


AMAZING VALUES
e XIS GIf(s/

America’s Largest Mail Order Credit Jewelers

bring to you for this Xmas the most sensational
Jewelry values ever offered. New, low prices and liberal
credit terms make worthwhile Xmas giving easier
than ever. Our tremendous buying power, direct
diamond importations and direct sales methods defy
local cash or credit competition anywhere. Never
before values like thesel

10 Months to Pay—I0 Days Free Trial

All Dealings Strictly Confidential !

We offer you credit without the slightest embarrass-
ment,—no red tape—no delay, no interest, no extra
charges. Simply  send $1.00 and your name and
address. We ship prepaid on 10 Days Free
Trial. No C. O. D. to pay upon arrival. After
full examination and free trial, pay balance
in 10 equal monthly payments

Save $15.25 on this
52450 2-DIAMOND BAGUETTE
only a month

GN-11.. .Here's value which challenges
all comparison! Latest style Baguette wrist
watch. Slender, dainty, white lifetime case
set with 2 sparkling, Genuine Dia-
monds. Guaranteed dependable
me%nment. Newest style, brace-

., - 4° match. Complete in
landsome gift case. For-
merly $39.75. Sale Ptice
Only 332.50—82.35

Written Guarantee Bond

accompanies every diamond and
watch purchased. From start
to finish your satisfaction
s assured. Order early.

$4250
9 DIAMOND
ENGAGEMENT
RING

Only 415 5 Month
31 85 GN-17 . . . Hand engraved
9 . and daintily milgrained,

\

omv 5159 a month 2r \ ISR Soiid Whita Cold.
Gentl man s massive, A Most Precious Gift! . Set with a large, brilliant,
Initla] b %of Solid White Gold. It’s a Beauty! & ding Ring \ #enuine blue-white cen-
Genuing black onyx set with 8’ 5 DIAMOND LADIES' RING 9-Diamond Wedding Ring \ /.. iimond and eight
brilliant genuine diamond and ; 5133 (8) expertly matched
two inftlals in raised White $265 Only a month \. genuine diamonds are
Gold. Specity lnmals desired Only a month ' | GN-§ ... Exquisite, newest style \ set on each Baguette
Sals Price Only $16.9 . GN-10 . . . Exquisitely hand en- wedding ring set with 9 flery, gen- effect sides. Made
$1.59 a month, graved, plerced and milgrained 18-K ume diamonds. Beautifully hand - to sell for $67.50.
. Solid White Gold, prong ring. Kiery, graved and daintily milgrained Sale Price v
genuine blue-white diamond center, 18'K Solid White Gold mounting. 2.50. $4.15 a
and 2 genuine diamonds on each Safe Price Only $19.85 —$1.88 nth.
side. A most outstanding value! | @ month.
Cannot be equalled anywhere at
this price. $27.59—only $2.65a mo.
P

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED

If you can duplicate our values anywhere send
back your purchase and we'll return your dollar.

/ : Only %165 a month
Send for latest s : s%a  GN-16 ... Beautifully engraved

FR Lk.a catalogue : - - ‘B = ultra-modern case ftted with &
4 £ £ 4 fully guaranteed movement. Open

Ilustrates hundreds of special -0 . 2 i link bracelet to match. One of our
valuef in genuine,/ blue-white 5 i ¢ 1 greatest values! Sale Price Only
diamonds; Bulova, Benrus, ! : i N 2 $17.50--§1 .65 a month.
Elgin, Waltham', Hamilton, % : 5y o\ !
Hgward, Illinois Watches, and
other standard makes from

§12.50 and upward; special

bargains in modern jewelry,
silverware and cameras. Send $37.50 BULOVA AT

for our ooy today, A NEW LOW PRICE

GN-14 . . . Guaranteed dependable, 15-jewel Bulova,
precision movement Radium hands and dial. Hand-
somely engraved, ‘‘Bulova quality!’ case. Patented
“dust-tite” seal. Engraved bracelet to match.
Another amazing Royal value — This watch was
ongmully presented as the Bulova “‘Lone Eagle’”

t $37.50; Now $29.75. Onlu $2.87 0 Month. -4

Residents of Greater New
- York are invited to cali
T in_person at our salesrcoms,

'
: " a month |

An ELGIN! New BENRUS “Jump - Watch”
Man —What a Watch! GN-t1s bl First gr%at waicch implrove- :
ment in 70 years! Face is metal; no
Only 5159 a month DIAMON D & more broken crystals — no more bent
GN-6 Nationally famous, l n?j Dy Sh?aw h°"i'ze§'ﬁ““§f s
}ﬁlgln W.l;n'b Q\Zlatcth regul:lu‘ly gfé gf) WA Cl-l co sse:gedon?:tel? 8Du]:;%e proof ?i‘l‘:ldﬁej&l‘n
ow_offere or only 5 roof. Guaranteed accurate, BENRUS
.. Handsomely engraved, lifetime, ADDRESS DEPT. 43-M l?lmvemen“t;‘r Modern. lifetime case.

tyle ch finish let S !
Aot ependivie wna uw | 170 BROADWAY, NEWYORK ot

guaranteed.—$1.59 a month. ESTADLISHED 1895 ‘524-50—82 35 a month.




Made $10,000
More In Radio

:an safely say that I
made $10,000 more
ladio than 1
made if I had con-
1 at my old job.”
TOR L. OSGOOD,
Jloud Ave.,
¢ Orange, N. J.

would

®

iped from 3§
$100 a week

‘o I entered Radio

making $35 2 week.

3d $110 in one week

Jng and selling

dios. I owe my success

N.R.I. You started me
on the right foot."”

I. A. VAUGHN,

3t. Louis, Mo.

6500 extra in &
months

n looking over my rec-
Is I find 1 made $500
my spare time in six
nths, My best week
jught me $107. I have
y one regret regarding
r course—I  should
o taken it long ago.”
7YT MOORE,

R. 3, Box 919,

anapolis, Ind.

fvanced Training Included-No Extra Charge

ASTOUNDING STORIES OF SUPER-SCIENCE

will train you

at home
tofill a

BIG

If you are dissatisfied
with your present job, if you
are struggling along in a
rut with little or no pros-
pect of anything better than
a skinny pay envelope—eclip
the coupon NOW. Get my
big FREE book on the op-
portunities in Radio. Read
how quickly you can learn

Free Book

Tells How
at home in your spare time

Mail Coupon?
to be a Radio Expert—

what good jobs my graduates have been getting—real
jobs with real futures.

Many Radio Experts Make
$50 to $100 a Week

In about ten years the Radio Industry has grown from
$2,000,000 to hundreds of millions of dollars. —Over
300,000 jobs have been created by this growth, and thou-
gands m_re will be created by its continued development.
Many men and young men with the right training-—the
kind of training I give you in the N.R.I. course—have
smmied into Radio at two and three times their former
salaries.

Get Ready Now for Jobs Like These

Broadcasting stations use engineers, operators, station
managers, and pay up to $5,000 a year. Manufacturers
continually employ testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers,
service men, buyers, for jobs paying up to $6,000 a year.
Radio operators on ships enjoy life, see the world, with
board and lodging free, and get good pay besides.
Dealers and jobbers employ service men, salesmen, buy-
ers, managers, and pay up to $100 a week. My book tells
you about these and many other kinds of interesting
Radio jobs. ‘

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week
Extra in Spare Time Almost at Once

The day you enroll with me 1 send you material which
you should master quickly for doing 28 jobs common in
most every neighborhood, for spare-timemoney. Through-
out your course I send you information on servicing
popular makes of sets. I give you the plans and ideas that
have made $200 to $1,000 a year for N. R. I. men in their
?pafe t};ne. My course is famous as the course that pays
or itself.

Television, Short-Wave, Talking Movies,
Money Back Agreement Included

Special training in Talking
Home Television experiments, Short-Wave Ra-
dio, Radio’s use in Aviation, Servicing and Mer-
chandising Sets, Broadcasting; Commercial and
Ship Stations are included. I am so sure that
N.R.I. can train you satisfactorily that I will
agree in writing to refund every penny of your
tuition if ,vou are not satisfied with my Lesson
and Instruction Service upon completion.

64-page Book of Information FREE

Get your copy today. It’s free to all residents
of the United States and Canada over 15 years g‘l;d. It
tells you where Radio’s good jobs are, what they pay
tells you about my eourse, what others who have taken
it are doing and making. Find out what Radio offers
you without the slightest obligation. ACT NOW!

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute, Dept. 2NM

Washington, D. C.

Movies, Television and

PAY
Radio Job!

: SPECIAL Radio Equipment

I have doubled
and tripled the
salaries of many

a Job
with a

eccecoancefogmece

289

for Broad Practical Experience
Giver. Without Extra Charge :

My Course is not all theory. I'll show
you how to use my special Radio equip-
ment for conducting experiments and
building circuits which illustrate impor-
tant principles used in such well-known
sets as Westinghouse, General FElectrie, Philco,
R.C.A. Victor, Majestic, and others. You work
out with your own hands many of the things you
read in our lesson books. This 50-50 methed of
training makes learning at home easy, interesting,
. fascinating, intensely practical.
You learn how sets work., why
they work, how to make them
work when they are out of order.
Training like this shows up in
your pay envelope—when you
graduate you have had train-
ing and experience—you’te
not simply looking for a
job where you can get,
experience.

With N.R.I. equipment you learn to budld and
thoroughly understand sel lesiing equipment—you
can use N.R.I. equipment fn your spare iime servicé
work for extra money.

Z
§ FILL OUT AND:MAIL:
@ THIS COUPONT

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute, Dept.2NM
Washington, D. C.

Send me your 64-page book, '‘Rieh Re-
wards in Radio.”” 1 understand this request
does not obligate me.

NAME soececcocascassstcencncsescoccsscaconcs

ADDRESS cecossecessoncecsencssocscncnaenssns

OITY.....ocvvverrrres STATE orecosions |

Please mention NEwssTAND Group when answering advertisements



Other
Month

Issued
Every

OF SURPER- SCIENCE

W. M. CLAYTON, Publisher i HARRY BATES, Lditor

'1__7 The Clayton Standard on a Magazine Guarantees:

: Thas the setorios thewein are clcan, interesting, vivid, by leading writers of the day and
purchased llnder condiﬂons approved by the Authors’ League of America;
That such g are d in Union shops by American workmen;
That cach newsdoaler and agent is inswred a fair profit;
That an intelligent consorship guarde their advertising pages.

The other Clayton magasines are:

ACE-BIGH MAGAZINE, RANCH ROMANCES, COWBOY STORIES, CLUES, FIVE-NOVELS

MONTHLY, RANGELAND LOVE STORY MAGAZINE, WESTERN ADVENTURES, STRANCE

TALES, CCMPLETE WESTERN LOVE NOVELETTES, COMPLETE MYSTERY NOVELETTES,
COMPLETE ADVENTURE NOVELETTES, MY LOVE STORY HMAGAZINE, and BUNK.

7 NpOR Ly

5.
Mors Than Two Million Copies Required to Supply the Monthly Demand for Clayton Magazines.

VoL. Xi, No. 3 CONTENTS JANUARY, 1933
COVER DESIGN H. W. WESSO
Suggested by a Scena in The Fifth-Dimension Tube.’’
“JUST AROUND THE CORNER"’ HARRY BATES 297
An Editorial,
UNDER ARCTIC ICB H. G. WINTER 298

—~—

=" Ken Torrance Races Poleward to the Aid of the Submarine Peary , Trapped in an Iey Limbo of
Avmgl»g Sealmen. (A Complete Novelette.)

THE FLOATING ISLAND OF MADNESS JASQN KIRBY 326

“Far ‘above the Avabian Desert Thres Secret Service Men Find an Aecvial Esland Whose Inhabi-
tants Are—Madmen.

IN THE NEXT ISSUE 315

TWO THOUSAND MILES BELOW CHARLES WILLARD DIiFFIN 346

As Part of Their Titanic Plan, Rawson and Loah-San Return to Sacvifice Themselves in the
Flaming Caverns of the Red Ones. (Coauclusion.)

THE FIFTH-DIMENSION TUBE MURRAY LEINSTER 366

By Way of Professor Denkam’s Tube, Tommy and Evelyn Invade the Inimical Fifth-Dimensional
World of Golden Cities and Tree-Fern Jungles and Ragged Men. (A Complete Novel-

otte.)
THE SCIENCE FORUM CARLYLE ELLIOTT, Pu.D, 418
A Place Where Your Questions on Science Aye Answered.
THE READERS’ CORNER ALL OF US 420

A Meeting Place for Readers of AsTouNDING STORiES.

Single Copies, 23 Cents Yearly Subscription, $1.00

1ssued bi-monthly by The Clayton Magazines, Inc., 153 East 44th Street, New York, N. Y. W. M, Clayton Presndent ancui
P Pace, Secretary. Entered as second-class maiter December 7, 1929, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under Act

f March 3, 1879. Copyright, 1932, by The Clayton Mngazmes. Inc. Title registered as a Trade-Matk in the U. S.
Patent Office, Member Newsstand Group. & Fot advettising rates address The Newsstand Group, Iac., 153 East 44¢th
Street, New York; or The Wrigley Bldg., Chicago.



WHAT will you be doing

ONE YEAR

TareE hundred and sixty-five days from
now ~— what?

Will you still be struggling along in
the same old job at the same old salary
— worried about the future — never
quite able to make both ends meet?

One year from today will you still be
putting off your start toward success —
thrilled with ambition one moment and
then cold the next — delaying, waiting,
fiddling away the precious hours that will
never come again?

Don’t do it, man — don’t do it.

There is no greater tragedy in the
world than that of a man who stays in
the rut all his life, when with just a little
cffort he could advance.

Make up your mind teday that you’re
going to train yourself to do some one
thing well. Choose the work you like best
in the list below, mark an X beside it,
and without cost or obligation, at least
get the full story of what the 1. C, S.
can do for you,

from today?

———— — ———— — — _—— —— T_—2 T Sr— — —— — —, S——, ———"

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
“The Universal University”
Box 2121-F, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your beoklet,
“Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars about the subject lefore
which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

[ Architect
|:|Axchnecmral Dratts-
ma

] Bulldmg Tstimating
Wood Millworking
Concrete Builder

(] Contractor and Builder

L] Structural Draftsman

[ Structural Engineer

L[] Electrical Engineer

[l Electric Wiring

[ Bleetric Lighting

[JWelding, Electric and

- Gas
{1 Telegraph Engineer
] Telephone Work
[JMechanical Engineer
[JMechanical Draftsman
{JPatternmaker

[CIMachinist
[JReading Shop Blue-
. printg

ivil Engineer
Highway Engineering
LISurveying and Mapping
L] Gas ¥ngines
LIToolmaker

L) Diesel Engines

L1 Aviation Engines
Bridge ¥nginoer
Aut.omoblle Work
Plum

“'Mm Fxtting
Heating

Ventilation

Sanitary Engineer
Sheet Metal Worker
Steam Engineer

JLICIC

OO0

[ Marine Engineer

[1Refrigeration

CIR. R. Locomoetives

[ Air Brakes

[] Tram Operation

L] R. R. Section Foreman

[IR. R _Br dge and

Building Foreman

g(‘hemistry [ Phartacy
Coal Mining Engireer

[]Navigation

[] Agriculture

[JTextile Overseer or

Superintendent

[7) Cotton Manufacturing

[ 1Woolen Manufaeturing

[ 1¥'ruit Growing

[ 1Radio

O Poultry Farming

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Industrial Management

Personnel Management
[ Traffic Management

Accountancy

Cost Accountant

%Busineﬁs Management

(1 Spanish [] French

(] Salesmanship

[} Advertising

[[]1Business Correspondence
(] Lettering Show Cards
(JStenography and

[1Signs

[ 1Civil Service

[] Railway Mail Clerk

| |1Mail Carrier

[]Grade School Subjects
[JHigh School Subiects

C. P. Accountant yping []1lustrating
[ Bookkeeping Complete Commercial [[]Cartooning
[ISecretarial Work English (] Lumber Dealer
Name. Age.

