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‘A MONTH?

If This Were You—
Laid Up By

SICKNESS
OR ACCIDENT-

What Would It Mean
To YOU To Get Up To

$150.00

Amazing New Policy

Z0STS ONLY 3¢ A DAY

If sickness or accident should strike YOU—lay you up, dis-
abled—stop your income, perhaps for months—don’t face the
additional  worry of money for bills and expenses! Protect
yourself and your loved ones with the remarkable low cost
Sterling Sickness and Accident Policy! For only 8c a day this
amazing policy provides ACTUAL CASH—to help pay bills
and expenses! Pays you up to $150.00 a month for sickness,
including Hospital Benefits; $100.00 a month for accident;
pays as much as $2,500.00 for loss of limbs, sight, or accidental
death, plus many other liberal benefits, as provided in policy.

Pays Cash For Common Sicknesses

And All Types Of Accidents

‘his- policy covers sicknesses common to men and women,
ers all types of accidents as happen every day in or by

—~automobiles or trucks, on street, at home, on the farm, in fac-

tory, while at work, etec. Benefits payable from FIRST DAY,

as explained in policy.
MORE THAN EASY MONTHLY TERMS
Because we deal direct with you and have

5500 uuﬂ 00 PAID no agents, your cost of this insurance is
, L]

amazingly low. Only 3¢ a day, in easy
monthly payments,

Young and old — men, women, protection features.

children, ages 15 to 64 without ments.

Doctor’s Examination — are eli-

gible for this liberal insurance.

More than $500,000.00 Cash Bene- ]u DAYS FREE INSPEBTIUN
fits already paid on Sterling Pol- SEND Nﬂ MUNEY! s}gﬁrﬂiilom-o;r?r.

icies. Big, responsible, Legal
Reserve Stock Company. $100,- \\'Il'itg, glit:ing ryour agg, anﬁd‘the n::{pe anld
q n i ri f relationship of your beneficiary. We will
. D INSPECTION. No obligation whatever.
protection of all policy-holders. Act now.

STERLING INSURANCE CO.
5641 Jackson-Franklin Bildg. Chicago, IIl.

brings you all these
No dues—no assess-

Liberal Benefits At
Amazing Low Cost
AS MUCH AS

$2,500.00

paid to you IN CASH for
Accidental Death or Loss of
Limbs or Eyesight.

o $150.00

a month for sickness includ-
ing Hospital Benefits.

7 $100.00

a motith for disability due to
accident.

$100.00

Cash paid as Emergency Aid
or Identification Benefit.

OTHER LIBERAL BENEFITS

Doctor’s bill for non disabling
injuries — 10% increase in
benefits for 5 years at no
extra cost.

All Benefits as described
on Policy




C. W. HARBERT
Aviation Cadet
Bristol, W. Va.

€D "1 took off from Pensacola on a
night training flight in my single-
seater fighting plane,” writes Cadet
Harbert. “Later, as I started home-
ward, a heavy fog roHed in. The land-
ing freld was blotted out!

@ "I% was too dangerous—for myself and those below—to attempt a landing. I had to
bail out in that pea soup fog! Heading for open country, I circled at 5,000 feet until the
gasoline gauge showed empty, then jammed the stick forward and catapulted into space!

SR

@ "] landed waist-deep in the wide mouth of a river. Marooned by deep water
£ on all sides, I grabbed my flashlight, and —despite the soaking—it worked!
e Guided by its beam, two fishermen eventually found and rescued me~thanks

to ‘Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries—which  (Signed) W »
/7

" you can depend on in emergencies!

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER.... /os/ fo» 4 DATE-LIN®

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y.
Usit of Union Carbide [I[AR and Carbon Corporation
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A Complete Book-Length Scientifiction Novel

Captain Future and the
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for the Greatest Interplanetary Outlaw of All Time! .
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3. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute
stablished 25 years
He has directed the training
of more men for the Radio
Indusiry than anyone else.

I TRAINED
THESE MEN

Service
Manager
for Four

Stores

a ‘T was work-

*

1t Shows How [/ Train You

af Home in You

GOOD JOB

Clip the coupon and mail it. I’m certain I can train
you at home in your spare time to be a Radio Tech-
nician. I will send you my firsi lesson free. ¥xamine
it, read it, see how clear and easy it is to understand,
Judge for yourself whether my course is planned to
help you get a good job in Radio, a young growing
field with a fufure. ou don’t need to give up your
Dresent jeb, or spend a lot of money to become a Radio
Technician. I train you at home in your spare time.

Jobs Like These Go to Men
Who Know Radio

Radio broadcasting stations employ engineers, operators,
station managers and pay well for trained men. Radio
manufaeturers employ testers, inspectors, foremen, ser-
vicemen in good pay jobs with opportunities for advance-
ment. Radio jobbers and deslers employ installation and
servicemen. Many Radio Technicians open their own
Radio sales and repair businesses and make $30, $40,
$50 a week. Others hold their regular jobs and make $5
to $10 a week fixing Radios in spare time. Automobile,
police, aviation, coramercial Radio; loudspeaker systems,
electronic devices, are newer fields offering good op-
bortunities to qualified men. And my Course jincludes
Television, which promises to open many geod jobs soom.

ipare lime for &

IN RADIO

§ ing in a garage

when 1 enrolled
with N.R.I. In a few months
I made enough to pay for
the course three or four
times. I am now Radio ser-
vice manager for the M - - ~
Furniture Cs. for their four
stores.”’-——JAMES E. RYAN,
1548 Slade St., Fall River,
Mass.

Why Many Radio Technicians
Make $30, $40, $50 a Week

Radio is already one of the country’s large industries
even though it is still young and growing. The arrival
of Television, the use of Radio principles in industry,
are hut a few of many recent Radio developments. More
than 28,000,600 homes have one or more Radios. There
are more Radios than telephones. Every year millions
of Radios get out of date and are replaced, Millions
more need new tubes, repairs, etc. Over 5,000,000 auto
Radios_are in use and thousands more are being sold

Owns Shop, every day. In every branch Radio is offering more op-
Makes portunities—opportumities for which I give you the re-
$3,000 quired knowledge of Radio at home in your spare time.
a Year Yeos, the few hundred $30, $40, $50 2 week jobs of 20

years ago have grown to thousands,

*‘Before tak

your Course Many Make $5 to $10 a Week

earned about
17% cents per hour as a
truck drliive;.o Vl&'heu I ha%
il O S ar  The day you enrcll, in addition to .

i . my regular course,
g;rl]eads‘se;la(;e Iw Oligvenmadg I start sending you Extra Money Job Sheets which start
about $3,000 in Radio, I 500Wng you how to do actual o repair jobs.
now own my own shop.”— Lhroughout your training, I send plans and directions

T, KELLY, 306 W, Yhich have helped many make from $300 to $500 a
Calhoun St., Magnolia, Ark, Y°&T In sparo time while learning.

