot down beside our
hull. We hung now a thousand feet
above the .forest glade. I cut off the
electronic streams. We poised, with
the gravity-plates set at normal, and
only a gentle night-breeze to give us
a slight side drift. This I could con-
trol with the lateral propeller rudders.

For all my busyglanding routine, my
mind was on other things. Venza's
swift words back there in the lounge,
I was to create a commotion while the
passengers were landing. Why? Had
she and Dr. Frank, perhaps, some last
minute desperate purposes?

DETERMINED I would ‘do what
she said. Shout, or mis-order the
lights. That would be easy. But to
wHat advantage? '
1 was glad it was night—I had, in-
deed, dalculated our descent Bo that the
landing would be in darkness. But to
what purpose? These brigands ‘were
very alert. There was nothing I could
think of to do which would avail us
anything more than a possible swift
death under Miko’s anger.
“Well done, Gregg!l” said Moa.
I cut off the last of the propellers.
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With +scarcely a perceptlble jar, the
Planetara grounded, rose l:ke a feather
and settled to rest in the glhde The
deep gurple night with stars overhead
was dround us. I hissed oﬂt our in-
terior air through the dome!and hull-

ports, and admitted the night-air of
the astroid. My calcu]aho%—of re-

cessity mere mathematical approxima- -

tions—proved fairly accurate. In tem-
perature dnd pressure there was no
"radical chdnge as, the 'dom.f-windows
glid back. !

We had landed. Whste' ar Venza’'s
purpose, her moment w:s at hand. I
was tense. But I was aware also,'that
beside' me Moa was very aldrt. I had
thon.LgaEt her unarmed. She was nog. She
gat k from me; in her hand was a
emall thin knife-blade.

Shet murmured tensely, “You have
done your part, Gregg. Well and skill-

Now we will sit here

fully pone.
qulct{and watch them landx

Snap’s guard was ata.ndmg. keenly
watching. The lqok-outs in the forward
and stern fpwers were also armed; I
could see them both gazing keenly
down -at the confusion of ti:e blue-lit

deck. !
The incline went over th:; hull-side

and touched the ground.

“Enough!” Miko roared. [“The men
first. Hahn, move the women back!
Conis;on, pile those caskets fo the side.
Get out of the way, Prince.”

NITA was down there.' I saw her
at the edge of the group .of wo-
men. Venza was near her.

Miko shoved her. “Get out of the
way, Prince. You can help Coniston.
Have the things ready to throw off.”

Five of the steward-crew were at the
head of the incline. Mikd shouted up
at me: |

“Haljan, hold our al:upboard gravity
noymal.”

“Yes,” I responded. \

1 had done so. Our magnitizers had
been adjusted to the shlftmg calcula-
tmnn of our landing. They 'were hold-
ipg now at intensities, so t.hat upon

“rang a tentative inquiry signal;
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the Planetara no change from fairly

normal Earth- graﬂty was apparent. I
the
operstor in the hull-magnetizer control
answered that he was at his post.

The line of men were first to descend.
Pr. Frank led them. He flashed a look
of farewell up at me and Snap as he
went down the incline with the chained
men! passengers after him.

otley- procession! Twenty odd,
di:ﬂ}velled. half-clothed men of three
wor_ds. The changing, lightening
gra\uty on the incline caught them.
Frank bounded up to the rail under
the [impetus of his step; caught and
he] himself, drew himself back. The
line!swayed. In the dim, blue-lit glare
it seemed unreal, crady. A grotesque
dream of men descending a pjank.

They reached the forest glade. Stood
uwaymg. afraid at first to move. The
purple night crowded them; they atood
gazing at this strange world, their new
priﬂon.

“Now the women.”

Mlko was shoving the women to the
head of the incline. I could feel Moa's
steady gaze upon me. Her knife-blade
gleamed in the turret light.

She murmured again, “In a few
minutes you can ring ug away, Gregg.”

