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“SELDOM SEE AN L GC. S.
GRADUATE OUT OR A JOB”

“In ALL THE YEARS I have known of the
International Correspondence Schools, I have
seldom seen one of your graduates jobless.”
A business executive made this statement in
a recent letter commenting on the I. C. S.
graduates and students in his employ and ex-
pmsS[ng regrets that it was necessary to reduce
his personnel.
he added, “all I. C. S. grad-
uates and students will be retained, for I

“However,”

fully realize their value in my business.”

The reason so many 1. C. S. men have jobs
is because they are trained men! A recent
investipation into the working conditions of
1000 I. C. S. students revealed only ten un-
employed. You, too, can be an I. C. S, man,

Mark the coupon and mail it today! It has
been the most important act in the lives of

thousands of men.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 4901-L,
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ww-' MORE STEP—
AND ETERNITY!

A true experience of LYLE EMMONS, Kildare, New York

“THE WIND HOWLED
and the darkness
seemed to increase a
I arrived at the quar-
ry, where I was to do
a welding job on a
big steam shovel,”
writes Mr. Emmons.
“The rain streamed
down in slanting tor-
rents.

“IN THAT DRIVING
s1orRM 1 had to move
slowly about, walk-
ing with my back to
the wind and tug-
ging at my heavy
gear. Then suddenly
1 had a horrible, sick-
ening sensation of

“| GRABBED MY FLASHLIGHT and swung it behind me. I peered straight down
a 90 foot drop to a pile of jagged rocks! You can tell the world that 1 was
thankful for my flashlight and its dependable ‘Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries.
I'll never be without them!

(Signed)
The word "Eveready' is a registered trade-mark
of National Carbon Co., Inc.

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER... /00/ for the DATE-LIN®

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y.
. Unitof Union Carvbide [[AR and Carbon Corporation
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WE GRI'T KEEP UP!

It was in June, 1938, that, in an editorial titled “Fantastie Fiction,”
I peinted out the number of times science-fiction had correctly prophesied
mmventions—and went on to say that I was sure that there was then fiving
and working in the world the man who would be known as the discoverer
of atomic power. 1 firmly believed then that before T died I'd see atomic
engines.  Another twenty, thirty, maybe forty years.

Now—it looks as though four or five years would be a better guess.

Since atomic energy is so very near commercial utilizalion now, it is
being brought home very forcibly that science-fiction simply isn't keeping
up with the advance. Tn 1938 T was defending the stand that science-fiction
wasn't so wildly fantastic.  From the looks of things, it is going to be a
darned few years before the better half of science-ficlion’s basic ideas are
snatched away from it; we aren’t fantastic enough. Jules Verne's bright
new dreams Jook rather silly now—his air machine in “Robur the Con-
queror” is, as every twelve-year-old now knows, aérodynamically impossi-
ble. Most of his wild inventions are old stuff, and he’s got “em all wrong.
There’s no dream left in his stories, and, since they were built around those
dreams, they seem silly,

First, read Arthur MeCann’s letter of apology in the current issue. Tt’s
mine, too; I should have spotted the error. Sorry—but we all make mis-
takes now and then. And that mistake was on the conservative side! A
well-shielded atomic power plant shouldn’t weigh more than twenty tons
or g0. Then—consider, in the light of that fact, these things:

No science-fiction author,can ever again have his hero discover the
secret of atomie power. That’s done.

No science-fiction author can ever again have his hero discover a won-
derful new chemical rocket fuel and make the first trip to the Moon. They’ll
vse atomic fuel, and by the time Astounding’s doubled its present ten-
years-plus age, there’s a very strong chance that we'll be able to print, as
a cover, a full-color photograph of Earth taken from the surface of the
Moon. Science-fiction authors wanting to write about Luna and Mars and
Venus had best get it done—Dbefore the trips are done! (It's a hundred
miles from New York to Philadelphia: it’s five hundred million miles from
New York to Jupiter. In one hundred pounds of U-235 there’s about as
much energy as in five hundred million pounds of chemical fuel. A tomie
power is on the scale of the Solar System, not a mere terrestrial scale!)

Science is rapidly—so rapidly we can scarcely realize those dreams are
ceme truel—ruling out one after another of the mighty wonders to be ac-
complished by science-fiction heroes. They aren’t mighty wonders any
mor¢; they've become the world’s daily work.

Tue Eprror,
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I repaired some Radio
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How your own

feam can win with
ihe fouchdown plays
of Harvard, Columbia,
Notre Dame, Michigan
and Minnesota

This famous cycle of
team maneuvers con
now be used by any
high schoel or sond-
lot team. Any one

or all of these touchdown scoring pleys
can be adapted to your team's style of

play.

HERE ARE THE PLAYS:

HARVARD'S NAKED REVERSE
NOTRE DAME'S SPIN BUCK
MINNESOTA'S RAZZLE-DAZZLE
COLUMBIA'S FAMOUS KF-79
MICHIGAN'S POWER BLAST

Your team can play like a champion with
play like a champ
plays that have been consistently success-

ful in scoring touchdowns.

They're all

ready for you to adapt to your own
team’s siyle of playing, for they ore dia-
grommed and illustrated in
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SLA

By fl. £. van Voot

Astounding

' Part Il of Astounding's first NOVA serial. The fale
of a superboy in a world that hetes him—of a super-
boy hunted down net only by a world of humons
—but by the infinitely deadlier tendrilless slan!

Illustirated by Schneeman

SYNOPSIS

Slans are a strange, supcrior race, resem-
bling human beings, their only outwaerd
difference being the golden, thought read-
ing strands or tendrils in their hair. In-
wardly, the difference includes a double
Leart, abnormal nervous and muscular
strength and superhwman intelligence. Hu-
man beings and the dictator-government of
Kier Gray accuse them of every known
crime, the most vile being the use of muta-
{ion machines on huwman mothers with @
resultant erop of monster babies, Slans are
hated so ferociously that they are either
Lilled at sight, or captured and executed.

Jommy Cross, a nine-year-old slan with
1he intelligence of a fifteen-year-old human
being, is convineed that all these stories are
lies, products of the incessant propaganda.
His own purpose is to stay alive until he
is old enough 1o use the great weapon his
father has invented to bring about better
relations  between  Tuwmans  and  slans,
Wounded while escaping from the seeret
police, whose head is John Petly, a fanatic
anti-slan, he is captured by an old woeman
qunke dealer, a eriminal named Granwy. Re-
alizing that her miscrable shack provides an
ideal hide-out, he agrees to steal for the
old scoundrel,

Meanwhile, it is discovered that Jolhn
Peity is plotiing to usurp the power of
Kier Gray; and that the chicf of seeret po-
lice proposes to accomplish ihis by the
essassination of a slan givl, named Kath-
leen Layton. The dictator foils this entire
plet, but John Petty’s position is so strong
that he remains in power.

While stealing jewelry  for Granng,
Jommy accidentally runs into a type ef
slan whese existence lhad wot been sus-
pected even by lus parents—slans whe can-
net read minds, and who have semchow

rid themselves of the betraying mind-read-
ing tendrils wlicl constitute the {rue slan’s
greaiest danger. He follows the man 1o
AIR CENTER, and to his amazement dis-
covers that this controlling center of ihe
Earth’s aviation industry is aswarm with
these tendrilless slans.

Delighted, he reveals his identily as @
slan—and then, to his dismay, coldly mur-
derows thoughts leap into the minds of the
twe tendrilless slans to whom le has shown
Tamself: “Kill the damuned snalke!”

Not realizing that their leaky nind
shields have betrayed their thoughts, 1he
two slans come toward him awith hypoeriti-
cal words of [riendship. He is irapped
there in the Air Center Building.

For Jommy, {from the very first
moment that he caught the “kill
him!” thoughts of the two slans, it
was not a question of what he
should do—but whether he had time
to do it. Even the devastating sur-
prise of their coldly murderous en-
mity did not basically affect his ac-
tions or his brain.

He knew, without even thinking
about it, that to run back along the
corridors, trying to cover the hun-
dred yards of straightaway marble
Hloor, would be sheer suicide. His
nine-year-old legs could never match
the tireless endurance of two able-
bodied slans.

There was only one thing te do;
and he did it. With a boy’s agility,
he twisted to one side. There was
a door there, one of the hundreds
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that lined the corridor,

Fortunately, it was unlocked. Be-
fore his battering rush it opened as
lightly as if it were made of fluff—
vet so desperately careful was his
control that the actual opening he
allowed himself was only barely
‘large enough for him to slip through.

He had a brief glimpse of a sec-
ond, lighted corridor, empty of life;
and then he was shutting the door,
his strong, brown, sensitive fingers
fumbling at the Yale lock. The
latch and the lock clicked home with
a sharp, hard, thrilling, metallic
sound.

The very next instant there was
a violent thud as two adult bodies
dashed themselves in a wild aban-
don against the barrier. But the
door did not even tremble.

Jommy realized the truth. The
door was solid metal, built to with-
stand battering-rams, yet so won-
derfully balanced that it had ap-
peared weightless to his fingers. For
the moment, he was safe!

His mind relaxed from its desper-
ate concentration, and reached for
contact with the minds of the two
slans. At first it seemed as if their
shields were too tightly held; then
his exploring brain caught the over-
tones of chagrin and a grim despera-
tion, an anxiety so terrible that it
was like knives hacking at the sur-
face of their thought.

“God Almighty!” one whispered.
“Sound the secret alarm, quick! Tf
the snakes find out we control Air-
ways—

Jommy wasted not another sec-
ond. Every atom of curiosity in his
brain was driving him to stay, to
solve the bhewildering hatred of the
tendrilless slan for the true slan.
But before the irresistible dictates of
common sense, curiosity retreated.
He ran at top speed, knowing ex-
actly what he must do.

He plunged on unhesitatingly, but
he knew that by no conceivable
logic could that gantlet of corridor-
be considered safe. At any moment
a door might open; or wisps of
thought warn him of men coming
around some bend. With abrupt de-
cision, he slowed his headlong rush
and tried several doors. The fourth
door yielded to pressure, and Jommy
crossed the threshold with a sense of
triumph.  On the far side of the
room was a tall, broad window.

It was but the work of a moment
to push the window open and scram-
ble out onto the wide sill. Crouching
low, he peered over the ledge. Light
came dimly from the other windows
of the building, and by its glow he
could see what appeared to be a nar-
row driveway wedged between two
sheer precipices of brick wall.

For an instant he hesitated—
then, like a human fly, started up
the brick wall. The climbing was
simple enough, enormously strong’
fingers searching with swift sureness
for rough edges. The deepening

“darkness, as he climbed, was ham-

pering, but with every upward step
his confidence surged stronger within
him. There were miles of roof here;
and, if he remembered rightly, the
airport buildings connected on every
side with other buildings. What
chance had slans who could not read
minds against a slan who could
avoid their every trap?

Tue rmirriers, and top, story!
With a sigh of relief, Jommy pulled
himself erect and started along the
flat roof. It was almost dark now,
but he could see the top-of a neigh-
boring building that almost touched
the roof he was on. A leap of two
vards at most, an easy jump. With
a loud clang! the clock in a nearby
tower began lo intone the hour.
One—two—five—ten! And on the
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stroke, a low, grinding neise struck
Jommy's ears, and suddenly, in the
shadowy center of that expanse of
roof opposite him yawned a wide,
black hole. Startled, he flung him-
self flat, holding his breath.

And from that dark hole a dim
torpedolike shape leaped into the
star-filled sky. [Faster, faster it
went; and then, at the uttermost
limit of vision, a tiny, blazing light
sprang from its rear. Tt flickered
there for a moment—then was gone,
like a star snuffed out.

Trembling, Jommy lay very still,
his eyes straining to follow the path
of the strange craft. A spaceship.
By all the heavens, a spaceship!
Had these tendrilless slans realized
the dream of the ages—to operate
flights to the planets? 1If so, how
had they kept it secret from human
beings? And what were the true
slans doing?

The. dull, seraping noise reached
him again. Cautiously he crept to
the edge of the roof and peered
across. He could only vaguely see
the yawning blackness lessen as the
two great metal sheets shd together
and the roof was whole agan.

For a moment longer Jommy
waited, then he bunched his muscles
and sprang. Only one thought was
in his mind now. To get back to
Granny quickly and by as devious a
way as possible. Back alleys, side
streets, must be his route.  For this
case of escape from slans suddenly
seemed enormously suspicious.  Un-
less, of course, they didn’t dare set
up safeguards for fear of betraymng
their secret to humans.

Whatever the reason, it was only
too obvious that he still needed des-
perately the security of Granny’s lit-
tle shack. He had not the faintest
desire to tackle a problem so com-
plicated and murderous as the slan-
human-tendrilless slan triangle had

become: no, not till he was full
grown and capable of matching the
meredibly sharp brains that were
fighting this unceasing and deadly
battle.

Yes, back to Granny, and by way
of the store to get some peace offer-
ings for the old wretch, now that he
was certain to be late. And he'd
have to hurry, too. The store would
close at eleven.

Ar tur store, Jommy did not
venture near the jewelry counter, for
the girl who objected to httle boys
was still at work. There were other
richly laden counters, and he swiftly
skimmed the cream of their smaller
merchandise. Nevertheless, he made
a mental note that, if he came mmto
this store in future, he would have
to be on the scene before five
o'clock, when the evening stafil ar-
rived for their shift. Otherwise that
girl could prove a nuisance.

Sated at last with stolen goods,
he headed cautiously for the nearest
exit, then stopped as a man, a mid-
dle-aged, paunchy person, walked by
thoughtfully. The wman was the
chief accountant of the department
store; and he was thinking of the
four hundred thousand dollare that
would be in the safe overnight. In
his mind also was the combination
of the safe. '

Jommy hurried on, but he was
disgusted with his lack of foresight.
Of all the silly fools, stealing goods
which would have to be sold, with
the risk at both ends enormous com-
pared to the simple business of tak-
mg all the money he wanted.

Granny was still where he had left
her, but so agitated that he had to
wait for her to speak before he could
understand what she wanted.

“Quick,” she breathed hoarsely,
“get in under the blankets; a police-
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man was just here warning Granny
to move on.”

It must have been at least a mile
farther on that she stopped the cart,
and tore the blanket off Jominy with
a snarl of rage.