Street Address

O sessmsssanmas

State...............

Oocupation.swiensesassisss

11 you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Intemauonal (,'o'i\ww dmw

Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal,

Canads

Please mention NEWSSTAND

Group when answering advertisements
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The Road to Understandmg
For Men Pasr 40.

is 40 the ‘‘dread age’’ for many men? What is

WHY the “‘intimate’” disorder that ofg]e‘a'n ro})s Fhil\f';gi
itali : j f living? his daring
vitality, health, joy of living Nt e

book answers these and other vital questions.
for your Free Copy.

are many men past 40 suddenly afflicted with a

w i i d, may lead to
rous ailment, that if neglected,
HY iz::tgcehcd old age or perhaps grave surgery? The

Free book answersthis other questionsevery st40should
his and othe t severy man pa
know. Mail the coupon now for your free copy of this Interesting book.
n il th

do so many middle-aged men suffer distressing

w i iati bladder
kache, leg and foot pains, sciatica, |

HY t,raocuble, r’\ight rising, chronic const!pat;:)nFant:

ther so-called old-age ailments? Find the_ answer in the Fre
goo‘l’( Every man owes it to himself and family to read it.

can one again frequently know the joy of living,

i i i d feel 10
wift, lasting relief and new pep an
H Ow 52;:5 yom,lnger in 7 days? Mail the c:oupcu:| and
learn how an amazing new drugless treatment is vsed and en~
dorscd by prominent specialists.

The Truth About Prostate Gland Trouble

ANY men mistake these ray. Its relief is not only usually Tf you want to know the joy of

dangerous and distressing  quick—but lasting. Many users living, mail the coupon for your
ailments for approaching old age say it cleared up their distress- Free copy of “Why Many Men
and live lives of misery, when by ing symptoms and made them Are Old at 40.”
simply restimulating a tiny gland  feel 10 years younger in 7 days.
—called the prostate—they might Now it will be seit to Z'ou )(;n T::'g"e:‘::lx.}:::ﬁ:':;
be enjoying vim and health. a guarantee that if it doesn’t 4860 Morris Ave. :
Already 100,000 men have tested  do the same for you, pay nothing. Steubenville, Ohio
the merits of a new drugless
method of gland stimu-
lation perfected by a
scientist with offices in
Ohio,  California  and
Canada. Now many
physicians, specialists,
hospitals and  sanitari-
ums use and endorse
it, for prostatce gland
failure. It is not &
medicine, drug, massage,
diet, exercise or violet

If you live West of the Rockies, address The Electro

Thermal Co., 500 Wm. Fox Building, Dept. 48-P,

Los Angeles, Calif. In Canada, Desk 48-P, 53
Yonge St., Toronto, Can.

F-Inmn—n-uu:--.-,-‘ﬁ

W.J. KIRK, President,
The Electro Thermal Co. l
I 4860 Morris Ave., Steubenville, Ohio l

Send free copy of your daring book, * Why
Many Men Are Old at 40.”  Also facts about
your Free Trial, n

l City ............. o, State. ..... . ..,
L\—-—mmm—mm——

Please mention NEWSSTAND Group when answering advertisements



Santake Smasheas

ALL WATCH PRICES
Ard in Addition We Give You

Your Choice of ™y

A Beautiful Bianket
A Diamond Ring or
A Chest of Silver

FREE!

(Thirty Days Only)

Vvith Each Purchase As Ex-
plained in Qur Sensational
Gifer Now Ready to Maill
Send Coupon for It NOW!

# Our ‘‘Direct To Youw'' un-
heard of 1ow wholesale
gnce& are absolutely at rock

ottom, and our special dis-
tribution plam will mean huge
savings to you. This is all ex-
plained in our mew catalog just
oif the press. Send for it at once
—don't miss grasping this sensa-
tional offer which is 3tartling the
country.

We Seli Nationatly Advertised
Watches, Diamends and Sil-
verware en Terms and at §
Prices That Will Astonish Yeu

Think of it! We sell the best jew- §
elry at such prices and on such §
terms that there is no reason now |
why you caauot own jewelry which §
you know is the.best, and which §
you can be proud to own through §
the years to come. i

$eB 50 ablonth Makes §

=== ft Easy for You |

to Qwn a Valu- §

able Watch or Diamond |

We trust the people who buy 8

here, and as a resull you can |

enjoy the pride of owning a j§

really fine watch or diamond f§
while you pay by our special
easy ‘‘Santa. Fe Way.”” We
have removed every obstacle.

Send now for our catalog be-
fore this offer expires.

Write for Catalog and Beautiful
Circular IMustrating KFres Gifts

SANTA FE WATCH COMPANY

C-55 Thomas Bldg., Topeka, Kansas
TR R FREEICES NS 2 8 0 A0 ).
SANTA FE WATCH CO.

C-55 Thomas Bidg., Topela, Kansas

Please send me the catalog ¥ have checked

Railroad and Dress Pocket Wate
Ladies” and Men’s Wrist Watches. ...
Ladies’ and Men's Diamond Rings..
Special Circular Xilustrvating Free Gift...

NAME..ss00s000500s

ADDRESS. .. 00405

Physical Culture Training won
me the title ““The World’s Most
Perfect Strong Man™ and a
contract in the Movies. I have
been featured in over 100 pic-
tures; trained many of tho
famous Hollywood Stars; and
placed many of wmy students
in Pictures and on the Stage,
Now T’'Il help you through my
home-study  Physteal Culbture
Course.
MOVIE CONTRACT
GUARANTEED

1’1l not only give you a perfect
physique and pack your body
f with all the strength and mus-
eles it can . but 't enter
ni in my Movie Contest foe
FREL TRLIP TO HOLLY
2 = WOOD. AND GUARANTEED
MOVIE CO'\ITRACT as well as many Cash Prizes, If inter-
ested in a Movie carcer, I'Il help you personaily all I cam

- DEVELOP A BODY LIKE MINE IN 90 DAYS

Put yourself in my hands for just 90 days, and 111 fill out your
chest until the

seams in your clothes rip apart—Iil puk
muscles on your arms and shoulders that will laugh at loads—
I'll make a new maa of you, o big, strong FII-MAN, with
muscles of steel and the physique of a Greek God. Let moe
prove it! Tf over 16, write for my Free Illusirated Book, thag

and famous MOVIE Con-
fust write to JOE
HOLLYWOOD, CALIF.

tells all about my fow-priced Course
test. Tt *mls nothing to Investizate,
BONOKO, 280 BONOMO BLDG.,

Come fo fos Mg@lﬂ
full courses

afpﬂm of singihe
U eowse

in history,

\\

For first time
MNational offers complots
training in Radio, Electri-
city, Television, Talking Pic-
tures and Broadcasting—
all at prico of one single
course. Fourcourses for price
of one. Bargain offer for
limited time. We train you
in four big trades; awaed
iife scholarship; heip assist
you get a job. Individual,
practical instruction.
Largest and oldest trade
school in West. Est. 1905
More than 25,000 graduates.

TELEViSION- RADIO

ELECTRICITY-TALKING PICTURES
ond BROADCASTING

AILROAID FARE ALLOWED
National will allow coach raiizoad fare o Los Angelos from any uomt n U 3
Will help you get a an to pay living expenses while learning. Quallfy for U 8
Gov't oxaminations, No damay equipment. A few delightful months 'of raiaing
and you are qualificd. §p~nd winter in Los Angeles and enjoy countless pleasuros
while training. Wo reserve right to withdraw this libaral offer, so mail eoupaw
1t once while this barzain offer is atill in effect. [ree Book gives full detaila

| ;- ——NATIONAL RADIO & ELECTRICAL SCHOOL———
' Inciuding Television, Tatking Pictures and Broadcasting

! 4926 S. Figueroa St., Dept. 1223E, Los Angeles, Cal,
Send Free Book and Spocial Ofer.

Name

Please mention NeEwsstann Group

when answering advertiseimcits



Oranges, Lemons, Small
GrapefruitJuiceThemselves

it’s Different
Hangs on the Wall!

LIKE MAGIC!

At last a new kind of automatic Super-Juicer makes

the dream of every housewife come true!
Just a turn of the handle and
fruits juice themaselves instantly.

Hangs on the wall.

Different.

No waste, work,

worry or bother. Easy to clean—cannot rust. Priced

amazingly low. Agents

their lives. Rush coup

keting the

P of
on below for UNlQUE

LIBERAL NOG-RISK TEST OFFER at once!

AGENTS!

Just Turn the Crank and Make Up to

$17 IN A DAY Easy!

LMOST every one today

drinks fruit juices for their
healthful vitamins. But house-
wives up to now have had to
contend with makeshift gadgets
and squeezers—with  waste,
work, worry, mess and bother.
Now comes an astonishing au-
tomatic Super-Juicer to bring
new kitchen freedom and to
provide men and women every-
where with a once-in-a-lifetime
money-making opportunity!

Imagme a simple little auto-
matxc device that gets all the
juice like magic from oranges,
lemons, small grapefruits, etc.
That hangs on the wall. That
does not have to be screwed or
clamped to table every time
used. Just a turn of the crank
and every ounce of rich, pulpy
juice is ready to pour. Strains
all seeds, pulp and pith. Easy
to clean—no parts to rust.
Beautifully finished and guar-
anteed for 5 years. Yet priced
amazingly low to sell on sight!

Now 4 Profits on
One Sale

Shrewd old-timers and begin-
ners alike are flocking to the
SUPER-JUICER in order to
cash in on it while it is still
brand new and selling fast.
Introduced to a waiting world
only recently, this amazing
new device is already bringing
Speedo people everywhere as
high as $8 in an hour, $27 in
a day and $125 and more in a
week! Coupon below brings
facts about this and

three other equally

marvelous devices

needed in more than 20

million homes. Get
NO-RISK TEST OF- “No

FER that guarantees

sales. Send no money-— S
just mail the coupon e

at oncel Slmpl)’ Address
Central States Mfg. Mail Coupon
Co., Dept. W-6036, NOW! | city......

4560 Mary Ave., St.
Louis, Mo.

Easy to
Operate

Lifts in and
out!of the
Patented SPEEDO
wallbracket.

Hangs on the wall.
Just a few easy
twirls of the handle
and fruits juice
themselves. So sim-
ple a child cando it.

Easy to Clean

Here’'s a priceless
feature. After
juice is poured,

you simply turn
handle to left and
rinse the SUPER-
JUICER under the
faucet. No parts
to rust.
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~be a “Trained Man” Yourseif!

Bverybody knows that training pays! It brings a man better jobs
—more pay-—a brighter future. But we wanted proof to show you.
So we talked to heads of many great industries here in Chicago.
Here's what they said, in effect: ““Of course trained men will be
the first ones hired back now that business is picking up + . « and
© a8 Far as that’s concerned, most of our highly trained men were
never let out.,” No wonder you envy the trained man who is “sit- 3
ting on top of the world.”* His seat was never more secure than it
is NOW—because he's needed more than ever to carry industry RS
ahead after the Depression. Why don’t YOU get the training that will put you
“on top of the world” in earnings and opportunities ? It’s easier than you think§ i

PRACTICAL WORK — NOT MERE THEORY  auransmene

g GREAT COYNE SCHOOL

The very day you come to Coyne you start learning practicallyl You build real
batteries, wind armatures, work on huge motors, gencrators, switchboards, auta
and sirplane motors, giant electric signs, newest model electric refrigerators,
power house equipment, etc., and go on frequent inspection trips to the world’s
greatest electric plants and electrically equipped industrial concerns, Knowledge
comes to you in the surest, easiest way—by actually doing. That's why—by tha
Coyne method developed by the experience of more than a third of a century—
you become a master electrician here in a fraction of the time it would take you
to learn elsewhere, And the best proof of the value of the training is in the suc.
cess of Coyne students, We'll gladly show you hundreds and hundreds of letters
from men who are making geod in the electrical industry who credit Coyne for
all their success. You can do as well if you are earnest and want to learn, Getl
‘the facts about Coyne immediately,

MANY EARN AS THEY LEARN

Many Coyne students make all or part of their living expenses by spare-time
work. We help them find jobs, and go all the way to make their training as
economical ag it is thorough and practical. We'll do the same for you. Don't let
money-shortage keep you from coming te Coyne to get the training that will put
you “‘on top of the world,”
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“Just around the Corner”
An Editorial by Harry Bates

in our comfort and enjoyment,

we are wont to accept the con-
tributions of the past pilgrims of prog-
ress without a full appreciation of the
momentous radicalisms of thought in the
minds of a comparative few which have
lifted our civilization from one re-
stricted plane into another. A casual re-
flection upon the march of progress
through the ages makes at once apparent
the up-trend in our store of useful
knowledge; but, as the terrain flattens
out in the shadow of an airplane gaining
altitude, so are the intellectual cliffs and
chasms of the past foreshortened into in-
significance. What once were barriers of
apparently insurmountable height, now
in rctrospection are referred to as mere
stumbling blocks.

All praise to the thousands who have
pressed on, profiting by the experience
of their predccessors, and who, often
through laborious trial and error, have
pegged our stock of knowledge at a new
high, All praise to the thousands of in-
ventors who have contributed material
aids to present comfort and future prog-
ress through the utilization of new prin-
ciples; but immortality be to those who
discovered those principles.

To our perception—which can but
poorly gauge the perspectives of re-
treating time—the architectural transi-
tion from Greek temples, moulded for
beauty, into colossal Roman public build-
ings, constructed for utility, may appear
to be but a smooth and leisurely ad-
vance in the process of this man-made
evolution. But the process was not so
simple, for it depended upon -the dis-
covery of a totally new architectural
principle, the arch, which, though ab-
surdly simple to us now, was groped for
blindly by the artisans of centuries. Who-
ever was the discoverer is unknown; the
“also-rans” who make capital of the ge-
nius of another seldom pause to pay
tribute to him.

