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IF YOU GO to the end of a rainbow, so
the fairy tales say, you’ll find a pot
of gold.

Of course, no grownup believes this.
But it’s surprising how many people be-
lieve what amounts to the same thing.

That is, many of us have a dreamy
notion that somewhere, sometime, we’ll
come upon a good deal of money. We
go along from day to day, believing
that somehow our financial future will
take care of itself,

Unfortunately, this sort of rainbow-
chasing is much more apt to make you
wind up behind the eight ball than with

At the end of

many a rainbow—

a pot of gold.

When you come right down to it,
the only sure-fire way the average man
can plan his financial security is through
saving—and saving regularly.

One of the 3ou7;dcst, most convenient
ways to save is by buying U. S. Savings
Bonds through the Payroll Plan.

These bonds are the safest in the
world. They mount up fast. And in just
10 years, they pay you $4 back for
every $3 you put in!

P. S. You can buy U. S. Savings Bonds
at any bank or post office, too.

SAVE THE EASY WAY... BUY YOUR BONDS THROUGH PAYROLL SAVINGS

Contributed by this magazine in co-operation
with the Magazine Publishers of America as a public servic@
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 NEW ART

At the Museum of Science and
Industry in New York City there is
a replica of the first metal planing
machine. Essentially, a metal plane
is a simple gadget; a flat bedplate
and a metal cutting tool move with
respect to each other, back and forth,
the tool cutting a smooth trace.
Gradually work and tool are moved
from one side to the other, so that
a flat, smooth surface results. The
flat bedplate of the first of the ma-
chine planers, however, shows the
marks of cold chisel and file; there
were no planers to plane the bedplate
of that first planer—it had to be

hand-carved from block steel,
smoothed laboriously, by much
measurement, checking, careful

chiseling and filing.

Getting the first example of a new
art started is a terrific problem; the
miracle of radar is not that it works
—Heinrich Hertz proved that more
than a half-century ago—but that
the equipment to make it work was
developed, practically from scratch,
in less than four years. A sort of
radar—useful of course—did exist
before 1941. It used relatively long
waves—about 1.5 meters—and great
cumbersome equipments, had short
range, and was useless to detect low-
flying planes. It was easily confused
by ground-clutter, reflections from
the ground, when pointed anywhere
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near the horizon. Radar wasn't the
thing we think of today until micro-
wave techniques came in. In the
January, 1941, editorial, we pointed
out that for one side in a war to gain
scientific superiority over another,
the two scientific forces had to be
separated for a while, during which
advances in newly opened fields of
science would progress along sepa-
rate and divergent lines. At that
time, we suggested there were two
major fields to be explored, and in
which" divergence could become im-
portant and of decisive weight; mi-
crowave radio and atomic engineer-
ing.

The reasons why these two fields

‘were picked is easy to see; the kly-

stron had just opened a way into the
microwave spectrum, and the dis-
covery of U-235 fission to atomics.
The story of the Manhattan Project
has been told, but the story of the
Radiation Laboratory is less well
appreciated. Yet the work of the
Radiation Laboratory far better rep-
resents the real and general problem
of opening a new art.

First, the klystron worked—but
not well enough. It wouldn’t de-
velop the power needed. Hertz had
shown that microwave energy would
do what they wanted to do—he’d
worked with exactly the range of
frequencies used in the most modern
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microwave eéquipment. But he'd
worked in distances measured in
feet, without quantitative require-
ments. They had to work in miles
—hundreds of ’em—and with the
utmost quantitative refinement; the
returning echo must be timed to a
small fraction of a microsecond.
"~ The- development of the cavity
magnetron gave the researchers a
source of power at the high frequen-
cies involved—10,000,000,000 cycles
per second and even 30,000,000,000
cycles per second. Now, however,
they began the real problem. Ordi-
nary electric power you can conduct
down a wire. IEven radio energy of
the ordinary type is wired. But not
this stuff ; it will radiate from a wire
one inch long, with no output at the
“far” end. You have to pipe it.
The pipes, though, have very special
qualifications ; a scratch on thednside
of the pipe will reflect the energy
more efficiently than a 100-mile dis-
tant plane, so the pipe must be just
precisely so. Even when we have a
means of generating and conveying
the energy—how do you measure
the frequency? If you do know the
frequency, how do you measure the
power output? Not with a watt-
meter, you don’t! And in alternat-
ing current, 100 amperes and 1000
volts may mean 100,000 watts or it
-may mean precisely nothing. De-
pends on the phase relationship of
voltage and current; both are vary-
ing from maximum to zero to nega-
tive max to zero. If the 100 amperes
is flowing when the voltage is zero,
that’s no power at all; if the 1000
volts occurs when the current .is
zero—no power. So measuring

NEW ART

voltage and current won't tell you
what the wattage—the actual power
—is. At ten hillion cycles, the prob-
lem gets tough.

Further, 10,000,000,000 cycles
means a wave length of 3 cm. Usu-
ally when you distrust voltage-cur-
rent power measurements, you con-
vert the electric power to heat, and
read the heat energy; that can’t
fool you. This time, though, there’s
a difficulty. Some of the super
radars delivered 4,000,000 watts
peak output. Since the wave length
was a few centimeters, all the equip-
ment was necessarily small—meas-
ured in centimeters, too.

Problem: How do you dissipate
4,000,000 watts of raw heat in
something 3 cms. long?

Those frequencies reflect from al-
most any irregularity or discontinu-
ity of medium—that’'s why radar
works. But they’ll cheerfully re-
flect in insane ways inside the appa-
ratus. When they do, all hell’s out
for noon, if you're monkeying with
4,000,000 watts. - Snow’s soft, weak
stuff—but a shotgun barrel will peel
open like a used banana if there’s a
little snow in the barrel to reflect the
shock wave of firing. High power
radar sets won't do that—but in-
ternal reflections can upset things
more than somewhat.

New arts are invariably practi-
cally pure headache; the first man
has to carve his block of steel with
cold chisel and file—after that
everyone finds the job pretty easy.
A metal plane does it quickly and
easily.

Tae Ebiror.



Politics, in the development of a culture,

always comes before science—but sometimes

science cam twist politics into new shapes.

Illustrated by Bernbach »

—BY A. E. van VOGT

At first the land below was a
shadow seen through mist. As the
three spaceships of Lord Clane
Linn’s expedition settled through
the two thousand mile atmosphere,
the vagueness went out of the scene.
Mountains looking like maps rather
than territories took form. The
vast sea to the north sank beyond
the far horizon of swamps and
marshes, hills and forests. The
reality grew wilder and wilder, but
the pit was directly ahead now, an
enormous black hole on a long nar-
row plain.