“You ungrateful wretch, where
have you been?” ‘

Jommy wasted no words. His
contemapt for this miserable crea-
ture was too great for him to speak
to her more than he had to. e
shivered as he watched the gloating
eagerness with which she snatched
at the treasure he dumped into her
lap. The violence of her greed was
almost  incredible as  she swiftly
evaluated each item, and stuffed it
carefully into the false bottom of the
cunningly built cart.

“AL least two hundred dollars for
old Granny!” she rasped joyously.
“Ofd Finn will give Granuy that
much. Oh, but Granny's smart,
catching a young slan. He'll make
not ten thousand but twenly thou-
samdd a vear for her. And to think
they offered only ten thousand re-
ward! It should be a million.”

“I can do even better than that,”
Jommy volunteered. It seemed as
good a time as any to tell her about
the store safe, and that there was no
need for more shop-lifting. “There’s
about four thousand in the safe,” he
finished. “T can get it tonight. T
climb up the back where it’s dark,
to one of the windows, cut a hole in
it ...you've got a glass cutler some-
where?”

“Granny can get one!” the old
woman breathed ecstatically.  She
rocked with joy. “Oh, oh, Granny’s
glad. But Granny can see now why
human beings shoot slans, They're
too dangerous. Why, they could
steal the world. They tried it once
you know, in the heginning.”

“Idon’t ... know ... very much
about that,” Jommy said slowly. He

wished desperately that Granny
knew all about it, but he saw that
she didn’t. There was only the
vaguest knowledge in her mind of
that misty period when the slans—
s0 human beings accused—had tried
to conquer the world. She knew no
more than he did, no more than all
this vast ignorant mass of people.

Wuar was the truth? Had there
ever been a war between slans and
humans?  Or was it just the same
horrible propaganda as that dread-
ful stuft about what slans did to
babies? Jommy saw that Granny’s
niind had jumped back to the money
in the store.

“Only four thousand dollars!” she
satd sharply.  “Why, they must
make hundreds of thousands every
day—millions!”

“They don’t keep it all in the
store,” lied Jommy: and, lo his re-
lief the old woman accepted the ex-
planation,

He thought about the lie, as the
cart rattled on. He had uttered it
in the first place almost automati-
cally. Now he saw that it was self-
protection. If he made this old ras-
cal too rich, she would soon begin
to think of betraying him.

It was absolutely imperative that,
during the next six years he live in
the security of Granny's shack,
The question therefore became:
How little would she be satisfied
with? Somewhere he must strike a
mean between her insatiable greed
and his necessity.

Just thinking about that enlarged
its dangers. Tn this old woman was
an mcredible  selfishness, and a
streak of cowardice that might surge
up in a sudden panic of fear and de-
stroy him before he could properly
realize his danger.

No doubt about it. Among the
known imponderables overhanging
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‘the precious six years separating him

from his father’s mighty science,
this gaunt, lecherous rascal loomed
enormously as the most dangerous
uncertainty factor.

VI.
Jommy's  fifteenth  birthday!
Fleecy-white  clouds misted  the

cheerful spring afternoon sunshine
outside. And inside—Jommy Cross
glanced at his watch and felt a thrill-
tingle as the message of the hands
read two o'clock., His six feet of
muscles tensed, nerves flamed with
the sudden tremendous knowledge
that this was the day, this the hour!

The six vears had been a drag-
ging, wingless period, an almost in-
tolerable stretch of time to be
passed, yet in part at least those
years were immensely valuable raw
material that he molded skillfully to
his will, an intricate design con-
ceived and executed with the one
overwhelming purpose of preparing
himself for what he must do today—
and on the tomorrows to come.

His whole life had been a pursuit
of higher education. He followed
learned men around the streets,
picking their minds of knowledge.
He lay on campus grounds, precari-
ously hidden in scant brush, men-
tally following lectures. Books he
had in plenty, but books were not
enough. They had to be inter-
preted, explained.

There was mathematics, physics,
chemistry, astronomy—all the sa-
ences! His desire knew no bounds;
it was the supply itself that gave
out. Humuan beings could only offer
the equivalent of three years” supply
during those six years when his vo-

racious mind nearly doubled in
stature,

From a cautious distance, he
watched the tendrilless slans.

Nightly, their spaceships leaped into
the sky; and the service was mam-
tained on precision time. Every
night at 10: 00, the torpedolike shape
jumped up, up; and every night at
2:30, another shark- haped monster
plunged down from space, silent and
dark, and dropped like a ghost mto
the top of the same building.

Only twice during those yvears did
the traflic suspend, each time for a
month, and each time when Mars,
following her eccentric orbit, tee-
tered on the farthest side of the Sun.

He stayed away from Air Center,
Because almost every day his re-
spect for the might of the tendril-
less slans grew. And it seemed in-
creasingly clear that only accident
had saved him that day when he re-
vealed himself to the two adults.

Accidenl and surprise,

Of the basie mysteries of the
slans, he learned nothing. To pass
the time he indulged in orgies of
physical activity. TFirst of all, he
must have a secret way of escape,
just in case—secret from Granny as
well as the world; and second, he
couldn’t possibly live in this horrible
shack as it was. It took months o
dig hundreds of yards of tunnel,
months Loo to tear down Lhe rotting,
wretched internal structure of the
four-roomed shack, Ile rebuilt it
by little sections, filling the de-
stroyed space with fine, panecled
walls, shining ceilings and plastic
floors.

Granny sneaked the new furni-
ture in at night, past the still junk-
laden yard, and the unchanged, un-
painted exterior. But that required
nearly a yvear in itself—because of
(-rmn\

For years she had had to main-
tain herself at the highest pitch of
alertness in order to make the bar-
est of livings. And then, suddenly,
that carefully built-up efliciency
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was no longer needed. Her morale
simply collapsed like a stuffed scare-
crow. Where before an occasional
binge had had to suffice, now she
couldn’t stay sober. For weeks on
end, she lay in a drunken stupor
surrounded by the gleaming bottles
that unlimited income made pos-
sible,

Two o'crock plus an hour to get
downtown. Silently, Jommy put on
the shoes he had taken off when he
lay down after luncheon. If he
could “slip out without the old
woman hearing him, at least he
would avoid her tiresome curses.

Briefly, he let his mind sink into
hers—and, briefly, without the
slightest sense of disgust, sampled
the stream of her thought. The old
fool was still drinking. She was
wide awake and tossing on her bed;
and, through her brain poured freely
and furiously a welter of astound-
ingly wicked thoughts.

Jommy Cross frowned, and paused
in the act of tving his second shoe-
lace. Into the veritable hell of the
old scapegrace’s recollection—for she
lived alimost completely in her amaz-
ing past when she was drunk—had
come a swift, cunning thought:

“—Got to get rid of that slan . ..
dangerous for Granny now that
she's got money. Mustn’t let him
suspect . . . keep it out of my mind
o

Jommy Cross smiled mirthlessly.
It was not the first time he had
caught the thought in her treacher-
ous brain. With sudden purposeful-
ness he finished tying the shoelace,
stood up and went into her room.

Granny lay, a gaunt, sprawled
shape under sheets that were staimed
brown with liquor; her deeply
sunken black eyes stared dully out
of the wrinkled parchment of her
face.

that disordered mind.

Gazing down at her, Jommy Cross
felt a quiver of pity. It was not
funny, this spectacle. Terrible and
vicious as had been the old Granny,
he preferred her as she had been

then—tough-minded, independent,
take-care-of-herself—to this weak

old soak who lay like some medieval
witch miraculously deposited in a
blue and silver bed of the future,

Her eyes seemed to see him for
the first time, clearly. A string of
bloodthirsty curses reeled from her
lips; then she snarled:  “Waddya
want? Granny wants to be alone.”

The pity drained out of him. His
eyes gazed at her coldly: I just
wanted to give vou a little warn-
ing. T'm leaving soon, so you won't
have to spend any more time think-
ing of ways to betray me. There
aren’t any safe ways. That treas-
ured old hide of yours wouldn’t be
worth a nickel if they caught me.”

The black eves gleamed up at him
with a drunken slyvness. “Think
you're smart, eh,” she mumbled,
The word seemed to start a new
trend of thought that it was impos-
sible for him to follow mentally.
There was far too much chaos in
“Smart,” she
repeated gloatingly, “smartest thing
Granny ever did, catching a young
slan.  Dangerous now though . ..
got Lo get rid of him—-"

“You old fool,” Jommy Cross said
dispassionately, “don’t forget that a
person who harbors a slan is auto-
matically subject to death. You've
kept that mud turtle complexioned
neck of vours well oiled, so it prob-
ably won’t squeal when they hang
vou, but you'll do plenty of kicking
with those serawny legs.”

The brutal words spoken, he
turned abruptly and went out of the
room, out of the house. On the bus
he thought: “I've got to watch her;
and as soon as possible leave her.
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Soldiery—soldiery coming down the corridor in
answer to that alarm he'd been forced to set off—

Nobody who thinks in probabilities
could intrust anything valuable to
that.”

Fven downtown, the streets were
amazingly deserted.  Jommy Cross
climbed off the bus, conscious of the
abnormal silence where usually there
was bedlam. The cily was too quiet,
a very absence of life and move-
ment.

He stood uncertainly at the curb,
all thought of Granny draining from

him.  He opened his mind wide,

At first there was nothing but a
wisp from the half blank mind of
the driver of the bus, which was dis-
appearing now down the otherwise
careless road. The Sun glared down
on the plastic pavement. A few
people  seuttled hurriedly  past,
m their minds simply a blank terror
s0 continuous and unvarying that he
could not penetrate hevond it.

The silence deepened; and uneasy
alarm erept into Jommy Cross. e
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explored the buildings around him,
but no clamor of minds came from
them; nothing whatever.

What could be the matter?

The clatter of an engine burst ab-
ruptly from a side street. Two
blocks away a tractor emerged, pull-
ing a tremendous gun that pointed
menacingly into the sky. The trac-
tor chuttered to the center of the
street, unhooked from the gun, and
bellowed off into the side street from
which it had come.

Men swarmed around the gun,
preparing it; and then stood by,
looking up at the sky, waiting
tensely.

Jommy Cross wanted to walk
closer, to read their minds, but he
didu’t dare. The sense of being in
an exposed and dangerous position
prew into a sick convietion within
him. Any minute a military or po-
lice car might roll past, and its occu-
pants ask him what the devil he was
doing in the street. He might be
arvested, or told to take off his cap
and show his hair and the golden
threads that were his tendrils,

Something big was definitely up,
and the best place for him was the
catacombs, where he'd be out of
sight, though in a different kind of
danger.

He started hurriedly toward the
catacomb entrance that had been his
eoal ever since leaving the house.
He was turning into a side street
when the loudspeaker at the coruer
clattered into life: a man’s voice
roared hoarselv:

“IMinal warning—get off the street!
Get out of sight. The mysterious
airship of the slan is now approach-
ing the city at terrific speed. It is
believed the ship is heading toward
the palace. Interference has been
set up on all radio waves, to prevent
any of the slan lies from being
broadcast— Get off the streets!

Here comes the ship!”

Jommy froze. There was a silver
flash in the sky; and then a long,
winged torpedo of glittering metal
hurtled by straight above. He heard
a staccato roar from the gun down
the street; and the echo of other
guns; and then the ship was a dis-
tant sparkling point, heading toward
the palace.

Curiously, the Sun’s glare hurt
his eyes now. He was conscious of
confusion. A winged ship! Scores
of nights during these past six years,
he had watched the spaceships soar
up from the building in the tendril-
less slan  Air Center.  Wingless,
rocket ships, and something more.
Something that made great metal
machines lighter than air. The
rocket part seemed to be used only
for propulsion. The weightlessness,
the way they were flung up as if by
centrifugal force, maust be—anti-
gravity!

Aud here was a winged ship, with
all that that implied; ordinary en-
gines, rigid confinement to Karth’s
atmosphere, ordinariness, If this
was Lhe best the true slans could do,
then—

Sharply disappointed, he turned
and walked down the long flight of
stairs that led to the public wash-
room. The place was as empty and
silent as the streets above; and it
was 2 simple matter for him who
had passed through so many locked
doors, to pick the lock of the steel-
barred door leading to the cata-
combs,

He was conscious of the tenseness
of his mind as he stared through the
bars of the door. There was a vague
foreground of cement beyond, then
a blur of darkness that meant more
stairs,

The muscles of his throat tight-
ened, his breath became deep and
slow. He hunched his slim length
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forward, like a runner getting ready
for a sprint. He opened the door,
darted inside, and down the long
reach of dank, dark steps at top
speed.

SOoMEWHERE ahead, a bell began
ringing monolonously, set off by the
photo-electric  cells whose barrier
Jommy had crossed on entering the
door—a protection set up scores of
years ago against slans and other
interlopers,

The bell was just ahead now; and
still there was no mind stirring out
of the dim corridor that yawned be-
fore him. Apparently none of the
men working or on guard in the
catacombs, was within hearing dis-
tance.

He saw the bell, high up on the
wall, a faintly glimmering piece of
metal, brrring away madly. The
wall was smooth as glass, impossible
to climb, the bell more than twelve
feet from the floor. On and on it
clanged: and still there was no
clamor of approaching minds, not
the faintest wisp of thought.

“No proof that they're not com-
ing,”  Jommy thought tensely.
“These stone walls would quickly
diffuse thought waves.”

He took a run at the wall, and
leaped with desperate strength, up,
up, straight toward the maddening
instrument.  His arm strained, his
fingers scraped the marble wall, a

full foot below that clangoreus
thing. Ile fell back, knowing his

defeat.

The bell was still ringing, as he
rounded a bend in the corridor. e
heard it grow fainter and fainter,
fading into the distance behind him,
But cven after the sound was gone,
the ghost of it still went on ringing
in his mind, an insistent warning of
danger,

Queerly, the sense of a warning

buzz in his brain grew stronger, un-
til suddenly it seemed to him that
the bell was actually there again,
faint with distance. Stronger the
feeling grew, until abruptly, realiza-
tion came: There was another bell
ahead, clanging as vociferously as
the first one. That meant—he felt
appalled—t meant a long line of
such bells, sending out their alarms;
and somewhere in that vast network
of tunnels there must be ears to hear
them, men stiffening and looking at
each other with narrowed cves.

Jommy Cross hurried on. He had
no conscious knowledge of his route.
He knew only that his father had
hypnotized a picture of it into his
mind, and that he need but follow
the promptings of his subconscious
and—

It came abruptly, a sharp mental
command: “To the right!”