You Get Practical Experience

hile Learning

T send you special Radio equipment, show you how to
conduct experiments, build eircuits illustrating impor-
tant principles used in modern Radic and Television

Extra in Spare Time
While Learning

$10 fo $20
a Week in
Spare Time

“T repaired

‘ many Radie
& sets when I

was on my tenth lesson and
¥ have made enough money
to pay for my Radio course
and also my instruments. I
really don’t see how you
can give so much for such
& small amount of money.
I made $600 in a year and
& half, and I have made an
to $20 a

spare time.
JOHN JERRY, 1529 Arapa-

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 9N09,

64-page hook “Rich Rewards in

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

Dear Mr, Smith: Send me FREB, without oblization, your Sample Lesson and
Radio” which tells about Radio’s spare time and full-
time opportunities and explains your 50-50 method of training men at home to be Radio

receivers, broadeasting station and loudspeaker installa-
tions, 50-50 method of tralning gives you th
printed instruction and actual work with Radio parts
—makes learning at home interesting, fascinating, prac-
tical. I ALSO GIVE YOU A MODERN, PROFES-
SIONAL, ALL-WAVE RADIO SET SBERVICING IN-
STRUMENT to help you make more money fixing Badio
sots while learning and to equip you with a prefessional
insfrument for full time work after you graduate.

Find Out What Radio Offers You

Act today. Mail the coupon for Sample Lesson and my
64-page Book, “Rich Rewards in Radio.” They point
eut Radio’s spare time and full time opportunities and
those coming in Television; tell about my course in
Radio and Television; show Jetters from men I have
trained telling what they are doing and earning. Read
my money back agreement. Find out what Radio offers
YOU! AIL COUPON in an envelope, or pasie on &
postecard—NOW !

J. E. SMITH, PRESIDENT, DEPT. 9N09
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE,
WASHINGTON, D. C.

MAIL
COUDON
Now /

64 PAGE BOOK
SAMPLE LESSON

AGE.

hoe St., Denvér, Colo. Technipians. (Write Plainly.)
A Tested WAY » jﬁ::ms
o BETTER PAY e
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Complete with Power Unit— Works 0ff 110 Volt AC or DC Light Cirouit \

Hore at last is a ahle machine that doos real we!dine. brazing md
soldering, yet is pr within the reach o( The 8 in 1 comes to K
wi s yari re%y and gl ams-
es “needed to do varlous repair gj(;l])s. Ib i& alk to plug in a light
socket—nothing extra to buy. ple instructions make 1t. Doselble for
you ,to do first class work casily without any previous experience or me-
chariical sklll. The 3 in I instantly creates a terrific lame by just touching
the carbons together.

REPAIR FENDERS, AUTO BODIES, TANKS,
BICYCLES, RADIOS, ETG.

The 3 !n 1.1 tdeal lor auto body repaifs and: fender weld jobs and .stesm

metal shops, encineers, maintengnes men and janitors
wm dnd 1t Lndjspmsaole By following . eiinplo instructions. heayy work
eouutlecshjals nroun a bo d‘;;'gnu ‘rve%anxscaoanzfﬁnme NUMmenBcﬁtAm

ms or e

COPPER, IRON, STEEL AND OTHER METALS. -

AGENTS! You will find qu!ck <y sales waltine for emur
garages, factories, cheet. metal, radiacend blecle Tegair F stips; ‘nd Thany oo
ages. Write at oncs for free —pmlculm tﬁw you can get
Electric Tomb absolutely fres for dem purposss by helpmg to

A“TED Wiaot. the Iw‘mﬁ Woat.

MEN AND WOMEN TO MAKE Yo ‘322! 'A WEEK

Famous. (Proneors

recelved,a new cara.
arned 3

“muu?gmmmhomﬂvm i“ our

ol . o A New Companien Magazine

of Action-Packed Fietion

LEARN CHEMISTRY AT HOME

40 complete lessone, 80 pages ?71 :
Sllghtl:;) s%ﬂed eomplete ﬁoﬁseh teratu‘ge mqlﬂg.{l

money-bac gran <

®. P. Lewis Co., B, Eard 8t., New York, U. 8. A. !

Now on Sale, 10c at All Stands




| WILL GIVE MY
COMPLETE MONEY MAKING
DISPLAY OUTHIT

T0 RELIABLE MEN AND
WOMEN WHO

NEED
casu/

If you are in earnest about
wanting to make money—if you want
to enjoy -the independence of having a i
pleasant, profitable, all year ’round business of

your own—write at once for full details of my Free
Offer! To &n honest, reliable man or woman in any open z
Jocality I will give the big, valuabls outfit pictured here a.bsolutely You ows it to yourself to write and see what wonderful success so
FREE. You don’t send me 8 Ppenny. There are mo ““ifs,”” ‘‘ands” many others have enioyed with this tested and proven nioney-making
or “buis’ about this offer. It is a straight business proposition— Plan. Let. me mail you full particulars—then you can judge
and a fine one—for reliable men and women who are willing to whether you want to start in making money at once. You can devete
devete full time or part time. your full time or part time.

Certainly This Is An Opporfunity

~ operate rizht in your own locality. Your home is your
headquarters. You don’t have to rent an office or store-
room, or invest in fixtures or big stocks of goods.

Splendid Cash Profits

With the splendid outfit I give you, you can start at once in a fine-
paying home-owned business as I.ocal Food Distributor. Don’t

think you can’t, because you positively do not need experience te
start. Under my simple, sure-fire plan you distribute coffee, teas,
deliclous food products and many other fast selling, quick repeating,
dafly necessities, direct to the home. You make regulsr calls, take
orders, make deliveries and pocket a big profit. In fact, your average
gross profit is from 30 to 40 cents on every doliar you take in.