FELT like an actor awaiting hia

.cue in the wings of some turgid
drama the plot of which he did not
know. Venza was near the head of the
mc]:ne Some of the women and chil-
dren were on it. A woman screamed.
Her child had slipped from her_hand,
boynded up over the rail, and ?EH(:
Hardly fallen—floated down to the
groeund, with flailing arms and legs,
landing in the dark ferms, unharmed.
Its terrified wail came up.

There was a confusion on the igcline.
Venza, still on the deck, seemed to send
a look of appeal to the turret. My
cue? )

I slid my hand to the light switch-
board. It was ncar my knees. I pulled
a switch. The blue-lit deck benecath
the turret went dark. 4
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1 recall an instant of horrible, tense
silence, and in the gloom beside me I
was aware of Moa moving. I felt a
thril of instinctive fear—would she
plunge that kmife into me?

The silence of the darkened deck
was broken with a confusion of sounds.
A babble of voices; a woman passen-
ger's scream; shuffling of feet; and
above it all, Miko’s roar:

“Stand quiet! KEveryone! No move-
ment "

On the descending incline there was
chaos. The disembarking women were
clinging to the gang-rail; some of them
had evidently surged over it and fallen.
Down on the ground in the purple-
shadowed starlight I could vaguely see
the chained line of men. They too were
in confusion, trying to shove them-
selves toward the fallen women.

Miko roared:

“Light those tubes! Gregg Haljan!

By the Almighty, Moa, are you up

there? What is wrong? The light-
tubes—"

Dark drama of unknown plot! I won-
der if I should try and leave the turret.
Where was Anita? She had been down
there on the deck when I flung out the
lights. ' )

I think twenty seconds would have
covered it all. I had not moved. I
thought, “Is Snap concerned with this?”

Moa's knife could have stabbed me.
I felt her lunge against me; and sugd-
denly I was gripping her, twisting her
wrist. But she flung the kmife away.
Her strength was almost the equal of
my own. Her hand went for my throat,
and with the other hand she was
fumbling.

HE deck abruptly eprang into

light again. Moa had found the
switch and threw it back.
“Gregg!t”

She fought me as I tried to reach
the switch. I saw down on the deck

Miko gazing up at us. Moa panted, ~

"Gregg—stop! If hex—sees you doing
thia, he'll kill you—"
The scene down there was almost

unchanged. I had answered my cue.
To what purpose? I saw Anita necar
Miko. The last of the women were on
the plank.

I had stopped struggling with Moa.
She eat back, panting; and then she
called: “Sorry, Miko. It will not hap-
pen again.” 9

“Mtko was in a towering rage. But
he was too busy to bother with me; his
anger swung on those nearest him. He
shoved the last of the women violently
at the incline. She bounded over. Her
body, with the gravity-pull of only a
few Earth-pounds, sailed in an arc and
dropped to the gward near the swaying
line of men. ©

Mike swung back. “Get out of my
way I"i sweep of his huge arm knocked
Anita sidewise. “Prince, damn you,
help me with those boxes!”

The frightened stewards were lift-
ing the boxés, square metal storage-
chests each as long as”a man, packed
with food, tools, and equipment.

“Here, get out of my way, all of you!”

My breath came again; Anita nimbly
retreated before Miko’s angry rush. He
dashed at the stewards. Three of them
held a box. He took it from them;
raised it at the top of the incline. Poised
it over his head an instant, with his
massive arms like gray pillars beneath
it. And flung it. The box catapaulted,
dropped; and then. passing the Plane-
tara’s gravity area, it sailed in a long
flat arc over the forest glade and crashed
into the purple underbrush. J

“Give me another!”

HE stewards pushed another at
him. Like an angry Titan, he
flung it. And another. One: by .one
the chests sailed out and crashed.
“There is your food—go pick it up!
Haljan, make ready to ring us away!”
On the deck lay the dead body of
Ran kin, which the stewards had

parried out. Miko geized it, flung it.
“There! Go to your last resting
place!”