He took the narrower of the two
forks—and came at last to the hid-
ing place.

It was all simple enough, a clev-
erly loosened slab in the marble wall
that shid out under the pressure of
his strength, revealing a dark space
beyond. He reached in: his groping
fingers touched a metal box. He
pulled il to him.

He was shaking now, his fingers
trembling violently. IFor a moment,
he stood very still, fighting for seli-
control; striving to picture his fa-
ther standing here hefore this slab
hiding his secrets, for his son to find
il anything went wrong with his own
personal plans.

It seemed lo Jommy that this
might be a cosmic moment in the
history of slans, this moment when
the work of a long dead father was
passed on lo a fifteen-vear-old boy
who had waited so many dreary
thousands of minutes and hours and
days for this second to come.

The nostalgia fled from him ab-
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ruptly as a mist of oulside thought
whispered into his mind. “Damn
that bell!” somebody wag thinking.
“It’s probably someone who ran
down when the slan ship eame, try-
mg to get away from expected
bombs.”

“Yeah, but don’t count on it. You
know how strict they are about these
catacombs. Whoever started that
bell is still inside. We'd better turn
in the alarm to police headquarters.”

A third vibration came: “Maybe
the guy’s lost.”

“Let him explain that,” replied the
first man. “Let’s head toward the
first bell, and keep our gung ready.
Never know what it might be, with
s0 many slans in the world these
days—the dirty skunks.”

Frantically, Jommy examined the
metal box for the secret of its open-
ing. His hypnotic command was Lo
take out the contents, and put the
emply box back in the hole; and he
had not the vaguest desire to dis-
obcy. The thought of grabbing up
the box and running never even en-
tered his head.

His whele body was aflame with
the need for swiftness. There
seemed to be no lock, no caich,
nothing: but there must be some-
thing to fasten it down— Hurry,
hurry! In a few minutes the ap-
proaching men would be passing di-
rectly over the spot where he was
now standing.

Tre Divxyess of the long cement
and marble corridors, the dank, un-
derground odors, the eonsciousness
of the thick cords of electric wires
that ran by overhead, feeding mil-
lions of volis Lo the great city above;
the whole world by the catacombs
around: and even queer, vague mem-
ories of his past—these were the
thoughts that raced through Jom-

AST—2

my’s mind, as he stared down at the
metal box,

There was a blurred thought of
drunken Granny, and of the terrible
mystery of the slans; and it all
mixed together with the approach-
ing footsteps of the men. He could
hear them plainly now, three pairs
of them, clumping toward him.

With silent frenzy, Jommy Cross
tore at the cover of the box, his
muscles tensed for a terrible effort.
He nearly lost balance, so easily did
the unfastened cover hft up.

He found himself staring down at
a queer, thick rod of metal that lay
an top of a pile of papers. It struek
him that he felt no surprise at it
being there., There was instead, a
faint rehief at discovering intact
something he had known was there.
Obviously, more of his father’s hyp-
notism.

The metal rod was a bulbous
thing about two inches wide at the
center but narrowing down at the
ends. One of the ends was rough-
ened, unmistakably meant to give
the hand a good grip. There was a
little button at the foot of the bulb
parl, convenient for the thumb to
press it.

The whole instrument glowed ever
so faintly with a light of its own.
That glow and the diffused light
from the corridor was just bright
enough for him to read on the sheet
of paper below.

This is the weapon. Use il only in case

ol absolute necessity!

For a moment, Jommy Cross was
so intent that he didn’t realize the
men were upon him. A flashlight
glared.

“What the—" one of the
roared. “Hands up, you!”

Tt was his first real, personal dan-
ger in six long years; and it felt ut-
terly queer, unreal. The slow

men
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thought crept into him that human
eings were not very quick in their
reflexes. And then he was reach-
ing for the weapon in the box before
him and, apparently without haste,
he pressed the button.

If any of the men fired, the action
was lost in the roar of white flame
that flashed with inconceivable vio-
lence from the mouth of the tube of
force. One moment, they were alive,
rough built, looming shapes, threat-
ening him; the next they were gone,
snuffed out by that mad burst of
virulent fire,

Jomnry looked down at his hand.
Tt was shaking; his whole arm trem-
bling. And there was a cold sick-
ness in him at the way he had
smashed three lives out of existence.
There was a blur before his vision,
that straightened out slowly, as his
eyes recovered from the fiery dazzle-
ment.

As his gaze reached farther out
from him, he saw that the corridor
was completely empty; not a bone,
not a piece of flesh or clothing re-
mained to show that there ever had
been living beings in the vicinity.

Part of the floor was hollowed out,
where Lhat scorching incandescence
had seared a concavily. But the
slight, smooth depression it made
would never be noticed.

He forced his fingers to stop trem-
bling: slowly the sickish feeling crept
out of him. There was no use feel-
ing badly. Killing was a tough busi-
ness, but these men would have
dealt death to him without com-
punction, as men alveady had to his
fattier and mother—and to count-
Jess other slans who had died miser-
ably because of the lies these people
kept feeding to each other, and swal-
lowing without the slightest resis-
tance. Damn them all!

For a moment, his emolions

writhed so violently within him that
he was astounded. He thought:
Was it possible that all slans grew
bitter as they became older, and’
ceased feeling compunctions about
the killing of human beings, just as
human beings had no compunction
about murdering slans?

Jommy's gaze fell on the shect
upon which his father had written:

—the weapon. Use it only in case of

absolute necessily.

Memory flooded him of a thou-
sand other instances of his parents’
noble quality of understanding. He
could still remember the night his
father had said:  “Remember this,
no matter how strong the slans be-
come, the problem of what to do
with human beings remains a bar-
rier to occupation of the world. Un-
til that problem is settled with jus-
tice and psychological sanity, the
use of force would be a black crime.”

He felt better. There was proof.
His father hadn’t even carried with
himn a replica of this weapon, that
might have saved him from his re-
morseless enemies.  He had taken
death before he would deal it.

Jommy Cross frowned. Nobility
was all very well, and perhaps he
had lived too long with human be-
ings to be a true slan, but he
couldn’t escape lhe conviction that
fighting was better than dying.

The thought stopped, alarm re-
placing it. There was no time to
waste. He had to get out of here,
and quickly! He slipped the gun
into his coat pocket, swiftly caught
up the papers in the box, jammed
them into his pockets; then tossing
the now emply, useless hox back
into place, he slid the stone into the
hole.

He raced down the corrider, back
the way he had come, up the steps
—and stopped short within sight of
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the -washroom. A htile while be-
fore, it had been empty and silent.
Now, it was packed with men. He
cowldn’t go in there. The men would
see him come through the door, and
know that something was wrong.
He was trapped.

For long minutes Jommy wated
there, poised vel indecisive, hoping
the swarm of men would dwindle a
little. A very chaos of thought
from the men crowded into his brain,
the clamor of 1t exceeding even the
roar of raised voices that hammered
out at him. There was an incredi-
ble complexity of thought, excite-
ment, fear, worry: here were lhittle
men 1 whose brains thundered the
realization that big things were hap-
pening.

The minutes drageed. Men came
in; men went out: but there was no
lessening of the crowd, no diminish-
ing of the bedlam of mnoise and
thought. The room rang with it,
vibrated to every sound wave, every
mind wave; and the echo of the dis-
cordant mixture poured through the
iron bars of the door 1o where
Jommy Cross waited in the dank-
smelling dimness.

Behind him, the bell continued to
ring; and sooner or later, there
would be a brief hush, during which
its brrrr of warning would penetrate
to the men. Clutching the weapon
in his pocket with one hand, Jommy
stepped  forward  gingerly,  and
pushed the door open—shut it be-
hind him  softly, tensed for the

~slightest sign of alarm,

But the packed mass of men paid
hin not the least altention as he
shoved his way through them, and,
tingling in every nerve, went up to
the sireet,

Amazement surged through him
as he reached pavement level. The
city was alive with people. Swarm-

ing crowds of them pressed along the
sidewalks and on the thoroughfares.
Police whistles shrilled hysterically,
loud speakers blared, but nothing
could stem the wild, excited anar-
chism of the mob. All transport
was al a standstill. Sweating, curs-
g drivers left their cars standing m
the middle of the street, and joined
listeners before the chatlering street
radios, that kept up a machme-gun
barrage:

“Nothing is known for certain,
No one knows exactly whether the
slan ship landed at the palace or
dropped a message and then disap-
peared. No one saw it land: no one
saw it disappear. It is possible that
it was shot doewn. Then again it is
possible that at this moment the
slans are in conference with Kier
Gray at the palace. Rumor to that
cffect has already spread, in spite of
the noncommittal statement issued
a few minutes ago by Kier Gray
himself.  For the benefit of those
who did not hear the statement, T
will repeat it.  Ladies and gentle-
men, the statement of Kier Gray
was as follows:

“*Do not be excited or alarmed.
The extraordimary appearance of the
slan ship has not altered the respec-
tive positions of slans and human

beings to the slightest degree. We
control  the situation  absolitely.

They can do nothing anywhere, ex-
cept what they have been domng,
and that within rigid hmitations.
Human  beings  outnumber  slans
probably millions to one; and, un-
der such circumstances, they will
never dare come out in an open,
organized campaign against us,  So
be easy in vour hearts—’

“That, ladies and gentlemen, was
the statement issued by Kier Gray,
after the momentous event of today.
The Council has been in continuous
session since that statement was is-
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sued. T repeat, nothing more is
known for certain. It is not known
whether the slan ship landed. No
one from the city saw it disappear.
No one except the authorities know
exactly what happened:; and you
have just heard the only statement
on the matter, given out by Kier
Gray himself.  Whether the slan
ship was shot down or—"

The chatter went on and on.
Over and over the statement of Kier
Giray was repeated, the same accom-
panying rumors were given. It be-
came a tiresome drone in the back
of Jommy’'s head, a senseless roar
from loudspeaker after loudspeaker,
a jangling monotony of noise,  But
he stayed on, waiting for some addi-
tional information, eager with the
burning eagerness ol fifteen long
yvears of wanting to know about
other slans.

Only slowly did the flame of his
excitement die.  Nothing new was
reported; and at last he climbed
aboard a bus and headed for home.
Darkness was settling over the hot
spring day. A tower clock showed
seventecn minutes past seven.

He approached the little junk-
laden vard with his usual caution.
His mind reached inside the decep-
tive, tumbled-down looking cottage,
and touched Granny’s mind.

He sighed. Still drunk! How the
devil did that wrecked caricature of
a body stand it?  So much liquor
should have de-hydrated her system
before this. He pushed open the
door, entered and shut it behind him
—and then stopped short!

His mind, still in casual contact
with Granny's mind, was receiving
a thought.  The old woman had
heard the door open and shut; and
the sound had jogged her mind
briefly:

“Mustn't let him know T phoned
the police. Keep it out of my mind

. . .can’t have a slan around . . .
dangerous to have a slan . . . po-
lice'll have the streets barred—"

VIL.

Karunreexy Lavyrox clenched her
fists into small, firm brown knobs.
Every muscle and nerve in her slim,
voung body quivered in repulsion at
the vague, crude wave of thoughts
that beat at her from one of the
corridors.  Horrible seventeen-year-
old Davy Dmsmore, searching for
her, commg toward the marble para-
pet where she stood staring out at
the eity which was wrapped in the
soft mists of the humid, hot spring
alternoon. :

The mists shifted in ever-changing
design, became  like white Heecy
clouds that half hid buildings, then
smeared into a haze that held locked
within its Himsy texture the faintest
tinge ol sky-blue.

Queerly, the looking hurt her eyes,
without actually being unpleasant.
The coolness ol the palace breathed
out at her from all the open doors,
and beat back the heat of the Sun,
but the glare of it kept bheating down
relentlessly.

The wisps of ugly thought from
Davy Dinsmore  grew  stronger,
nearer.  With a final shudder, Kath-
leen shut them out, and waited
erimly for the vouth to appear. [t
had been a mistake to welcome the
attentions of that mealy-mouthed,
mealy-hrained confection of human-
ity. The idea that the nasty little
boy, who had made her life miser-
able as a child, could now, when he
was  seventeen, be anything but
equally nasty and vicious and dirty-
minded, whether in friendship or in
enmity . . . she preferred his enmity
to the sticky, horrible type of love
thoughts that infected his brain,

“Oh,”  said  Davy Dinsmore,
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emerging from a door, “here you
are.” :

She stared at him unsmiling.
Davy Dinsmore at seventeen was a
gangling youth, resembling in face
his long-jawed mother who always
sneered even when she smiled. But
at least she was not continually
wrigghing inside with erawling worms
of desire, unless it was the desire
that ill befall a certain young woman
slan.

“Yes,” said Kathleen curtly, “here
Tam. I was hoping I'd be left alone
for a change.”

There was a toughness, she knew,
in the fiber of Davy Dinsmore’s
make-up that made him immune to
such remarks, A writhing play of
thoughts erupting from his brain
penetrated to her at this close
range, informing her that “this dame
was pulhng the same coy stuff. But
I'll thaw her out wyet.”

A mind-curdling experience lay
behind that calin conviction. Kath-
leen closed her brain a litile tighter
to shut out the details of recollec-
tions that floated up from the com-
placent depths of the youth.

“I don’t want you coming areund
me any more,” Kathleen said with
cold dehberation. “Your mind is a
sewer of rottenness that makes me
sick every time you come near me,.
T'in sorry T ever spoke to you when
you first came ogling up to me. I
should have known better; and I
hope you realize I'm speaking to yvou
plainly  because otherwise you
wouldn’t believe T meant it. Well,
I do, every word. Particularly the
sewer part. Now, go away.”

Davy’s vace had a bleached
qualily, but there was a rage n it
and an intensity behind it that beat
into her shielded mind. TInstantly,
she closed her brain still tighter, eut-
ting off the dark stream of vitupera-

tion that poured from him. Tt
struck her abruptly that there was
no fazing this creature unless she
could absolutely humihate him.

She snapped: “‘Beatl it, yvou mis-
erable, dough-fleshed thing!”

"Yaaah!” he snarled—and leaped
for her.

Utter surprize! Not for a single
second had she expected him Lo dare

venture  against  her  superor
strength.  Her lips tightened. Si-

lently, she grabbed at him, easily
evading his flailing arms, and jerked
him off his feet. A little bit of what
had scared him as a kid might do
some good.

And then—rough fingers grabbed
at her head, clutched a haundful of
hair, and all the silk, thin tendrils
that lay there in golden, glittering
threads.