The ships settled to the ground
on a green meadow half a mile
from the nearest edge of the pit,

s

which lay to the northeast. Some
six hundred men and women, three
hundred of them slaves, emerged
from the vessels, and a vast amount
of equipment was unloaded. By
nightfall habitations had been
erected for Clane and the three
slave women who attended him, for
two knights and for three temple
scientists and five scholars not con-
nected with a religious organization.
In addition a corral had been built
for the slaves, and the two com-
panies of soldiers were encamped
in a half circle around the main
camp.

Sentries were posted, and the
spaceships withdrew to a height of
about five hundred feet. All night
long, a score of fires, tended by
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trusted slaves, brightened the dark-
ness. Dawn came uneventfully, and
slowly the camp took up the activi-
ties of a new day. . Clane did not
remain to direct it. Immediately
after breakfast, horses were sad-
dled; and he and twenty-five men,
including a dozen armed soldiers,
set out for the*hearby home of the
gods.

They were all rank unbelievers,
but they had proceeded only a few
hundred yards when Clane noticed
that one of the riders was as pale
as lead. He reined up beside
him.

“Breakfast upset you?” he asked
gently. “Better go back to camp
and rest today.”

Most of those who were destined
to continue watched the lucky man
trot off out of sight into the
brush.

The evenness of the land began
to break. Gashes opened in the
earth at their feet, and ran off at
a slant towards the pit, which was
still not visible beyond the trees.
Straight were those gashes, too
straight, as if long ago irresistible
_ objects had hurtled up out of the
pit each at a different angle, each
tearing the intervening earth as it
darted up out of the hell below.

Clane had a theory about the pits.
. Atomic warfare by an immeasurably
superior civilization. Atomic bombs
that set up a reaction in the ground
where they landed, and only gradu-
ally wore themselves out in the
- resisting soil, concreéte and steel of
vast cities. For centuries the rem-

nants roiled and flared with deadly

HOME OF THE.GODS

activity. How longz No one
knew. g#le had an idea that if star
maps of the period could be located
an estimate of the time gap might
be possible. The period involved
must be very great, for several men
that he knew had visited pits on
Earth without ill effects.

The god fires were dying down.
It was time for intellectually bold
men to begin exploring. Those whe
came first would find the treasures.
Most of the pits on Earth were
absolutely barren affairs overgrown
with weeds and brush. A few
showed structures in their depths,
half buried buildings, tattered walls,
mysterious caverns. Into these a
handful of men had ventured—and
brought back odd mechanical crea-
tions, some obviously wrecks, a few
that actually worked, all tantalizing
in their suggestion of a science
marvelous beyond anything known
to the temple scholars.

It was this pit on Venus, which
they were now approaching, that
had always excited the imagination
of the adventurers. TFor years
visitors had crouched behind lead
or concrete barriers and peered
with periscopes into the fantastic
depths below. The nameless city
that had been there must have been
built into the bowels of the earth.
For the bottom was a mass of con-
crete embanksents, honeycombed
with black holes'that seemed to lead
down into remoter depths.

“Clane’s reverie - died down. A
soldier in front of him let out a
shout, reined in his horse and
pointed ahead. .Clane urged his
horse up to the rise on top of which

T
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the man had halted. And reined in
his horse.

He was looking down a gently
sloping grassy embankment. It ran
along for about a hundred feet.
And then there was a low con-
crete fence.

Beyond was the pit.

At first they were careful. They
used, the shelter of the fence as a
barrier to any radiation that might
be coming up from below. Clane
was the exception. From the begin-
ning he stood upright, and peered
downward through his glasses into
the vista of distance below. Slowly,
the others lost their caution, and
finally all except two artists were
standing boldly on their feet gazing

_into the most famous home of the
gods.

It was not a clear morning. A
faint mist crawled along hiding
most of the bottom of the pit. But
it was possible, with the aid of the
glasses, to make out contours, and
to see the far precipice nearly seven
miles away.

About midmorning, = the mists
cleared noticeably, and the great
sun of Venus shone down into the
hole, picking out every detail not
hidden by distance. The artists,
who had already sketched the main
outlines, settled down to work in
earnest. They had been selected
for their ability to draw maps, and
the watchful Clane saw that they
were doing a good job. His own
patience, product of his isolated
upbringing, was even greater than
theirs. All through that day he
examined the bottom of the pit with

§

his glasses, and compared . the
reality with the developing draw-
ings on the drawing boards.

By late afternoon, the job was
complete. And the results satis-
fied every hope he had had. There
were no less than three routes for
getting out of the pit on foot in
case of an emergency. And every
tree and cave opening below was
clearly marked in its relation to
other trees and openings. Lines of
shrubs were sketched in, and each
map was drawn to scale.

That night, too, passed without
incident. The following morning
Clane signaled one of the space-
ships to come down, and, shortly
after breakfast, the two temple
scientists, one knight, three artists,
a dozen soldiers, a crew of fifteen
and himself climbed aboard. The
ship floated lightly clear of the
ground. And, a few minutes later,
nosed over the edge of the pit, and
headed downward.

They made no attempt to land,
but simply cruised around searching
for radioactive areas. Round and
round at a height that varied be-
tween five hundred feet and a daring
two hundred feet. It was daring.
The spaceship was their sole instru-
ment for detecting the presence of
atomic energy. Long ago, it had
been discovered that when a space-
ship passed directly above another
spaceship, the one that was on top
suffered a severe curtailment of its
motive power. Immediately it
would start to fall.

In the case of spaceships, the two
ships would wusually be moving
along so swiftly that they would be
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past each other almost immediately.
Quickly, then, the disabled ship
would right itself and proceed on
its way, ;

Several attempts had been made
by military scientists to utilize the
method to bring down enemy ‘space-
ships. The attempts, however, were
strictly limited by the fact that a
ship which remained five hundred
feet above the source of energy
endured so slight a hindrance that
it didn’t matter.

Nine times their ship made the
telltale dip, and then, for as long
as was necessary they would cruise
over and over the area trying to
define its limits, locating it on their
maps, marking off first the danger
zone, then the twilight zone and
finally the safety zone. The final
measure was the weakness or
strength of the impulse.

The day ended, with that phase
of their work still uncompleted.
And it was not until noon the next
day that the details were finally
finished, Since it was too late to
make a landing, they returned to
camp and spent the afternoon sleep-
ing off their accumulated fatigue.

‘It was decided that the first
landing would be made by one hun-
dred men, and that they would take
with them supplies for two weeks.
The site of the landing was selected
by Clane after consultation with the
knights and the scientists. From
the air it looked like a large con-
crete structure with roof and walls
still intact, but its main feature was
that it was located near one of the
routes by which the people on foot
could leave the pit. And it was

HOME OF THE GODS

surrounded by more than a score
of cavelike openings.

His first impression was of in-
tense silence. Then he stepped out
of the ship onto the floor of the
pit. And there was a kind of
pleasure in listening to the scram-
bling sounds of the men who fol-
lowed him. The morning air
quickly echoed to the uproar of a
hundred men breathing, walking,
moving—and unloading supplies.