And the other bodies. Balch Black-
stone, Captain Carter, Johnson—Miko
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flung them. And the courbe masters
and those of our crew whae had been
killed; the stewards appeared with
them; Miko unceremoniausljv cast them
off.

The passengers were a‘ll on the
ground now. It was dim qown there.
I tried to distinguish Venza, but could
not. :I cotild see Dr. Frank’s figure at
the end of the chained line of men. The
passengers were gazing in herror at the
bodies hurtling over them.:

“Ready, Haljan?” )

Moa prompted me. "Teli*~him yes!”

I called, “Yes!” Had Vgnzy failed
in her unknown purpose? ' It seemed
go. On the helio-room bridge Snap and
his guard stood like silent statues in
the blue-lit gloom. '

The disembarkation was éver.

“Close the ports,” Miko commanded.

The incline came folding up with a
clatter. The ports and dome-windows
slid closed. Moa hissed agamst my
ear:

“If you want life, Gregg Hal]an. you
will start your duties!” .

Venza had failed. Whatever it was,
it had come to nothing. Down in the
purple forest, disco cted now from
the ship, the last ofn% friends stood
marooned. I could tinguish them
through the blur of the clgsed dome—
only a swaying, huddled group was
visible. But my ‘fancy pictured this
last sight of them—Dr. Frank, Venza,
Shac and Dud Ardley.

They were gone. There were left
only Snap, Anita, and mysplf

WAS mechanically _nngmg us

away. I heard my sirens sounding
down below, with the answering clangs
here in the turret. The. Planetara’s
respiratory controls atarteﬂ the pres-
sure equalizers began oppratmg, and
the gravity plates shifted' into lifting
combinations. .

The ship was hissing and quivering
with it, combined with the grating of
the Jast of the dome ports. ' And Miko’s

d: '

“Lift, Haljan.”

Hahn had been mingled with the
confusion of the deck, though ]. had

-hardly noticed him; Coniston had re-

ained below, with the crew answer-
ing my signals. Hahn stood ndw with
Miko, gazing down through a deck
window. Anita was alone at another.

“Lift, Haljan.”

I lifted us gently, bow first, with
a repulsion of the bow plates. And
started the central eléctronic engine,
Its thrust from our stern moveiul
diagonally over the purple foreat

The glade slid downward and away.
I caught a last vague glimpse of the
buddled group of marooned passen-
ger's, staring up at us. Left to their
fate, alone on this deserted little world

With the three engines going we slid
smfioothly upward. The forest dropped,
a purple spread of tree-tops, edged with
starliglit and Earth-light. The sharply
curving horizon seemed following us
up. I swung on all the power. We
mounted at a forty degree angle, slowly
circling, with a bank of clouds over us
to the side ind the shining little sea
beneath.

“Very good, Gregg.” In the turret
light Moa’s eyes blazed at me. “I do
not know what you meant by darken-
ing the deck-lights.” Her fingers dug
at my shoulders. “I will tell my brother
it was an error.”

I said, "An error—yen.”

“An error? I don’t know what it waa
But you have me to deal with now. You
understand?. I will tell my brother s0.
You said, ‘On Earth a man may kill the
thing he loves.” A woman of Mars may
do that! Beware of me, Gregg Haljan.”

Her passion-filled eyes bored into
me. Love? Hate? The venom of 3
woman scorned—a mingling of turgid
emotions. . .

TWISTED away from her grip and

ignored her; she sat back, silently
watching my busy activitles; the cal-
culations of the shifting conditions of
gravity, pressures, peratures; &
checking of the scorfe or more of in-
struments on the board before me.
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Mechanical routine. My mind went
to Venza, back-there on the asteroid.
The wandering little world was already
shrinking to a convex surface beneath
us. Venza, with her .ast unknown play,
gone to failure. Had I failed my cue?
Whatever my part, it seemed now that
I must have horribly mis-acted it.