“0. K.,” he snarled, “now I've got
vou. Don’t let me down! T know
what vou'd like to do. Gel me
down, grab my wrists, and squeeze
til T let go. If you lower me so
much as an inch, I'll give such a tug
on those precious tendrils that some
of them'll tear loose. 1 know you
can hold me up without getting tired
—s50 hold!

A sheer agony of dismay held
Kathleen rigid. Precious tendrils,
he had said. So precious that for
the first time in her life she had to
throttle a seream of unadulterated
terror; so precious that in some in-
sane way she hadnt vaguely ex-
pected that anyone would dare even
to touch them. A hall-swoon of her
fright closed over her like a night of
wild and terrible storm.

“What do you want?" she gasped.

“Now vyoure talking,” crowed
Davy Dinsmore, but she didn’t need
his words. She had his mind now,
flooding into her.

“AN right,” she said weakly, “T’ll
do it,”
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“And be sure to lower me slowly,”
the youth snarled exultantly. “And
when my lips are touching yours, see
that the kiss lasts at least a minute.
I'll teach you to treat me like dirt.”

His lips were swimming above
hers against the hazy background of
his sneering face and avid eyes, when
a sharp, commanding voice rapped
out in surprise and rage from behind
her:

“What’s the meaning of this?”

“Huh!” stammered Davy Dins-
more, She felt his fingers leave her
hair and tendrils; and with a gasp
she flung him down; he staggered,
then caught himself and stammered:
“I...1 bee your pardon, Mr, Lorry,
I...1-"

“Beat it, you miserable hound,”
Kathieen cut him short.

“Yes, scram!” said Jem Lorry
curtly,

Karaueeny  warcumn  Davy  go
stumbling off, his mind sending out
thoughts of pure fright at thus hav-
ing offended one of the big shots of
the governmenl. But when he dis-
appeared, she did not turn to face
the newcowmer. [fostinctively, she
was aware of her muscles stiffening,
as she kept her gaze and face averted
from this man, the most powerful

councilor on the cabinet of Kier
Gray.
“And what was all that?” the

man’s voice, not unpleasant, came
from behind her. “Apparently it
was lucky T came up.”

“Oh, T don’t know,” Kathleen re-
plied coldly. “From the fire into the
frying pan is hardly a change for
me.”

“Hm-m-m!” He came up beside
her and she caught a glimpse of his
strong, almost unbeautifully straight
jaw line, as he leancd on the railing.
“I appreciate your turning the old

proverb and making me the {rying
pan.”’

“No difference really,” Kathleen
sald indifferently. “You both want
the same thing.”

He stood for a moment silent, hut
his thoughts had the same elusive
quality as Kier Gray’s. The years
had made him a master of evading
her speecial powers of mind reading.
When finally he spoke, his voice was
changed. It held a steel-hard qual-
ity:  “No doubt your outlook on
these matters will change after you
become my mistress.” :

“That will be never!” snapped
Kathleen, 1 don’t like human be-
mgs; 1 don’t like you.”

“Your objections are of no con-
cerir,” the young man said eoldly.
“The ouly problem is, how can [
take possession of you without sub-
jeeting mysell to the accusation that
1 2o in seeret alliance with the slans,
Until [ have thought of a solution
to that, vou may go vour way.”

There was an icy certainty about
this brilliant young man that sent a
cold shudder through Kathleen.
“You're guite mistaken,” she said
firmly. “The reason your intentions
will inevitably [ail is very simple:
“Kier  Gray is my  protector.
Fven you don't dare go against
him.”

Jem Lorry pondered that. Fi-
nally:  “Your protector, yes. But
he has no morals on the matter of a
woman’s virtue. I don’t think he'll
object if you become my mistress,
but he will insist on my finding a
propaganda-proof reason. He's be-
come quite anti-slan these last few
vears. [ used to think he was pro-
slan. But now he's almost a fanatic
on the subject of having nothing to
do with them. He and John Petty
are closer on the subject now than
they ever were. Funny!”

He mused on that for 2 moment;



SLAN 26

then: “But don’t worry, I'll find a
formula. I—"

A rear from a radio loudspeaker,
cut off Lorry’s voice: “General
warning! A slan airship was seen a
few minutes ago, crossing the Rocky
Meountains, headed eastward. Pur-
suing arcraft were out-distanced,
and the ship seems to be taking a
straight Iine course toward the pal-
ace. People are ordered to go home
immediately, as the ship will be here
in one hour, according to present in-
dieations. The streets are needed for
military  purposes, and intruders
will be mercilessly handled hy the
police and soldiers.  Go home!”

The speaker clicked off; and Jem
Lorry turned to Kathleen, a eold,
sneering smile on his handsome face.

“Don’t let that arouse any false
hopes of rescue. One ship cannot
carry important armaments, no mat-
ter what they are. It looks to me
like a trip to give the more simple-
minded human beings a. thrill scare,
prelimmary to an attempt to open
negotiations.”

There 1t was again—ihe cool cer-
tainty of the man: his careful, swift,
yet unhurried logic brought s queer
hopelessness to INathleen. 'This was
no Davy Dinsmore, whose threats
or desires could be dismissed with
contempt,

AN novr later, Kathleen stood
beside Jem Lorry as the silver ship
slanted toward the palace. Closer it
came, traveling quite slowly now;
and the surge of emotions in her
throat thickened: and her mmd
reached out toward it, trymmg to
touch the powerful brains that must
be there locked within the ship.

Lower the ship came, nearer, big-
ger it loomed, but still there was no
answermg wave of thought from the
mmvisible occupants,  Suddenly, a
metallic capsule dropped from the

ship. Tt fell down, down—and
struck the garden path, where it
glinted bke a dazzling jewel in the
afternoon Sun.

She looked up: and the ship was
gone. No, there it was. Briefly, she
saw a silvery brilliance in the remote
heights almost straight above the
palace. It twinkled for a moment
like an ineredibly briliant star—and
wis gone,

Her straining eves retreated from
their violent effort; her mind came
Lack from the sky: and she grew
aware of Jem Lorrv again., He ex-
ulted:

“Whatever else this means, it's
what I've been waiting for—an op-
portunity to present an argument
that will enable me to take you to
my apartments this very night.
There’'ll be a Council meeting im-
mediately, T imagine.”

Kathleen drew a deep breath. She
could see just how he might manage
it; and the time had, therefore, come
to fight with every weapon at her
command.  She said wilh dignity,
her head flung back, her eyes flash-
ng:

“T shall ask to be present at the
Council meeting on the grounds that
1 was in mental communication with
the captain of the slans aboard the
airship.” She finished the lLie calmly:
“T can clarify certain things in the
message that will be found in the
capsule.”

She thought desperately:  Seme-
how she'd read in their minds what
the message was: and from that she
could build up a semi-reasonable
story ol what the slan leader had
told her. 1If she was caught in the
lie, there might be some dark and
dangerous reactions from these slan
haters.  Bul—she had to prevent
them from consenting to giving her
to Jem Lorry,
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A stekisa conviction of defeat
came to Kathleen, as the realization
struck into her that there would be
only seven councilors present, in-
cluding Kier Gray. She stared at
them one by one, reading as much of
their minds as she could: and there
was no help for her,

The four younger men were per-
sonal friends of Jem Lorry. The
sixth man, John Petty, gave her one
brief glance of icy hostility, then
turned away indifferently.

Her gaze fastened finally on Kier
Gray. A little, anxious tremor of
surprise whipped along her nerves,
as she saw thal he was staring at her
with a laconic lifting of his eve-
brows, and the faintest sneer on his
lips. He canght her gaze and broke
the silence:

“So vou were in mental communi-
cation with the slan leader, were
you?" He laughed harshly. “Well,
we'll let that pass for the moment.”

There was so much ineredulity in
his voice and expression, so much
hostility in his very attitude, that
Kathleen felt an uneasy relief when
his cold eves flicked away from her.
He went on, addressing the others:

“1t's unfortunate that five coun-
cilors s%ould be in the far corners of
the world. T do not personally be-
lieve in roaming too far from head-
quarters: let subordinates do the
traveling. However, we cannot post-
pone discussion on a problem as ur-
gent as this one. If the seven of us
agree on a solution, we won't need
their assistance.  If we're  dead-
locked, we shall have to do a con-
siderable amount of radio telephon-
ing.

“Here 1s the gist of the contents
of the metal capsule dropped by the
slan ship: They claim that there are
a million slans organized through-
out the world—"

Jem Lorry interrupted laconically:
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“Seems to me that our chief of the
secret police has been falling down
on the job, despite his much vaunted
hatred of the slans.”

Petty sat up and flashed him a
cold glance.  He snapped: *Perhaps
vou would exchange jobs with me
for a year, and see what vou can do.
I wouldn’t mind having the soft job
of minister of state for a change.”

Kier Gray's voice cut across the
brief, harsh silence that followed
Petty’s freezing words:  “Let me
finish. They go on to say that not
only does this organized million ex-
ist, but there is, in addition, a vast

total  of unorganized men and
women slans, estimaled at ten mil-
lions more,  What  about that,
Petty?”

“Undoubtedly, there are some un-
organized slans.” the secret-police
chiel admitted  cautionsly.  “We
catch aboul a hundred a month all
over the world, who have appar-
ently never been part of any or-
gamization., In vast areas of the
more primitive parts of the Farth,
the people cannot be roused to an-
tipathy to slans, in fact, accept
them as human beings: and there
are no doubt large colonies in some
of these remote parts, particularly
in Asia, Africa, South America and
Australia, Tt is hundreds of years
now since such colonies have actu-
ally been found. but we assume that
they exist, having no doubt over the
vears developed self-protection to a
high degree. 1 am prepared, how-
ever, to discount any activity from
these remote sources. Civilization
and science are buill-up organisms,
broadly based on the achievements,
physical and mental, of hundreds of
millions of beings.  The moment
these slans retreat to outlving sec-
tions of the Farth they defeat them-
selves, for they are cul off from
books, and from that contact with
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civilized minds which is the only
possible basis for a greater develop-
ment.

“The danger is not, and never has
been, from these remote slans, but
from those existing in the big ailies
where they are enabled to contact
the greatest human minds and have,
in spite of our precautions, some
access Lo books.  Obviously, this
airship we saw today was built hv
slans who are living dangerously in
the civilized centers.”

Kigr Gray nodded. “No doubt
much of what you surmise is true,
But to get back to the letter, it goes
on to say that these several million
slans are only too anxious to end the
period of strain which has existed
between them and the human race.
They denounce the ambition for
world rulership which actuated the
first slans, explaining that amnbition
as due to a false conception of su-
periority, unleavened by the later
experience that convinced themn they
are not superior but different. They
also accuse Samuel Lann, the human
being and biological scientist wheo
first created slans, and after whom
glans are named—>Samuel Lann: S,
Lann: b]‘mn—mth fostering in his
children the belief that they must
rule the world. And that this belief,
and not any innate desire for domi-
nation was at the root of the disas-

trous ambitions of the early slans.”

“Developing this idea, they go
on to point out that the early mven-
tions of the slans were simply minor
improvemenls of already existing
idcas, There has been, they claim,
no really crealive work deone by the
slans in physical science. They also
" state that their philosophers have

come to the conclusion that the slans
“are not scientifically minded in any
true sense of the word, differing from
present-day human beings in that

respect as widely as the ancient
Greeks and Romans who never de-
veloped science, as we know it, at
all.”

His words went on, but for a. mo-
ment Kathleen heard only with half
her mind. Could that be true?
Slans not scientifically minded? Im-
possible. Science was simply an ac-
cumulating of facts, and the dedue-
tion of conclusion from those facts,
And who better could bring divine
order from an intricate array of
truths than the mighty-brained, full-
grown, mature slan? She saw that
IGer Gray was picking up a sheet of
gray paper from his desk, and she
brought her mind back to what he
was saying.

“I'm going to read wvou the last
page,” he said in a colorless voice,
“*We cannot emphasize too strongly
the importance of this. It means
that slans can never seriously chal-
lenge the military might of human
beings. Whatever improvements we
may make on existing machinery
and weapons will not decisively af-
fect the outcome of a war, should
such a disaster ever take phce again,

““To our minds, there 1s nothmg
more futile than the present stale-
mate which, solving nothing, sue-
ceeds only in keeping the world m
an unsettled condition and is gradu-
ally creating economic havoc from
which human beings suffer to an
ever-increasing degree.

“‘We offer peace with honor, the
only basis of negoliation to be that
slans must hereafter have the lega
right to life, liberty and the pursuit
of happiness.””

Kier Gray laid the paper back on
his desk, coldly flicked his gaze from
face to face, and said in a flat, harsh
voice:

“T am absolulely against any com-
promise whatever. I used to think
that something could be done, but
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no longer! Every slan out there”—
he waved his hand significantly to
cover half the globe—"must be ex-
terminated.”

Tur room, with its subdued lights
and paneled walls seemed suddenly
strangely dimmer to Kathleen, as if
a shadow had fallen across her vi-
sion, In the silence even the pulsa-
tion of thoughts from the men was
a quiet vibration in her brain, like
the beat of waves on a remote,
primeval shore. A whole world of
shock separated her mind from the
sense made by those thoughts—
shock at the realization of the
change that had taken place in IGer
Gray.

Or was it change? Was it not
possible that this man was as com-
pletely remorseless in his outlook as
John Petty? His reason for keeping
her alive must he exactly as he had
said: for study purposes, And, of
course, there was the time when he
had helieved, rightly or wrongly,
that his political future was bound
up in her continued existence. But
nothing else. No feeling of compas-
sion or pily; no interest in a help-
less young creature for the sake of
that creature. Nothing but the most
rabid, materialistic outlook on life.
This was the ruler of men whom she
had adinired, almost worshiped for
years. This was her protector!

It was true, of course, that the
slans were lying, but what else could
they do in dealing with people who
knew only hate and lies? At least it
was peace they offered, war—
and here was this man rejecting,
without even consideration, an offer
that would end Jour hundred or
more years of criminal persecution
of her race.

With a start, she grew aware that
Kier Gray's eyes were hent on her.

R,
not

His lips curled in sarcastic mirth as
he said:

“And now, let us hear the so-
called message you received in your
... e, ., mental communication
with the slan commander.”

Kathleea looked at him desper-
ately.  He didn’t believe a word of
her claim, and she knew hetter in
the face of his seathing skepticism to
offer anything but the most carefully
thought out statement to the merci-
lessly logical brain of this man. She
neaded time.