I Send Everything You Need To Start Right Out

With the complete Free Outfit, containing a larze assortment of
rezular full size packages, I also give you a proven, successful plan
which anyone can follow. I give you advertising material, trial-size

Worth Inquiring Abou¥ NOW

This 13 a sincere, bonafide offer made to you B the President of a
big, reliable, old-established company eperat] from Coast to
Coast. Under my plan, you run your own busmess You don’t have
to be out of work, without-money. You can be independent. You
can have money. You can build up-a sound profitable business.
You can handle all the cash angd keep a liberal share for

! give you FREE the big valuable Outﬂt containing everything you

need to start, That's how much faith I have in the success of my

time-tested money-making Plan. Now den’t put this matter nﬂ
I don't want you to send me a penny. But I eamestly urge you
to mail the coupon today and get the whole interesting story.

saroples to give away, and everything else you need to start earning
your very first day. And you can save money as well as make
money—because you can get any or all of these household necessities
for yourself at wholesale prices,

E. J. MILLS, President, 8050 M ith Ave., Cincibnati, O.

RUSH COUPON

I am certain that you will find this a most fascinating business once you
starf. You'll be your own boss, free to come and go as you please, free to
set your own hours. You'll get to meet interesting people who will become
your friends; they’ll welcome you into their homes and will give you steady
orders, Unless you take advantage of my Free Offer you may be missing the
very money-making opportunity you have been looking for!l

FOR FREE OFFER!

E. J. MILLS, President

Another reascn why my Plan has proved so successful for hundreds of men
and wamen is that my products are household necessities—fast sellers and
quick repeaters. Begides tempting foods; T have over one hundred other
daily housebold neocessities—and you can handle them all. ~ Besides this—
under my liberal oredit pian—you can operate omn my capital, You can

.
& i = ARSI 1
You Handle Only Quality Products And Are Proud of Them 250N Ave.; A= Ohi

» Y Suchity i Without the slightest obligation on my pert, please I
I wouldn’t want to go into any business handlinz cheap merchandise, and ¥ I mail me full partieulars about your offer of a Com- §

don’t ask anyone else to do so. We maintain absolute control over the plete Free Outfit, a.nd tell me how I can start making
quality of our products. Each and every product in the line is tested and i money at once as a Local Food Distributor for your i
approved, fer purity and uniform high quality, in our own pure-food kitchens | nationally famous Droducts. i

and laboratories. Every package is backed by our powerful guarantes of

satisfaction or money back, | Fexe 1
i Name  .... ... AR LRSS sesasse SRTETa ey
Necessities That Every Home Must Buy Fddbas s e R 1
i 1
1 1

(Pleass Prmt or err,o Plainly)

Lecsssactoiccscaonpal



FOOT ITCH

ATHLETE'S FOOT

Send Coupon
Don't Pay Until Relieved

According to the Government Health
Bulletin No. E-28, at least 50% of the
adult population of the United States
are being attacked by #he disease known
as Athlete’s Foot.

Usually the disease starts between
the toes. Little watery blisters form,
and the skin cracks and peels. After a
while, the itching becomes intense, and
you feel as though you would like to
scrateh off all the skin.

BEWARE OF IT SPREADING

Often the disease travels all over the
bottom of the feet. The soles of your
feet become red and swollen. '[%e skin
also ¢racks and peels, and the itching

es worse and worse.

Get relief from this disease as quiekly
as possible, because it is very conta-
gious, and it may go to your hands or
ieven to the under arm or erotch of the
legs.

IIERE’S HOW TO RELIEVE i

The germ that causes the disease is
known as Tinea Trichophyton. It buries
itself deep in the tissues of the skin and
is very hard to kill. A test made shows
it takes 15 minutes of boiling to kill the
germ ; so you can see why Athlete’s Foot
is so hard to relieve.

H. F. was developed solely for the
purpose of relieving Athlete’s Foot. It
is a liquid that penetrates and dries
quickly. You just paint the affected
parts. It peels off the tissue of the skin
where the germ breeds.

ITCHING STOPS QUICKLY

When you apply H. F. you may find that
the itching is quiekly relieved. You should
paint the infected parts with H, F. night and
morning until your feet are better. Usually
this takes from three to ten days, although in
severe cases be sure to consult a specialist.

H. F. should leave the skin soft and smooth.
You may marvel at the quick way it brings
you relief,

H. F. SENT ON FREE TRIAL

Sign and mail the coupon, and a bottle of
H. F. will be mailed you immediately. Don’
send any money and don’t
pay the postman any money;
don’t pay anything any
time unless H. F. is helping
you. If it does help you, we
know you will be glad
to send us $1 for, the
boftle at the end
of ten days. That's
how much faith we
have in H. F. Read,
sign and mail the cou-
pen today.

%1,”%
r---.. ----- p

| GORE PRODUCTS, ING. T.F.

g 849 Perdide St., New Orleans, La,

| sepms for oo froutie  dorhed Ghove
supply for as desc

i 1 agmee to use # according ecﬁions

l If at the end of 10 days my feet are ge

I better, T will senel y,ou 31. If I am nb
entirely satisfied, I will return the unused

l portion of the bottle to you within 15 days

' from the time I receive it.

| yaME o

| Aopress

l CIEN: = =7 SR e




HE Wizard of Science! Capiain Future!

The most colorful planeteer in the Solar System makes
his debut in this, America’'s newest and most scintillating
_ scientifiction magazine—CAPTAIN FUTURE.

This is the magazine more than one hundred thousand scien-
tifiction followers have been clamoring for! Here, for the first
time in scientifiction history, is a publication devoted exclu-
sively to the thrilling exploits of the greatest fantasy character

of all time!

Follow the flashing rocket-trail of the Comet as the most ex-
traordinary scientist the nine worlds have ever known explores
the outposts of the cosmos to the very shores of infinity. Read
about the Man of Tomorrow today!

Meet the companions of Captain Future, the most glamorous

trio in the Universel

Grag, the giont, metal robot; Otho, the man-made, synthetic
android; and aged Simon Wright, the living Brain.

This all-star parade of the most unusual characters in the
realm of fontasy is presented for jdur entertainment. Come
along with this amazing band as they rove the uncharted space-
ways—in each issue of CAPTAIN FUTURE!

And readers—please drop us a line and let us know what
you think of this first issue! UNDER OBSERVATION will be
our reqular correspondence department—where you can air

your views in public! Be sure to send those letters along!
—THE EDITOR.



To those who think
LEARNING MUSIC

Is hard..