The fcrescent Earth was presently
swinging over our bow. We rockeled
out of the asteroid’s shadow. The glow-
ing, Aaming Sun appeared, making a
crescent of the Earth, With the glass
I could see our tiny Moon, visually
seeming to hug the limb of its parent
Earth.

We were away upon our course
for the Moon. My mind flung ahead.
Grantline with his treasure, unsuspect-
ing this brigand ship. And suddenly,
beyond »ll thought of Grantline and
his treasure, there came to me a fear
for Anita.” In God's truth I had been,
so far, a very stumbling inept champion
—doomed to failure with everything I
tried. It swept me, so that I cursed
my own incapacity. Why had I not
contrived to have Anita desert at the
asteroid? Would it not have been far
better for her there? Taking her
chance for rescue with Dr. Frank,
Venza and the others?

But no! I had, like an inept fool,
never thought of that! Had left her
here on board at the mercy of these
outlaws.

And I swore now that, beyond every-
thing, I would protect her.

Futile path! If I could have seen
ahead a few hours! But I sensed the
catastrophe. There was a shudder with-
in me as I sat in that turret, docilely
guiding us out through the asteroid’s
atmsphere, heading us upon our course
for the Moon.

CHAPTER XIX
In the Zed-light Glow

“ RY again. By the infernal, Snap
Dean, if you do anything to

balk us!” |

. Miko scanned the- apparatus with

keen eyes. How much technical knowl-
edge of signaling instruments did this
brigand leader bave? I was tense and
cold with apprehension as I sat in a
corner ,of the helio-room, watching
Snap. Could Miko be fooled? Snap,
1 knew, was trying to fool hum.

The Moon spread close beneath us.
My log-¢hart, computed up to thirty
minutes past, showed us barely some
thirty thousand miles over the Moon’s
surface. The globe lay in quadrature
benieatl'x our bow quarter—a huge quad-
rant gpreading across the black starry
vault of the Jower heavens. A silver
quadrant. The sunset caught the Lunar
mountains, flung slanting shadows over
the empty Lunar plaina. All the disc

‘was plainly visible. The mellow Earth-

light glowed serene and pale to illumine
the Lunar night.’

The Planetara was bathed in silver.
A brilliant silver glare swept the for-
ward deck, clean white and splashed
with black shadows. We had partly
circled the Moon, 8o as now to approach
it from the Earthward side. 1 had
worked with extreme concentration
through the last few hours, plotting the
trajectory of our gurving sweep, set-
ting the gravity pldtes with constantly
shifting combinations. And with it a
necessity for the steady retarding of
our velocity. ’%
IKO for a time was at my ‘elb

in the turret. I had not seen
Coniston and ‘Hahn of recent houra I
had slept, awakened refreshed, and had
a meal. Coniston and Hahn remained
below, one or the other of them always
with the crew to execute my sirened
orders,/ Then Corliston came to take
my place in the turret, and I went with
Miko to the helio-room. '

“You are skilful, Haljan.” A mea-
sure of grim approval was in Miko's
voice. "“You evidently have no wish to
try and fool me in this navigation.”

I had not, indeed. It is delicate work
at best, coping with the intricacies
of celestial mechanics upon a semi-
circular trajectory with retarding ve-

Ty
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ocitf. and with a malge-ahi:ft crew we

could easily have come upgn real dif-.

ﬁC'I.lldy. :

t hung at last, hull-down, fac’iﬁg
disc.. The giant ball of the Earth lay
behind and above us—the Sun over our
stern’ quarter. With forward velocity
almost checked, we poised, and Snap
began his signals to the unsuspecting
Grantline. E

My work momentarily was over. I
sat watchipg the helio-room. Moa was
here, clos¢ beside me; I felt always
ker watchful gaze, so that even the play
of my expression needed reining.

Miko worked with Snap.. Anita too
was here. To Miko and Moa it was
the gomber, taciturn George Prince,
shrogyded always in his black mourning
cloak, disinclined to.talk; sitting alone,
brooding and cowardly sullen.