Less than an hour after he first
set foot into the soft soil of the
pit, Clane watched the spaceship
lift from the ground, and climb

*rapidly up about five hundred feet.

At that safety height it leveled off,
and began its watchful cruise back
and forth above the explorers.

Once again no hasty moves were
made. Tents were set up ‘and a
rough defense marked oft. The
food was sealed off behind a pile
of concrete. Shortly before noon,
after an early lunch, Clane, one,
knight, one temple scientist and six
soldiers left the encampment and
walked towards the “building”
which, among other things, had
drawn them to the area.

Seen from this near vantage point
it was not a building at all, but an
upjutment of concrete and metal, a
remnant of what had once been a
man-made burrow into the depths of

.the earth, a monument to the futility

of seeking safety by mechanical
rather than intellectual and- moral
means, The sight of it depressed
Clane. For a millennium it had stood
here, first in a seething ocean of un-
settled energy, and now amid a great
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silence it waited for the return of
man.

He paused to examine the door,
then motioned two soldiers to push
at it. They were unable to budge
it, and so, waving them aside, he
edged gingerly past the rusted door
jamb. And was inside.

He found himself in a narrow
hallway, which ran along for about
eight feet, and then there was an-
other door. A closed door this time.
The floor was concrete, the walls
and ceiling concrete, but the door
ahead was metal. Clane and the
knight, a big man with black eyes,
shoved it open with scarcely an ef-
fort, though it creaked rustily as
they did.

They stood there, startled. The in-
terior was not dark as they had ex-
pected, but dimly lighted. The lu-
minous glow came from a series of
small bulbs in the ceiling. The bulbs
were not transparent, but coated
with an opaque coppery substance.
The light shone through the coating.

Nothing like it had ever been seen
in Linn or elsewhere. After a blank
period, Clane wondered if the lights
had turned on when they opened the
door. They discussed it briefly, then
shut the door. Nothing happened.
They opened the door again, but the
lights did not even flicker. e

They had obviously been burning
Jor centuries. '

With a genuine effort, he sup-
pressed the impulse to have the
treasures taken down immediately
and taken to the camp. The deathly
silence, the air of immense antiquity
brought the sane realization that

W0

there was no necessity to act swiftly
here. He was first on this scene.

Very slowly, almost reluctantly, he
turned his attention from the ceiling
to the room itself. A wrecked table
stood in one corner. In front of it
stood a chair with one leg broken
and a single strand of wood where
the seat had been. In the adjoining
corner was a pile of rubble, includ-
ing a skull and some vaguely rec-
ognizable ribs which merged into a
powdery skeleton. The relict of what
had once been a human being lay on
top of a rather long, all-imetal rod.
There was nothing else in the room.

Clane strode forward, and eased
the rod from under the skeleton. The
movement, slight though it was, was
too much for the bone structure.
The skull and the ribs dissolved into
powder, and a faint white mist hov-
ered for a moment, then settled to -
the floor.

He stepped back gingerly, and,
still holding the weapon, passed
through the door, and along the nar-
row hallway, and so out into the
open.

The outside scene was different.
He had been gone from it fifteen
minutes at most, but in that interval
a change had taken place. The space-
ship that had brought them was still -
cruising around overhead. But a
second spaceship was in the act of
settling down beside the camp.

It squashed down with a crackling
of brush and an “harumph!” sound
of air squeezing out from the inden-
tation it made in the ground. The
door opened, and, as Clane headed
for the camp, thrée men emerged

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION



from it. One wore the uniform of
an aid-de-camp to supreme head-
quarters, and it was he who handed
Clane a dispatch pouch.

The pouch contained a single let-
ter from his elder brother. Lord Jer-
rin, commander-in-chief of Linnan
armies on Venus. In the will of the
late Lord Leader, Jerrin had been
designated to become co-ruler with
Tews when he attained the age of
thirty, his sphere of administration
to be the planets. His powers in
Linn were to be strictly secondary
to those of Tews. His letter was
curt:

Honorable brother :

It has come to my attention that you
have arrived on Venus. I need hardly
point out to you that the presence of a

mutation here at-this critical period of the -

war agaitnst the rebels is bound to have
an adverse effect. I have been told that
your request for this trip was personally
granted by the Lord Adviser Tews. If
you are not aware of the intricate motives
that might inspire Tews to grant such
permission, then you are not alert to the
possible disasters that might befall our
branch of the family. It is my wish and
command that you return to Earth at
once.

As Clane looked up from the let-
ter, he saw that the commander of
the spaceship which had brought the
messenger, was silently signaling to
him. He walked over and drew the
captain aside.

“I didn’t want to worry you,” the
man said, “but perhaps I had better
inform you thdt this morning, shortly
after your expedition entered the pit,
we saw a very large body of men
riding along several miles to the
northeast of the pit. They have
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shown 1o inclination to move in thig
direction, but they scattered when
we swooped over them, which means
that they are Venusian rebels.”

Clane stood frowning for a mo-
ment, then nodded his acceptance of
the information. He turned away,
into his spacious tent, to write an
answer to his brother that would
hold off the crisis between #/iem until
the greater crisis that had brought
him to Venus shattered Jerrin’s dis-
approval of his presence.

That crisis was due to break over
Jerrin’s still unsuspecting head in
just about one week.

In high government and military
circles in Linn and on Venus, the
succession of battles with the Venu-
sian tribesmen of the three central
islands were called by their proper
name: war! For propaganda pur-
poses, the word, rebellion, was pa-
raded at every opportunity. It was
a necessary illusion. The enemy
fought with the ferocity of a people
who had tasted slavery. To rouse
the soldiery to an equal pitch of
anger and hatred there was nothing
that quite matched the term, rebel.

Men who had faced hideous dan-
gers in the swamps and marshes
could scarcely restrain themselves at
the thought that traitors to the em-
pire.were causing all the trouble.
Lord Jerrin, an eminently fair man,
who admired a bold and resourceful
opponent, for once made no attempt
to discourage the false impression.
He recognied that the Linnans were
the oppressors,.and at times it made
him physically ill that so many men
must die to enforce a continued sub-
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. jection. But he recognized, too, that
there was no alternative.

The Venusians were the second
most dangerous race in the solar sys-
tem, second only to the Linnans. The
two peoples had fought each other
for three hundred and fifty years,
and it was not until the armies of
Raheinl had landed on Uxta, the
main island of Venus some sixty
years before that a victory of any
proportions was scored. The young
military genius was only eighteen at
the time of the battle of the Casuna
marsh. Swift conquest of two other
islands followed, but then his daz-
zled followers in Linn provoked the
civil war that finally ended after
nearly eight years in the execution
of Raheinl by the Lord Leader. The
latter proceeded with a cold ferocity
to capture four more island strong-
holds of the Venusians. In each one
he set up a separate government, re-
vived old languages, suppressed the
common language—and so strove to
make the islanders think of them-
selves as separate peoples.