ERHAPS yoy think that taking music les-
sons is like taking a dose of medicine. It
isn’t any longer!
As far as you’re concerned, the old days of
long practice hours with their scales and hard-
work exercises and expensive personal teacher
fees are over and done with.

For, through a method that removes the bore-
domy and extravagance from music lessons, you
can now learn to play your favorite instrument
entirely at home—without a private teacher—
in an amazingly short time—at a fraction of
the usual cost.

J;;st.imagx‘ne . . . a methed that has made the reading and
fo lga%%v one note from another to begin. Do you wonder

that this remarkable way of learning music has already
been vouched for by over 700,000 people in all parfs of the

world ?
EASY AS CAN BE!

The lessons come to you by mail from the famous U. S.
Sehool of Music. They éonsist of complete printed instruc-
bon%-odxagrams, and all the music you need. It’s actually
fun %o learn this simple way, One week you are learining a
dreamy waltz—the néxt you are mastering a stirring march.
As the lessons continue they prove easier and easier. For in-
stead of just scales you are always learning to play by actual
notes the classic favorites and the latest syncopation that
formerly you only listered to.

And you're never in hot water. First, you are told how a
1_:ﬁmg is done. Then a picture shows you how, then you do
it yourself and hear it. No private teacher could make it
clearer or easier.

NEW FRIENDS—BETTER TIMES

Soon, when your friends say “please play something.” you
can surprise and entertain them with pleasing melodies on

our favorite instrument. You’ll find yourself in the spot-
Exb_ t—popular everywhere.

of musie so;dbwnright simple that you don’t have -

If you're tired of just looking-on at x}arties——if you've been

envious of ‘others entertaining your friends and family—if
learning music has always been one of those never-to-come-
true dreams, let the time-proven and tested home-study
method of the U, S. School of Musie ecome to your rescue.

Don’t be afraid to begin your lessons at once. Over 700,000
people have studied musie this modern way—and found it
easy as A.B.C. Forzet that old-fashioned idea that you
need special “talent.”” And bear, in mind no magter-which
instrument you choose, the cost in each case will average
the same—just a few cents a day, No matter whether you
are a mere beginner or already & good performer you will
be interested in learning about thik newly perfected method.

Our wonderful illustfated Free Book and our Free Demon-
stration Lesson explain all about this remarkable method.
They show just how anyone ¢an learn to play his favarite
instrument by note in a short time and for just a fraction
of what old slow methods cost.

Read the list of instruments below, decide which one you
want tolearn to play. Act NOW. Clip and mail this coupon
today, and the fascinating Free Book and Free Demonstra-
tion Lesson will be sent to you at once. No obligation, In-
struments supplied when needed, cash or credit. U. S.
Schoo!l of Music, 29412 Brunswick Blde.,, New York City.

FREE DEMONSTRATION LESSON & BOOKLET

D L

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 29412 Brunswick Bldg., New York City
Please send me your free book “How You Can Learn Music in
Your Own Homs,”” with inspiring message by Dr. Frank Crane,
Free Demonstration Lesson and particulars of your easy paymeht
plan. I am interested in the following course:

Piano Cello Trombone Ukulele Organ
Vielin Hawaiian Cornst Flute Modern Elementary
Guitar Guitar Trumpet  Picolo Harmony
Accordion  Banjo Harp Drumé and Véice culture
Saxophone Wandolin  Clarinet Traps

Siae S e eTmes s e g A b e Have you Imstr.?.......... e
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THIS

BEAUTIFUL
DESK .2 100

WITH ANY

REMINGTON PORTABLE TYPEWRITER

A beautiful desk in a neutral blue-green—trimmed in black
and silver—made of sturdy fibre board—now available for
only one dollar ($1.00) to purchasers of a Remington Deluxe
Noiseless Portable Typewriter. The desk is so light that it
can be moved anywhere without trouble. It will hold six hun«
dred (600) pounds. This combination gives you a miniature
office at home. Mail the coupon today.

THESE EXTRAS FOR YOU
LEARN TYPING FREE

To help you even further, you get Free with this
special offer a 24-page booklet, prepared by experts,
to teach you quickly how to typewrite by the touch
method. en you buy a Noiseless you get this free
Remington Rand gift that increases the pleasure of
using your Remington Deluxe Noiseless Portable.
Remember, the touch typing book is sent Free while
this offer holds.

SPECIAL CARRYING CASE

The Remington Deluxe Noiseless Portable is light in
weight, easily carried about. With this offer Reming-
ton supplies a beautiful carrying case sturdily built of
3-ply wood bound with a special Dupont Fabric.

SPECIFICATIONS

ALL ESSENTIAL FEATURES of large standard
office machines appear in the Noiseless Deluxe Port-
able—standard 4-tow keyboard; back spacer; margin
ato&s) and margin release; double shift key; two color
ribbon and automatic reverse; variable line spacer;
paper fingers; makes as many as sevea carbons; takes
paper 9.5” wide; writes lines 8.2”” wide, black key
cards and white letters, rubber cushioned feet.

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

The Remington Noiseless Deluxe Portable Typewriter is
sold on a trial basis with a money-back guarantee. If, after
ten days trail, you are not entirely satisfied, we will take
it back, paying all shipping charges and refunding your
good will deposit at once. You take no risk.

Remington Rand Inc. Dept 169-12

465 Washington St., Buifalo, N. ¥.

|
Tell me, without obligation, how to get a Fres Trial of a I
new Remington Noiseless Deluxe Portable, including

Carrying Case and Free Typing Booklet, for as little as l
10c a day. Send Catalogue. i
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Follow the quest of Custis
Newton, wizardman of |
science, as he scours the
worlds of tomerrow in the
hunt for the greatest inter-

planctary outlaw of all time!

A Book-Length Novel of
Planet Conquest

EDMOND HAMILTON
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Captain Future’s body be-

came translucent. He was be-

coming—invisible!  (Chapter
Xiv)
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CHAPTER I

Doem on Jupiter

HE chill, uncanny breath of a
dark menace millions of miles
away pervaded the spacious,
saftly-lit office high in the greatest of
New York’s mighty towers.

The man who sat there at an ebonite
desk was worried. Facing a broad
window which framed the stupendous
pinnacles of the moonlit city, he could
feel that cold, malign aura. He shud-
dered at the thought of what he knew
was happening even at this moment.

“It can’t go on,” he muttered sickly
to himself. “That horror must be
stopped, semehow. Or else—"

James Carthew, President of the
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Earth Government which had ruled
all humanity since the last World

War, was not an old man. Fifty was

considered the prime of life, in these
days. But the appalling responsibili-
ties of guiding the destinies of all
mankind had aged this man before his
time.