Mention neced scarcely be made of
those whose daring imagination followed
by constancy of purpose proved that the
earth is spherical. This was certainly an
unorthodox revision to the natural con-
ception of a two-dimensional earth
bounded by goodness-knows-what. As in
the case of the arch, there was no com-
promise; the earth was either flat or
else it was not; and the situation which
seemed perfectly obvious and satisfying,
even logical, proved to be utterly falla-
cious.

The mediecval alchemists, essaying to
turn the base metals into fine gold,
finally lay down upon the job after con-

: EING born into a world in which
science plays an all-important part

tributing no more than two false theories.

The first of these, the “vital theory,”
would have us believe that compounds of
organic origin, such as the chlorophil of
plants—while, to be sure, containing ele-
ments well known in inorganic naturc—
are so bound up and pervaded by a
“spirit of life” that duplication of them
by anyone other than their Creator
would be quite impossible. This age-old
bugaboo was knocked for a scientific
loop by Friedrich Wdohler, who, in 1828,
synthesized urea, a truly organic com-
pound, the result of digestion of other
truly organic compounds by highly or-
ganized animal life. Once this barricade
was scaled, a vista into the realms of or-
ganic chemistry was disclosed to such
men as Sir Henry Perkin, who, at the
age of seventeen synthesized a valuable
organic purple dye making practical uze
of the new organic chemistry; to Emil
Fischer, who pulled apart, atom from
atom, certain highly complex com-
pounds associated with animal life and
then built them up again; and to ihe
thousands of others who have proved
that Nature’s methods may not only be
copied but may actually be improved
upon. But, in view of the point which
we wish to bring out here, Waohler vwas
the man who rang the bell.

The other alchemic fallacy was the re-
sult of an admission of the failure to
find the “philosopher’s stone” with which
to destroy the gold standard. Compara-
tively modern textbooks in chemistry de-
fine the atom as the smallest unit into
which matter is divisible, which has as
a corollary another untruth, that therc is
no such thing as the transmutation of
the elements. Mme. Curie started pvo-
cedures against these inaccuracies by ithe
discovery of radio-activity, through
which radium disintegrates into other
elements more elemental. Since then,
Compton has shown that some elemenis
may be changed to others at will by
high-powered electronic bombardment.

With the far-reaching and revolution-
ary discoveries of Einstein new chapteis
have been added, and numerous corrcc-
tions been made necessary in every
branch of the physical sciences.

And so it goes. The impossible of to-
day becomes the accepted fact of to-
morrow. It was glorious to first circuin-
navigate the globe; who will first zct
foot on another planet? It was amazing
to watch the progress of synthetic chem-
istry; who will first create geunuine liie
in the test tube? It will be stupendcous
to explore the wonders of outer space;
when will we be led into other, yet un-
fathomed dimensions? It is all “just
around the corner.”
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A Sequel to “Seed of the Arctic Ice”

Under Arctic

A Complete Novelette
By H. G. Winter

CHAPTER I

An Empty Room

HE house where the long
trail started was one of gray
walls, gray rooms and gray
corridors, with carpets that
muffled the feet which at intervals
passed along them.

from a landscape torpid under the
hot sun of summer, and across
which occasionally drifted the lone-
ly, mournful whistle of a train on a
nearby railroad. Inside the house
there was always a hush, a heavy
quiet—restful to the brain.

But now a voice was raised,
young, angry, im-

It was a house of
silence, brooding
within the high
fence that shut it

Ken Torrance races Poleward to

the aid of the submarine Peary,

trapped in an icy limbo of aveng-
ing sealmen.

patient, in one of
the gray-walled
rooms.

“Yes, I rang for

and the grounds
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you. I want my



bags packed. I'm leaving this miin-
ute!”

The face of the man who had en-
tered showed surprise.

“Tieaving, Mr. Torrance? Why?”

“Read this!”

As if knowing and therefore
dreading what he would see, the at-
tendant took the newspaper held
outstretched to him and followed
the pointing finger to a featured
column. He scanned it

Deadline Passed for Missing
Submarine

Point Barrow, Aug. 17 (AP):
Planes sent out to search for
the missing polar submarine
Peary have returned without
clue to the mystery of its dis-
appearance, The close search
that has been conducted through
the last two weeks, involving
great risks to the pilots, has
been fruitless, and authorities
now hold out small hope for

She was fastened to the mud of the gloomy
sea-floor,

Yo
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Captain Sallorsen, his crew and
the several scientists who ac-
companied the daring expedi-
tion.

If the Peary, as is generally
thought, is trapped beneath the
ice floes or embedded in the
deep silt of the polar sea-floor,
her margin of safety has passed
the deadline, it was pointed out
to-day by her  designers.
Through special rectifiers
aboard, her store of air can be
kept capable of sustaining life
for a theoretical period of thir-
ty-one days. And exactly thirty-
one days have now elapsed since
last the Peary’s radio was heard
from a position 72° 47’ N, 162°
22’ W, some twelve hundred
miles from the North Pole it-
self,

In official circles, hope was
practically abandoned for the
missing submarine, though at-
tempts will continue to be made
to locate her.

Torrance,” said
“This pa-

“I’'m sorry, Mr.
the attendant nervously.
per should—"

“Should never have reached me,
eh? Through some slip of the peo-
ple who censor my reading matter
here, I read what I wasn’t supposed
to—that’s what you mean?”

“It was thought better, Mr. Tor-
rance, by the doctors, and—"

“Good God! Thought better!
Through their sagacity, these doc-
tors have probably condemned the
men on this submarine to death! I
haven’t heard a word about the ex-
pedition; didn’t even know the
Peary was up there, much less miss-
ing!”

“Well, Mr. Torrance,” the attend-
ant stammered, more and more un-
settled, “the doctors thought that—
that any news about it would—well,
upset you.”

The young man laughed bitterly.
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“Bring on my old ‘trouble’ I sup-
pose. The doctors have been con-
siderate, but I won’t concern them
any more. I'm through. I'm leaving
for the north—right now. There’s
a bare chance I might still be in
time.”

“I'm sorry, Mr. Torrance, but you
can’t.,”

“Can’t?”

The attendant had retreated to
the door. His eyes were nervous,
his face pale.

“It’s orders, Mr. Torrance. Ycu've
been under observation treatment,
and the doctors left strict orders
that you must stay.”

The young man throbbed with
dangerous anger. His hands clenched
and unclenched. He burst out, in a
last attempt at reason:

“But don’t you see, I've got to
get to the Peary! It’s the last hope
for those men! The position she was
last heard from is right where I—"

“You can’t leave, Mr. Torrance!
I'm sorry, but I'll have to call a
guard?!”’

For a minute their eyes held.
With an effort, the young man said
more calmly:

“I see. I see. I'm a prisoner. All
right, leave me.”

The attendant was more than
willing. The young man heard the
door’s lock click. And then he low-
ered his head and pressed his hands
hard into his face.

But a second later he was looking
up again, at the single wide win-
dow which gave out on the lonely
landscape over which sometimes
came drifting the distant cry of a
train’s whistle,

WQC months before, Kenneth

Torrance had returned to the
whaling submarine Narwhal, of
which he was first torpooner, with
a confused story of men who were
half-seals that lived in mounds un-
der the Arctic ice,* who had cap-

*See the February, 1932, issue of Astounding Stories.
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tured him and—he found—had also
captured the second torpooner,
Chanley Beddoes. In breaking free
from their mound-prison, Beddoes
had killed one of the sealmen and
had been himself slain minutes later
by a killer whale, one of the fierce
scavengers of the sea which the
sealmen trapped for food even as
the Narwhal sought them for oil
Xen Torrance alone came back.

Over their doubts, he had stuck
to his story. Later, he had repeated
it to officials of the Alaska Whal-
ing Company, who worked the sub-
marine and several surface ships.
They in return had sent him to a
private sanitarium in the State of
Washington for a rest which they
hoped would “iron out the kink” in
his brain,

Here Ken had been for six weeks,
while the exploring submarine
Peary nosed her way northward to-
ward the Pole. Here he had been,
all unknowing, while the world
hummed with reports of the Peary’s
disappearance in that far-off ever-
shrouded sea of mystery

She might, Ken knew, have struck
a shaft of undeirwater ice, sending
her to the bottom; some of her ma-
¢hinery might have cracked up, par-
alyzing her; the ice-fields under
which she cruised might have shift-
ed suddenly, crushing her ribs—of
these perils the world knew as well
as he. But the submarine’s crew
was prepared for them; the Peary
was equipped with a circular saw
for cutting up through the ice from
beneath, and she czrried sea-suits
which would allow her men, if she
were wrecked on the bottom, to
leave her and get up on the ice and
wait for the first searching plane.

Why, then, had not the planes
which scoured the region found the
survivors?

That was the mystery—but not to
Ken Torrance. There was another
peril, of which he alone knew. Not
far from where the Peary’s last
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radio report had come, a group of
hollowed-out mounds lay on the
sea-floor, swarming with brown-
skinned, quick-swimming creatures.
Sealmen, they were—men who, like
the seals, had gone back to the sea.
Months ago, Second Torpooner
Chanley Beddoes had killed one of
them. They were intelligent; they
could remember; they were capable
of hate and fear; they would be de-
sirous of leveling the debt!

There, Ken felt sure, lay the rea-
son for the Peary’s baffling silence,
for the non-appearance of her men.

There might still be time. No one
of course would listen to him and
believe, so he would have to go in
search of the Peary and her crew
himself,

Standing by the window, Ken-
neth Torrance quickly planned the
several steps which would take him
to the Arctic and its silent ice-
coated sea.

And when, some two hours later,
after a short warning rap on the
door, the individual who served as
Mr. Torrance’s attendant entered
his room, he was confronted, not by
the gentleman whose dinner he car-
ried, but by an empty room, a
stripped bed, an open window, and
a rope of sheets dangling from it
toward the ground two stories be-
neath.

That was at seven o’clock in the
evening,

CHAPTER IX

The Crash

: T a few minutes before cight

o’clock, Air Rail Pilot Steve
Chapman was enjoying a quiet ciga-
rette while waiting for the me-
chanics to warm up the five hun-
dred horses of his mail plane satis-
factorily., Haifway through, he
heard, from behind, a quick patter
of feet, and, turning, he observed &
figure clad in flannel trousers and
sweater, The cigarette dropped
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right out of his mouth as he cried:

“Ken! Ken Torrance!”

“Thank God you’re here!” said
Kenneth Torrance. “I gambled on
it. Steve, I've got to borrow your
oewn personal plane.”

“What?” gasped Steve Chapman.
“What—what—?"

“Listen, Steve. I haven’t been
with the whaling company lately;
been resting, down here—secluded.
Didn’t know that submarine, the
Peary, was missing. I just learned.
And I know damned well what’s
happened to it, I've got to get to
it, quick as I can, and I've got to
have a plane.”

Steve Chapman said rather faint-
ly:
“But—where was the Peary when
they last heard from her?”

“Some twelve hundred miles from
the Pole.”

“And you want to get there in a
plane? From here?”

“Must!”

*“Boy, you stand about one chance
in twenty!”

“Have to take it, Time’s precious,
Steve. I've got to stop in at the
Alaska Whaling Company’s outpost
at Point Christensen, then right on
up. I can’t even begin unless I have
a plane. You’ve got to help me on
my one chance of bringing the
Peary’s men out alive! You'll prob-
ably never see the plane again,
Steve, but—"

“To hell with the plane, if you
come through with yourself and
those men,” said the pilot. “All
right, kid, I don’t get it all, but I'm
playing with you. You’re taking my
own ship.”

He led Ken to a hangar wherein
stood a trim five-passenger amphi-
bian; and very soon that amphibian
was roaring out her deep-throated
song of power on the line, itching
for the air, and Steve Chapman was
shouting a few last words up to the
muffled figure in the enclosed con-
trol cockpit,
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“Fuel’ll last around forty hours,”
he finished. “You’ll find two hun-
dred per, easy, and twenty-five
hours should take you clear to
Point Christensen. I put gun and
maps in the right pocket; food in
that flap behind you. Go to it, Ken!”

Ken Torrance gripped the hand
outstretched to his and held it tight.
He could say nothing, could only
nod—this was a real friend. He
gave the ship the gun.

Her mighty Diesel bellowed,
lashed the air down and under; the
amphibian spun her retractable
wheels over the straight hard
ground until they lifted lightly and
tilted upward in a slow climb for
altitude. With fiery streams from
the exhaust lashing her flanks, she
faded into the darkness to the
north,

“Well,” murmured Steve Chap-
man, “I’ve got her instalments left,
anyway!” And he grinned and
turned to the mail.

HAT night passed slowly by;

and the next day; and all
through night and day the steady
roar of beating cylinders hung in
Kenneth Torrance’s ears. At last
came Point Christensen and a de-
scent; sleep and then quick, deci-
sive action; and again the amphibian
rose, heavily loaded now, and
droned on toward the ice and the
cold bleak skies of the far north.
On, ever on, until Point Barrow,
Alaska’s northernmost spur, was
left behind to the east, and the
world was one of drifting ice on
gray water. Muscles cramped, mind
dulled by the everlasting roar, head
aching and weary, Ken held the am-
phibian to her steady course, until
a sudden wind shook her momentar-
ily from it.

A rising wind. The skies were
ugly. And then he remembered that
the men at Point Christensen had
warned him of a storm that was
brewing. They’d told him that he
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was heading into disaster; and their
surprised, rather fearful faces ap-
peared before him again, as he had
seen them just before taking off,
after he had told them where he was
going.

Of course they’d thought him
crazy. He had brought the amphi-
bian down in the little harbor off
the whaling company’s base, gone
ashore and greeted his old friends.
There was only a handful of men
stationed there; the Narwhal was
being overhauled in a shipyard at
San Francisco, and it wasn’t the
season for surface whalers. They
knew that he, Ken, had been put in
a sanitarium; all of them had heard
his wild story about sealmen. But
he concocted a plausible yarn to ac-
count for his arrival, and they had
fed him and given him a berth in
the bunkhouse for the night.

For the night! Ken Torrance
grinned as he recalled the scene. In
the middle of the niglht he had
risen, quickly awakened four of the
sleeping men, and with his gun
forced them to take a torpoon from
the outpost’s storehouse and put it
inside the amphibian’s passenger
compartment,

It was robbery, and of course
they’d thought him insane, but they
didn’t dare cross him. He had told
them cheerfully he was going after
the Peary, and that if they wanted
the torpoon back they were to di-
rect the searching planes to keep
their eyes on the place where the
submarine was last heard from. . .

EN came back to the present

abruptly as the plane lurched.
The wind was getting nasty. At
least he did not have much farther
to go; an hour’s flying time would
take him to his goal, where he must
descend into the water to continue
his search. His search! Had it been,
he wondered, a useless one from the
start? Had the submarine’s crew
been killed before he’d even read
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of her disappearance? If the se-!-
men got them, would they desti:y
them immediately?

“I doubt it,” Ken muttered io
himself. “They’d be kept prisoners,
in onec of those mounds, like I was.
That is, if they haven’t killed any
of the creatures. It hangs on that!”