Miko repeated, "By the infernal, if
you try to fool me, Snap Dean!”

The small metal room, with its grid
floor and low-arched ceiling, glared
with meonlight through its windows.
The m‘ing figures of Snaja and Miko
were aped by the grotesque, misshapen
shadows of them on the walls. Miko

giganticy—a great, menacing ogre. Snap.

smal]l and alert—a trim, pale figure in
his tight-fitting white troupers, broad-
flowing belt, and white shirt open at
the throat. His face wag pale and
drawn from lack of sleep 3nd the tor-
ture to which Miko had subjected him.
But he grinned at tHe brigq'nd'a words,
and pushed his straggling hair closer
under the red eyeshade.
“I'm doing my best, Miko—you can
beliewe it.” |
THE room over long periods was
deadly silent, with Miko and Snap
bending watchfully at the crowded
banks of instruments. A, silence in
which my own pounding heart seemed
to echo. I did not dare logk at Anita,
nor she at me. Snap was trying to sig-
nal Earth, not the Moon!' His main
helios were set in the reverse. The
infra-red waves, flung from the bow

W
the éarthward hemisphere af the Lunar

movement.

window, were of a frequency which
Snap and I believed that Grantline
could not pick up. And over against
the wall, close beside me and seemingly
ignored by Snap, there was a tiny ultra-
violet sender. Its faint hum and the
quivering of its mirrors had so far
assed unnoticed.

Would some Earth-station pick it
up? I prayed so. There was a thumb
nail mirror here which could bring an
answer. I prayed that it might swing.

Would some Earth telescope be able
to see us? I doubted it. The pin-
point of the Planetara’s infinitesimal
bulk would be beyond them.

Long silences, broken only by the
faint hiss and murmur of Snap's in-
struments.

“Shall I try the 'graphs, Miko?"”

IIYes-"'

I helped him with the spectrohelio-
graph. At every level the plates showed
us nothing save the scarred and pitted
Moon-surface. We worked for an hour.
There was nothing. Bleak cold night
on the Moon here beneath ys. A touch
of fading sunlight upon the Apennines.
Up near the South Pole, Tycho with
its radiating open rills stood like a
grim dark maw.

Miko bent oyer a plate. “Something
here? Is there?”

An abnormality upon the frowming
ragged cliffs of Tycho? We thought
so. But then it seemed not.

NOTHER hour. No signal came
from Earth. If Snap’s calls were
getting through we had no evidence
of it. Abruptly Miko strode at me from
across the room. I went cold and
tense; Moa shifted, alert to my every
But Miko was not inter-
ested in me. A sweep of his clenched
fist knocked the ultra-violet sender and
its coils and mirrors in a tinkling crash
to the grid at my feet. \
“We don't need that, whatever it is!”
He rubbed his knuckles where the
violet waves had tinged them, and
turned grimly back to Snap.
“Where are your Gamma ray mir-
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gore? If the treasure is expﬁsed—“

This Martian’s knowledge was far
greater than we believed. He grinned
sardonically at Anita. “If our treasure
is on this hemisphere, Prince, we
should pick up Gamma rays? Don’t
you think so? Or is Grantline so cau-
tious it will all be protected ?”

Anita spoke in a careful, throaty
drawl. “The Gamma rays came plain
enough when we passed here on the
way out.”

“You should know,” grinned Miko.
“An expert eavesdropper, Prince—I
will say that for you. Come Dean, try
something else. BY God, 1f Grantline
does not signal ub, I will be likely to
blame you—my patience is shortening.
Shall we go closer, Haljan?"”

“I don’t think it would help,” T said.

He nodded. “Perhaps not. Are we
checked ?”

“Yes.” We were poised, very nearly
motionless. “If you wish an advance,
I can ring it. But we need a surface
destination now.”

“True, Haljan.” He stood thinking.
“Would a zed-ray penetrate those
crater-cliffs? Tycho, for instance, at

this angle ?™* :
“It might,” S& agreed. “You think
he may be on Northern inner side
of Tycho?”