His gray-shot hau' was thinning
around his high forehead. There were
deep lines of strain in his keen, pow-
erful face, and his dark eyes were
haunted by haggard weariness and
lurking fear.

As the door of his office opened his
thin hands gripped the edges of his
desk convulsively.

North Bonnel, his slender,
young secretary, entered.

“The liner from Jupiter just landed,
sir,” he reported. “I had a flash from
the spaceport.”

“Thank heavens!” Carthew mut-
tered. “Sperling should be here in five
minutes. He knows I'm waiting for
his report.”

Bonnel hesitated.

“I hope he’s reached the bottom of
that mystery out there. The special
committee of Jupiter citizens called
by televisor again this evening.”

“I know—calling to protest again
about conditions on Jupiter,” Carthew
said bitterly. “Each one of them try-
ing to voice a louder complaint than
the others.”

“You can hardly blame them, sir,”
the young secretary ventured to say.
“Things must be pretty horrible out
there on Jupiter, with that hideous
thing spreading as it is.”

“Sperling will have found out
what’s causing it,” the President as-
serted confidently. He looked at the

dark

perpetual uranium clock on his desk.

“He ought to be arriving any sec-
ond—

A scream from somewhere in the
lower levels of the great Government
Tower cut him off. It was a woman’s
scream.

There were many girl clerks em-
ployed here in the huge Government
Headquarters for Earth and its planet
colonies. Even at night, some of them
were always in the building. But what
had frightened one of them into utter-
ing that agonized scream?

James Carthew had risen to his feet
behind his desk, his aging face paling
with sudden apprehension. The sec-
retary started violently.

“Something wrong, sir!
see—-”

He started toward the door. It was
suddenly flung open from outside.

Young Bonnel recoiled wildly.

“My God!” he cried.

In the open door stood a hideous
and incredible figure, a monstrosity
out of nightmare.

It was a giant, hunched ape, hairy
and abhorrent. Its squat figure wore
a man’s zipper-suit of white synthe-
silk. In the too-tight garment, the
creature looked like a gruesome trav-
esty on humanity, its brutish, hairy
face a bestial mask, jaws parted to re-
veal great fangs. Its eyes blazed with
a cold glitter as it started into the
room. “Look out!” Bonnel yelled
frantically.

I’d better

WHITE-FACED guard in the

dark uniform of the Planet Po-
lice appeared in the door. He leveled
his flare-gun swiftly at the monstrous
ape.

“Wait—don’t shoot!” James Cart-
hew cried suddenly, as he locked into
the monster’s hairy face.

His warning was too late. The
guard had seen nothing but an incred-
ible, menacing creature advancing to-
ward the President. He had squeezed
the trigger.

The little flare from the pistol *
struck the ape’s broad back. The
creature’s bestial face contorted in

~ sudden agony. With a deep, almost

human groan, it collapsed.

James Carthew, with a cry of hor-
ror, jumped forward. His face was
paper-white as he bent over the crea-
ture.

The ape’s eyes, strange blue eyes,
had a dying light in them as they
looked up at the President. The crea-
ture strove to speak.

From the hairy throat came a
hoarse, gurgling rattle—dying words,
thickened to a brutish growl; but dim-
ly recognizable.

“Jupiter — the Space Emperor—
causing atavism—"' the thing gasped
hoarsely in dying accents.
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It sought to raise its head, its fad-
ing blue eyes weirdly human in agon-
ized apprehension and appeal as they
looked up at the President.

“Danger from—"

And then, as it sought to form an-
other word, life ebbed swiftly, and the
creature sank back, its eyes glazing.

“Dead!” Carthew exclaimed, trem-
bling violently.

“My God, it talked!” cried the
white-faced guard. “That ape—
talked !”

“It’s not an ape. It's a man!” said
James Carthew hoarsely.

He got to his feet. Guards and of-
ficials were running alarmedly into
the office.

“Get out—all of you,” Carthew
whispered, making a gesture with his
trembling hand.

Horrified, still staring at the mon-
strous, hairy corpse on the floor, they
withdrew and left the President and
his secretary alone with the macabne
corpse.

“Good God—those blue eyes—it
couldn’t be Sperling?” cried the shud-
dering young secretary.

“Yes, it’s Sperling all right,” James
Carthew said soffly. “I recognized
him, by his eyes, a moment too late.
John Sperling, our best secret agent—

o ;xptain qurWizard

ST
of Science

transformed into that dead brute on
the floor!”

“You sent him to investigate the
horror on Jupiter, and he fell prey to
it!” Bonnef exclaimed hoarsely.
“He changed, like those others out
there, from man to brute. Yet he was
still man enough to try to get here and
make his report!”

The pale young secretary looked be-
seechingly at his chief.

“What is it that’s causing that hor-
rible wave of monstrosities out on Ju-
piter? Hundreds of cases in the last
month—hundreds of men changing
into apish brutes!”

“Whatever it is, it’s something big-
ger than just Jupiter,” Carthew whis-
pered haggardly. “Suppose this
strange plague spreads to the other
planets—to Earth?”

Bonnel blanched at the hideousness
of the suggestion.

“Good God, that must not happen!”

The President looked down at the
hairy body that a few weeks before
had been the keenest, most stalwart
man in the whole force of the Planet
Police secret agents.

“Sperling may have written out a
report,” Carthew muttered. “Secret
agents are not supposed to do so,
but—"
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'ASTILY, the young secretary
searched the clothing of the
hairy creature. He uttered a little ex-
clamation as he drew forth a paper.
It was covered with crude, almost
illegible writing, like the scrawl of a
child. It was headed, “To the Presi-
dent.” Carthew read it aloud:

Ship only one day from Earth, but feel
myself changing so fast, I fear I wor’t be
able to talk or think clearly by then. Was
stricken by the atavism on Jupiter, days ago.
Tried to get back to Earth to report what I
learned, before I became completely unhu-
man.

T’'ve learned that the blight on Jupiter is
being caused by a mysterious being called
the Space Emperor. Don’t know whether
he’s Earthman or a Jovian. How he causes
this doom, I don’t know, but it is some power
he uses secretly on Earthman there. 1 felt
nothing of it, until I noticed myself chang-
ing, becoming foggy-minded, brutish.