For years they seemed to— and
then, abruptly, in one organized up-
rising they seized the main cities of
the five main islands. And discov-
ered that the Lord Leader had been
more astute than they imagined.

The military strongholds were not
in the cities, as they had assumed,
and as their spies had reported. The
centers of Linnan power were lo-
cated in an immense series of small
forts located in the marshes. These
forts had always seemed weak out-
posts, designed to discourage raiders
rather than rebellions. And no Ve-
nusian had ever bothered to count
12

o

the number of them. The showy
city forts, which were elaborately
attacked turned out to be virtual
hollow shells. By the time the Ve-
nusians rallied to attack the forts in
the marshes it was too late for the
surprise to beteffective. Reinforce-
ments were on the way from Earth.
‘What had been planned as an all-
conquering coup becamme a drawn-out
war. And long ago, the awful empty
feeling had come to the Venusians
that they couldn’t win. Month after
month the vise of steel weapons,
backed by fleets of spaceships and
smaller craft tightened noticeably
around the ever narrowing areas
which they controlled. Food was be-
coming more scarce, and a poor crop
year was in prospect. The men were
grim and tense, the women cried a
great deal and made much of their

_children, who had caught the emo-

tional overtones of the atmosphere
of fear.

Terror bred cruelty. Captive Lin-
nans were hanged from posts, their
feet dangling only a few inches from
the ground. The distorted dead faces
of the victims glared at the distorted
hate-filled faces of their murderers.

The living knew that each account
would be paid in rape and death.
They were exacting their own pay-
ments in advance.

The situation was actually much
more involved than it appeared.
Some six months before, the pros-
pect of an imminent triumph for
Jerrin had penetrated to the Lord
Adviser Tews. He pondered the sit-
uation with a painful understanding
of how the emotions of the crowd

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION
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might be seduced by so momentous a
victory. After considerable thought
he resurrected a request Jerrin had
made more than a year before for

reinforcements. At the time Tews
had considered it expedient to
hasten the Venusian war to a quick
end, but second thought brought an
idea. With a pomp of public con-
cern for Jerrin he presented the re-
quest to the patronate and added his
urgent recommendations that at least
three legions be assembled to assist
“our hardpressed forces against a
skillful and cunning enemy.”

HOME OF THE GODS

He could have added, but didn’t,
that he intended to deliver the rein-
forcements and so participate in the
victory. The patronate would not
dare to refuse to vote him a triumph
co-equal with that already being
planned for Jerrin. He discussed

-his projected trip with his mother,

the Lady Lydia, and, in accordance
with her political agreement with
Clane, she duly passed the informa-
tion on to the mutation.

Lydia had no sense of betraying
her son. She had no such intention.
But she knew that the fact that Tews

18



was going to Venus would soon be
common knowledge, and so, sardoni-
cally, she reported to Clane less than
two weeks before Tews was due to
leave.

His reaction startled her. The very
next day he requested an audience
with Tews. And the latter, who had
adopted an affable manner with the
late Lord Leader’s grandchildren,
did not think of refusmg Clane’s
request for permission to organize
an expedition for Venus.

He was surprised when the expe-
dition departed within one week of
the request, but he thought that over
too, and found it good.

The presence of Clane on Venus
would embarrass Jerrin. The birth
of a mutation twenty-five years be-
fore into the ruling family of Linn
had caused a sensation. His exist-
ence had dimmed the superstitions
‘about such semihumans, but the fears
of the ignorant were merely con-
fused. Under the proper circum-
stances people would still stone them
—and soldiers would become pan-
icky at the thought of the bad luck
that struck an army, the rank and
file of which saw a mutation just be-
fore a battle.

He explained his thoughts to
Lydia, adding, “It will give me a
chance to discover whether Jerrin
~ was implicated in any way in the

three plots against me that I have
put down in the past year. And if
"he was, I can make use of the
presence of Clane.”

Lydia said nothing, but the false-

ness of the logic disturbed her. She,
too, had once planned against Clane.
For months now, she had questioned
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the blind impulse of mother love that
had made her slave and conspire to
bring Tews to power. Under Tews,
the government creaked along inde-
cisively while he writhed and twisted
in a curious and ungraceful parody
of modest pretense at establishing a
more liberal government. His plans
of transition were too vague. An old
tactician herself, it seemed to her
that she could recognize a develop-
ing hypocrite when she saw one.
“He’s beginning to savor the
sweetness of power,” she thought,
“and he realizes he’s talked too

much.”

The possibilities made her uneasy.
It was natural for a politician to fool
others, but there was something ugly
and dangerous about a politician who
fooled himself. Fortunately, little
that was dangerous could happen on
Venus. Her own investigations had
convinced her that the conspiracies
against Tews had involved no impor-
tant families, and besides Jerrin was
not a man who would force political
issues. He would be irritated by the
arrival of Tews. He would see ex-
actly what Tews wanted, but he

would do nothing about it.

After the departure of Tews and
his three legions, she settled herself
to the routine tasks of governing
for him. She had a number of ideas
for re-establishing firmer control
over the patronate, and there were
about a hundred people whom she
had wanted to kill for quite a long
while. _

During the entire period of the
crisis on Venus, life in Linn went
on with absolute normalcy.
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Tews took up his quarters in the
palace of the long-dead Venusian
emperor, Heerkel, across town from
the military headquarters of Jerrin.
It was an error of the kind that
startles and starts history, The end-
less parade of generals and other
officers that streamed in and out of
Mered passed him by. A few astute
individuals made a point of taking
the long journey across the city, but
even some of those were in obvious
haste, and could scarcely tolerate the
slow ceremomtousness of an inter-
view with their ruler.

A great war was being fought.

Officers in from the front lines took -

it for granted that their attitude
would be understood. They felt re-
mote from the peaceful pomp of
Linn itself. Only the men who had
occasion to make trips to Earth com-
prehended the vast indifference of
the populations to the war on Venus.
To the people at home it was a far-
away frontier affair. Such engage-
ments had been fought continuously
from the time of their childhood,
only every once in a while the scene
changed. L

His virtual isolation sharpened the
suspicions with which Tews had
landed. And frightened him. He

hadn’t realized how widespread was.

the disaffection. The plot must be
well advanced, so advanced that
thousands of officers knew about it,
and were taking no chances on being
caught with the man who, they must
have decided, would be the loser.
They probably looked around them
at the enormous armies under the
command of Jerrin. And knew that
no one could defeat the man who had

HOME OF THE GODS

achieved the loyalty of so many le~
gions of superb soldiers. " :

Swift, decisive action, it seemed to
Tews, was essential. When Jerrin
paid him a formal visit a week after
his arrival, he was startled at the
cold way in which Tews rejected his
request that the reinforcements be
sent to the front for a final smash-
ing drive against the marsh-bound
armies of the Venusians.