“He may be anywhere,” said Miko
shortly.

“If you think that,” Snap persisted,
“suppose we swing the Planetara over
the South Pole. Tycho, viewed from
there—"

“And take another quarter-day of
time ?” Miko sneered. »“Flaah on your
zed-ray; help him hook it up, Haljan.”

MOVED to the lens-box of- the
spectroheliograph. It seemed that
Snap was very strangely reluctant.
Was it because he knew that the Grant-
line camp lay concealed .on the north

N r—— —

* An allusion to the use of the zed-ray light
for making spectro-photographs of what
might lie behind obscuring rock magses, gim.
lar to the old-style X-ray.

inner wall of Tycho’s giant ring? I
thought so. But Snap flashed a queer
look at Anita. She did not see it, but
I did. And I could not understand it.

My accursed, witless incapacity! It
only I had taken warning!

“Here,” commanded Miko. “A score
of 'graphs with the zed-ray. I tell you
I-will 'comb this surface if we have to
stay here until our ship comes from
Ferrok-Shahn to join us!”

The Martian brigands were coming.
Miko’s signals had been answered. In
ten days the other brigand ship, ade-
quately ‘manned and armed, would be
here. .

Snap helped me connect the zed-ray.
He did not dare even to whisper to me,
with }Moa hovering always so close.
And for all Miko’s sardonic smiling,
we knew that he would tolerate noth-
ing from us now. , He was fully armed,
and so was Moa.

I recall that Snap several times tried
to touch me significantly. Oh, if only
I had taken warning| (/'

We finished our connecting. The
dull gray point of zed-ray gleamed
through the prisms, to mingle with the
moonlight entering the main lenst I
gtood with the shutter trip.

“The same interval, Snap?”

'.Yﬁ."

Beside me, I was aware of a faint
reflection of the zed-light—a gray
Cathedral shaft crdhsing the helio-room
and falling upon’ the opposite wall. An
unreality there, as the zed-light faintly
strove to penetrate the metal room-side.

I said, “Shall I make the exposure?”

NAP nodded. But that 'graph was

never made. An exclamatjon from
Moa made us all turn. The Gamma
mirrors were quivering! Grantline had
picked our signals! With what un-
doubtedly was an intensified receiving-
equipment which Snap had not thought
Grantline able to use, he had caught
our faint zed-rays, which Snap. whs
sending only to deceive Miko. And
Grantline had recognized the Rlane-
¢ora, and had released his occulting
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I
scrcens surrounding the radium ore.
The Gamma rays were here',, unm1stak-
able !

And upon their heels c#.me Grant-
line’s message. Not in thelsecret 3ys-
tem he had arranged with! Snap, but
unnuspectmgly in open codw. I could
read the swinging mirror, and so could
Miko. 1

And M}ko decoded it tnumphantly
aloud:

“Surprised bat pleased ﬁour return,
Approach Mid-Northern pemxsphere.
region of Archimedes, forty thousand
toises* off nearest Apenninte range.”

, The message broke off. ,But even its
importance was overshadowedes Miko
stood in the center of the‘heho-room
triumphantly reading the llght -indicat-
or. Its beam swung on the pcale, which
chanced to be almost directly over
Anita’s head.{ I saw Miko's expression

change. A ‘look of surp.nse, amaze-
ment, came to him.
ilWhy_l'l'

He gasped. He stood atarmg Al-
most stupidly staring for! an instant.
And as I regarded him w1th fascinated
horror, there came upon l:uq heavy gray
face a look of dawning comprehension.
And I heard Snap’s startled intake of
breath. He moved to the qpectrohcho-
graph, where the zed-ray jconnectiona
were ugll humming. |

But with a leap Mlka flung him
away. “Of with you! Moa.. watch
him! Haljan, don’t move!”

GAIN Miko stood ing. Oh
dear God, I saw now: that he was
staring at Anital

“Why, George Princel How strange
you look!”