An hour’s time, he had reckonedi;
but it was more than an hour. For
soon the world was blotted out by
a howling dervish of wind and
driven snow that time and time
again snatched the amphibian from
Ken’s control and hurled it high, or
threw it down like a toy toward the
inferno of sea and ice he knew lay
beneath. He fought for altitude, for
direction, pitched from side to side,
tumbled forward and back, gaining
a few hundred feet only to fcal
them plucked breathtakingly out
from under him as the screaming
wind played with him.

Now and again he snatched a
glance at the torpoon behind. The
gleaming, twelve-foot, cigar-shaped
craft, with its directional rudders,
propeller, vision-plate and nitro-
shell gun lay safely secured in the
passenger compartment, a familiar
and reasurring sight to Ken, who,
as first torpooner of the Narwhal,
had worked one for years in the
chase for killer whales. Soon, it
seemed, he would have to depend on
it for his life,

For all the Diesel’s power, it was
not enough to cope with the dead
weight of ice which was forming
over the plane’s wings and fuse-
lage. He could not keep the alti-
meter up. However he fought, Ken
saw that finger drop down, down—
up a trifle, quivering as the racked
plane quivered—and then down and
down some more.

He saw that the plane was
doomed. He would have to abandon
it—in the torpoon—if he could.

He was some thirty miles from
his objective. The sea beneath
would be half hidden under ragged,
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drifting floes. In fair weather he
could have chosen a landing space
of clear water, but now he could
not choose. The altitude dial said
that. the water was three hundred
feet beneath, and rapidly rising
nearer.

A margin of seconds in which to
prepare! Ken locked the controls
and scrambled back into the passen-
ger compartment. Steadying him-
self on the bucking floor, he opened
the torpoon’s entrance port and slid
in; quickly he locked the port and
strapped the inner body harness
around him; and then he waited.

Now it was all chance. If the
plane crashed into clear water, he
was safe; but if she hit ice. . . .
He put that thought from him.

The locked controls held the am-
phibian for perhaps thirty seconds.
Then with a scream the storm-giant
took her. A mad up-current of wind
hurled her high, whirled her diz-
zily, toyed with her—and then she
spun and dove. Down, down, down;
down with a speed so wild Ken
grew faint; down through the core
of a maelstrom of snow till she
crashed.

Kenneth Torrance knew a sudden
shaking impact; for an instant there
was uncertainty; and then came all-
pervading quiet. . . .

CHAPTER III
The Fate of the Peary
QUIET, and utter, liquid dark-

ness.
iquid! Around him Ken heard
a gurgling, at first loud and close,
then subsiding to-a low whispering
of currents. The amphibian had hit
water,

Gone in an instant was the shriek
and fury of the storm, and in its
place the calm, slow-heaving silence
of underwater. The plane was shat-
tered in a dozen places, but the
torpoon had easily stood it.

Ken turned to action. He switched
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on the torpoon’s dashboard lights
and twin bow-beams, and saw that
the shell was wedged in the' fusel-
age. The plane was apparently en-
tirely under the surface, and her
interior filled with water.

Holding the propeller in neutral,
he revved up the powerful electric
motor. Then he bit the propeller in,
slowly. The torpoon nudged back
for inches. Then, throwing the gear
into forward, Ken gave her full
speed. The torpoon leaped ahead,
crunched through the weakened
corner ahead and was free.

It was a world of drab tones that
she came into. Down below was
impenetrable blackness, shading
softly overhead into blue-gray
which was mottled by lighter areas
from breaks in the floes above. All
was calm. There was no sign of
life save for an occasional vague
shadow that, melting swiftly away,
might have been a fish or seaweed.
Placid always, would be this
shrouded sea of mystery, no matter
what furious tempest raged above
over the flat leagues of ice and
water,

But the seeming peacefulness was
but a mask for danger. Kenneth
Torrance’s face was set in sober
lines as he sped the slim torpoon
northward, her bow lights shafting
long white fingers before her. For
now there was only one path—and
that lay ahead. He could not turn
back. Storm and water had de-
stroyed the plane that could take
him back to land, He could not pos-
sibly reach any outpost of civiliza-
tion in the torpoon, for her cruising
radius was only twenty hours. He
had planned to land the amphibian
on the ice above the spot where the
Peary had disappeared, then find a
break in the ice and slide down be-
low in the torpoon on his quest—jo..
return to the plane if it proved
fruitless. But now there was no re-
treat. It was succeed, or die.

And with that realization a more
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dreadful thought flashed into his
mind. All those men, of the whal-
ing company and the sanitarium,
thought him a little crazy. And,
since lunatics are always convinced
of the reality of their visions, what
if the sealmen—his adventure
amidst them—had been but a dream,
a nightmare, an hallucination?
What if he were in truth crazy?
The fear grew rapidly. What if he
were? God! He, hunting for the
Peary, when all those planes and
men had failed! He, expecting to
achieve what those searchers, with
far greater resources, had not been
able to! Did not that give evidence
that his mind was twisted? Crea-
tures, half-seal, half-men, living un-
der the ice—it certainly seemed a
lunatic’s obsession.

Then something within him rose
and fought back.

“No!” he cried aloud. “I'll go
bugs if I think like that! Those
sealmen were real—and I know
where they are. I'm going on!”

And, an hour later, the dash-
board's shaded dials told him he
was on the exact spot where the
Peary had last reported. . . .

ERE was the real Arctic, the

real polar sea. No sun, no
breath of the world above could
reach it through its eternal mask of
solid ice. As one of the few unfa-
miliar aspects of the earth, it was
as far removed from the imagination
of man as if it were part of a far
planet hung spinning millions of
miles out in space. Men could reach
it in shells of metal, but it was not
meant for him, and was always hos-
tilee A dozen times a daring one
could cross safely its cold lonely
reaches, but the thirteenth time it
would snare and destroy him for
the unwanted trespasser he was.

It was here that the Peary had
stepped off into mystery. At this
point her hull had throbbed with
air, movement, life; at this point
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all had been well. And then, min-
utes or hours later, close to here,
the sea devil had sprung.

What had happened? What had
trapped her? What, even more baf-
fling, had kept her men with their
manifold safety devices from even
reaching and climbing up on the
ice above to signal the searching
planes?

Ken Torrance, oppressively alone
in the hovering torpoon, gazed
through its vision-plate of fused
quartz around him. Gray sea, filter-
ing to black beneath; distant, eery
shadows, probably meaning nothing,
but possibly all important; ceiling
of thick ice above, rough and in
places broken by a sharp down-
thrusting spur—these were his sur-
roundings. These were what he
must hunt through, until he came
upon the crumpled remnant of a
submarine, or the murky, rounded
hillocks which gave habitation to
the creatures he suspected of cap-
turing that submarine’s crew.

E began the search systemati-

cally. He angled the torpoon
down to a position halfway between
sea-floor and ice-ceiling, then swung
her in an ever-widening circle. Soon
his orbit had a diameter of a half-
mile; then a mile; then two.

The torpoon slipped through the
water at full speed, her light-beams
like restless antennae, now stabbing
to the right to dissolve a formless
shadow, now to the left to throw
into blinding white relief a school
of half-transparent fish which scur-
ried with frantic wrigglings of tails
from the glare, now slanting up to
bathe the cold glassy face of an in-
verted ice-hill, now down to dig
two white holes in the deeper
gloom,

Ken continued this routine for
hours. Steadily and low the elec-

“tric motor droned in the ears of the

watchful pilot, and the stubby pro-
peller’s blades flashed round in a
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blur of speed between the slightly
slanted rudders. . Somewhere, miles
away, a splintered amphibian plane
was slipping down to her last land-
ing, and above, perhaps, the white
hell of storm which had brought
her low still howled over the track-
less wastes; but here were only
shadows and shifting gloom, strain-
ing the alert eyes to soreness and
tensing the watcher’s brain with
alarms that, one after another, were
only false.

Until at last he found her.

Immediately he shut off all his
lights. He no longer needed them.
Far in the distance, and below,
wavered a faint yellow glow. It
was no fish; it could mean only one
thing—the lights of a submarine.

And lights meant life! There
would be none burning in a de-
serted submarine. His heart beat
fast and his tight, sober lips wid-
ened in a quick grin. He had found
the Peary! And found her with
some life still aboard her! He was
in time!

So Ken rejoiced while he slid the
torpoon down to a level just a few
feet above the silty sea bottom, re-
ducing her to quarter-speed. There
was an urge inside him to switch
on his bow-beams, reach them out
toward the submarine’s hull to tell
all within that help was at last at
hand; he wanted to send the tor-
poon ahead at full speed. But cau-
tion restrained him to a more de-
liberate course. He was in the realm
of the sealmen, and he did not wish
to attract the attention of any. So
he advanced like a furtive shadow
slinking along the dark sea-bottom,
deep in the covering gloom.

Nearer and nearer, while the dis-
tant blur of yellow light grew.
Nearer and nearer to the long-
trapped men, while the conscious-
ness that he had succeeded intoxi-
cated him. He alone had found
them! Sealmen or no sealmen, he
had found the Peary! And found
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her with lights lit and life inside!
Nearer and nearer, . . .

And then suddenly Ken halted
the torpoon and stared with wide,
alarmed eyes. For the submarine
was now plainly visible in detail
—and he saw her real plight and
with it knew the answer to the nmiys-
tery of her long silence and the
non-appearance of her men on the
ice field above.

HE Peary was a spectacle of

fantastic beauty. It was as if a
huge, rounded piece of amber, mel-
low, golden, lay in the murk of the
sea-floor. Not steel, hard and grim,
but of transparent, shimmering
stuff she was built, all coated a soft
yellow by her lights, clearly visible
inside. Ken had known something
of her radical construction; knew
that a substance called quarsteel,
similar to glass and yet fully as
tough as steel, had been used for
her hull, making her a perfect ve-
hicle for undersea exploration. Her
bow was capped with steel, and her
stern, propellers, diving rudders;
her port-locks, for the releasing of
torpoons, were also of steel, as
were the struts that braced her
throughout—but the rest was quar-
steel, glowing and golden as the
heart of amber.

Beautiful with a wild yet scien-
tific beauty was the Peary, but she
was not free. She was trapped. She
was - fastened to the mud of the
gloomy sea-floor.

Ropes held her down; and Ken
Torrance knew those ropes of old.
They were tough and strong, woven
of many strands of seaweed, and
twenty or thirty of them striped the
Peary’s two hundred feet of hull.
Unevenly spaced, stretched clear
over the ship from one side to the
other, they were caught around her
up-jutting conning tower, fastened
through her rudders, and holding
tight in a score of places. They
held the submarine down despite
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all the buoyancy of her emptied
tanks and the power of her twin
propellers.

And the sealmen swam around
her.

ESTLESS dark shadows

against the golden hull, they
wavered and darted and poised, to-
tally unafraid. Another in Kenneth
Torrance’s place would have put
them down as some strange school
of large seals, inordinately curious
but nothing more; but the torpooner
knew them as men—men remodeled
into the shape of seals; men who,
ages ago, had forsaken the land for
the old home of all life, the sea;
who, through the years, had gradu-
ally changed in appearance as their
flesh had become coated with layers
of cold-resisting blubber; whose
movements had become adapted to
the water; whose legs and arms had
evolved into flippers; but whose
heads still harbored the now faint

spark of intelligence that ‘marked’

them definitely as men.

Emotions similar to man’s they
had, though dulled; friendliness,
curiosity, anger, hate, and—Ken
knew and feared—even a capacity
for vengeance. Vengeance! An eye
for an eye, tooth for a tooth—the
old law peculiar to man! Chanley
Beddoes had slain one of them; if
only the Peary’s crew had not killed
more! If only that, there might be
hope!

First he must get inside the sub-
marine. Warily, like a stalking cat,
Ken Torrance inched the torpoon
toward the great shining ship. At
least he was in time. Within her
he could see figures, most of them
stretched out on the decks of her
different compartments, but one of
whom occasionally moved—slowly.
He understood that. For weeks now
the Peary had lain captive, and her
air had passed beyond the aid of
rectifiers. Tortured, those survivors
inside were, constantly struggling
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for life, with vitality ever sinking
lower. Some might already be dead.
But at least he could try to save
the rest.

He approached her from one side
of the rear, for in the rear compart-
ment were her two torpoon port-
locks. The one on his side was
empty, its outer door open. The
torpoon it had held had been sent
out, probably for help, and had not
returned. It provided a means of
entrance for him.

At perhaps a hundred feet from
the port-lock, Ken halted again. His
slim craft was almost indistinguish-
able in the murk; he felt reasona-
bly safe from discovery. For min-
utes he watched the swarming seal-
men, waiting for the best chance to
dart in.

T was then, while studying the

full length of the submarine
more closely, that he saw that one
compartment of her four was filled
with water. Her steel-caped bow
had been stove in. That, he conjec-
tured, had been the original acci-
dent which had brought her down.
It was not a fatal accident in itself,
for there were three other compart-
ments, all separated by watertight
bulkheads, and the flooded one
could be repaired by men in sea-
suits—but then the sealmen had
come and roped her down where she
lay. Some of the creatures, he saw,
were actually at that time inside
the bow compartment, swimming
around curiously amidst the clus-
tered pipes, wheels and levers. It
was a weird sight, and one that
held his eyes fascinated.

But suddenly, through his absorp-
tion, danger prickled the short hairs
of his neck. A lithe, sinuous shad-
ov close ahead was wavering, and
large, placid brown eyes were star-
ing at him. A sealman! He was
discovered! And instinctively, im-
mediately, Ken Torrance brought
the torpoon’s accelerator down flat.
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whirling propeller. The creature
that had seen him doubled around
and sped in retreat. In brief
snatches, as the torpoon streaked
across the hundred-foot gap to the
empty port-lock, Ken glimpsed his
discoverer gathering a group of its
fellows, and saw brown-skinned
bodies swarm after him with nooses
of seaweed-rope—and then the great
transparent side wall of the Peary
was before him, and the port-locks
dark opening. Ken threw his motor
into reverse, slid the torpoon slight-
ly to one side, and there was a jerk,
a jar, and a sensation of something
moving behind.

He turned to see the port-lock’s
outer door closing, actuated by con-
trols inside the submarine—and just
in time to shut out the first of his
pursuers. Then the port-lock’s
pumps were draining the water
from the chamber, and the inner
door clicked and opened.

Kenneth Torrance climbed stiffly
from the torpoon to enter the inte-
rior of the long-lost and besieged
exploring submarine Peary.

CHAPTER 1V
“No Chance Left”

IS entrance was an unpleasant
experience. He had forgotten
the condition of the air inside the
submarine, and what its effect on
him, coming straight from compar-
atively good and fresh air, would
be, until he was seized by a sudden
choking grip around his throat. He
recled and gasped, and was for a
minute nauseated. Lights flashed
around him, and teetering backward
he leaned weakly against some
metal object until gradually his
head cleared; but his lungs re-
mained tortured, and his breathing
a thing of quick, agonized gulps.
Then came sounds. Figures ap-
peared before him.
“From where—" “Who are you?”
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“What—what—what—" “How did
you?”