“I—" she beoan. “Tt was—"

She suddenly realized Jem Lorry
was on his feet, his face dark and
frowning. “Kier,” he said with de-
liberate slowness, “that was prelty
sharp tacties, offering your unquali-
fied opposition to a matter as im-
portont us this, withoul giving the
Council a chance to discuss it. In
view of your action, T am left no
alternative but to state, with quali-
fications however, that T am in favor
of accepting this offer. My main
qualifieation is this: the slans must
agree to be assimilated into the hu-
man race. To that end, slans can-
nol marry each other, but must al-
ways marry human beings.”

Kier Gray stared at him thought-
fully, but withoul hostility: “What
males vou think there can be issue
from a slan-human mating?”

“That’s something T'm going to
find out,” said Jem Lorry in a voice
so casual that only Kathleen caught
the intensity in it. She leaned for-
ward, holding her hreath, “I've de-
cided to take Kathleen here as my
mistress, and we shall see what we
shiall see.  Nohady ohjeets, T hope.”

The younger men  shrugped.
Rathleen didn't need to read their
minds to see that they hadn’t the
slightest  objections.  She  noticed
that John Petty was paying no at-
tention to the conversation at all;
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and Kier Gray seemed lost in
thought, as if he hadn’t heard either.

With a gasp she parted her lips
to speak. Then shut them. A
thaught of mind-shaking proportions
was suddenfly  fiammering  af  her
brain. Suppose that intermarriage
was the only solution to the slan
problem? Suppose the Council ac-
cepted Jem Lorry’s solution! Even
though she knew it to be based en-
tirely on his passion for her, could
she dare defend hersell from him if
there was the slightest possibility of
those other slans out there agreeing
to the plan, and thus (m]m;“r Imn
hundred years of unutterable misery
and murder?

Slowly, hopelessly, she sank back
mte her chair, vaguely conscious of
the irony of her position.  She had
come to the Council chamber to
fight for herself, and now she didn’t
dare utter a word. Kier Gray was
speaking again:

“There is nothing new in this solu-
tion offered by Jem. Samuel Lann
himself was intrigued by the possible
result of such a wmating and per-
suaded one of his granddaughters to
marry a human lnm«r No children
were lmrn of the unmn.’

“I've got to prove that for my-
self”  said Jem  Lorry  doggediy.
“This thing is too big to depend on
one mating.”

“There was more than one,’
Gray said mildly,

Another man cut in impatiently:
“The mmportant thing is that assimi-
lation does offer a solution; and
there is no doubt that the human
race will dominate the result. We're
three and a half billion to, say, five
millien, which is probably a closer
estimate than theirs. And even if
no children can resuit, our ends are
served in that, within two hundred
years—figuring their normal life

> Kier

span at a hundred and fifty—there
would be no slans alive.”

It struck Kathleen with a hard,
almost  physical <hock  that  Jem
Lorry had won fux pomt. She saw
in the vague, surface part of his
mind that he had no intention of
bringing the matter up again. To-
night he would send soldiers for her;
and no one could say afterward that
there had heen any disagreement m
the Council. Their silence was con-
sent.

For several mimutes she was con-
scious only of a blur of voices; and

of even more blurred thought. Fi-
nally, a phrase caught her mind;

with an effort she turned her atten-
tion back to the men, The phrase:
“—could exterminate them that
way.”

It was an electrie instant before
she grasped how far they had gene
from the original plan during those
few minules.

“Let us clarify this situation,”
said Kier Gray brnskly.  “John Pet-
ty's introduction of the idea of using
some apparent agreement with the
slans for exterminating them seems
to have struck a responsive chord
which—again apparently—seems to
have eliminated from our various
minds all thought of a true and hon-
est agreement based on, for instance,
the idea of assimilation,

“The schemes are, hriefly, as fol-
lows: Number one: To allow them
to intermingle with human beings
until everyone has been thoroughly
identified. then clamp down, eatch
most of them by surprise and track
the others down within a short time,

“Plan number two:  Force all
slans to settle on an island, say Ha-
wail, and once we've got them there,
surround the place with battleships
and planes, and annthilate them.

“Plan number three: Treat them
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harshly from the beginning, insist
on fingerprinting and photographing
them: and on a plan for reporting to
police at intervals, which will have
both an element of strictness and
fairness in it.  This third idea may
appeal to the slans because, if car-
ried out over a period of time, will
seem  to saleguard all except the
small percentage which will he eall-
g at police headquarters on any
particular day. Its strictness will
have the further psychological value
of making them feel that we're being
hard and careful, and will therefore,
paradoxically, gradually ease their
minds.”

The cold voice hammered on, hut
somehow  the whole seene  lacked
reality.  They couldn’t he sitting
there dcily discussing betraval and
murder on such a vast seale—seven
men deciding for all the human race
on a matler of more than life and
death.  The Dblackest of  black
double-crosses.

“"What fools vou are,”
lashed out.

Kathleen
“Do you imagine for
one minute that slans would he
tuken in by vour silly  schemes?
Slans can read minds: and besides
the whole thing 1s so transparent
and ridiculous, every one of the
schiemes so open and bare-faced that
I wonder how 1 could ever have
thought any of vou intelligent and
clever.”

They turned to stare at her si-
lently, coldly: a fainl, amused smile
crinkled the lips of Kier Gray:

“I'mafraid you are at fault, not
us.  We assume that they are intel-
ligent and suspicious, and therefore
we do not offer any complicated
idea; and that, of course, is the first
element of successful propaganda.
As for the reading of minds, we
seven shall never meet the slan lead-
ers.  We shall transmit our majority
opinion to the other five councilors,

who will conduct negotiations un-
der the firm conviction that we
mean fair play.  No subordinate will
have any instructions except that
the matter is to be fairly conducted.
So vou see—"

“Just a minute,” said John Pelty;
and there was so mueh satisfaction
in his voice, such an exultant ring,
that Kathleen jerked toward him
with a start. “Our main danger is
not from ourselves but from the fact
that this slan girl has overheard our

plans.  She has said thal she was in
mental  communication  with  the
commander of the slans on board

the ship which approached the pal-
lace.  In other words, they now
know she is here. Suppose another
ship comes near; she would then he
i a position to communicate to our
encmies the gist of our plans.  Nal-
urally, she must he killed at onee.”

A mind-shattering dismay burned
through Kathleen. The logic of the
chiel of police’s argument could not
he gainsaid.  She saw the gathering
realization of it in the minds of the
men. By tryving so desperately to
escape the unwelcome attentions of
Jem Lorrey, she had walked blindly
into a trap that could only end in
death.

Karinuen's  caze continued  in
awlul fascination upon John Petty’s
trinmphant  face.  The man  was
aglow with a genuine, deep-rooted
pleasure that he could not  hide,
There wus no doubt that he had
never expected such a victory; and
the thrill of it was all the greater he-
cause ol the immense surprise of it,

Almost reluctantly, she tore her
eves from him and concentrated on
the other men. The vague thoughts
that had already come from them
came now in more concenlrated form
from each in turn: and there was
no doubt what they thought. Death!
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The idea gave no particular pleasure
to the younger men who, unlike Jem
Lorry, had no personal interest in
her.  But their conviction was a
* hard, unalterable thing. Death!

It seemed to Kathleen that the
final verdict was written in the face
of Jem Lorry. The man’s whole
manner showed his frank dismay.
It was a dark, stunning thing that
made him suddenly, harshly, ex-
elaim:

“You damned Bittle fool!”

With that, he started to chew vi-
ciously on his lower lip, and sank
back n his chair, staring moodily
al the floor.

She was dazed now; and there
geemed little spinning wheels in the
back of her head that buzzed and
buzzed painfully. She stared for a
long, dizzy moment at Kier Gray
before she even saw him. With a
risig sense of horror she watched
the startled frown that creased his
forehead, the unconcealed, thunder-
struck expression in his eyes. That
gave her an instant of courage. He
didn’t want her dead, or he v\()uldn’t
be so startled.

The courage, and the hope that
came with it, vanished like a star
behind a black, enveloping cloud.
His very dismay showed that he had
no answer, no solution to the prob-
lem that had dropped into the room
like a bombshell—slowly his expres-
sion changed to impassivity, then a
Iaconie light glowed in his eyes. But
she felt no hope until he said:

“Dreath would perhaps be the nee-
essary solution if it were true that
she was in communication with a
slan aboard thal ship. Fortunately
for her, she was telling a lie. There
were ne slans on the plane. The ship
was robot-propelled.”

A man barked: “I theught rebot-
propelled ships could be captured by

a sort of radio interference with their
mechanism.”

“So they can!” said Kier Gray,
still laconically, “You may remem-
her how the slan ship darted
straight upward when it disappeared.
The slan controllers shot it off hike
that when they suddenly realized we
were sending up tampering rays.”

The leader smiled grimly: “We
fought the <hip down into the
swampland a hundred miles south
of here. Tt was pretty badly
wrecked, from all reports, and they
haven't got it out yet, but it will be
taken in due course to the great
Cugden machine works where, no
doubt, ils mechanism will be ana-
lyzed.” 1le added: “The reason it
took so long was that the robot
mechanism was on a shghtly differ-
enl principle, requiring a4 new com-
bination of radio waves to dominate
A

“All that is unimportant,” John
Petty snapped impatiently. “What
counts is that this slan has been
here in the room, has heard our plan
1o annihilate her people, and may
therefore be dangerous to us, in that
she will do her best to inform other
slans of what we contemplate, She
must be killed.”

Kier Grav stood up slowly: and
the face he bent toward John Petty
was grim and dangerous; his voice,
when he spoke held a metallic note
of exasperation: “I have told vou,
sir, that T am making a sociologieal
study of this slan, and T will thank
vou to refrain from further attempts
to execule her. You have said some
hundred slans are caught and ex-
ecuted every month; and the slans
claim  that some eleven million
others still exist. T hope”—his voice
was edged with sarcasm—"1 hope T
shall be permitied the privilege of
keeping one slan alive for scientific
purpeses; one slan whom, appar-
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ently, you hate worse than all the
others put together—"

John  Petty cut in  sharply:
“That’s all very well, Kier, What
I'd like to know is, why did Kath-
leen Layton lie about being in com-
munication with the slans?”

Kathleen drew a deep breath; the
chill of those few minutes of deadly
danger was oozing out of her, but
there was still a choked-up sensation
of emotion. She said shakily: “Be-
cause | knew Jem Lorry was going
to try to make me his mistress, and
I wanted you to know that I ob-
jected.”

She felt the tremor of thoughts
that swept out from the men, and
saw their facial expressions: Un-
derstanding, then impatience.

“For heaven’s sake, Jem,” one ex-
claimed. “Can’t you keep vour love
affairs out of Council meetings?”

Another snapped: “With all due
respect for Kier Gray, there is some-
thing intolerable about a slan object-
ing to anything that a human being
with authority may plan for her. 1
am curious to see myself what the
issue would be from such a mating.
Your objections are overruled; and
now, Jem, have your guard take her
up to vour apartment. And I hope
that ends this discussion!”

For the first time in her seventeen
years, it struck Kathleen that there
was a limit to the nervous lension
that a slan could endure, There was
a tautness inside her, as if some-
where something vital was at the
breaking point. She was conscious
of no thought of her own. She just
sat there, painfully gripping the
plastic smoothness of the arms of
her chair.  Abruptly, she grew
aware of a thought inside her brain,
a sharp, lashing thought from Kier
Gray:

“You little fool! How did you

get yourself into this mess?”

She looked at hium then, miser-
ably, seeing for the first time that he
was leaning back in his chair, eyes
half closed, lips drawn tight. He
said finally:

“All this would be very well if
such matigs needed testing. They
don’t. Case histories of more than
a hundred slan-human attempls to
reproduce children are available in
the file library under the heading,
‘Abnormal Marriages.

“The reasons for the sterility are
difficult to define because men and
slans do not appear to differ from
each other to any marked degree.
The amazingly tough musculature
of the slan 15 due, not to a new type
of muscle, but to a speeding up of
the electro-explosions that actuate
the museles.  There is also an in-
crease m the number of nerves to
every part of the body, making it
tremendously more sensitive,

“The two hearts are not really
two hearts, but a combination, each

-section of which can operate inde-

pendent of the other. Nor are the
two together very much larger than
the one original. They're simply
finer pumps.

“Again, the tendrils that send and

receive thoughts are growths from
formerly lLittle known formations at
the top of the brain, which, obvi-
ously, must have been the source of
all the wvague mental telepathy
known to earlier human beings and
is still practiced by people every-
where,
“So you see that what Samuel
Lann did with his mutation machine
to his wile, who bore him the first
{hree slan babies—one boy and two
girls—six hundred and thirly years
ago, has not added anything new to
the human body, but change or mu-
tate what alveady existed.”

It scemed to Kathleen that he
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was talking to gain time. Tn that
one brief mental flash from him,
there had been overtones of a com-
plete understanding of the situation.
He must know that no amount of
reasonable argument could dissuade
the passions of a-man like Jem
Lorry: she heard his voice go on:

“I am giving vou this information
because apparently none of you has
ever bothered Lo investigaie the true
situation as compared to popular
beliefs.  Take for instance the so-
alled superior intelligence of the
slan, referred to in the letter re-
ceived from them today. There is
an old illustration on that point

which has been buried by the years;
an  experiment i which  Samucl
Lamn, that extraordinary man,
brought up a monkey baby, a hu-
man baby and a slan baby under
rigidly scientific conditions.  The
monkey was the most precocious,
learming within a few months what
the slan and the human required
considerably longer to assimilate.
Then the human and slan learned to
talk: and the monkey was hopelessly
outdistanced. The slan and the hu-
man continued at a fairly even pace
until, at the age of four, the slan’s
powers of mental telepathy hegan
painfully to operate. At this point,

DA
Jommy Cross stared. It was a girl—a slan girl! The first he'd ever
seen, and he knew that he could never use his weapon against her.
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the slan baby forged into the lead.