Anita did not move. She
with horror; she shrank back againat
the wall, huddled in her clobak. Miko's
sardonic voice came again |

“How strange you look, Prmce I” He
took a step forward. He was grim and
calm. Hotribly calm. : Deliberate.
Gloating—like a great gra?r monster in

/ ;
® About fifty miles, . |

pvas stricken

human form toying with a fascinated,
imprisoned bird.

“Move just a little Prince. Let the
zed-ray light fall more fully.”

Anita’s head was bare. That pale,

‘Hamlethke facew, Dear God, the zed-

hght reflection lay gray and penetrat-
ing upon it/

Miko took another step. Peering.
Grinning. “How amazing,9 George
Prince! Why, I can hardly believe it!”

Moa was armed with an electronic
¢ylinder. For all her amazement—
what turgid emotions sweeping her 1
can only gucss—she never took her eyes
from Snap and me. \ )

“Back! Don’t move, either of you!”
She hissed it at us.

Then Miko leaped at Anita like giant
gray leopard pouncing.

“Away with that cloak, Prince!”

STOOD cold and -numbed. And

realization came at last, The faint
zed-light glow had fallen by chance
upon Anita’s face. Penetrated the
flesh; exposefl, faintly glowing, the
bone-line of Mer jaw. Unmasked the
waxen art of Glutz.

And Miko had seen 1t.

“Why George, bow
Away with that cloak!”

He seized her wrist, drew her for-
ward, bejond the shaft of zed-light,
into the brilliant light of the Moon.
And ripped her cloak from her. The
gentle curves of her woman’s figure
were S0 unmistakable!

And as Miko gazed at them, all his
calm triumph swept away.

“Why, Anital” |

I heard Moa mutter: “So that Is it?"
A venomous flashing look—a shaft
from me to Anita and back again. “So
that is it?” \

“Why, Anital”

Miko's great arms gathered her up
as though she were a child. “So I have
you back; from the dead delivered back
to mel”

“Gregg!” Snap’'s warning, and his
grip over my shoulders brought me a
measure of sanity. I had tensed to

surprising)
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-

spring. I stood quivering, and Moa
thrust her weapon against my f3ce.
The helio mirrors were swaying again
with another message from Grantline.
But it came ignored by us all.

In the glare of moonlight by the for-
ward window, -Miko held Anita, his
great hands pawing her with trium-
phant possessive“caresses.

“So, little Anita, you are given back
to me.” ‘

Against her futile struggles he held
ber.

Dead God, if only I had had tlle wit
to have prevented thia/

g
CHAPTER XX

The Grantline Camp

N the mid-northern hemisphere upon
the Earthward side of the Moon,

the giant crater of Archimedes stood

brooding in silent majesty. Grim, lofty
walls, broken, pitted and scarred, rising
precipitous to the upper cifcular rim.
Night bhad just fallen., The sunlight
clung to the crater-heights; it tinged
with flame the jagged peaks of the
Apénnine Mountains which rose in
tiers at the horizon; and it flung great
inky shadows over the intervening low-
lands.

Northward, the Mare Imbrium
stretched mysterious and purple, its
million rills and ridges and crater
holes flattened by distance and the
gatherinrg darkmess into a seeming level
surface. The night slowly deepened.
The dead-black vault of the sky blazed
with ite brilliant starry gems. The
gibbous Earth hung high above the
borizon, motionless, save for tlee invis-
ible pendulum sway over the tiny arc
of its libration; widening to quad-
rature, casting upon the bleak naked
Lunar landscape its mellow Earth-glow.

Slow, mﬁaaured procees, this coming
of the Lunar night! For an Earth-day
the sunset slowly faded on the Apen-
nines; the poised Earth widened a lit-
tle further—an Earth-day of time, with
the Earth-disc* visibly rotating, the
faint tracery of its oceans and conti-

.¢nveloped Archimedes.

nents passing in slow, majestic review.

Another Earth-day interval. Then
another. And another. Full night now
Splotches of
Earth-light and starlight sheen slow]y
shifted as the night advanced.