The half-coherent questions were
couched in whispers. The men
around him were blear-eyed and
haggard-faced, their skins dry and
bluish, and not a one was clad in
more than undershirt and trousers.
Alive and breathing, they were—
but breathing grotesquely, horribly.
They made awful noises at it; they
panted, in quick, shallow sucks.
Some lay on the deck at his feet,
outstretched, without energy
enough to attempt to rise.

Beautiful and amber-like the sub-
marine had appeared from outside,
but inside that effect was lost.
There were the usual appurte-
nances: a maze of pipes, wheels,
machinery, all silent now, and cold;
here were the two port-locks for
torpoons; the emergency steering
controls; the small staterooms of
the Peary’s officers. Looking for-
ward, still striving for complete
clear-headedness and normality, Ken
could see the two intact forward
compartments, silent and apparently
lifeless, with dim lamps burning.
They ended with the watertight
bulkhead which stood between them
and the flooded bow compartment.

Ken at last found words, but even
his short query cost a sickening
effort.

“Where’s—the commander?” he
asked.

MAN turned from where he
had been leaning against a
nearby wheel control. He was
stripped to the waist. His tall body
was stooped, and the skin of his
ruggedly cut face drawn and parch-
ment-like. His face had once been
dignified and authoritative, but now
it was that of a man who nears
death after a long, bitter fight for
life. The smile which he gave to
Ken was painful—a mockery.
“I am,” he said faintly. “Sallor-
sen. Just wait, please. A minute.
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I worked Breath’s
gone,

He sucked shallowly for air and
let his smile go. And standing
there beside him, gazing at the
worn frame, Ken felt strength coine
back. He had just entered; this
man and the others had been here
for weeks!

“I'm Sallorsen,” the captain went
on at last. All his words were
clipped off, to cost minimum ef-
fort. “Glad you got through. Afraid
you've come to prison, though.”

“No!” Ken said emphatically. He
spoke to the captain, but what he
said was also for all the others
grouped around him. “No, Captain!
I’'m Kenneth Torrance. Once tor-
pooner with Alaska Whaling Com-
pany. They thought me crazy—
crazy-—'cause I told about sealmen.
Put me in sanitarium. I knew they
had you—when—heard you were
missing.” He pointed at the brown-
skinned creatures that custered
close around the submarine outside
her transparent walls. “I got free
and came. Just in time.”

“In time? For what?”

Another voice gasped out the
questicn. Ken turned to a broad-
shouldered man with a ragged
growth of beard that had been a
trim Van Dyke; and before the tor-
pooner could answer, Sallorsen
said:

“Dr. Lawson. One of our scien-
tists. In time for what?”

“To get you and the submarine
free,” said Ken.

“How?"”

port-lock.

”»

EN paused before replying. He

gazed around—out the side
walls of glistening quarsteel into
the sea gloom, into the thick of
the smooth, lithe, brown-skinned
shapes that now and again poised
pressing against the submarine,
peering in with their liquid seal's
eyes. Dimly he could see the taut
seaweed ropes stretching down from
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the top of the Peary to the sea-bot-
tom. It looked hopeless, and to
these men inside it was hopeless.
He knew he must speak in confi-
dent, assured tones to drive away
the uncaring lethargy holding them
all, and he framed definite, concise
words with which to do it.

“These creatures have caught
you,” he began, “and you think
they want to kill you. But look at

them. They seem to be seals.
They're not. They're men! Not
men like us—half-men—sealmen,

rather—changed into present form
by ages of living in the water. I
know. I was captured by them
once. They’re not senseless brutes;
they have a streak of man’s intel-
ligence. We must communicate with
that intelligence. Must reason with
them. I did once. I can do it again.

“They’re not really hostile.
They’re naturally peaceful; friend-
ly. But my friend—dead now—
killed one of them. Naturally they
now think all creatures like us ene-
mies. That’s why they trapped your
sub,

“They think you enemies; think
you want to kill them. But I'll tell
them—through pictures, as I did
once before—that you mean them
no harm. I'll tell them you're dying
and must have air—just as they
must. I'll tell them to release sub-
marine and we’ll go away and not
disturb them again. Above all I
must get across that you wish them
no harm. They’ll listen to what my
pictures will say—and let us go—
’cause at heart they’re friendly!”

E paused—and with a ghastly,
twisted smile, Captain Sal-
lorsen whispered:

“The hell you say!”

His sardonic comment brought a
sudden chill to Kenneth Torrance.
He feared one thing that would ren-
der his whole value useless. He
asked quickly:

“What have you done?”
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“Those seals,” Sallorsen’s labored
voice continued ‘“—they've killed
eight of us. Now they’re killing
all.”

“But have you killed any of
them?” Breathless, Ken waited for
the answer he feared.

“Yes. Two.”

The men were all staring at Ken,
so he had to hide the awful dejec-
tion which clamped his heart. He
only said:

“That’s what I feared. It changes
everything. No use trying to rea-
son with them now.” He fell silent.
“Well,” he said at last, trying to
appear more cheerful, “tell me what
happened. Maybe there’s something
ycu’ve overlooked.”

“Yes,” Sallorsen whispered. He
started to come forward to the tor-
pooner, but stumbled and would
have fallen had not Ken caught him
in time. He put one of the captain’s
arms around his shoulder, and one
of his own around the man’s waist.

“Thanks,” Sallorsen said wryly.
“Walk forward. Show you what
happened.”

HERE were men in the second

compartment, and they still
fought to live. From the narrow
seamen’s berths that lined the walls
came the sound of breathing even
more torturous than that of the
men in the rear. In the single
bulb’s dim light Ken could see their
shapes .stretched motionlessly out,
panting and panting. Occasionally
hands reached up to claw at strain-
ing necks, as if to try and rid
throats of strangling grasps. Two
figures had won free from the long
struggle. They lay silent and still,
the outline of their dead bodies
showing through the sheets pulled
over them.

Slowly Sallorsen led Ken through
this compartment and into the next,
which was bare of men. Here were
the ship’s main controls—her helm,
her central multitude of dials, lev-
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ers and wheels, her televisiscreen
and old-fashioned emergency peri-
scope. A metal labyrinth it was, all
long silent and inactive. Again the
weird contrast struck Ken, for out-
side he could still see the scene of
vigorous, curious life that the seal-
men constituted. Close they came
to the submarine’s sheer walls of
quarsteel, peering in stolidly, then
flashing away with an effortless
thrust of flippers, sometimes for air
from some break in the surface ice.

Like men, the sealmen needed air

to live, and got it fresh and clean
from the world above. Inside, real
men were gasping, fighting hope-
lessly, yielding slowly to the invisi-
ble death that lay in the poisonous
stuff they had to breathe. .
" Ken felt Sallorsen nudge him.
They had come to the forward end
of the control compartment, and
could go no farther. Before them
was the watertight door, in which
was set a large pane of quarsteel.
The captain wanted him to look
through.

Ken did so, knowing what to ex-
pect; but even so he was surprised
by the strangeness of the scene. In
among the manifold devices of the
front compartment, its wheels and
pipes and levers, glided slowly the
sleek, blubbery shapes of half a
dozen sealmen. Back and forth they
swam, inspecting everything curi-
ously, unhurried and unafraid; and
as Ken stared one of them came
right up to the other side of the
closed watertight door, pressed
close to the pane and regarded him
with large placid eyes.

Other sealmen entered through a
jagged rip in the plates on the
starboard side of the bow. At this
Sallorsen began to speak again in
the short, clipped sentences, punc-
tuated by quick gasps for air.

¢ RASHED, bow-on,” he said.
“Underwater ice. Outer and
inner plates crumpled like paper.
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Lost trim and hit bottom. Got this
door closed, but lost four men in
bow compartment. Drowned. No
chance. Sparks among ’em, at his
radio. That's why we couldn’t radio
for help.” He paused, gasping shal-
lowly.

“Could’'ve got away if we’d left
immediately. One flooded compart-
ment not enough to hold this ship
down. But I didn’t know. I sent
two men out in sea-suits—inspect
damage. Those devils got them.

“The seal-things came in a swarm.
God! Fast! We didn’t realize. They
had ropes, and in seconds they’d
lashed us down to the sea-floor.
Lashed us fast!” Again he paused
and sucked for the poisoned air,
and Ken Torrance did not try to
hurry him, but stood silent, looking
forward to the smashed bow, affd
out the sides to where he could see
the taut black lines of the seawood
ropes.

“The two men put up fight. Had
crowbars. Useless—but they killed
one of the devils. That did it. They
were torn apart in front of us.
Ripped. Mangled. By spears the
things carry. Dead like that.”

“Yes,” murmured Ken,
would do it. . . .

“I quick tried to get away,”
gasped Sallorsen. “Full-speed—back
and forth. No good. Ropes held.
Couldn’t break. All our power
couldn’t! So then—then I acted
foolishly. Damn foolish. But we
were all a little crazy. A night-
mare, you know. Couldn’t believe
our eyes—those seals outside, mock-
ing us. So I called for volunteers.
Four men. Put ’em in sea-suits,
gave ’em shears and grappling
prongs. They went out.

“They went out laughing—saying
they’d soon have us free! Oh, God!”
It seemed he could not go on, but
he forced the words out deliberate-
ly. “Killed without a chance!
Ripped apart like the others! No
chance! Suicide!”

“that
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Ken felt the agony in the man,
and was silent for a while before
quietly asking:

“Did they kill any more of the
sealmen?”

“One. Just one. That made two
of them—six of us. What the
hell are the rest of them waiting
for?” Sallorsen cried. “They killed
eight in all! To our two! That’s
enough for them, isn’t it?”

“I’'m afraid not,” said Ken Tor-
rance. “Well, what then?”

“Sat down and thought. Care-
fully. Hit on a plan. Took one of
our two torpoons. Lashed on it
steel plates, ground to sharp cut-
ting edges. Spent days at it.
Thought torpoon could go out and
cut the ropes. Haines volunteered
and we shot him and torpoon out.”

“They got the torpoon?” Ken
asked.

Sallorsen’s arm raised in a point-
ing gesture. “Look.”

OME fifty feet away from the

Peary, on the side opposite to
the one Ken Torrance had ap-
proached, a dimly discernikle object
lay in the mud. In miniature, it re-
sembled the submarine: a cigar-
shaped steel shell, held down to the
sea-bottom by ropes bound over it.
Cutting edges of steel had been
fastened along its length.

“I see,” said Ken slowly.
its pilot?”

“Stayed in the torpoon thirty-six.
hours. Then went crazy. Put on
sea-suit and tried to get back here.
Whisk—they got him. Killed and
mangled while we watched!”

“But didn’t his torpoon have a
nitro-shell gun? Couldn’t he have
fought them off for a time?”

“Exploring submarine, this! No
guns in torpoons like whalers.
Gun wouldn’t help, anyway. These
devils too fast. No use. No hope
anywhere. . Sallorsen sank
back against the bulkhead, his lips
moving but no_sound coming forth.

“And
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Dully he stared ahead, through the
submarine, for a moment before ut-
tering a cackling mockery of a
laugh and going on.

“Even after that, still hoped!
Blew every tank on ship; blew out
most of her oil. Threw out every-
thing not vital. Lightened her as
much as c¢ould. Machinery—de-
tachable metal—fixtures—baggage—
instruments—knives, plates, cups—
everything! She rose a couple of
feet—no more! Put motors at full
speed — back and forth — again,
again, again. Buoyancy—power—no
good. No damn good!

“And then we tried the last
chance. Explosives. Had quite a
store. Nitromite, packed in cases;
time-fuses to set it off. Had it for
blasting ice. I sent up a charge
and blew hole in the ice overhead,
for our other torpoon.

“Nothing else left. Knew planes
must be nearby, searching. Last tor-
poon was to shoot up to the hole
—pilot to climb on ice and stay
there to signal a plane.”

“Did he get there?”

“Hell no!” Sallorsen cackled
again. “It was roped like the other.
Pilot tried to get back, but they
got him like first. There’s the tor-
poon—out ahead.”

Ken could just make it out. It
lay ahead, slightly to port, lashed
down like its fellow by seaweed-
ropes. His eyes were held by it,
even when Sallorsen continued in
an almost hysterical voice:

“Since then—sgince then—you
know. Week after week. Air get-
ting worse. Rectifiers running
down., No night, no day. Just the
lights, and those damned devils out-
side. Wore sea-suits for°"a while;
used twenty-nine of their thirty
hours’ air-units. Old Professor Hal-
loway died, and another man.
Couldn’t do anything for ’em. Just
sit and watch. Head aching, throat
choking— God! . . .

“Some of the men went mad.
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Tried to break out. Had to show
gun. Quick death outside. Here,
slow death, but always the chance
that— Chance, hell! There’'s ne
chance left! Just this poison that
used to be air, and those things
outside, watching, watching, wait-
ing—waiting for us to leave—wait-
ing to get us alll Waiting. . . .”

“Something’s up!” said Ken Tor-
rance suddenly. “They’ve got tired
of waiting!”

CHAPTER V

The Last Assault

ALLORSEN turned his head
and followed the torpooner’s
intent, amazed gaze.
Ken said:
“There’s proof of their intelli-

gence! I've been watching—didn’t
realize at first. Look, here it
comes!”

Several sealmen, while Sallorsen
had been talking, had come drop-
ping down from the main mass of
the horde, and had grouped around
the abandoned torpoon which lay
some feet ahead of the submarine’s
bow. Expertly they had loosened
the seaweed-ropes which bound it to
the sea-floor, then slid back, watch-
ing alertly, as if expecting the tor-
poon to speed away of its own ac-
cord. Its batteries, of course, had
worn out weeks before, so the steel
shell did not budge. The sealmen
came down close to it again, and
lifted it.

They lifted it easily with their
prehensile flipper-arms, and with
maneuvering of delicate sureness
guided it through the gash in the
Peary’s bow. Inside, they hesitated
with it, midway between deck and
ceiling of the flooded compartment.
They poised for perhaps a full min-
ute, judging the distance, while the
two men stared; and then quickly
their powerful tail flippers lashed
out and the torpoon jumped ahead.
It sped straight through the water,
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to crash its tough nose of steel
squarely into the quarsteel pane of
the watertight door, then re-
bounded, and fell to the deck.

“My God!” gasped Sallorsen. But
Ken wasted no words then. He
pressed closer to the quarsteel and
examined it minutely. The sub-
stance showed no visible effect, but
the action of the sealmen destroyed
whatever hope he had felt.

The sealmen had swerved aside
at the last minute; and now, pick-
ing up the torpoon again and guid-
ing it back to the other end of the
compartment, they hurled it once
more with a resounding crash into
the quarsteel pane. -

“How long will it last under
that?” Ken asked tersely.

Obviously, Sallorsen’s wits were
muddled at this turn. He remained
gaping at the creatures and at the
torpoon, now turned against its
mother submarine. Ken repeated
the question.