“However, Dr. Lann later discov-
ered that by intensification of the
human baby’s education, it was pos-
sible for the latter to cateh up to,
and remain reasonably level with,
the slun, particularly in quickness
of mind. The slan’s great advantage
was the ability to read minds, which
gave him an unsurpassable insight
into psychology and readier access
to the education which the human
child could learn only through the
medium of ears and eyes—"

Joux Perry interrupted in a voice
that was thick and harsh:  “What
you're saying is only what I've
known all along, and is the main
reason why we can’t begin to con-
sider peace negotiations with these

these damned artificial beings.
Tn order for a human heing to equal
a slan. he must strain for years to
acquire what comes with the great-
est of ease to the slan. In other
words, all except the minutest frac-
tion of humanity is incapable of ever
being anvthing more than a slave
in comparison to a slan. Gentlemen,
there can be no peace but rather an
intensification  of  extermination
methods.  We can’t even risk one
of the Machiavellian plans already
discussed, because the danger of
something going wrong is too great.”

“By heaven,” said a councilor,
“he’s right!” .

Several voices firmly echoed the
conviction: and there was suddenly
no doubt which way the verdict
would go. Kathleen saw Kier Gray
glance keenly from face to face. He
satd:

“1f that is to be our decision, then
1 should consider it a grave mistake
for any one of us at the present time
to take this slan as mistress. Tt
might give a wrong impression.”

The silence that followed was the

silence of agreement; and Kathleen’s
aaze leaped to Jem Lorry’s face. He
mel her eyes coolly, rising languidly
to his feet as she stood up and made
for the door. As she passed him he
fell into step at her side.

As he opened the door for her he
spoke in a low voice: It won’t he
for long, my lady. So don’t build
up false hopes.”  And he smiled con-
fidently.

But it was not of his threat that
Kathleen was thinking as she walked
slowly along the corridor.  She was
remembering Lhe thunderstruck ex-
pression that had come mto Kier
Gray's face al the moment John
Petty had asked for her death.

And it didn’t fit. Tt didn’t fit at
all with his suave words of a min-
ute later, when he had informed the
others that the slan ship was robot
propelled and  had  heen  brought
down in the marshes. If that was
so, then why had he been startled?
And if it wasn't so—then Kier Gray
had taken the terrific risk of lying
for her; and was probably even now
worrying about it.

VIIIL.

Jovimy Cross stared urgently yet
thoughtfully down at the pale,
wrecked spectacle that was Granay.
There was no rage in him al her be-
trayal of him, rather a melancholy
sense of the inevitability of what
had happened. The result was disas-
ter, his future abruptly a vast blank,
unplanned, homeless: yet the whole
desperate business was simply the
product of the rigid forces of Gran-
ny’s disintegrating character com-
bining with the world-wide slan-
human tensions lo produce what
seemed suddenly a foregone conclu-
sion.

But now the problem was: what
to do with the old fool?
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She sat almost blithely in a chair,
an extravagantly rich and eolorful
dressing  gown swaddled jauntily
around her ungainly form. She gig-
gled up at him:

“Granny knows something, yes,
Granny knows—" Her words trailed
into nonsense, then: “—maoney, oh,
good lord, ves. Granny’s got plenty
of money for her old age, seel”

With the trusting innocence of a
well-stewed  old  soak, she «hid a
bulging black bag from inside her
dressing gown, then with osirichlhike
common sense, jerked 1t back nto
hiding,

Jommy Cross was conscious of
shock. Tt was the first thme he had
actually seen her money, although
he had always known her various
hiding places. But to have the stuff
out here now, with a raid actually m
progress—such  stupidity  deserved
the farthest Lhimits of retribution.

But still he stood there, unde-
cided, hecoming tenser as the first
faint pressure of men’s thoughls
from outside the shack made an al-
most impalpable weight against his
brain,  Dozens  of wmen, edging
closer, the snub noses of their sub-
machine guns protruding ahead of
them.

He frowned blackly. By all rights,
he should leave the hetrayer to face
the rage of the baffled hunters, to
face the law which said that every
human  being, without exception,
who was convicted of harboring a
slan, must be hanged by the neck
until dead.

Through his mind ran the night-
mareish picture of Granny on the
way to the gallows, Granny shriek-
img for mercy, Granny fighting to
prevent the rope from being placed
around her neck, kicking, seratch-
ing, slobbering al her caplors—
ugh!”

He reached down and grabbed her
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clammy, naked shoulders where the
dressing gown was loosely drawn,
He shook her with a eold, deadly vio-
lenice Ul her teeth vattled, Gll she
sobbed with a dry, horrible pain: and
a modicum of sanity came into her
eves. He grated harshly:

“It's death for you il you stay
here. Don’t vou know the law?”

“Huh!™  She sat up, briefly star-
tled, then abruptly slipped off again
inlo the cesspools of her mind.

Hurry, hurry, he thought, and
forced his brain into that nightmare
of squalor to see if his words had
brought any basic balance. Just as
he was about to give up he found a
startled, dismayed, alert little sec-
Lion of sanily, almost buried in the
dissolving, incoherent mass that was
her thoughts.

“Sall nmight,”  she mumbled,
“Granny’s  gol plenty  of maney.

Rich people don’t get hung,  Stand

to reason.”

Jonminy stepped back from her, in-
decisive.  The weight of the men’s
minds was a heavy, drageing thing
on his braim. They were nearer now,
drawing an ever tighter cirele, Their
numbers appalled him.  Even the
great weapon i his pocket might be
helpless if a hail of bullets swept the
resistless walls of the shack. And
only one bullet was needed to de-
stroy all his father's dreams—

"By God,” he said aloud furiously,
“I'm a fool!  What will I do with
vou, even if T get vou out? All high-
ways oul of the city will be blocked.
There's only one real hope, and
that'll be almost hopelessly  hard
even without @ drunken old woman
to hinder me. T don’t fancy chmb-
ing a thirty-story building with you
on my back—"

Logic said 1o hell with her. He
half turned away: and then, once
more, thought of Granny being
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strung up came in all its horror.
Damun it! Whatever her faults, her
very existence had made it possible
for him to continue alive. That was
a debt which must be paid.

With a single snatching move-
ment he tore the black bag from its
hiding place under Granny’s dress-
ing gown. She grunted drunkenly,
and then awareness seeped into her
as he held the bag tantalizingly be-
fore her eyes.

“Look,” he taunted, “all your
money, vour whole future. You'll
starve; they’ll have you serubbing
floors in the poorhouse. They'll whip
you.”

In fifteen seconds she was sober
a hot, burning soberness that grasped
essentials with all the swift, cunning
clarity of the hardened criminal,

“Granny’ll hang!” she gasped.

“Now we're getting somewhere,”
Jommy Cross snapped. “Here, take
your money.” e smiled grimly as
shie grabbed it from him. “We've
got a tunnel to go through, Tt leads
from iy bedroom Lo a private ga-
rage al the corner of 470th Street,
I've gol a key to the car. We'll drive
down near the Air Center and steal
one of—"

He stopped, conscious of the un-
utterable flimsiness of that final part
of his plan. It seemed completely
ineredible that the tendrilless slans
would be so hopelessly  organized
that he would actually be able to gel
one of those marvelous spaceships
which nightly launched into the sky.

True, he had escaped from them
once with absurd ease, but that
seemed strangely unreal and unbe-
lievable,

Wirse a gasp, Jommy set the old
wotan down on the flat roof of the
spaceship building. He sank down
beside her heavily, his six slim feet
of bady collapsed onto the roof. For

the first time in his life he was con-
scious of sheer muscular weariness,
contracted from exertion at the full
of vibrant health.

“Good  heavens,” . he breathed,
“who’d have thought an old woman
would weigh so much?”

The old woman was snarling in
retrospect terror from that frightlul
climb.  His brain caught the first
warning of the burst of fury vituper-
ations that was rising to her lips.
lhis weary muscles galvanized in-
stantly:  One swilt hand clamped
over her mouth.

“Shut up,” he hissed, “or Ull drop
you over the edge like a sack of po-
tatoes. You're the cause of this hor-
rible  situation, and vou’d better
mind your manners.”

His words acted like a dash of cold
water. e had to admire the way
she recuperated from the desperate
terror that had racked her. The old
devil certainly had staying powers,
She pulled his hand from her mouth
and asked sullenly:

“Whal now?” :

“We've got Lo find a way into the
bullding in as short a time as possi-
ble and—"

Time! He glanced at his wrist
watch; and, dismayed, leaped to his
feet. Twelve minutes to ten!

Twelve minutes before the rocket-
ship took off for Mars! Twelve min-
utes to take control of that ship!

He snatched Granny up, flung her
lightly over his shoulder, and raced
oft toward the cenler of the roof.
Not only was there no time Lo search
for doors, but such doors would obvi-
ously be wired and there was even
less time to stwdy and nullify the
alarm system. There was only one
way. Somewhere here must be the
runway up which the ships were pro-
Jected when they launched toward
the remote regions of interplanetary
space, and—
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Abruptly he felt a difference be-
neath his feet, a vague rise, a gen-
tle bulbousness. He stopped short,
teetering on his toes, unbalanced by
the violent ending of his racing flight.
Carefully he felt his way back to the
beginning of the bulbous section.
That would be the edge of the run-
way.,

The atomic gun he literally tore
from his pocket. Its intolerable dis-
integrating fire flamed downward,

He peered through the four-foot-
in-diameter hole into a great, shin-
ing tunnel that sloped into depths at
an angle that must have been a tight
sixty-five degrees. A hundred, two
hundred, three hundred yards of glis-
tening metal tunnel wall; and at the
very bottom—

T sure that lay there gradually
took on outline as Jommy's eyes
grew accustomed to the dim light.
There was a torpedo-pointed nose,
with dimly visible forward blast
tubes distorting the smooth, stream-
lined effect. A queer, deadly thing,
silent and moveless, yel somehow
strangely, abnormally menacing.

It was as if he was staring down
the barrel of a vast gun, at the shell
that was about to be fired. The com-
parison struck him so sharply that
for a long, terrible moment his mind
refused to hold the thought of whatl
he must do.

Doubt came in waves as he stood
there, a mad stream of discordant
thought. Could he dare slide down
that glass-smooth slipway when any
second a rocketship in all the fury
and power of irresistible motion
could come smashing up toward the
sky?

His body felt tense and cold. With
a distinet effort, he lifted his gaze
from that paralyzing depth of tun-
nel and fixed his eyes, at first unsee-

ing, then with gathering fascination,
on the distant, looming splendor of
the palace. His thought paused ab-
ruptly, slowly his body lost tension:
for long seconds he just stood there
drinking in the glory of the immense,
the exquisite jewel that was the pal-
ace by night.

It was plainly visible from this
height beiween and beyond two
greal skyscrapers; and it glowed di-
vinely. ‘There was no mind-stagger-
mg, eve-dazzling glare to it. Tt
glowed with a soft, living, wonderful
flame that was never the same color
for more than a single mstant., Glo-
rious, lambent fire that flickered and
flashed a thousand combinations;
and each combination was subtly,
sometimes startlingly, different. Neot
once was there an exacl repetition!

On and on it sparkled, and lLived!
Once, for a lang, splendid moment,
wild chance turned the tower, that
translucent five-hundred-foot  fairy
tower, a glowing, torquoise blue.
And for that amazing instant the
visible part of the palace below was
nearly all deep, deep red. TFor one
moment—and then the combination
shattered into a million bursting
fragments of color: blue, red, green
vellow. No color, no possible shade
of color, was missing from that si-
lent, Aaming explosion.

A thousand nights he had fed his
soul on its flowing, gorgeous beauty;
and now he felt again the sheer, won-
derful power. Strength poured from
it mto him: his courage came back
like the unbreakable, indestructible
foree it was. His teeth clenched:
erimly he stared down inloe ihe
depths, so sharply angled, so smooth
in the premise of madly swift passage
to the distant, steel-hard bottom.

The very unalloyed danger of it
was like a symbol of his future.
Blank future, more unpredictable
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now than it had ever been. Tt sim-
ply couldn’t be that the tendrilless
slans could not be aware that he was
here on this roof. There must be
superb alarm systems—there must
be!

“What do you keep staring down
that hole for?” Granny whined.
“"Where's the door we want? Time
is—"

Thought of time nearly knocked
him down. His watch said four min-
utes to ten, and that seemed to shoclk
even his bones. Eight minutes actu-
ally gone, four minutes to conquer a
fortress.

He canght Granny’s thought then,
her abrupt awareness of his inten-
tion. Just in time his hand slapped
at her mouth; and her shriek of dis-
may stifled against his palm. The
next second they were [alling, com-
mitted irrevocably,

Tuey struck the tunnel surface
almost gently, as if they had sud-
denly entered a world of slow mo-
tion. The slipway felt, not hard, but
yielding beneath his body; and there
was only the vaguest sense of mo-
tion,

But his eves and mind were not
fooled for an instant. The blunt nose
of the spaceship so many hundreds
of vards away, in one short moment
plunged up at them. The illusion
of the ship roaring toward them in
full blast was so real that he had to
hold the emotional part of his brain
in leash, so great was the impulse to
panic.

“Quick!” he hissed at Granny.
“Use the flat of your hands—slow
down!”

The old woman needed no urging.
Of all the instincts in her misused
body, that of survival was immeasur-
ably the strongest. She couldn’t
have screamed now to save her soul,

but her lips blubbered with fear even _
as she fought for life. Her beadlilce
eyes glistened with a horrible, moist
terror—but she fought! She clung
at the gleaming metal, bony hands
spread out flat and hard, her legs
squeezed against the metal surface;
and pitiful though the result was—
it helped.

Abruptly, the nose of the ship
Ioomed above Jommy Cross, higher
than he had thought; with a desper-
ate strength, he reached up, up at
the first thick ring of rocket cham-
bers. His fingers louched the corded,
seared metal, skidded—and instantly
lost their holds.

He fell back, and only then did he
realize that he had risen to the full,
stretehed-out height of his body. He
fell hard, almost stunningly; but in-
stantly, with the desperate, special
strength of slan muscles, was up
again. His fingers caught one of the
big tubes of the second ring of fire
chambers with such unbreakable
hold that the uncontrollable part of
the journey ended at that very mo-
ment,

Sick from the strain of too much .
effort, he lei go; and it was as he half
sat there, shaking the dizziness out
of his head, that he grew aware of
the patch of light farther under the
immense body of the machine.

The ship was curving so sharply
now toward the tunnel floor on which
it rested that he had to bend douhle
as he made his way toward it pain-
fully. He was thinking: An open
door, here, now, a few short seconds
before the great ship is due to leave?