Can’t write much more now—getting hard
to hold pen—haven’t dared to leave my cab-
in on this ship, I’ve changed so badly—mind
getting foggier—wish I could have learned
more—

The young secretary’s eyes had hor-
ror and pity in them as James Carthew
read the last words.

“So Sperling failed to learn any-
thing except that this horrible flight
was being deliberately caused by some
human agency!” he exclaimed.
“Think of him huddling in his cabin

-all the way back to Earth, becoming

more brutish each day, hoping to

reach Earth while he was still hu-
man—"

“We’ve no time to think of Sperling
now!” Carthew explained, his voice
high and raw. “It’s the people out
there on Jupiter, and on the other
planets, we must think of now—the ar-
resting of this terror!”

James Carthew was feeling the aw-
ful weight of his responsibility, in
this moment. The nine planets from
Mercury to Pluto had entrusted their
welfare to his care. And now he felt
the approach of a mysterious, dread-
ful peril, a dark and unguessable hor-
ror spreading like subtle poison.

The first reports of the blight had
come from Jupiter, weeks before. Out
on that mightiest of planets, whose
vast jungles and great oceans were
still largely unexplored, there flour-
ished a sizeable Earth colany. Center-
ing around the capital of Jovopolis

were dozens of smaller towns of Earth-
men, engaged in working mines, and
timbering, and in great grain-growing
projects.

From one of those colonial towns
near Jovopolis had come the first in-
credible reports. Earthmen—chang-
ing into beasts! Earthmen inexplica-
bly being transformed into ape-like
animals, their bodies and minds be-
coming more brutish each day. A hor-
rible retracing of the road of human
evolution! The victims had become
atavisms—biological throwbacks
hurled down the ladder of evolution.

Carthew had hardly believed these
first reports. But soon had come am-
ple corroboration. Already hundreds
of Earthmen had been stricken by the
dreadful change. The colonists out
there were becoming panicky.

Carthew had sent scientists, men
skilled in planetary medicine, to fight
the horrid plague. But they had
been unable to stop the cases of ata-
vism, or even learn their cause. And
neither had the secret agents of the
Planet Police been able to learn much.
Sperling, ace agent of them all, had
learned but little, despite his sacrifice.

“We've got to do something at once,
to check this blight,” Carthew de-
clared shakenly. “We know now, at
least, that these atavism cases are be-
ing caused deliberately, by this being
Sperling called the Space Emperor.”

“But if Sperling, our best agent,
couldn’t succeed, who in the world
can?” Bonnel cried.

AMES CARTHEW went to the

window and stepped out onto the
little balcony. He looked up at the
full moon that sailed in queenly splen-
dor high above the soaring towers of
nighted New York.

There was a look of desperation in
the President’s aging, haunted face as
he gazed up at the shining white face
of the lonely satellite. ;

“There’s only one thing left to de,”
he said purposefully. “I’'m going to
call Captain Future.”

The secretary stiffened.

“Captain Future? But the whole
world will know this is a perilous
emergency, if you call him!”

“This is a perilous emergency!” ex-
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claimed his superior. “We've got to
call him. Televise the meteorological
rocket-patrol base at Spitzbergen.
Order them to flash the magnesium
flare signal from the North Pole.”

“Very well, sir,” acceded the secre-
tary, and went to the televisor.

He came back a little later to the
balcony, where James Carthew was
gazing in anxiety toward the moon.

“The flare is being set off at the
North Pole,” he reported.

They waited, then, in tense silence.
An hour passed—and another. The
uranium clock showed it was past mid-
night.

Far out beyond New York’s towers,
the moon was declining from the
zenith. They could see the distant
rocket-flash of liners taking off from
the spaceport for far Venus or Saturn
or Pluto.

“Why doesn’t Captain Future
come?” North Bonnel burst out, un-
able to keep silent longer. “That ship
of his can get from the moon to Earth
in a few hours—he should be here by
now.”

James Carthew’s gray head lifted.

“He will be here. He’s néver yet
failed to answer our call.”

“As a matter of fact, I'm here now,
sir,” said a deep, laughing voice.

It came from the balcony outside
the window. A big, red-headed young
man had miraculously appeared there,
as though by magic. =

“Curt Newton—Captain Future!”
cried the President eagerly.

URT NEWTON was a tall, well-

built young man. His unruly
shock of red hair towered six feet
four above the floor, and his wide
lithe shoulders threatened to burst the
jacket of his gray synthesilk zipper-
suit. He wore a flat tungstite belt in
which was holstered a queer-looking
pistol, and on his left hand was a
large, odd ring.

This big young man’s tanned, hand-
some face had lines of humor around
the mouth, crinkles of laughter around
the eyes. Yet behind the bantering
humor in those gray eyes there lurked
something deep and purposeful, some
hidden, overpowering determination.

“Captain Future!” repeated James

Carthew to this big young man. “But
where’s your ship, the Comet?”
“Hanging onto the wall outside by
its magnetic anchor,” answered Curt
Newton cheerfully. “Here come my
comrades now.”
A weird shape had just leaped onto

‘the balcony. It was a manlike figure,

but one whose body was rubbery,
boneless-looking, blank-white in color.
He wore a metal haraoess, and his long,
slitted green unhuman eyes peered
brightly out of an alien white face.

Following thig rubbery android, or
synthetic man, came another figure,
equally as strange—a great metal ro-
bot who strode across the balcony on
padded feet. He towered seven feet
high. In his bulbous metal head
gleamed a pair of photoelectric eyes.

The robet’s left hand carried the
handle of a square transparent box. In-
side it a living brain was housed. In
the front of the case were the Brain’s
two glittering glass lens-eyes. Even
now they were moving on their flex-
ible metal stalks to look at the Presi-
dent. '

“You know my assistants,” Curt
Newton said shortly. “Grag the ro-
bot, Otho the android, and Simon
Wright, the living Brain. We came
from the moon full speed when I saw
your signal. What’s wrong?”

“We've need of you, Captain Future
—dire need.” James Carthew said hag-
gardly. “You’ll have to leave for Ju-
piter, at once.”

“Jupiter?” The handsome young
man’s brows drew together. “Has
something popped out there?”

“A terror is growing out there!” the
President cried. “A black horror that
you must stop, immediately. Lis-
ten—"

CHAPTER 11
Out of the Past

HE name of Captain Future, the
supreme foe of all evil and evil-
doers, was known to every inhabitant
of the Solar System.