“How long? Who knows? It’s as
strong as steel, but—there’s the
pressure—and those blows hit one
spot. Not—long.”

APPING his words, there re-

echoed again the loud crash of
the torpoon’s on the quarsteel. The
sealmen were working in quick rou-
tine now; back and quickly for-
ward, and then the crash and the
reverberation; and again and
again. . . .

The ominous crash and ringing
echoes, regularly repeated, seemed
to disorganize Ken’s mind as he
looked vainly for something with
which to brace the door. Nothing
unattached was left—nothing! He
ran and examined the quarsteel
pane again, and this time his brain
heated in alarm. A thin line had
shot through the quarsteel—the be-
ginning of a crack.

“Back!” Ken shouted to the still
staring Sallorsen. “Back to the third
compartment. This door’s going!
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go. So will the others. They'll

smash them all. And when this is
flooded—no hope of running the
submarine again. Controls in here.”

“That’s too damned bad!” Ken
said roughly. “Are there any sea-
suits, food, supplies in here?”

“Only food. In those lockers.”

“Ill take it. Get into that third
compartment—hear me?” ordered
Kenneth Torrance. “And have its
door ready to close!”

He shoved Sallorsen away, opened
the indicated lockers and piled his
arms with the tins revealed. He
had time for no more than one load.
He jumped back into the third com-
partment of the Peary just as a
splintering crash sounded from be-
hind. The door between was swung
closed and locked just as the one
being battered crashed inward.

Turning, Ken saw that the tor-
poon had cracked through the
weakened quarsteel and tumbled in
a mad cascade of water to the deck
of the abandoned second compart-
ment. In dread silence, he, with
Sallorsen and those of the men who
had strength and curiosity enough
to come forward, watched the
compartment rapidly fill—watched
until they saw the water pressed
high against the door. And then
horror swept over Ken Torrance.

ATER! There was a trickle
of water down the quarsteel
he was leaning against! A fault
along the hinge of the door—either
its construction, or because it had
not been closed properly
Ken pointed it out to the captain.
“Look!” he said. “A leak already
—just from the pressure! This
door won’t last more than a couple
of minutes when they start on it—"
Sallorsen stared stupidly. As for
the rest, Ken might not have spok-
en. They were as if in a trance,
watching dumbly, with lungs auto-
matically gasping for air.
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One of the seal-creatures eeled
through the shattered quarsteel of
the first door and swam slowly
around the newly flooded compart-
ment. At once it was joined by
five other lithe, sleek shapes which,
with placid, liquid eyes, inspected
the compartment minutely. They
came in a group right up to the
next door that barred their way
and, with no visible emotion, stared
through the quarsteel pane at the
humans who stared at them. And
then they gracefully turned and
slid to the battered torpoon.

“Back!” Ken shouted. “Youmen!”
He shook them, shoved them rough-
ly back toward the fourth, and last,
compartment. Weakly, like auto-
matons they shuffled into it. The
torpooner said bruskly to Sallorsen:

“Carry those tins of food back.
Hurry! Is there anything stored
in here we’ll need? Sallorsen! Cap-
tain! Is there anything—"

The captain looked at him dully;
then, understanding, a cackle came
from his throat. “Don’t need any-
thing. This is the end. Last com-

partment. Finish!”
“Snap out of it!” Ken cried.
“Come on, Sallorsen—there’s a

chance yet. Is there anything we’ll
need in here?”
“Sea-suits—in those lockers.”
Ken Torrance swung around and
rapidly opened the lockers. Pull-
ing out the bulky suits, he cried:
“You carry that food back. Then
come and help me.”

UT of the corner of his eye, as

he worked, he could see the
ominous preparations beyond in the
flooded compartment—the sealmen
raising the torpoon, guiding it back
to the far end, leveling it out. Ken
was sure the door could not stand
more than two or three blows at the
most. Two or three minutes, that
meant—but all the sea-suits had to
go back into the fourth compart-
ment!

ASTOUNDING STORIES OF SUPER-SCIENCE

He was in torment as he worked.
For him, the conditions were just
as bad as for the men who had lived
below in the submarine for a month;
the poisonous, foul air racked him
just as much; what breath he got
he fought for just as painfully.
But in his body was a greater store
of strength, and fresher muscles;
and he taxed his body to its very
limit,

Panting, his head seeming on the
point of splitting, Ken Torrance
stumbled through into the last com-
partment laden with a pile of sea-
suits. He dropped them clattering
in a pile around his feet and forced
himself back again. Another trip;
and another. . .

It would never have been done
had not Sallorsen and Lawson, the
scientist, come to his aid. The help
they offered was meager, and slow,
but it sufficed. Laden for the fifth
time, Ken heard what he had been
anticipating for every second of the
all too short, agonizing minutes: a
sharp, grinding crack, and the fol-
lowing reverberation. He snatched
a glance around to see the torpoon
falling to the deck of the second
compartment—the sealmen lifting
it swiftly again—and a thin but
definite sliver in the quarsteel of
the door.

But the last suit was gotten into
the fourth compartment, and the
connecting door closed and care-
fully locked and bolted. The re-
moval of the suits had been
achieved—but what now?

Panting, completely exhausted,
Ken forced his brain to the ques-
tion. From every side he attacked
the problem, but nowhere could he
find the loophole he sought. Every-
thing, it seemed, had been tried, and
had failed, during the Peary’s long
captivity. There was nothing left.
True, he had his torpoon, and its
nitro-shell gun with a clip of nine-
teen shells; but what use were
shells? Even if each one accounted
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for one of the sealmen, there would
still remain a swarm.

And the sea-suits. He had strug-
gled for them and had saved them,
but what use could he put them to?
Go out leading a desperate final
sally for the hole in the ice above?
Death in minutes!

No hope. Nothing. Not even a
fighting chance. These seal-crea-
tures, strange seed of the Arctic
ice, had trapped the Peary all too
well. On the roll of mysteriously
missing ships would her name go
down; and he, Ken Torrance, would
be considered a lunatic who had
sought suicide, and found it. . . .

F the twenty-one survivors of

the Peary’s officers and crew,
only a dozen had the will to watch
the inexorable advance of the seal-
men. The rest lay in various atti-
tudes on the deck of the rear com-
partment, showing no sign of life
save torturous, shallow pantings for
air and, occasionally, spasmodic
clutchings at their throats and
chests, as they tried to fight off the
deadly, invisible foe that was slow-
ly strangling them.

Ken Torrance, Sallorsen, the
scientist, Lawson, and a few others
were pressed together at the last
watertight door, peering through
the quarsteel at the sea-creatures’
systematic assault on the door lead-
ing into the third compartment. A
strajght, hard smash at it; another
final splintering smash—and again
the torpoon pushed through in the
van of a cascade of icy, greenish
water, which quickly claimed the
control compartment for the at-
tackers behind. The creatures were
growing bolder. More and more of
them had entered the submarine,
and soon each open compartment
was filled from deck to ceiling with
the slowly turning, graceful brown
bodies, inspecting minutely the
countless wheels and levers and
gages, and inspecting also, in turns,
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the pale, worn faces that stared
with dull eyes at them through the
sole remaining door.

There was no further retreat,
now. Behind was only water and
the swarm that passed to and fro
through it. Water and sealmen—
ahead, above, to the sides, behind—
everywhere. Cooped in their trans-
parent cell, the crew of the subma-
rine Peary waited the end.

NCE more, as well as he could
with his throbbing head and
heavy, choking body, Kenneth Tor-
rance tracked over the old road that
had brought him nowhere, but was
the only road open. Carefully he
took stock of everything he had
that he might possibly fight with.
There were sea-suits for the men,
and in each suit an hour’s supply
of artificial but invigorating air.
Two port-locks, one on each side
of the stern compartment. A tor-
poon, with 'a gun and nineteen
shells. Nothing else? There seemed
to be, in his mind, a vague memory
of something else . . . something
that might possibly be of use . . .
something. . . . But he could not
remember. Again and again the
agony of slow strangulation he was
going through drove everything but
the consciousness of pain from his
shirking mind. But there was some-
thing else—and perhaps it was the
key. Perhaps if he could only re-
member it—whatever it was—wheth-
er a tangible thing or merely a
passing idea of hours ago—the way
out would be suddenly revealed.
But he could not remember. He
had the sea-suits, the port-locks and
the torpoon: what possible pattern
could he weave. them into to bring
deliverance? i
No, there was nothing. Not even
a girder that could be unfastened
in time to brace the last door. No
way of prolonging this last stand!
Beside Ken, the strained, pant-
ing voice of Lawson whisfered:
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“Getting ready. Over soon now.
All over.”

All save five of the sealmen had
left the third compartment, to join
the swarm constantly swimming
around and over the submarine out-
side, The five remaining were the
crew for the battering ram. With
measured and deliberate movements
they ranged their lithe bodies be-
side the torpoon, lifted it and bore
it smoothly back to the far end of
the compartment. There they poised
for a minute, while from the men
watching sounded a pathetic sigh
of anticipation.

As one, the five seal-creatures
lunged forward with their burden.

Crash! And the following dull
reverberation,

The last assault had begun,

CHAPTER VI
In a Biscuit Can

EN TORRANCE glanced with

dull, hopeless eyes over the
compartment he stood in. Figures
stretched out all over the deck,
gasping, panting, strangling—men
waiting in agony for~feath. His
head sank down, and he wiped wet
hands across his aching forehead.
Nothing to do but wait—wait for
the end—wait as the patient horde
outside had been waiting in the
sea-gloom for their moment of tri-
umph, when the soft bodies inside
the Peary would be theirs to rip and
mangle. . . .

A dragging sound brought Ken’s
eyes wearily up and to the side.
One of the crew who had been ly-
ing on the deck was dragging his
body painfully toward a row of
lockers at one side of the compart-
ment. The man’s eyes were fever-
ishly intent on the lockers.

Ken watched his progress dully,
without thinking, as inch by inch he
forced himself through the other
bodies sprawled in his way. He saw
him re#ch the lockers, and for a
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minute, gasping, lie there. He saw
a clawing arm stretch almost up to
the catch on one locker, while the
man whimpered like a child at his
lack of quick success.

Crasht The grinding blow of the
torpoon  hitting the quarsteel
clanged out from behind. But Ken’s
mind was all on the reaching man’s
strange actions. He saw the fingers
at last succeed in touching the
catch. The door of the Ilocker
opened outward, and eagerly the
man reached inside and pulled.
With a thump, a row of heavy ob-
jects strung together rolled out
onto the deck—and Ken Torrance
sprang suddenly to the man’s side.

“What are you doing?” he cried.

The man looked up sullenly. He
mumbled:

“Damn fish—won’t get me,
blow us all to hell, first!”

At that the connection struck
Ken.

“Then that’s nitromite!” he shout-
ed. “That’s the idea—the nitro-
mite!”

And stooping down, he wrenched
the rope of small black boxes which
contained the explosive from the
man who had worked so painfully
to get them.

“I'll do the blowing, boy!” he
said. “Don’t worry; I'll do it com-
plete!”

rn

EN, holding the rope of explo-

sives, crossed the deck and
pulled Sallorsen and Lawson
around. Their worn faces, with
lifeless, bloodshot eyes, met his own
strong features, and he said force-
fully:

“Now listen! I need your help.
I've found our one last chance for
life. We three are the strongest,
and we've got to work like hell.
Understand?”

His enthusiasm and the vigor of
his words roused them.

“Yes,” said 'Lawson.
do?”

“What—we
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“You say there’s an hour’s air
left in the sea-suits?” Torrance
asked the captain.

“Yes. An hour.”

“Then get the men into the suits,”
the torpooner ordered. “Help the
weaker ones; slap them till they
obey you!” There came the ugly,
deafening crash of the hurled tor-
poon into the compartment door.
Ken finished grimly: “And for God’s
sake, hurry! I'll explain later.”

Sallorsen and Lawson unquestion-
ingly obeyed. Ken had reached the
spirit in them, the strength not phy-
sical, that had all but been driven
out by the long, hopeless weeks
and the poisonous stuff that passed
for air, and it had'risen and was re-
sponding. Sallorsen’s voice, for the
first time in days, had his old stern
tone of command in it as, calling on
everything within him, he shouted:

“Men, there’s still a chance!
Everyone into sea-suits! Quick!”

A few of the blue-skinned figures
lying panting on the deck looked
up. Fewer moved. They did not at
once understand. Only four or five
dragged themselves with pathetic
eagerness towards the pile of sea-
suits and the little store of fresh
alr that remained in them. Sallor-
sen repeated his command.

“Hurry! Men—you, Hartley and
Robson and Carroll—your suits on!
There’s air in them! Put ’em on!”

ND then Lawson was among

them, shaking the hopeless,
dying forms, rousing them to the
chance for life. Several more
crawled to obey. By the time the
next crash of the torpoon came,
eleven out of the twenty-one sur-
vivors were working with clumsy,
eager fingers at their sea-suits, push-
ing feet and legs in, drawing the
tough fabric up over their bodies,
sliding their arms in, and struggling
with quick panting breaths to raise
the heavy helmets and fasten them
into place. Then—air!
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Again the ear-shattering crash.
The scientist and the captain drove
at the rest of the crew. They stum-
bled, those two fighting men, and
twice Lawson went down in a heap
as his legs gave under him; but he
got up again, and they began drag-
ging the suits to the men who had
not even the strength to rise, shov-
ing inert limbs into place, switch-
ing on the air-units inside the hel-
mets and, ‘gasping themselves, fast-
ening the helmets down. Theirs
was a conflict as cruel, as Lard and
brutal as men smashing at each
other with fists, and they then
proved their right to the shining

-roll of honor, wherever and what-

ever that roll may be. They fought
on past pain, past sickness, past
poisoning, that man of action and
man of the laboratory.

And outside that foul transparent
pit the tempo quickened also. The
sledging blows at the last door came
quicker, All around the captive
Peary the sleek brown bodies stirred
uneasily. For weeks there had been
but little activity inside the subma-
rine; now, all at once, three of the
figures that were men whipped the
others into action, rousing those ly-
ing dying on the deck—working,
working. Observing this, the lithe
seal bodies moved with new ner-
vous, restless strokes, to and fro,
never pausing—passing up and
down in a milling stream the length
of the craft, clustering closest out-
side the walls of the fourth com-
partment, where they pressed as
close as they could, their wide
brown eyes steady on the haggard
forms that worked inside, their
smooth bodies patterned by the
constantly shifting shadows of their
fellows above and behind.

So they watched and waited,
while in the third compartment the
battered torpoon was slung at the
last door, and drawn back, and
slung again—waited for the final
moment, the crisis of their month-
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long siege beneath the floes of the
silent Arctic sea!

ENNETH TORRANCE worked
by himself.

He saw that Sallorsen and Law-
son had answered his call; man
after man was clad in his suit and
sucking in the incomparably fresh-
er, though artificial, air of the units.
As he had hoped, that air was revi-
talizing the worn-out bodies rapid-
ly, giving them new strength and
clearing their brains., His plan re-
quired that—strength for the men
to move and act for themselves—
sane heads!