“And what,” said Tews, noting
with satisfaction the other’s discon-
certment, “would you do should you
gain the victory which you antici-
pate?”

The subject of the question, rather
than the tone, encouraged the star-
tled Jerrin. He had had many
thoughts about the shape of the com-
ing victory, and after a moment he
decided that that was actually why
Tews had come to Venus, to discuss
the political aspects of conquest. The
older man’s manner he decided to
attribute to Tews’ assumption of
power. This was the new leader’s
way of reacting to his high position.

Briefly, Jerrin outlined his ideas.
Execution of certain leaders directly
responsible for the policy of murder-
ing prisoners, enslavement only of
those men who had participated in-
timately in the carrying out of the
executions. But all the rest to be
allowed to’ live without molestation,
and in fact to return to their homes
in a normal fashion. At first each
island would be administered as a
separate colony, but even during the
first phase the common language
would be restored and free trade per-
mitted among ‘the islands. The sec-
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ond phase, to begin in about five
years, and widely publicized in ad-
vance, should be the establishment of
responsible government on the sepa-
rate islands, but those governments
would be part of the empire, and
would support the occupation troops.
The third phase should start ten
vears after that, and would include
the organization of one central ali-
Venusian administration for the is-
lands, with a federal system of gov-
ernment. And this system, too,
would have no troops of its own, and
would be organized entirely within
the framework of the empire.

Five years later, the fourth and
final phase could begin. All families
with a twenty year record of achieve-
ment and loyalty could apply for
Linnan-Venusian citizenship, with
all the privileges and opportunities
for self-advancement that went with
it.

“It is sometimes forgotten,” said
Jerrin, “that Linn began as a city
state, which conquered neighboring
cities, and held its power in them by
a gradual extension of citizenship.
There is no reason why this system
should not be extended to the planets
with equal success.”

He finished, “All daround us is
proof that the system of absolute
subjection employed during the past
fifty years has been a complete fail-
ure. The time has come for new and
more progressive statesmanship.”

Tews almost stood up in his agita-

* tion, as he listened to the scheme.
He could see the whole picture now.
The late Lord Leader had in effect

- willed the planets to Jerrin; and this
was Jerrin’s plan for welding his in-
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heritance into a powerful military
stronghold, capable, if necessary, of
conquering Linn itself.

Tews smiled a cold smile. Not
yet, Jerrin, he thought. I'm still ab-
solute ruler, and for three years yet
what I say is what will happen. Be-
sides, your plan might interfere with
wmy determination to re-establish the
republic at an opportune moment.
P pretty sure that you, with all
your liberalistic talk, have no inten-
tion of restoring constitutional gov-
ernment. It is that idegl which must
be maintained at all costs.

Aloud, he said, “I will take your
recommendations under advisement.
But now, it is my wish that in future
all promotions be channeled through
me. Any commands that you issue

to commanding officers in the field

are to be sent here for my perusal,
and I will send them on.”

He finished with finality, “The
reason for this is that I wish to
familiarize myself with the present
positions of all units and with the
names of the men in charge of them.
That is all. It has been a privilege
to have had this conversation with
you. Good day, sir.”

Move number one was as drastic
as that. .

It was only the beginning. As the
orders and documents began to ar-
rive, Tews studied them with the as-
siduity of a clerk. His mind reveled
in paper work, and the excitement
of his purpose made every detail
important and interesting.

He knew this Venusian war. For
two years he had sat in a palace
some hundred miles farther back,
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and acted the role of commander-in-
chief, now filled by Jerrin. His
problem, therefore, did not include
the necessity of learning the situa-
tion from the beginning. He had
merely to familiarize himself with
the developments during the "past

year and a half. And, while
numerous, they were not in-
surmountable.

From the first day, he was able to
accomplish his primary purpose : re-
placement of doubtful officers with
one after another of the horde of
sycophants he had brought with him
from Linn.
twinge of shame at the device, but
he justified it on the grounds of ne-
cessity. A man contending with con-
spiring generals. must take recourse
to devious means. The important
thing was to make sure that the army
was not used against himself, the
Lord Adviser, the lawful heir of
Linn, the only man whose ultimate
purposes were not autocratic and
selfish.

As a secondary precaution, he al-
tered several of Jerrin’s troop dispo-
sitions. These had to do with legions
that Jerrin had brought with him
from Mars, and which presumably
might be especially loyal to him per-
sonally. It would be just as well if
he didn’t know their exact location
during the next few critical weeks.

On the twelfth day he received
from a spy the information he had
been waiting. Jerrin, who had gone
to the front on an inspection tour
two days before was returning to
Mered. Tews catually had only an
hour’s warning. He was still setting
the stage for the anticipated inter-
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Tews felt an occasional.

view when Jerrin was announced.
Tews smiled at the assembled cour-
tiers. He spoke in a loud voice:

“Inform his excellency that 1 am
engaged at the moment but that if
he will wait a little I shall be happy
to receive him.”

The remark, together with the
knowing smile that went with it,
started a flutter of sensation through
the room. It was unfortunate that
Jerrin had failed to wait for his mes-
sage to be delivered, but was already
halfway across the room. He did
not pause until he was standing in
front of Tews. The latter regarded
him with an indolent insolence.

“Well, what is it ?”

Jerrin said quietly, “It is my un-
pleasant duty, my Lord Adviser, to
inform you that it will be necessary
to evacuate all civilians from Mered
without delay. As a result of rank
carelessness on the part of certain
front-line officers, the Venusians
have achieved a breakthrough north
of the city, There will be fighting
in Mered before morning.”

Some of the ladies, and not a few
of the gentlemen who were present
uttered alarmed noises,and there was
a general movement towards exits, A
bellow from Tews stopped the dis-
graceful stampede. He settled heav-
ily back in his chair. He smiled a
twisted smile.

“I hope,” he said, “that the neg-
ligent officers have been properly
punished.”

“Thirty-seven of them,” said Jer-
rin, “have been executed. Here is
a list of their names, which you
might examine at your leisure.”

Tews sat up. “Executed {” He had
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a sudden awful suspicion that Jer-
rin would not lightly have executed
men who had long been under his
command. ‘With a jerk he tore the
seal from the document. and raced
his gaze down the column. Every
name on it was that of one of his
satellite-replacements of the past
twelve days.

Very slowly, he raised his eyes,
and stared at the younger man.
Their gazes met and held. The flinty
blue eyes of Tews glared with an
awful rage. The steel gray eyes of
Jerrin were remorseless with con-
tempt and disgust.

“Your most ggacious excellency,”
he said in a soft voice, “‘one of my

« Martian legions has been cut to
pieces. The carefully built-up strat-
egy and envelopment of the past
year is wiped out. It is my opinion
that the men responsible for that had
better get off of Venus, and back to
their pleasures in Linn— or what
they have feared so foolishly will
really transpire.”