Between the great crater and the
nearby ‘mountains, the broken, pseudo-
level lowlands lay wan in the Earth-
lightt A few hundred miles, as dis-
tance would be measured upon:zEarth,
A million million rills were here. Val-
leys and ridges, ravines, sharp-walled
canyons, cliffs and crags—tiny craters
like pock-marks. )

Nalged, gray porous rock everywhere.
This denuded landscape! Cracked and
scarred and tumbled, as though some
inexorable Titan torch had seared and
crumbled and broken 1it, left it now con-
géaled like a wind-lashéd sea abruptly
frozen into immobility.

OONLIGHT upon Earth so
gently shjnes to make romantic
a lover’s smile! But the reality of the
Lunar night 1s cold beyond human
rationality. Cold and darkly silent.
Grim desolation. Awesome. Majestic.
A frowning majesty that even to the
most intrepid human beholder is incon-
ceivably forbidding.

And there werep humans here now.
On this tumbled .plain, between Archi-
pedes and the mountaine, one small
crater amid the million of' ite fellows
was distinguished this night, by the
presence of humans. The Grantline
camp! It huddled in the deepest pur-
ple shadows on the side of a bowl-like
pit, a crudely circular orifice’ with a
scant two miles a¢ross its rippling rim.
There was faint light here to mark the
presence of the living intruders. The
blue-glow radiance of Morrell tube-
lights/under a dpread of glassite.

The Grantline camp stood mid-way
up one of the inner cliff-walls of the
little crater. The broken, rock-strewn
floor, two miles wide, lay five hundred
feet below the camp. Behind it, the
jagged precipitous cliff ro.e another
five bundred to the heights of the
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upper rim. A broad level gshelf hung
midway up the cliff, and upon it Grant-
line had built his little group af glas-
gite dome shelters. Viewed from above
there was the darkly purple crater floor,
the upflung circular rim where the
Earth-light tinged the spires and crags
with yellow sheen; and qn the shelf,
like a huddled group of birds’ nests,
Grantline’s domes clung+ and gazed
down upon the innef valléy

Intricate task, the building of thesé
glassite shelters! Thereywere three.
The main one stood close at the brink
of the ledge.” A quadrangh of glassite
walls, a hundred feet.in lehg'th by half
as wide/ and a scant ten fedt high to its
flat-arched dome roof.

had brdught his aluminite] girders and
braces and the glassite pqnels in sec-
tioné. |

'6
HE air here on the Moon surface
was negligible—a scant one five-
thousandth of the atmosphenc pressure
at the sea-level on Earth.  But within

the glassite shelter, a nogn:na.l Earth-
pressure must be maintained. Rigidly
braced double walls to withstand the
explosive tendency, with no external
pressure to counteract it.; A tremen-

!

* An intricate system of i tion against
extremes of tem l‘ltl:ll't. developed by the
Erentz Kinetic Corpdration in the
twenty-first ccntury ithin tHe hollow dou-
ble uhcll of a shelter-wall, or: an explorer’s
belmet-suit, or a space-flyer's hull, an oddil-
lating semi-vacoum current wap maintained—
an cxtremely rarified air, ‘rpagmetically
charged, lnd maintained in rq pid oscillating
motion. Across this field the outer cold or
heat, as the case might be, cnuld pecpetrate
only with slow radiation. This :Erents system

ave the most perfect temperature insulation

nown in its day. Without it interplanetary
flight would have been impossible.

And it served a double purpgse. Developed
at first for temperature insulation only, t.he
Erentz system uurpnsmgly brpught to light
one of the most important digcovenies made
in the realm of physics of the céntury.: It was
found that any fashing, ating current,
whether :lectrnmc or the semi-vacuum of
rarified air—or even a thin shdet of whirling
fluid—gave also a pressure-inpulation. The
kinctic energy of the rapid rhovement was
found to absorb within itself the latent en-
ergy of the unequal pressure