The plan was basically simple.
Bringing his best concentration to
the all-important details, Ken start-
ed to build the road to the world
above.

First he opened the inner door
of the starboard port-lock, wherein
lay his torpoon. Opening the en-
trunce panel of the steel shell, he
quickly transferred within the cans
of compressed food retrieved from
the second compartment. When he
had finished, there was left barely
room for the pilot’s body.

And then the nitromite.

The explosive was carried by the
Peary for the blasting of such ice
floes as might trap her. It was con-
tained for chemical stability in a
half dozen six-inch-square, water-
proof boxes, strung one after an-
other on an interconnecting wired
rope. Ken would need them all; he
wished he had five times as many.
It would not matter if the whole of
the Peary were shattered to slivers.

Ken tied the rope of boxes into
a strong unit, as small as it could
be made. Firing and timing mecha-
nisms were contained in each unit:
he would only have to set one of
them. He wrapped the whole
charge, except for one small cor-
ner, in several pieces of the men’s
discarded clothing—monkey jackets,
thick sweaters, a dirty towel—and
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stuffed it in an empty tin container
for sea-biscuits.

LL this had taken only min-

utes. But in those minutes
the quarsteel of the watertight door
had been subjected to half a dozen
smashing blows, and already a flaw
had appeared in the pane. Another
grinding crunch, and there would
be the visible beginning of a crack.
Three more, perhaps, and the door
would be down.

But the plan was laid, the coun-
ter move ready; and, as Sallorsen
and Lawson, last of them all, got
into suits, Ken Torrance, in short,
gasping sentences, explained it.

“All the nitromite’s in this,” Ken
said. “I hope it’s enough. In a mo-
ment I’ll set the timing to explode
it in one minute—then eject it from
the empty torpoon port-lock. It’s a
gamble, but I think the explosion
should kill every damned seal
around the sub. Water carries such
shocks for miles, so it should stun,
if not kill, all the others within a
long radius. See? We're inside sub,
largely protected. When the stuff
explodes, you and men make for the
hole you blew in the ice above.”

Another crash sent echoes re-
sounding through the remaining
compartment. All around the three
were suit-clad figures, grotesque and
clumsy giants, all feeling new
strength as they gulped with leath-
ern throats and lungs at the arti-
ficial air which was giving them a
respite, however brief, from the
death they had been sinking into.
In the third compartment of the
Peary, five seal-like creatures with
swift and beautiful movements
picked up their torpoon battering
ram again; while all around the out-
side of the Peary their hundreds of
watching fellows pressed in closely.

£ ES?!” cried Lawson, the scien-
tist. “But the explosion—it
might shatter the ship!”
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“No matter; I expect it to!” an-
swered Ken. “Then you can leave
through a crack instead of a port-
lock.”

“Yes—but you!” objected the cap-
tain. “Get on a suit!”

“No; I'm jumping into my tor-
poon in the other port-lock. I've
got the food in it. Now, Sallorsen,
this is your job. I'll be in my tor-
poon, but I won’t be able to let my-
self out the port. You open it,
right after the explosion. Under-
stand?”

“Yes,” replied Sallorsen, and Law-
son nodded.

“All right,” gasped Ken Torrance.
“Empty the chamber.” As the cap-
tain did so, Ken opened the lid of
the biscuit can and adjusted the
timing device on the exposed unit
in the clothing-wrapped bundle.
Then he replaced it, ticking, in the
can and thrust the can bodily into
the emptied chamber of the port-
lock. He closed the inner door of
the chamber, and said to the men
by him:

“Close your face-plates!”

And Ken pushed the release but-
ton; and then he was running to
the other port-lock and to his tor-
poon, and harnessing himself in.

His brain teemed with the possi-
bilities of the situation as he lay
stretched out in the torpoon, wait-
ing. How much would the subma-
rine be smashed? Would the charge
of nitromite, besides killing the
sealmen, kill everyone inside the
Peary? For that matter, would it
affect the sealmen at all? How much
could the creatures stand? And
would the firing mechanism work?
And then would he himself be able
to get out; or would the lock in
which the torpoon lay be damaged
by the explosion and trap him
there?

Seconds, only seconds, to walit,
small fractions of time—but they
were more important than the days
and the weeks that the Peary had
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lain, a lashed-down captive, under
the Arctic ice; for in these seconds
was to be given fate’s final answer
to the prayer and courage of them
all,

Time for Ken expanded. Surely
the charge should have gone off
long before this! The pulse beat so
loudly in his brain that he could
hear nothing else. He counted:
“ . . nine, ten, eleven—" Had the

failed? Surely by now—
. twelve, thirteen, fourteen—"

On that the submarine Peary
leaped. Ken Torrance, harnessed in-
side the torpoon, felt a sharp roll of
thunder made tangible, and then

complete darkness took him. . . .
< ,

fuse
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CHAPTER VII

The Awakening

E had no idea of how long he

had been unconscious when,
his full senses returning, he eagerly
peered ahead through the torpoon’s
vision-plate, For some seconds he
could see nothing; but he knew, at
least, that the torpoon had survived
the shock, for he was dry and snug
in his harness. And then his eyes
became accustomed to the darkness,
and he saw that he was outside the
submarine, Sallorsen had followed
his orders; had opened the port-
lock! The undersea reaches lay
ahead of him, and the way was
clear.

Ken stared into a gray, silent sea,
no longer shadowed with moving
brown-skinned bodies. He tried his
motors. Their friendly, rhythmic
hum answered him, and carefully he
slipped into gear and crept up off
the sea-floor. He did not dare use
his lights.

The Peary was a great, blurred
shadow, a dead thing without giéw
or movement, with no figures of
sealmen around her. As Ken’s eyes
gained greater vision, he was able
to make out a wide, long rent run-
ning clear across the top of the
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fourth compartment of the subma-
rine. The-explosion had done that
to her, but what had it done to her
crew? What had it done to the
sealmen?

He saw the sealmen first. Some
were quite close, but in the murk
he had missed them. Silent specters,
they were apparently lifeless,
strewn all around at different levels,
and most of them floating slowly up
toward the dim ice ceiling.

But up under the ice was move-
ment! Living figures were there!
And at the sight Kenneth Tor-
rance’s lips spread in their first real
grin for days. The plan had worked!
The sealmen had been destroyed,
and already some of the Peary’s
men were up there and fumbling
clumsily across the hundred feet
which separated them from the hole
in the ice that was the last step to
the world above.

GHOSTLY gray haze of light

filtered downward through the
water from the hole. Ken counted
twelve figures making their way to
it. As he wondered about the rest
of the crew, he saw three bulging,
swaying shapes suddenly emerge
from the split in the top of the
Peary, and begin an easy rise to-
ward the ice ceiling ninety feet
above. There was no apparent dan-
ger, and they went up quite slowly,
with occasional brief pauses to
avoid risk of the bends. Clasped
together, the group of three were,
and when they were halfway to the
glassy ceiling of the ice, three more
left the rent in the submarine and
followed likewise. Twelve men were
at the top; six others were swim-
ming up; three more were yet to
leave the submarine—and after they
had abandoned her, he, Ken, would
follow with the torpoon and the
food it contained.

‘So he thought, watching from

where he lay, down below, and.

there was in him a great weariness

ASTOUNDING STORIES OF SUPER-SCIENCE

after the triumph so bitterly fought
for had been achieved. He rested
through minutes of quiet and relax-
ation, watching what he had
brought about; but only minutes—
for suddenly without warning all
security was gone.

From out the murky shadows to
the left a sleek shape came flashing
with great speed, to jerk Ken Tor-
rance’s eyes around and to widen
them with quick alarm.

A sealman! A sealman alive, and
moving—and vengeful! A sealman
which the explosion of nitromite
had not reached!

Doubtless the lone creature was
surprised upon seeing all its fel-
lows motionless, drifting like
corpses upward, and the men of the
Peary escaping. With graceful,
beautiful speed, a liquid streak, it
flashed into the scene, eeling up and
around and down, trying to under-
stand what extraordinary thing had
happened. But finally it slowed
down and hovered some thirty feet
directly above the dark hull of the
Peary.

The men rising toward the ice
had seen the sealman at the same
time Ken Torrance had, and at once
increased their efforts, fearing im-
mediate attack. Quickly the two
groups shot to the top where the
other twelve were, and began a
desperate fumbling progress over
toward the hole that alone gave
exit. But the sealman paid no. at-
tention to them. It was lookmg at
something below.

Ken saw what it was.

The last three men were leaving
the Peary. Awkward, swaying ob-
jects, they rose up directly in front
of the hovering creature.

ITH an enraged thrust of
flippers, it drove at them.
The three humans—Sallorsen, Law-
son and one other, Ken knew they
must be—were clasped together, and
the long, lithe, muscular body smote



UNDER ARCTIC ICE

them squarely, sent them whirling
and helpless in different directions
in the sea-gloom, One of them was
driven down by the force of the
blow, and that one the sealman
chose to finish first. It lashed at
him, its strong teeth bared to rip
the sea-suit, concentrating on him
ali the rage and all the thirst for
vengeance it had.

But by then, down below, the tor-
poon’s motors were throbbing at
full power; the thin directional rud-
ders were slanting; the torpoon was
turning and pointing its nose up-
ward; and Ken Torrance, his face
bleak as the Arctic ice, was grasp-
ing the trigger of the nitro-shell
gun,

He might perhaps have saved the
doomed man had he swept straight
up then and fired, but a quick
mounting of the odds distracted
him for a fatal second. Out of the
deeper gloom at the left came a
swiftly growing shadow, and Ken,
with a sinking in his stomach, knew
it for a second sealman.

Then another similar shadow
brought his eyes to the right.

Two more sealmen! Three now
—and how many more might come?

At once Ken knew what he must
do before ever he fired a shell at
one of the brown-skinned shapes.
The man just attacked had to be
sccrificed in the interests of the
rest. The torpoon swerved, thrust
up toward the ice ceiling under the
full force of her motors; and when
halfway to it, and her gun-contain-
ing bow was pointed at a spot in
the ice only twenty feet in front
of the foremost of the men stroking
desperately towards the distant
exit-hole, Ken pressed the trigger;
and again, and again and again. . ..

Twelve shells, quick, on the
same path, bit into the ice. Almost
immediately came the first explo-
sion. It was swelled by the others.
The ice shivered and crumbled in
jagged splinters—and then there
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was a new column of light reach-
ing down from the world of air and
life into the darkness of the under-
sea. A roughly circular hole gaped
in the ice sixty or seventy feet
nearer the swimming men than the
old one.

“That’ll give 'em a chance,” mut-
tered Kenneth Torrance. He
plunged the torpoon around and
down. “And now for fight!”

ITHOUT pause, now, there

was, straight ahead, a hard,
desperate duel, a fitting last fight
for any torpoon or any man riding
one. Each of the seven shells left
in the nitro-gun’s magazine had to
count; and the first of them gave a
good example.

Ken turned down in time to see
the death of the man first attacked.
His suit was ripped clean across,
his air of life went up in bubbles,
and the water came in. The seal-
creature lunged at its falling victim
a last time, and as it did so its
smooth brown body crossed Ken’s
sights. The torpooner fired, and
saw his shell strike home, for the
body shuddered, convulsed, and the
sealman, internally torn, went sink-
ing in a dark cloud after the human
it had slain.

That sight gave pause to the
other two creatures that had ar-
rived, and gave Ken Torrance a
good second chance. Motor throb-
bing, the torpoon turned like a
thing alive, its snout and gun-sights
swerving straight toward the next
target. But, when just on the point
of pressing the trigger, Ken’s tor-
poon was struck a terrific blow and
tumbled over and over. The whole
external scene blurred to him, and
only after a moment was he able
to bring the torpoon back to an
even keel.

He saw what had happened.
While he had been sighting on the
second seal-creature, the third had
attacked the torpoon from the rear
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by striking it -with all the strength
of its heavy, muscular body. But
it did not follow up its attack. For
it had crashed into the whirling
propeller, and now it was hanging
well back, its head horribly gashed
by the steel blades.

For a moment the three comba-
tants hung still, both sealmen star-
ing at the torpoon as if in won-
der that it could strike both with
its bow and stern, and Ken Tor-
rance rapidly glancing over the sit-
uation, The remaining two of the
last group of three men, he saw, had
reached the top, and the foremost
of the Peary’s crew were within
several feet of the new hole in the
ice. In a very short time all would
be out and safe. Until then he had
to hold off the two sealmen.

Two? There were no longer only
two, but five—ten—a dozen—and
more. The dead were coming to
life!

Here and there in the various
levels of drifting, motionless brown
bodies that he thought the explo-
sion had killed, one was stirring,
awakening! The explosion had but
stunned many or most of them, and
now they were returning to con-
sciousness!

CHAPTER VIII
The Duel

PON seeing this, all hope for

life left Ken. He had only six
shells left, and at best he could kill
only six sealmen. Already there
were more than twenty about him,
completely encircling the torpoon.
They seemed afraid of it, and yet
desirous of finishing it—they hung
back, watching warily the thing
that could strike and hurt from
either end; but Ken knew, of
course, that he could not count on
their inaction long. One concerted
charge would mean his quick end,
and the death of most of the men
above.
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Well, there was only one thing to
do—try to hold them off until those
men above had climbed out, every
one,

With this plan in mind, he ma-
neuevered for a commanding posi-
tion. Quietly he slid his motor into
gear, and slowly the torpoon rose.
At this first movement, the wall
of hesitating brown bodies broke
back a little. It quickly pressed in
again, however, as the torpoon came
to a halt where Ken wanted it—a
position thirty feet beneath, and
slightly to one side, of the escap-
ing men above, with an angle of fire
commanding the area the sealmen
would have to cross to attack them.

Almost at once came action. One
of the surrounding creatures
swerved suddenly up toward the
men. Instinctively angling the torp,
Ken sent a nitro-shell at it; and the
chance aim was good. The projec-
tile caught the sealman squarely,
and, after the convulsion, it began
to drift downward, its body torn
apart. '

“That’ll teach you, damn you!”
Ken muttered savagely, and, to
heighten the effect he had created,
he brought his sights to bear on
another sealman in the circle around
him—and fired and killed.

This sight of sudden death told
on the others, They grew obvi-
ously more fearful and gave back,
though still forming a solid circle
around the torpoon. The circle was
ever thickening and deepening
downward as more of those that the
explosion had rendered unconscious
returned to life.

And then, above, the first man
reached the hole, clawed at its
rough edges and levered himself
through.

That was a signal. From some-
where beneath, two brown bodies
flashed upward in attack. Fearing
a general rush at any second, Ken
fired twice swiftly. One shell
missed, but the other slid to its
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mark. Almost alongside its fellow,
one of the creatures was shattered
and torn, and that evidently altered
the other’s intentions, for it aban-
doned the attack and sought safety
in the mass of its fellows on the
farther side.
Another respite.
through the hole.
nitro-shells left!