He realized immediately it was a
wild statement. His words stiffened
Tews. For a moment the big man’s
heavy face was a mask of tensed
anger, then with a terrible effort he
suppressed his fury. He straight-
ened : g !

“In view of the seriousness of the
situation,” he said, “I will remain in
Mered and take charge of the forces
on this front until further notice.
You will surrender your headquar-
ters to my officers tomorrow morn-
ing.”

“If your officers,” said Jerrin,
“come to my headquarters, they will
be whipped into the streets. And

s
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that applies to anyone from this sec-
tion of the city.”

He turned and walked out of the
room. He had not a clear idea in
his head as to what he was going to
do about the fantastic crisis that had
arisen.

Clane spent those three weeks,
when the Venusian front was col-
lapsing, exploring a myriad of holes
in the pit. ~And, although the threat
from the wandering parties of Ve-
nusians did not materialize, he moved
his entire party into the pit for safe-
ty’s sake. Guards were posted at
the three main routes leading down
into the abyss, and two spaceships
maintained a continuous vigil over
the countryside around the pit, and
over the pit itself.

None of the precautibns was an
absolute guarantee of safety, but
they added up fairly well. Any at-
tempt of a large body of troops to
come down and attack the camp
would be so involved an affair that
there would be plenty of time to em-
bark everyone in spaceships, and de-
part.

It was not the only thing in their
favor. After sixty years under Lin-
nan rule, and “although they them-
selves worshiped a sea god called
Submerne, the Venusians respected
the Linnan atom gods. It was doubt-
ful if they would risk divine dis-
pleasure by penetrating into one of
the pit homes of the gods.

And so the six hundred people in
the pit were cut off from the uni-
verse by barriers of the mind as well
as by the sheer inaccessibility of the
pit. Yet they were not isolated. Daily
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one of the spaceships made the trip
to Mered, and when it floated back
into the depths of the pit Clane
would go aboard and knock on door
after door inside. Each time he
would be cautiously admitted by a
man or woman, and the two would
hold a private conference. His spi&s
never saw each other. They were al-
ways returned to Mered at dusk, and
landed one by one in various parts
of the city. *

The spies were not all mercenaries.
There were men in the highest walks
of the empire who regarded the Linn
mutation as the logical heir of the
late Lord Leader. To them Tews was
merely a stopgap who could be put
out of the way at the proper time.
Again and again such individuals,
who belonged to other groups, had
secretly turncoated after meeting
Clane, and become valuable sources
of information for him.

Clane knew his situation better
than his well-wishers. However
much he might impress intelligent
people the fact was that a mutation
could not hecome ruler of the em-
pire. Long ago, accordingly, he had
abandoned some early ambitions in
that direction, retaining only two
main political purposes:

He was alive and in a position of
advantage because hi§ family was
one of the power groups in Linn.
Thought he had no friends among
his own kin, he was tolerated by
them because of the blood relation-
ship. It was to his interest that they
remained in high position. In crises
he must do everything possible to
help them.

That was purpose number one.
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Purpose number two was to partici-
pate in some way in all the major
political moves made in the Linnan
empire, and it was rooted in an am-
bition that he could never hope to
realize. He wanted to be.a general.
War in its practical aspects, as he
had observed it from afar, seemed to
him crude and unintelligent. From
early childhood he had studied battle
strategy and tactics with the inten-
tion of reducing the confusion to a
point where battles could be won by
little more than irresistible maneuver.

It was a pleasure to combine pur-
poses number one and two.

He arrived in Mered on the day
following the clash between Tews
and Jerrin, and took up residence in
a house which he had long ago
thoughtfully reserved for himself
and his retinue. He made the move
as unobtrusively as possible, but he
did not delude himself that his com-
ing would be unremarked.

Other men, too, were diabolically
clever. Other men maintained armies
of spies, as he did. All plans that de-
pended upon secrecy possessed the
fatal flaw of fragility. And the fact
that they sometimes succeeded
merely proved that a given victim
was not himself an able man. It
was one of the pleasures of life to
be able to make all the preparations
necessary to an enterprise within the
sight and hearing of one’s opponent.

Without haste he set about making
them.

When Tews was first informed of
Clane’s arrival in Mered, about an
hour after the event, his interest was
dim. More important — or so they
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seemed — reports were  arriving
steadily from other sources about the
troop dispositions Jerrin was making
for the defense of the city. What
puzzled Tews was that some of the
information came from Jerrin in the
~ form of copies of the orders he was
sending out.

Was the man trying to re-establish
relations by ignoring the fact that a
break had taken place? It was an un-
expected maneuver, and it could only
mean that the crisis had come before
Jerrinwas ready. Tews smiled coldly
as he arrived at that conclusion. His
prompt action had thrown the oppo-
sition into confusion, It should not
be difficult to seize Jerrin’s head-
quarters the following morning with
his three legions, and so end the
mutiny.

By three o’clock Tews had sent
out the necessary orders. At four, a
very special spy of his, the impover-
ished son of a knight, reported that
Clane had sent a messenger to Jer-
rin, requesting an interview that eve-
ning. Almost simultaneously other
spies reported on the activity that
was taking place at Clane’sresidence.
Among other things several small
round objects wrapped in canvas
were brought from the spaceship into
the house. More than a ton of finely
ground copper dust was carried in
sacks into a cement outhouse. And
finally a cube of material of the type
used to build temples was carefully
lowered to the ground. It must have
been hot as well as heavy, because
the slaves who took it into the house
used slings and leadlined asbestos
gloves.

Tews pondered the facts, and the
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_very meaninglessness of them alarm-
ed him. He suddenly remembered
vague stories he had heard about the
mutation, stories to which he had
hitherto paid no attention.

It was not a moment to take
chances.

“ Ordering a guard of fifty men to
attend him, he set out for Clane’s
Mered home.

His first sight of the place startled
Tews. The spaceship which, accord-
ing to his reports, had flown away,
was back. Suspended from a thick
cable attached to its lower beam was
a large gondola of the type slung
under spaceships when additional sol-
diers were to be transported swiftly.
They were used in space to carry
freight only.

Now, it lay on the ground, and
slaves swarmed over it. Not until
he was on the estate itself did Tews
see what they were doing. Each man
had a canvas bag-of copper dust sus-
pended around his neck, and some
kind of liquid chemical was being
used to work the copper dust intc
the semitransparent hull of the car-
rier.

Tews climbed out of his chair, a
big, plump man with piercing blue
eyes. He walked slowly around the
gondola, and the longer he looked the
more senseless was the proceeding.