It was a door! A two-foot-in-
diameter opening in a foot-thick
metal hull, with the hinged door
leaning inward. He pushed up into
the opening unhesitating, his terri-
ble gun alert for the slightest move-
ment., There was nothing, no one,
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In that one swift first glance he
saw that this was the control room.
There were some chairs, an intricate-
loaking instrument board, and some
ereal curved, glowing plates on either
side of it—and there was an open
door leading to the second section of
the ship.

It took but a moment to leap in-
side and to pull the panicky old
woman alter him; and then, hightly,
he jumped for the connecting door.

At the threshold he paused cau-
tiously and peered in. This second
room  was partly furnished  with
chairs, the same deep, comfortable
chairs as in the control room—~hbut
more than hall the space was filled
with chained-down packing cases.

There were two doors: one led to
what was obviously a third section
of the long ship, partly open, with
more packing cases visible beyond,
and, vaguely, a door leading into a
fourth compartment. But it was the
second door in the second compart-
ment that made Jommy Cross freeze
moveless where he was.

It was on the side beyond the
chairs and led outside. A blaze of
Jight poured from the great room
there into the ship, and there were
ficures of men. Ile opened his mind
wide. Instantly a thought wash from
many brains came to him, so many
of them that the combined leakage
from behind their defective shields
brought dozens of half thoughts, cu-
riously. menacingly, alert thoughts,
as il out there scores of tendrilless
slang were waiting—for what?

He cut the thought off, whirled to-
ward the instrument board that
dominated the whole front part of
the control room. The board itself
was about a yard wide, two yards
long, & metal-mounted bank of glow-
ing tubes and shining mechanisms,
There were more than a dozen con-

trol levers of various kinds, all within
reach of the finely built chair facing
them.

On either side of the imstrument
hoard were Lhe great, curved, glossy,
semimetallic plates he had already
noticed. The concave surface of each
towering section glowed with a sub-
dued light of its own,

Ulterly strange mechanism!  Tm-
possible to solve this alien conirol
svstem i the few moments at his
disposal.  Tight-lipped, he sprang
forward into the control chair. With
swilt, deliberately cerude purpose he
activated every swileh and lever in
sight.

A poor clanged metallically.
There was an abrupt, wonderful
sense  of extraordinary lightness;
swift, almost body-crushing forward
movement, and then a faint, throb-
bing bass roar.

Instantly the purpose of the great
curved metallike plates hecame ap-
parent,  On the one to the right ap-
peared a picture of the sky ahead.
Jommy could see lights and land far
below, bul the ship was mounting
too steeply for the Earth to be more
than a distortion at the bottom of
the plate.

It was the left wvisiplate that
showed the glory, an ineredibly
lovely picture of a eity of lights, so
vast that it staggered the imagina-
tion, “falling away behind the ship.
Far to one side he caught the night
splendor of the palace.

And lhen the cily was gone into
distance behind them. Carefully he
shut off the mechanisms he had actu-
ated, watching for the effect of each
in turn. In two minutes the compli-
cated board was solved and the sim-
ple machinery under control. The
purpose of four of the switches was
not clear, but that could wait.
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He leveled off, for it was no part
of his intention to go out into airless
space.  That demanded intimate
knowledge of every screw and plate
in the machine; and his first purpose
must be Lo establish a new, safe base
of operations. Then, with his ship
to take him where he willed to go—

His brain soared. There was in
him suddenly an extravagant sense
of sheer power. A thousand things
remained to be done, but at last he
was out of his cage—old enough and
strong enough, mentally and physi-
cally, to live a secure, defensive exist-
ence.

There were years to he passed,
long years that separated him from
maturity.  All his father’s science
must be learned, and used! Above
all, his first real plan for finding the
true slans must be carefully thought
out, and the first exploratory moves
made.  Finally

The thought ended as he grew ab-
ruptly, queerly aware of Granny,
The old woman’s thought had been
a gentle beat against his brain all
these minutes.  He was aware of her
going into the next room: and deep
in his mind was a developing picture
of what she was seeing.  And now—
just like thatl—the picture went dead
slow, as if she had suddenly closed
her eyes and—

With a  gasp, Jommy Cross
snatched his gun. He whirled, si-
multaneously leaping desperately to
one side.  There was a flash of fire
from the doorway that seared across
the place where his head had been.

The flame touched the instrument
board, then winked out. The tall,
magnificently beautiful, full-grown
tendrilless slan woman standing in
the doorway whipped the muzzle of
her little silver gun toward him—
then her whole body went rigid as
she saw his weapon pointing at her.

They stood like that for a long,
frozen moment. The woman’s eyes
became glittering pools.

"You damned snake!”

In spite of anger, almost because
of it, her voice was golden in its vi-
brant beauty; and abruptly Jommy
Cross felt beateri. The sight of her
and the sound of her brought sud-
den poignant memory of his glorious
mother, and he knew with a startled
sense of helplessness that he could no
more blast this marvelous creature
out of existence than he could have
destroyed his own mother. In spite
of his mighty gun threatening her as
her weapon threatened him, he was
actually utterly at her mercy.

And the way that she had fired
al his back showed the hot determi-
nation that burned hehind those fine
gray eyes. Murder! The mad, ut-
terly incomprehensible murder desire
of the tendrilless slan against the
true slan!

In seire of dismay, Jommy stud-
ied her with growing fascination.
Slimly, strongly, lithely built, she
stood there poised, alert, leaning for-
ward a little breathlessly, one foot
slightly forward like a runner tensed
for the race. Her right hand holding
the silver weapon, was a slender,
finely shaped thing, beautifully
tanned and supple-looking; her left
hand was half hidden behind her, as
if she ha been walking alone briskly,
arms swinging freelv: and then had
frozen in midstride, one arm up and
one swung back.

Her dress was a simple tunie,.
drawn in suugly at her waist, and
her head—

What a proudly tilted head it was,
hair gleaming dark brown, bobhed
and curled; and her face inset in that
crown of glorious brown was the epit-
ome of sensitive loveliness: lips not
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-~ too full, nose lean and shapely,
cheeks delicately molded,-yet it was
in the subtly shaping of her cheeks
that gave her face the power, the
sheer intellectual forcefulness.

Her skin was soft and clear, the
purest of unblemished complexion;
and the gray of her eyes was darkly
luminous.

No, he couldn’t shoot; he couldn’t
blast this exquisitely beautiful crea-
ture out of existence. And yet—

Yet he must make her think that
he could. He stood there, watching
the surface of her mind, the little half
thoughts that flicked across it. There
was in her shield the same quality of
incomplete coverage that he had al-
ready noticed in the tendrilless slans,
due probably to their inability to
read minds and therefore to realize
what complete coverage actually
meant.

For the moment he could not al-
low himself to follow the little
memory vibrations that pulsed from
her, All that counted was that he
was standing here facing this tre-
mendeusly dangerous woman, his
weapon and her weapon leveled, ev-
ery nerve and muscle in their two
bodies pitched to the ultimate key
of alertness. Something must be
done.

Before Jommy could speak, the
woman said:

“This 1s very foolish. We should
sit down, put our weapons on the
floor in front of us and talk this thing
over. That would relieve the intol-
erable strain, but our positions would
remain materially the same.”

Jommy Cross felt startled. The
very suggestion showed a weakness
in the face of danger that was not
mdicated anywhere in that highly
courageous head and face. The fact
that she had made it added instantly
to the psychological strength of his

position, but he was conscious of sus-
picion, a distinet conviction that her
offer must be examined for special
dangers. He said slowly:

“The advaniage would be yours.
You're a grown-up slan, your musg-
cles are better co-ordinated, you
could reach your gun flaster than I
could reach mme.”

She nodded  matter-of-factly.
that’s true.  But, actually, you
have the advantage in your ability
to watch at least part of my mind.”

“To the contrary”—he spoke the
liec smoothly. “When your ymnd
shield is up the coverage is so com-
plete that I could not possibly divine
your purpose or intention before it
was too late.”

The very uttering of the words
brought him sharp awareness of how
incomplete her coverage really was.
In spite of his having kept his mind
concentrated on danger and out of
the trickling stream of her thought,
enough had come through to give
him a brief but coherent history of
the woman.

She was a regular pilot on the
Martian way, but this was to be her
last trip for many months. The rea-
son being that she had recently mar-
ried an engineer stationed on Mars,
and now she was going to have a
baby—so was being assigned to du-
ties that put less strain on her sys-
tem than the constant pressure of
acceleration to which she was sub-
jected in space travel.

Jommy Cross began Lo feel easier;
a newlywed expecting a child was
not likely to take desperate chances.
e said:

“Very well, let us put our guns
down simultanecusly and sit down.”

When the guns were on the floor,
Jommy Cross glanced across at the
slan woman, puzzled by the faintly
amused smile that twisted her hips.

iir
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The smile became broader, more dis-
tinetly ironic.

“And now that you have disarmed
yourself,” she said softly, “you will
put up your hands—and prepare to

waiting with a mocking certainty,
the opportunity of using it. Uer
golden-rich voice, beautiful as music,
went on:

“So vou swallowed all that abhout

die:!J
In unutterable dismay, Jommy
Cross stared at the tiny gun that
glittered in her left hand. She must
have held the toy-sized weapon con-
~cealed there all those tense moments,

my being a poor little bride, with a
baby coming and an anxious hus-
band waiting! A full-grown snake
wouldn’t have been so credulous, As
it is, the young snake I'm looking at,
will die for his incredible stupidity.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

URANIUM ISN'T RARE!

In view of current interest in uranium as a possible source of atomic
power, the following statistics from the Mining Year Book, published by
the United States bureau of mines, are not as dry and uninteresting as
they might once have seemed. The 1937 Year Book, reviewing 1936, re-
ported that Canada’s radium mining activities were producing uranium
salts in large quantities. Since fifty-two tons of uranium salts are produced
for each gram of radium extracted, the three grams of radium produced in
1936 meant more than one hundred and fifty tons of uranium salts, Tt was
expected that the production might be increased threefold.

About one fourth of the United States’ imports of uranium salts came
from Canada, the remainder from the Belgian Congo, totaling, in 1936,
somewhat more than two hundred thousand pounds.

In 1938, the United States produced from carnotite ores found largely
in Colorado, some fifty-two thousand pounds of uranium, extracted from
four thousand two hundred and ninety tons of carnotite ore. The price of
ninety-six-percent pure uranium oxide in one-hundred-pound lots was be-
tween two dollars and sixty-five cents to two dollars and sevenly cents a
pound.

Drs. Kingdon and Pollock of the General Electric research laboratories
have reported that about one part in one hundred and forty of the natural
uranium isotope mixture is the desired U-235, and that quantities of about
one to ten pounds would be needed to make the self-sustaining chain atomic
power reaction take place,



- WHITE MUTINY

By Malcolm Jameson

You don't have to start a fight and shoot your offi-
cers fo mutingy—and the officer's don't have fo beat
men fo drive "em fo mutiny! A rule book skipper
in a prize-winning ship is dynamite enough for that!

IMustrated by Schneeman

For the first time in his life, Com-  tensely. And, oddly enough, that
mander Bullard found himself dread- something was no more than the
ing something—dreading it in- routine Saturday inspection. In ten
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minutes he would buckle on his
sword, that quaint ceremonial relic
of antiquity, put on his awkward
fore-and-aft hat, and accompany the
new  captain—Chinnery—through
the mazes of the good spaceship Pol-
L,

He sighed helplessly, glanced up
at Lieutenant Commander Fraser,
thence let his eyes rove to the book-
shelf where a fathom’s length of can-
vas bound stood. He stared sav-
agely al them. He had never real-
ized before there were so many of
them. Heretofore he had done his
duty as he saw it and left chapter
and verse to the sky lawyers.

But those fat books contained the
awful clauses that regulated the con-
duct of the Space Guard. There they
were—eight thick volumes—of the
Regulations Proper. Ranged next
were three volumes more of the Ordi-
nance Instructions, and five of the
Engineering  Instructions.  Then
came the set relating to Astragation,
and the fourteen learned tomes on
Interplanetary Law; then the ones
on Tacties and Strategy, then—

Bullard shuddered. It was over-
whelming. To violate, even unwit-
tingly, any provision contained in
that compact library was technically
“neglect of duty.” And the new skip-
per was a hound for regulations.

“From here out,” he had told Bull-
ard the week before, on the occasion
of his confiscation and destruction of
all the crew’s tailor-made liberty uni-
forms, “the regulations are in effect.
All of them, not just the ones that
happen to please you.” And Bullard
remembered the sullen faces of what
had been a happy ship’s company as
they tossed their trim outfits into the
incinerator door. A tapeline in
Chinnery’s own hands had revealed
the clothing much too tight in the
waist, and as much as three inches
too full in the shoulders. It was, he

said, a clear violation of Article 8878,
sections B and D.

So they were destroyed. It did
not seem to matter to Chinnery that
no self-respecting skyman would al-
low himself to be seen, even in the
lowest dive, clad in the shoddy issue
uniform, nor did it matter to him
that each of those uniforms stood
their owners two or three months’
pay. They were non-reg, and ‘that
was that. What if the planet girls
had a way of judging sailors by their
clothes? What if the men sulked and
grumbled at their work?

“A couple of days on bread and
water will take that out of them,”
said Chinnery tartly when Bullard
had protested. “The question is—
are we going to run the ship the way
the department wants it, or are we
going to pamper the men?”

And Bullard thought back to the
glowing report of their last admiral’s
inspection—that which had brought
them all citations and prometions;
and to the plaque in control that
stated the Pollux to be the best all-
around ship in the service. To a
voung man who had been taught

o

that success lay in getting things

done, that trophy seemed to be con-
clusive. Results, it seemed to him,
were what counted, not the manner
of the doing.

Tuere was a rap at the door. Tt
was the eaptain’s orderly. Bullard
took the folded paper he bought,
read it, frowned, and tossed it onto
the desk.

“Tell the caplain T'll attend to it,”
he said to the orderly wearily. Tt
was the umpty-umph message of the
sort he had received in the past ten
days.

“The captain said you were to an-
swer forthwith in writing,” said the
orderly stiffly. IHis manner was
punctiliously correct, yet there was
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the hint of insolence in the way he
said it. Orderlies of man-baiting
captains soon acquire the manner.

Bullard shot him a hard look, then
reached for Velume I1 of the Regula-
tions. The paper was upside down
to Carlson, but he could read it.

Trom: Commanding Officer
To:  Executive Officer.
Subject:  Duties.
Reference: Art. 2688, SS Regs.