Another man
And but two

HE deadly circle, like wolves

around a lone trapper who
crouches close to his dying fire,
pressed in a little; and by their
ominous quietness, by the sight of
their eyes all turned in on him,
their concerted inching closer, Ken
sensed the nearness of the charge
that would finish him. All this in
deep silence, there in the gloomy
quarter-light, He could not yell
and brandish his fists at them as
the trapper by the fire might have
done to win a few extra minutes.
The only cards he had to play were
two shells—and one was needed
now!

He fired it with deliberate, sure
aim, and grunted as he saw its vic-
tim convulse and die, with dark
blood streaming. Again the swarm
hesitated.

Ken risked a glance above. Only
three men left, he saw; and one was
pulled through the hole as he
watched. Below, in one place, sev-
eral seal-creatures surged upward.

“Get back, damn you!” he cursed
harshly. “All right—take it! That’s
the last!”

And the last shell hissed out from
the gun even as the last man, above,
was pulled through up into the air
and safety.

Ken felt that he had given half
his life with that final shell. Com-
pletely surrounded by a hundred or
more of the sealmen, he could not
pcssibly hope to maneuver the tor-
poon up to the hole in the ice and
leave it, without being over-
whelmed. He had held off the
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swarm long enough for the others
to escape, but for himself it was
the end.

So he thought, and wondered just
when that end would come. Soon,
he knew. It would not take them
long to overcome their fear when
they saw that he no longer reached
out and struck them down in sud-
den, bloody death. Now it was their
turn,

“Aunyway,” the torpooner mur-
mured, “I got ’em out. I saved
them.”

But had he? Suddenly his mind
turned up a dreadful thought. He
had saved them from the sealmen,
but they were up on the ice without
food. There had been no time to
apportion rations in the submarine;
all the supplies were stacked around
him in the torpoon!

Searching planes would eventu-
ally appear overhead, but if he
could not get the food up to the
men it meant their death as surely
as if they had stayed locked in the
Peary!

But how could he do it without
shells, and with that living wall
edging inch by inch upon him, vis-
ibly on the brink of rushing him.
Some carried ropes with which they
would lash the torpoon down as
they had the others. Must all he
and those men had gone through be
in vain? Must he die—and the oth-
ers? For certainly without food,
those men above on the lonely ice
fields, all of them weakened by the
long siege in the submarine, would
perish quickly, . . .

And then a faintly possible plan
came to him. It involved an at-
tempt to bluff the seal-creatures.

HIRTY feet above the lone

man in the torpoon was the
hole he had blasted in the ice. He
knew that from the cone of light
which filtered down; he did not
dare to take his eyes for a second
from the creatures around him, for
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all now depended on his judging to
a fraction just when the lithe, liv-
ing wall would leap to overwhelm
him,

Now the torpoon was enclosed by
what was more a sphere of brown
bodies than a circle. But it was not
a solid sphere. It stretched thinly
to within a few feet of the ice ceil-
ing where, in one place, was the
hole Ken had blown in the ice.

He began to play the game. He
edged the gears into reverse, gen-
tly angled the diving-planes, and
slowly the torpoon tilted in re-
sponse and began to sink back to
the dark sea-floor.

Motion appeared in the curved
facade of sleek brown heads and
bodies in front and to the sides.
The creatures behind and below,
Ken could not see; he could only
trust to the fear inspired by the
damage his propeller had wreaked
on one of them, to hold them back.
However, he could judge the move-
ments of those behind and below by
the synchronized movements of
those in front; for the sealmen, in
this tense siege, seemed to move as
one—just as they would move as
one when a leader got the courage
to charge across the gap to the tor-
poon,

In reverse, slowly, the torpoon
backed downward. Every minute
seemed a separate eternity of time,
for Ken dared not move fast at this
juncture, and he needed to retreat
not less than fifty feet.

Fifty feet! Would they hold off
long enough for him to make it?

Foot by foot the torpoon edged
down at her forty-five-degree angle,
and with every foot the watching
bodies became visibly bolder. There
was no light inside the torpoon-—-—
inner light would decrease the visi-
bility outside—but Ken knew her
controls as does the musician his in-
strument. Slowly the propeller
whirled over, the torpoon dropped,
slowly the diffused light from the
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hole above diminished—and slowly
the eager wall of sealmen followed
and crept in.

Twenty-five feet down; and then,
after a long time, thirty-five feet,
and forty. Seventy feet up, in all,
to the hole in the ice. . . .

Ken wanted seventy-five feet, but
he could not have it. For the wall
of sleek bodies broke. One or two
of the creatures surged forward;
others followed; they were coming!

The slim torpoon leaped under
the unleashed power of her motors
—forward.

OR one awful moment Ken

thought he was finished. The
vision of the hole was obscured by
a twisting, whirling maelstrom of
bodies, and the torpoon quivered
and shook like a living thing in
agony under glancing blows.

But then came a patch of light,
a pathway of light, leading straight
up at a forty-five-degree angle to
the hole in the ice above.

Sealmen and torpoon had leaped
forward at the same moment. Doubt-
less the creatures had not expected
the shell to move so suddenly and
decisively ahead, so that when it
did, those in the van swerved to
escape head-on contact.

The torpoon gained speed all too
slowly for her pilot. It naturally
took time to gain full forward
speed from a standing start. But
she moved, and she moved fast, and
after her poured the full tide of
sealmen, now that they saw their
prey running in retreat.

Erom somewhere ahead appeared
a rope, noosed to catch the fleeing
prey. It slipped off the side. An-
other touched the bow, but it too
was thrown off. The torpoon’s for-
ward momentum was now great;
she was sweeping up at the full
speed Ken had gone back to be
able to attain. He needed full
speed! The plan would fail at the
last moment without it}
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Another rope; but it was the seal-
creature’s last gesture. Through the
gside plates of quarsteel the light
grew fast; the ice was only ten feet
away; a slight directional correc-
tion brought the hole dead ahead—
and at full speed, twenty-four miles
an hour, the torpoon passed through
and into the thin air of the world
of light and life.

Right out of the hole, a desperate
fugitive from below, she leaped, her
propeller suddenly screaming, and
arched high through the air before
she dove with a rending, splintering
crash onto the upper side of the
sheet ice.

And the sun of a cloudless, per-
fect Arctic day beat down on her;
and men were all around, eagerly
reaching to open her entrance port.
It was done.

ENNETH TORRANCE, dazed,
battered, hurting in every
joint, but conscious, found the tor-
poon’s port open and felt hands
reach in and clasp him. Wearily he
helped them lift him out into the
thin sunlight. Sitting down, slit-
ting his eyes against the sudden
glare, he peered around.
Captain Sallorsen was beside him,
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supporting him with one hand and
pounding him on the back with the
other; and there in front was the
bearded scientist, Lawson, and the
rest of the men.

Ken took a great gulp of the
clean, cold air.

“Gosh!” was all he could say.
“Gosh, that tastes good!”

“Man, you did it!” shouted Sal-
lorsen. “How, in God’s name, I
don’t know—but you did it!”

“He did!” said Lawson. “And he
did it all himself, Even to the food,
which should keep us till a plane
comes by. If they haven't stopped
searching for us.”

His words reminded Ken of
something,

“Oh, there’ll be a plane over,” he
said, “Forgot to tell you, but I
stole this torpoon—see?—and told
the fellows they could come and
get it somewhere right around
here.”

Kenneth Torrance grinned, and
glanced down at the battered steel
shell which had borne him out of
the water below.

“And here it is,” he finished. “A
little damaged—but then I didn't
promise it would be as good as
new!”

Arcturus at the Exposition

YMBOLIC of recent advances

in the sciences, the light from
the giant star Arcturus will be used
to start the machinery at the Cen-
tury of Progress Exposition to be
held in Chicago, June 1, 1933. The
rays of light will be caught in the
forty-inch telescope of the Yerkes
Observatory, Williams Bay, and
will be brought to focus upon a
photometer which, acting as a re-
lay, will make the necessary con-
nections in the Hall of Science sit-

uated on the lakefront of Chicago.

Arcturus being forty light years
distant from the Earth, the light
rays which will serve to open the
Exposition left the distant star on
their journey through space in
1893, during the World’s Columbian
Exposition.

The dimensions of Arcturus, as
computed by Professor A. A. Mi-
chaelson, give it a volume 7,000,000
times that of our sun and a diam-
eter 300 times greater.



The Floating Island of Madness

By Jason Kirby

BOVE us curved the pale,

hot bowl of cloudless sky;

below us stretched the roll-

ing, tawny wastes of the
great Arabian Desert; and away to
the east, close to the dipping hori-
zon, scudded the tiny speck we
were following. We had been fol-
lowing it since dawn and it was now
close to sunset. Where was it lead-
ing -us? Should we go on or turn
back? How much Jonger would our
gas and oil hold out? And just where
were we? I turned and saw my ques-
tions reflected in

hand toward Brice. I understood; I
agreed with him. This was Brice’s
party, and the decision was up to
him. Foulet and I just happened to
be along; it was partly design and
partly coincidence.

WO days before I had been in

Constantinople. I was disheart-
ened and utterly disgusted. All the
way from the home office of the
United States Secret Service in
Washington I had trailed my man,
only to lose him. On steamships,
by railway, air-

the eyes of my
companions, Paul
Foulet of the
FrenchSuretéand
Douglas Brice of

island whose

Far above the Arabian Desert three
Secret Service men find an aerial
inhabitants
madmen.

plane and motor
we had traveled
—always with my
quarry just one
tantalizing jump
ahead of me—and

are—

Scotland Yard.

“Too fast!” shouted Brice above
the roar of our motors. I nodded. His
gesture explained his meaning. The
plane ahead had suddenly taken on
a terrific, unbelievable speed. All day
it had traveled normally, maintain-
ing, but not increasing, the distance
between us. But in the last fifteen
minutes it had leaped into space.
Fifteen minutes before it had been
two miles in the lead; now it was
barely wvisible. A tiny, vanishing
speck. What could account for this
burst of superhuman speed? Who
was in that plane? What was in that
plane?

I glanced at Foulet. He shrugged
non-committally, waving a courteous

in Constantinople I had lost him.
And it was a ruse a child should
have seen through. I could have
beaten my head against a' wall.

And then, suddenly, I had run into
Foulet. Not ten days before I had
talked to him in his office in Paris.
I had told him a little of my errand,
for I was working on the hunch that
this man I was after concerned not
only the United States, but France
and the Continent as well. And what
Foulet told me served only to
strengthen my conviction. So, meet-
ing him in Constantinople was a
thin ray of light in my disgusted
darkness. At least I could explode to
a kindred spirit.
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“Lost your man!” was his greeting.
And it wasn’t a question; it was a
statement.

“How did you know?” I growled.
My humiliation was too fresh to
stand kidding.

“Constantinople,” said Foulet
amiably. “You always lose them in
Constantinople. I've lost three here.”

“Three?” I said, “Like mine!”

“Exactly,” he nodded. Then he
lowered his voice. “Come to my hotel.
We can talk there.

“Now,” he continued fifteen min-
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utes later as we settled ourselves in
his room, “you were very circum-
spect in Paris. You told me little—
just a hint here and there. But it was
enough. You—the United States—
have joined our ranks—"

“You mean—""

“I mean that for a year we, the
various secret service organizations:
of the Continent—and that includes,
of course, Scotland Yard—have been:
after— Well, to be frank, we don’t
know what we’re after. But we do
know this. There is a power—there

A white speck took shape beneath the rising island.
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is someone, somewhere, who is try-
ing to conquer the world.”

“ RE you serious?” I glanced at
him but the tight lines of his

set mouth convinced me. “I beg your

pardon,” I murmured. “Go ahead.”

“I don’t blame you for thinking it
was a jest,” he said imperturbably,
“But, to prove I know what I’m talk-
ing about, let me tell you what this
man has done whom you have been
pursuing. He has done one of two
things. Either he has proved himself
a dangerous revolutionary or he has
engineered the failure of a bank or
chain of banks—"

“Wae can’t prove it,” I interrupted.

“No,” said Foulet, “Neither can
we. Neither can Scotland Yard—or
the secret services of Belgium or
Germany or Italy or Spain. But there
you are—"

“You mean that in all these coun-
tries—?”

“I mean that for a year—probably
longer—these countries have been
and are being steadily, and syste-
matically, underniined. The morale
of the people is being weakened;
their faith in their government is be-
ing betrayed—and someone is be-
hind it. Someone who can think
faster and plan more carefully than
we—someone whose agents we al-
ways lose in Contantinople! TI'll
wager you lost your man from a
roof-top.”

I nodded, my disgust at my own
stupidity returning in full force.
“There was a lower roof and a maze
of crisscross alleys,” I muttered. “He
got away.”

“Was there an airplane anywhere
around?” asked Foulet.

I glanced at him in surprise. What
good would an airplane have been on
a roof-top ten feet wide by twelve
féet long? Then 1 remembered.
“There was an airplane,” I said, “but
it was a long way off, and I could
scarcely see it; but the air was very
still and I heard the motor.”
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Foulet nodded, “And if you had
had a pair of glasses,” he said gently,
“You would have seen that the air-
plane had a glider attached to it.
There is always an airplane—and a
glider—when we lose our men from
the roofs of Constantinople.”

“But that must be coincidence!” I
insisted. “Why, I was on that roof
right on the fellow’s heels—and the
airplane was at least five miles
away!”

Foulet shrugged, “Coincidence—
posgibly,” he said, “but it is our only
clue.”

“Of course,” I murmured thought-
fully, “you have never been able to
follow—"

Foulet smiled, “Can you imagine
where that airplane would be by the
time we climbed down off our roofs
and got to a flying field and started
in pursuit?”

E descended f{for dinner,

Foulet’s story had restored
my self-confidence somewhat—but 1
was still sore. Of course Foulet con-
necting my vanishing man with that
disappearing airplane was absurd—
but where had the man gone? Was
my supposition that he had jumped
to a lower roof, climbed a wall and
run through the maze of alleyways in
half a minute in any way less ab-
surd?

We were halfway through dinner
when Brice appeared. Brice was one
of the best men in Scotland Yard and
I had known him many years. So,
evidently, had Foulet, for his eyes
flickered faintly with pleased sur-
prise at the sight of him. Brice came
directly to our table. He was burst-
ing with victorious joy. I could feel
it somehow, although his face, care-
fully schooled to betray no emotion,
was placid and casual.

All through the remainder of the
meal I could feel the vibrations of
his excitement. But it was only at
the very end that he confided any-
thing—and his confidence only
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served to make the excitement and
sense of impending thrill greater.

Just as he was rising to leave he
shoved a tiny strip of paper across
the table to me with a sidelong
glance at Foulet. “Another roof-
top,” I read scrawled in pencil. “If
you like, meet me at the flying field
before dawn.” If I liked! 1 shoved
the paper across to Foulet who read
it and carelessly twisted it into a
spill to light his cigar. But his hand
shook ever so slightly.

Needless to say we went to the
flying field shortly after midnight.
Brice was there, pacing up and down
restlessly. Near him was a huge tri-
motored biplane, its motor humming
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