That tall cheerful, red-haired
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young adventurer of the ready laugh
and flying fists was the implacable
Nemesis of all oppressors and exploit-
ersof the System’shumanand planetary
races. Combining a gay audacity with
an unswervable purposefulness and an
unparalleled mastery of science, he
had blazed a brilliant trail across the
nine worlds in defense of the right.

He and his three unhuman com-
rades, the living Brain, the metal ro-
bot and the synthetic man, were the
talk of the System. Everyone knew
that the scientific wizards’ home was
in some obscure crater on the desolate
moon. People leoked up at the lunar
orb at night and felt safer because
they knew that Captain Future was
there, watching and ready. They

knew that should any sinister catas-
trophe threaten the System, he would
come forth to combat it.

But who was Captain Future? What
had been the origin of his trio of un-
human comrades? And how had he
come to achieve his super-scientific
powers?

That was a story that only the
President knew. And it was perhaps
the strangest story in the history of
the Solar System.

Twenty-five years before, a young
Earth biologist named Roger Newton
had dreamed a great dream. His
dream was to create life—artificial, in-
telligent living creatures who would
be able to think and work to serve hu-
manity. He had already made great
strides toward that goal, and felt on
the verge of success.

But ‘a certain unscrupulous politi-
cian with sinister ambitions had heard
of Roger Newton’s potent discoveries.
He had made several daring attempts
to steal them. There was danger to
humanity if those discoveries passed
into such hands. So Newton decided
to seek a safe refuge in which he
could work secretly.

On a night in that June of 1990, the
young biologist communicated his de-
cision to his only intimates, his young
wife Hlaine, and his loyal co-worker,
Simon Wught

Restlessly pacing the big, crowded
laboratory of their secluded Adiron-
dack farm, his red hair disordered and
his lean, sensitive young face and blue

eyes worried, Roger Newton ad-
dressed them.

“Victor Corvo’s agents will find - as
here sooner or later,” he asserted.
“Think of my discoveries in Corvo’s
hands! We must leave Earth—go to
a place where he’ll never find us.”

“But where can we go, Roger?” ap-
pealed Elaine Newton anxiously, her
soft gray eyes fretful, her small hand
grasping his sleeve.

“Yes, where can we go?” echoed Si-
mon Wright in his metallic, unhuman
voice. “To one of the colonized plan-
ets?”

“No, Corvo’s agents would be sure
to find us in any of the planetary col-
onies, sooner or later,” Newton re-
plied.

“Then where is this refuge you
speak of, if it’s not on Earth or any of
the planets?” demanded 8Simon
Wright, his lenslike artificial eyes
boring questionably into Newton’s
face.

Simon Wright was not a man. He
had once been a man., He had once
been a famous, aging scientist whose
body was racked by an incurable dis-
ease. To save his brilliant brain from
death, Newton had acceded to the old
man’s plea and had removed Wright’s
living brain from his body and had en-
cased it in a serum-case in which it
could live indefinitely.

HE case stood now on a table be-
side Newton and his wife. It was
a transparent metal box a foot square.
Made of a secret alloy, it was in-
sulated against shock, heat and cold,
and contained a -tiny battery that
could operate its compact perfusion
pump and serum purifier for a year.
Set in its sides were the micro-
phones that were Simon Wright’s
ears. In front was the resonator by
which he spoke, and his artificial lens-
eyes, mounted on little flexible metal
stalks he could turn at will. In that
box lived the greatest brain in scien-
tific history.
“Where can we find refuge, if not

on Earth or any of the- planets?”

Wright repeated in his raspmg, me-
tallic voice.

Newton went to a window and drew
aside the curtain. Outside lay the
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peaceful, nighted hills, washed with
silver by the effulgent rays of the full
moon that was rising in glorious maj-
esty. :

The white disc of the great satellite,
mottled by its dark mountain ranges
and plains, shone starkly clear in the
heavens. Newton pointed up to it, as
girl and brain watched wondering.

“There is our refuge,” Roger New-
ton said. “Up there, on the moon.”

“On the moon?” cried Elaine New-
ton, her hand going to her throat. “Oh,
no, Roger—it’s impossible!”

“Why impossible?” he countered.
“A good interplanetary rocket can
make the trip easily. We have enough
money from my father’s estate to buy
such a rocket.”

“But the moon!” Elaine exclaimed,
deep repulsion shadowing her eyes.
“That barren, airless globe that no one
ever visits! How could anyone live
there?”

“We can live there quite easily,
dear,” her young husband replied ear-
nestly. “We shall take with us tools
and equipment capable of excavating
an underground home, with a glassite
ceiling open to the sun and stars.
Atomic energy will enable us to heat
or cool it as we need, and to transmute
rock into hydrogen and oxygen and
nitrogen for air and water. We can
take sufficient concentrated food with

The beams from

the Comet sliced

away the black

ship’s tail (Chapter
i11)
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us to last us for a lifetime.”

“I believe your plan is good, Roger,”
said Simon Wright’s metallic voice
slowly. “Corvo is not likely to think
of looking for us on the moon. We
will be able to work in peace, and I
feel sure we’ll succeed there in creat-
ing a living being. Then we can re-
turn and give humanity a new race of
artificial servants.”

Elaine smiled bravely. A

“Very well, Roger,” she told her
husband. “We’ll go there, and maybe
we’ll be as happy on the moon as we
have been here on Earth.”

“We?” echoed the young biologist
astoundedly. “But you can’t go,
Elaine. When I said ‘we’ I meant
Simon and myself. You could not pos-
_sibly live on that wild, lonely world.”

“Do you think I would let you go
there without me?” she cried. “No,
if you go, I'm going with you.”

“But our child—" he objected, a
frown on his face.

“Our child can be born on the moon
as well as on the Earth,” she declared.
And ashe hesitated, she added,“1f you
left me here, Victor Corvo would find
me and force me to tell where you had
gone.”

“That is true, Roger,” interjected
the Brain’s cold, incisive voice. “We
must take KElaine with us.”

“If we must, we must,” Newton said
resignedly, his face deeply troubled.
“But it’s a terrible place to take any-
one you love—a terrible place for our
baby to be born—" :

Ten weeks later, Newton, Elaine and
Simon Wright —man, woman and
Brain—sailed secretly for the moon in
a big rocket crammed with scientific
equipment and supplies.

Upon the moon, beneath the surface
of Tycho crater, they built their under-
ground home. There a son was soon
born to the man and woman—a red-
haired baby boy they named Curtis.