1. It has been brought to my attention
that reference is not being complied with.

2. You are directed to explain in wriling
at once the reasons for this dereliction in
duty on your part.

CHINNERY.

Bullard found Article 2688, read it
and gasped. It merely said:

The execulive officer shall wind the

chronometer.

“Damnation,” he muttered, and
pushed the button for his yeoman.
He dictated three terse sentences.
The Pollua’s chronometer behaved
perfectly, it was wound daily by the
-assistant navigator, as was the prac-
tice in the fleet, the executive officer
did not understand the commanding
officer’s allusion to dereliction in
duty.

Bullard gnawed his lip while the
yeoman rapped out the letter, then
signed it and handed it without a
word to the waiting orderly.

Within two minutes the orderly
was back.

“The captain says,” said the or-
derly, with even more of an under-
tone of insolence, “that he is not in-
terested in the so-called customs of
the service. He says that the regula-
tions require the executive to wind
the chronometer, and that there is
nothing about delegating the duty to
some subordinate. And that here-
after he wants straightforward an-
swers to his memes, not evasive ali-
bis.”

Bullard glared at the man, the
color mounting to his face. The or-
derly returned the look with a cool
stare.

“He said you were to acknowledge
the—"

“Get out of here!” roared Bullard,
rising and thumping his desk.

“He’s riding you, that’s what, the
dumb fathead!” exclaimed Fraser as
the orderly disappeared down the
passage. “He’s still sore over the
way you showed him up at that ad-
miral’s inspection. He’s envious, he’s
yvellow—"

“Rasy!” warned Bullard.
all, he’s our superior officer.”

“Superior, my eye!” snorted Fra-
ser. “He’s got more rank, yes. But
it burns me up to even look at the
slob. And every time I see that
smart-Aleck orderly T want to swing
on him. That goes for that slippery
ship’s writer, too. Think of you hav-
ing to wind the chronometer person-
ally! Why, how—"

“How?” laughed Bullard harshly.
“If you think that’s something, look
at this. He sent it in just before you
came.”

He tossed Fraser the earlier memo.

“Phew!” whistled the gunnery of-
ficer, popping his eyes.

“Yes,” said Bullard bitterly. “Ar-
ticle 2751 says that the exec shall
satisfy himself that the quarterly in-
ventories are correct, but you see
that his nibs construes that to mean

“After

‘an item-by-item personal check—

and that don’t mean sampling, ei-
ther.”

“What about all those firebricks in
D-66? T used to do those by the
cubic yard, but they are carried on
the books by number—"

“I have to count ’em—the whole
damn forty-two thousand some-odd
of ’em.”

“How will we ever get anything
done?” asked Fraser blankly. He,
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like every other officer in the ship,
had received his own quota of Cap-
tain Chinnery’s curt queries as to
this regulation and that. He had
long since abandoned informal gun-
nery drills, All his gunner’s mates
were up to their necks, compiling
lists of spare parts, motor serial num-
bers, and immersed in such other pa-
per work.

“Thar she blows,” remarked Bull-
ard dully as the gong began to tap
for quarters. He reached for his
sword and cocked hat, “Well, let’s
go and get the bad news.”

Bap NEws it was. Smug, plump
little Chinnery stayed a long time in
each compartment, blandly pointing
out technical flaws. The only thing
in the ship that seemed to please him
were the ill-fitting, badly-dyed issue
uniforms of the crew—made by the
female conviets to kill time on bleak
Juno. The disgruntled, sour looks of
the men seemed rot to disturb him
at all. His ambition was to have the
perfect ship—on paper—and his
coup had been duly entered in the
log. The reviewer in the department
would read that and know of his zeal,
whereas subtleties—like morale—
were not so readily conveyed in cold
type.

In sub-CC the inspecting party
made its usual pause. The captain’s
eye lit on the old-style annunciator
panel hung on the bulkhead above
the intership communication board,
He reached up and struck the glass-
ite cover sharply with the heel of his
hand. A black card bearing the num-
ber “24-B” dropped into view,

“What dees that mean?” he barked
at the unhappy operator, a recruit
just come aboard. “What do you
do when one of those drops?”

“l ... Idon't know, sir. N-no-
body ever told me—"

“What!”  squealed  Chinnery,

“Here you are, intrusted with the
watch, and don’t know what to do
when a magazine is on fire? Bullazd!
What is the meaning of this?” He
swung viciously on Bullard, pucker-
ing his fat face into what was meant
to be a stern expression.

“That board—" began Bullard pa-
tiently. But Chinnery cut him off.

“Never mind that. I know what
the board is.  Why has not this man
been instructed in his duties?”

“Because—" Bullard tried a sec-
ond time, but the captain was not
listening.

“Never mind the alibi. Yeoman!
Take a note . . . for the command-
er’s record . ., . about this. Let’s
see, that makes Specification No. 14
under the charge of ‘neglect of duty,’
doesn’t it?”

“Seventeen, sir,” answered the
yeoman, riffling through the pages of
his notebook.

“Hm-m-m,” muttered Chinnery.

“But—" objected Bullard, his
wrath rising,

“But me no buts, young man. T
am beginning to see that your
vaunted efficiency was mostly luck.
Imagine! Having a phone operator
on watch who does not know what
to do in case of a magazine fire!”

He turned to the now thoroughly
frightened lad and, in what was
meant to be a soothing voice, said:

“That, my boy, is an indicator of
high magazine temperatures. If a
number should ever drop, flood that
magazine immediately—then notify
me. The controls are to your right
—there.”

Bullard, purple with fury, re-
strained himself. Then he caught
Fraser’s solemn wink and decided to
let it go. Fraser knew as well as he
did that the board was no longer con-
nected with the thermocouples in the
powder storerooms.
of a number could only mean that

The dropping.

\



WHITE MUTINY 47

the board had been jarred, a thing
that had occurred before, with em-
barrassing consequences. 1t was for
that reason that this alarm system
had been condemned and replaced
by a better one in Central. That was
why there was a job order on file for
its complete removal the very next
time they were back to the home
yard on Luna.

Similar outbursts on the part of
the captain took place in other spots,
but it was not until they were nside
the port torpedo rooms that his legal-
istic mind showed itself in its fullest
flower. He laid his hand on a curi-
ous bulge in the inboard bulkhead.

“What is behind this?” he de-
manded.

“The original torpedo hoists,” re-
plied Fraser, “but we use the mag-
netic ones altogether now. These are
blanked oft with plating to keep dirt
from accumulating in them.”

“Ah,” said Chinnery, “I-seem to
remember.”  He sent his yeoman
seurrving back to the cabm for his
file of quarterly reports.  After he
had returned, Chinnery turned his
scowl on Fraser.

“More negligence,” he said. “No
routine tests, no monthly operating
by hand, no quarterly reporis for
more than three vears. No inven-
tories or requisitions for spare parts.
Don’t the regulations mean anything
to you?”

Fraser looked at his captain in
blank amazement.

“Tut, tut,” said Chinnery testily,
“don’t stand there like a gaping fool.
The point is that the hoists are still
installed, whether you use them or
not. And since they are installed,
they are subject to the usual main-
tenance routine and reports.”

“But, captain,” interposed Bull-
ard, “the only reason they are still
here is because, being obsolete, the

department figured it was cheaper to
abandon them in place and blank
them 1n than to tear them out.
Moreover, we ecan't run them
monthly—the leads to the motors
have been removed.”

“Then run new ones,” snapped the
captain, “and replace the motors, if
necessary,”

“Ave, aye, sir,” growled Bullard.

This was the last straw. Tf Chin-
nery kept this sort of think up, the
ship would be a raving madhouse be-
fore the month was out—abhsolutely
ruined as a fighting ship.  There is
nothing that takes the spirit out of
men and officers more than useless,
foolish  work—particularly  when
done at the expense of something
truly worth while.

BuLrLarp was soon to learn, how-

-ever, that his troubles had just be-

gun. In his capacily as executive
officer, it fell to him to pass Chin-
nery’s silly orders on to his juniors,
who in their turn passed them on to
the men, grumbling and venting
themselves of caustic side remarks as
they did. As for the men, they
merely sulked, doggedly doing what
they were told. Smoldering resent-
ment was obvious evervwhere, and
it finally came to a head the day
Chinnery slapped four men in the
brig and put Lieutenant Carlson un-
der hack for ten days. Their exact
offense was not clearly understood,
but the captain charaeterized it as
“officiousness.”  They had done
something on their own, not waiting
for his direct order.

“But, commander,” pleaded Fra-
ser, “we can't o on this way., We
had the finest ship in the whole damn
serviee, but what have we got now?
A madhouse! She's going to hell
right under our noses. The men are
on the verge of mutiny both
Benton and Tobleman had been dis-
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rated, a rank injustice . . . and I
hear—"

“Yes, 1T know,” replied Bullard
morosely. He sat a moment in a
brown study. He knew that a round
robin was being circulated, that com-
mittees of petty officers had been
formed, and that there were rocks
ahead.

“Get those men up here,” said
Bullard suddenly, “and Carrick, too,
the pharmacist.”

When they came, Bullard looked
them over steadily as they lined up
before his desk. Ile knew them well,
and they him. They were the main-
stay of the ship—the real leaders of
the crew—the men upon whom the
officers depended to get things done.
Men like those could make or break
a captain. Bullard read their faces
and thought back gratefully to a cer-
tain gruff old bos’n who had tactfully
deflated him when he was a fresh-
caught snotty. Some of that off-
the-record discipline from beneath
upward had been hard to take, but
he knew now that he was a better of-
ficer for it.

“Men,” he said, looking straight
at them, “we have a tough assign-
ment. We have a new captain. He
is . . . well, different from Captain
Dongan. He is more . . . er . . .
regulation-minded, if you know what
I mean.”

“Yes, sir,” chorused the men, “we
know.”

“The refuge of an incompetent,”
blurted out Fraser indignantly. “He
knows damn well that as long as he
sticks to the book they can’t hang
him, no matter what happens to the
ship. But just let somebody exercise
a little inttiative, a little commaon
sense, and right away his neck is in
a bight. Tt might turn out wrong.
He’s yellow, 1 tell you. Bah!”

“An outburst like that may relieve
the emotions, Fraser,” said Bullard

calmly, “but it does not alter th
sttuation. Captain Chinnery is still
the skipper, and as such he is much
more than a man. He is a symbal
. . . the symbol of the supreme au-
thority. Moreover, every order he
has issued has been strictly legal,
Any refusal on our part to carry
them out merely ruins us and hurts
him not at all. We have no choice
but to comply.” '

“And see the ship go merrily to
hell!”  Fraser was outraged.

“Perhaps.”

It was then that Fraser and the
three silent enlisted men first noted
the half smile playing on Bullard's
lips and the fleeting twinkle in his
eye.
“Supposing,”  remarked Bullard
dryly, fixing his eyes on the rows of
books, “it does. There will be an in-
vestigation, naturally. Blame will
be fixed. They always start at the
top. I propose to let them stop there,
I, for one, do not mean to accept the
buck.”

“Meaning?"”

“Meaning that the only possible
course open to us is co-operation,”

“Co-operation?”  Fraser’s laugh
was hard and dry. Benton and his
comrades remained silent. |

“Exactly. Captain Chinnery com-
plains of misplaced initiative. Well,
let’s cut out initiative. He wan‘s a
‘reg’ ship. Let’s bone the book—
turn sky lawyers. Let's do what
we're told—and not one damn thing
more!”

Bullard let his glance drift back
to the three stolid men and the
flushed ofticer before him. He noted
Benton and Tobelman as they wiped
the grins from their faces, and saw
Fraser’s hot indignation fade as com-
prehension dawned.

“Not bad . .
the latter slowly.
fire, eh?”

. not bad,” said
“Fight fire with
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“We'll pass the word, sir,” came
from Benton, and the other two men
grinned frankly then, “co-cperation
it will be.”

“Good,” said Commander Bullard,
and promptly immersed himself in
Volume 2 of Regulations. None but
a god, omnipotent and with all eter-
nity to do it in, could expect to do all
the things required of an executive
officer, but he could try, paragraph
by paragraph, just as they came.

He looked at 2707.

From time to time, the executlive officer
shall satisfy himself, by personal inspection,
that boat boxes are in order—

“Ah,” breathed Bullard, “T’ll beat
him to that one.” And he walked
out onto the broad fin where the
boats were cradled. One hundred
and nineteen items in each boat box
—and there were eight boats! Tt
would take two days’ work, that sim-
ple duty alone!

1L

It was about two weeks after that
that the rumaors began to fly about
the revival of banditry on Neptune.
Only spaceships could cope with
them, for over that jagged and pre-
cipitous terrain and in that airless
sky the usual planetary gendarmerie
could not operate effectively. The
scuttlebutt was more and more per-
sistent that one of the larger ships
of the Jovian Patrol was about to
be detached and sent there to wipe
the villains out.

Bullard made a wry face when he
heard of it, for the most likely ship
was, of course, the Pollux. Ironically
enough, Admiral Abercrombie’s last
report of her unequivocally pro-
nounced her to be the ship best fitted
for emergency duty. Yet Bullard
knew, as every man jack aboard—
unless Chinnery himsell be excepted
—that the Polluxr of a scant four

months before was a thing of the
past, a legend. Morale? It was to
laugh! Or weep.

Only three days before, the star-
board condenser had sprung a leak,
and when it was reported to the cap-
tain he went to have a look.

“Well, pull it down and roll in that
tube,” he snapped.

Benton’s men turned to, pulled it
down, and rolled the tube. Then
they replaced the shell, laboriously
made all the connections and put it
back in service. An hour later two
more tubes went,

“Hell’s bells!” squealed Chinnery
when they told him. “IHow can that
be? You were in that condenser only
vesterday. Couldn’t you see those
other two tubes were about to go?”

“You told us to roll the leaky one,
sir,” said Benton, his face the ului-
mate in dead pan. He might have
added that it was not the tubes that
were alt fault, but a warped header,
But he was not asked that.

“Such stupidity!” muttered Cap-
tain Chinnery. “Very well, yank it
down again and do it all over.”

“The one we did yesterday?”
asked Benton, registering faint sur-
prise.

“No, fool, the two that just blew
out!”

“Yes, sir.”

Bullard looked on impassively,
Chinnery’s tart words of a few weeks
past still burned. “When T want
anything done, I'll order it—this ship
is not so complicated that one man
can’t do the thinking for it.”

Yet, as he recalled tha