And, oddly, nobody paid the slight-
est attention to him. There were
guards around, but they seemed to
have received no instructions about
spectators. They loungeéd in various
positions, smoking, exchanging
coarse jests, and otherwise quite un-
aware that the Lord Adviser of-Linn
was in their midst.
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Tews did not enlighten them. He
was puzzled and undecided, as he
walked slowly towards the house.
Again, no effort was made to inter-
fere with his passage. In the large
inner hallway, several temple scien-
tists were talking and laughing. They
glanced at himr curiously, but it did
not seem to occur to them that he
did not belong.

Tews said softly, “Is Lord Clane
inside 7"

One of the scientists half turned,
then nodded over his shoulder, casu-
ally, “You'll find him in the den
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working on the benediction.”

There were more scientists in the
living room. Tews frowned inwardly
as he saw them. He had come pre-
pared for drastic action, if necessary.
But it would be indiscreet to arrest
Clane with so many temple scientists
as witnesses. Besides, there were too
many guards.

Not that he could imagine any rea-
son for an arrest. This looked like

a religious ceremony, being readied
here.

He found Clane in the den, a me-
dium sized room leading onto a patio.
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Clane’s back was to him, and he was
bending intently over a cube-of tem-
ple building material. Tews recog-
nized it from the description his
spies had given him as the “hot,”
heavy object that the sweating slaves
had handled so carefully in trans-
porting it from the spaceship.

On the table near the “cube” were
six half balls of coppery substance.

Tews had not time to look at them
closely, for Clane turned to see who
had come in. He straightened with
a smile.

“Your excellency,” he said: He
bowed. He came forward. “Thisis
a pleasure.”

Tews was disappointed. He had
heard that the mutation could be sur-
prised into a condition of extreme
nervousness, as the result of his af-
fliction. There was no nervousness.
It was obvious that this pale, intense,
fragile looking young man had over-
come his childish weakness. Or else
he was calm with the calmness of a
clear conscience. Tews began to feel
better. Whatever the explanation
there seemed mnothing dangerous

ere.

“I was passing by,” he said, “and,
having been informed of your pres-
ence in Mered, decided to, uh, drop
in.” He waved a hand. “What is all
this? This gondola and such.”

Clane bowed again, but his expres-
sion was grave when he straight-
ened, his eyes sorrowful.

“As your excellency is aware,” he
said, “some ten thousand officers and
men of the fourth Martian legion
were captured by the- Veenusians.
This morning the Venusians were
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observed to be erecting thousands of
posts on which they intend to hang
these brave, unfortunate men, with-
out” — he suddenly sounded indig-
nant — “without so much as a reli-
gious ceremony.”

He went on quietly, “The gondola
will be towed over to the scene of
the hanging, and a benediction will
be spoken over it from the spaceship
at the moment that the men are dy-
ing.” He sighed heavily. “It is un-
fortunately all that we can do.”

He finished : “I am going tonight
to ask my brother, Jerrin, for per-
mission to perform this merciful act.
since I am informed that nothing
else can be.”

All the vague fears that had trou-
bled the Lord Adviser were gone as
if they had never existed. He nod-
ded sanctimoniously. I am sure,”
he said, “that the noble Jerrin will
grant your worthy request.”

He hesitated, anxious now to
leave ; and yet— He looked around,
conscious that he should take noth-
ing for granted. He walked over to
the table and stared frowningly down
at the hollow half balls that lay
there. They were very possibly the
round objects that had been brought
in from the spaceship wrapped in
canvas. And now they had been cut
in half, or opened. The balls were
not completely empty. Each one con-
tained a fragile appearing internal
structure, which seemed to comie to
a focus in the center. But whatever
had been supported by the spidery
web of transparent stuff was not now
visible.

Tews did not look very hard.
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These were details for temple scien-
tists.

Once more he turned away—and
saw a metallic rod standing against
the near wall. He walked over and
picked it up. Its lightness startled
him, It was, he estimated, about
four feet long, and the thin end was
startlingly bright, a jewel rather
than a metallic brightness.

Tews turned to look questioningly
at Clane. The young man came over,

“We are all hoping,” he said, “that
this rod, which we found in the pit
of the gods, is the legendary rod of
fire. According to the legend, a basic
requirement was that the wielder be
pure in heart, and that, if he was, the
gods would at their own discretion,
but under certain circumstances, ac-
tivate the rod.”

Tews nodded soberly, and put the
thing back where he had found it.

“It is with pleasure,” he said, “that
I find you taking these interests in
religious matters. I think it impor-
tant that a member of our illustrious
family should attain high rank in the
temples, and I wish to make clear
that no matter what happens” — he
paused significantly — “no matter
what happens, you may count me as
your protector and friend.”

He returned to Heerkel’s palace,
but, being a careful, thoughtful man,
who knew all too well that other
people were not always as pure in
heart as they pretended, he left his
spies to watch out for possible sub-
versive activity.-

He learned in due course that
Clane had been invited for dinner by
Jerrin, but had been received with
that cold formality which had long
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distinguished the relationship be-
tween the two brothers. One of the
slave waiters, bribed by a spy, re-
ported that once, during the meal,
Clane urged that a hundred space-
ships be withdrawn from patrols and
assigned to some task which was not
clear to the slave.

There was something else about
opening up the battle lines to the
northeast, but this was so vague that
the Lord Adviser did not think of it
again until, shortly after midnight,
he was roused from sleep by the des- ,
perate cries of men, and the clash of
metal outside his bedroom.

Before he could more than sit up,
the door burst open, and swarms of
Venusian soldiers poured inside.

The battle lines to the northeast
had been opened up. |

It was the third night of his cap-
tivity, the hanging night. Tews quiv=-
ered as the guards came for him
about an hour after dusk, and led
him out into the fire-lit darkness. He
was to be first. As his body swung -
aloft, twenty thousand Venusians
would tug on the ropes around the
necks of ten thousand Linnan sol-
diers. The writhings and twistings
that would follow were expected to
last ten or more minutes.

The night upon which Tews gazed
with glazed eyes was like nothing he
had ever seen. Uncountably numer-
ous fires burned on a vast plain. In
the near distance he could see the
great post upon which he was to be
executed. The other posts began just
beyond it. There were rows of them,
and they had been set up less than
five feet apart, with the rows ten
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feet from each other, to make room
for camp fires that lighted the scene.

- The doomed men were already at
their posts, tied hand and foot, the
ropes around their necks. Tews
could only see the first row with any
clearness. They were all officers,
that first line of victims; and they
stood at ease almost to a man. Some
were chatting with those near them,
as Tews was led up, but the conver-
sation stopped as they saw him.

Never in his life had Tews seen
such consternation flare into so many
faces at once. There were cries
of horror, groans of incredulous de-
spair.

Tews did not expect to be recog-
nized, but it was possible the men
had been taunted with his identity.
Their eyes were curious, but his
three-day beard and the night with
its flickering fire shadows gave them
little opportunity to be sure. :

No one said anything as he
mounted the scaffold. Tews himself
stood stiff and pale as the rope was
fitted around his neck. He had or-
dered many a man to be hanged in_
his time. Itwasa different and thrill-
ing sensation to be the victim not the
judge.

The passion of anger that came
was rooted in a comprehension that
had been gathering in his brain for
three days: the comprehension that
he wouldn’t be where he was if he
had actually believed that a resurrec-
tion was in progress. . Instead, he
had counted on Jerrin maintaining
his forces against the enemy, while
his three legions seized control from
Jerrin.
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Deep down inside, he had believed
in Jerrin’s honesty.

He had sought to humiliate Jerrin,
so that he could nullify the rightful
honors of a young man with whom
he did not wish to share the power
of the state.

His desperate fury grew out of
the consciousness — too late — that
Jerrin had in reality been plotting
against him.

That chaos-of thought would have
raged on but for one thing: At that
moment he happened to glance down,
and there, below the platform, with
a group of Venusian leaders, stood
Clane.

The shock was too great to take

-all in one mental jump. Tews glared

down at the slim young man, and
the picture was absolutely clear now.
There had been a treasonable deal
between Jerrin and the Venusians.

He saw that the mutation was in
his temple scientist fatigue gown,
and that he carried the four foot
metal “rod of fire.” That brought a
memory. Hehad forgotten all about
the benediction in the sky. He looked
up, but the blackness wds unrelieved.
If the ship and the gondola were up
there they were part of the night, in-
visible and unattainable.

His feverish gaze flashed down
again at the mutation. He braced
himself, but before he could speak,
Clane said :

“Your excellency, let us waste no
time with recriminations. Your death
would renew the civil war in Linn,
That is the last thing we desire, as
we shall prove tonight, beyond all
your suspicions.”
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Tews had hold of himself sudden-
ly. With a flare of logic, he exam-
.ined the chances of a rescue. There
was none. If spaceships should try
to land troops, the Venusians need
merely pull on their ropes, and hang
the bound men—and then turn their
vast, assembled army to hold off the
scattered attacks launched from
scores of spdteships. That was one
maneuver they had undoubtedly pre-
pared against; and since it was the
only possible hope, and it couldn’t
take place, then Clane’s words were
a meaningless fraud.

He forgot that, for the Venusian
emperor, a grim-faced man of fifty
or so was climbing the platform
steps. He stood there for minutes
_while silence gradually fell on the
enormous crowds. Then he stepped
to the front group of megaphones
and spoke in the common language
of Venus:

“Fellow Venusians, on this night
of our vengeance for all the crimes
that have been committed against us
by the empire of Linn, we have with
us an agent of the commanding gen-
eral of our vile enemy. He has come
to us with an offer, and I want him
to come up here and tell it to you,
so that you can laugh in his face as
T did.”

There was a mass shriek from the
darkness: “Hang him! Hang him,
too!”

Tews was chilled by that fierce
cry, but he was forced to admire the
cunning of the Venusian leader.
Here was a man whose followers
must many times have doubted his
wisdom in fighting the war to a fin-
ish. His face, even in those shadows,

HOME OF THE GODS

showed the savage lines of obstinacy,
of a badly worried general, who
knew what criticism could be. What
an opportunity this was for gaining
public support.

Clane was climbing the steps. He
waited -until silence once more .was
restored, and then said in a surpris-
ingly strong voice:

“The atom gods of Linn, whose
agent I am, are weary of this war.
I call upon them to end it NOW !”

The Venusian emperor started to-
wards him. “That isn’t what you were
going to say,” he cried. “You—"

He stopped. Because the sun came
out.

The sun came out. Several hours
had passed, since it had sunk behind
the flaming horizon of the northern
sea. Now, in one leap it had jumped
to the sky directly overhead.

The scene of so many imminent
deaths stood out as in the brightness
of noon. All the posts with their
victims still standing beneath them,
the hundreds of thousands of Venu-
sian spectators, the great plain with
the now visible coastal city in the
distance—were brilliantly lighted.

The shadows began on the other
side of the plain. They city could
only be seen by vague light reflec-
tions. The sea beyond to the north .
and the mountains to the south were
as deep as ever in blackness.

Seeing that darkness, Tews real-
ized that it was not the sun at all
above, but an incredible ball of fire,
a source of light that, in this cubic
mile of space equaled the sun in
magnitude of light.
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The gods of Linn had answered
the call made to them.,

His realization ended. There was
a cry from scores of thousands of
throats, a cry stranger and more hor-
rible than any sound that Tews had
ever heard. There was fear in it,
and despair, and an awful reverence.
Men and women alike started.to sink
to their knees.

At that moment the extent of the
defeat that was here penetrated to
the Venusian leader. He let out a
terrible cry of his own—and leaped
towards the catch that would release
the trapdoor on which Tews stood.
From the corner of one eye, Tews
saw Clane bring up the rod of fire,

There was no fire, but the emperor
dissolved. Tews could never after-
wards decide what actually happened,
yet he had a persistent memory of a
human being literally turning into
liquid stuff. Liquid that collapsed
onto the platform, and burned a hole
through the wood. The picture was
so impossible that he closed his eyes,
and never again quite admitted the
reality to himself.

When he opened his eyes again,
spaceships were coming down from
the sky. To the now prostrate Venu-
sians, the sudden appearance of fifty
thousand Linpnan soldiers among
them must have seemed like a mira-
cle as great as the two they had al-
ready witnessed.

An entire reserve army was cap-
tured that night, and, though the war
on other islands dragged on and on,
the great island of Uxta was com-
pletely captured within a few weeks.

Clane’s words had been proved be-
yond all suspicions.

On a cloudy afternoon a week
later, Clane was among the distin-
guished Linnans who attended the
departure of the flotilla of ships,
which- was to accompany the Lord
Adviser Tews back to Earth. :

Tews and his retinue arrived, and
as he came up to the platform, a
group of temple Initiates burst into
a paroxysm of singing. The Lord
Adviser stopped, and stood for a
minute, a faint smile on his face,
listening.

The return to Earth, quletly sug-
gested by Clane, suited him com-
pletely. He would take with him the
first tidings of the Venusian victory,
He would have time to scotch any
rumors that the Lord Adviser him-
self had been humiliatingly captured.
And,.above all, he would be the one
who would insist upon full triumph
honors for Jerrin.

He was amazed that he had tem-
porarily forgotten his old cunnings
about things like that. As he climbed
aboard the flagship, the Initiates
broke into a new spasm of sound.

It was clear that the atom gods.
too, were satisfied.

THE END.
CONCERNING E AND A
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TIME

Blinded by the bomb-flash and
numbed by the narcotic injection, he
could not estimate the extent of his
injuries, but he knew that he was
dying. Around him, in the darkness,
voices sounded as through a thick
wall.

“They mighta left mosta these
Joes where they was. Half of them
won’t even last till the truck comes.”

“No matter; s