And there in the laboratory of the
lonely moon home, a little later, New-
ton and Simon Wright created their
first artificial living creature—a great
metal robot.

RAG, as they named the robot,
stood seven feet high, a massive,
man-shaped metal figure with limbs of

FUTURE

incredible strength. He had super-
sensitive photoelectric eyes and hear-

ing, and a brain of metal neurones

which gave him sufficient intelligence
to speak and work, to think and to feel
primitive emotions.

But though Grag the robot proved an
utterly loyal, faithful servant, he was
not of high enough mentality to satisfy
Newton. The biologist saw that to
create more manlike life he must create
it of flesh, not of metal. After more
weeks of work, they produced a second
artificial creature, an android of syn-
thetic flesh.

This synthetic man they named Otho.
He was a rubbery, manlike creature
whose dead-white synthetic flesh had
been molded into human resemblance,
but whose hairless white head and face,
long, slitted green eyes, and wonderful
quickness of physical and mental re-
actions, were quite unhuman. They
soon found that Otho, the synthetic
man, learned more quickly than had
Grag, the robot. '

“Otho’s training is complete,” New-
ton declared finally. His eyes shone
with triumph as he continued, “Now
we’ll go back to Earth and show what
we’ve done. Otho will be the first of a
whole race of androids that soon will
be serving mankind.”

Elaine’s face lit with pure happiness.
“Back to Earth! But dare we go
back, when Victor Corvo is there?”

“Corvo won’t dare bother us, when
we return as supreme benefactors of
humanity,” her husband said confident
ly.
He turned to the two unhuman be-
ings.

“Grag,” he ordered, “you and Otho
go out and remove the rock camouflage
from the rocket, so that we can begin to
make it ready for the return trip.”

When the huge metal robot and the
rubbery android had gone out through
the airlock chamber to the lunar sur-
face, Elaine Newton brought her in-
fant son into the big laboratory.

She pointed up through the glassite
ceiling which framed a great circle of
starry space. There amid the stars
bulked the huge, cloudy blue sphere of
Earth, half in shadow.

“See, Curtis,” she told the baby hap-
pily. “That is where we’re going—back
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to the Earth you’ve never seen.”

Little Curtis Newton looked up with
wise gray baby eyes at the great sphere
and stretched his chubby arms.

Newton heard the airlock door slam.
He turned surprisedly. “Grag and
Otho—are you back so soon?”

The voice of Simon Wright rasped
+ with sudden alarm.

“That’s not Grag and Otho—I know
their steps,” the living Brain cried.
“It’s men!”

Elaine uttered a cry, and Newton
paled. Four men in space suits, carry-
ing long flare-pistols, stood in the door-
way.

Simon Wright, the living Brain,
solves the secrets of life

The face of their leader was revealed
as they took off their helmets. It was a
hawklike face, darkly handsome.

“Victor Corvo!” Newton cried ap-
palledly, recognizing the ruthless man
who had coveted his scientific discov-
eries.

“Yes, Newton, we meet again,” said
Corvo exultantly. “You thought I'd
never find you here, but I finally
tracked you down!”’

Newton read death in the man’s tri-
umphant black eyes. And the sight of
his wife’s bloodless face and horrified
eyes galvanized the young biologist
into desperate action.

He sprang toward a locker in the cor-
ner in which his own flare-guns were

stored. But he never reached it. Jets
of fire from the pistols of Corvo’s men
hit him in mid-air and tumbled him into
a scorched, lifeless heap.

Elaine Newton screamed, and thrust
her baby onto a table, out of range of
the guns. Then she leaped to the side
of her husband.

“Elaine, look out!” cried the Brain.

She did not turn. The flare from
Corvo’s pistol struck her side, and she
toppled to the floor beside her husband.

Little Curtis Newton, upon the
table, began to whimper. Corvo
ignored him and strode past the two
still forms toward the square metal

serum-case that held Simon Wright’s
living brain. He looked triumphantly
into the glittering lens-eyes. ,

“Now to finish you, Wright,” he
laughed, “and then all the powers
gathered in this laboratory belong to
me.”

“Corvo, you are a dead man now,”
answered the Brain in cold, metallic
accents. “Vengeance is coming—I hear
it entering now—terrible vengeance—"

“Don’t try to threaten me, you miser-
able bodiless brain!” Corvo jeered. “I'll
soen silence you—"

Two figures burst into the laboratory
at that moment. Corvo and his men
spun, appalled, unable to believe their
eyes as they stared at the two incredi-

-
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ble shapes who had entered.

The huge metal robot and the rub-
bery android! They stood, their un-
human eyes surveying the scene of
death. 2

“Grag! Otho! Kill!” screamed the
Brain’s metallic voice. “They have
slain your master. Kill them! Kill
them!” =

With a booming roar of rage from
the robet, a fierce, hissing cry from the
- synthetic man, the two leaped forward.

In less than a minute, Corvo and his
three men lay horribly dead, their skulls
smashed to pulp by the robot’s metal
fists, their necks broken by the and-
roid’s rubbery arms. Then Grag and
Otho stood still, gazing around with
blazing eyes. .

“Set me down by your master and
mistress!” orderéd Simon Wright
urgently. “They may still live!”

The robot put the Brain down by the
two scorched forms. Wright’s lens-eyes
rapidly surveyed the bodies.

“Newton is dead, but Elaine is not
dead yet,” the Brain declared. “Lift
- her, Grag!”

With ponderous metal arms, the
huge robot raised the dying girl to a
sitting position. In a moment she
opened her eyes. Wide, dark and filled
with shadows, they looked at the Brain
and robot and android.

“My--baby,” she whispered. -“Bring
me Curtis.”

It was Otho who sprang to obey. The
android gently set the whimpering in-
fant down beside her. The dying girl
looked down at it tenderly, heartbreak-
ing emotion in her fading eyes.

“I leave him to the care of you three,
Simon,” she choked. “You are the only
ones I can trust to rear him safely.”

“We’ll watch over little Curtis and
protect him!”’ cried the Brain.

“Do not take him to Earth,” she
- whispered. “People there would take
him away from you. They would say
it is wrong to let a human child be
reared by a brain and robet and and-
roid. Keep him here upon the moon,
until he grows to manhood.”

“We will,” promised the Brain.
“Grag and Otho and I will rear him
here safely.”

“And when he is a man,” whispered
Elaine, “tell him of his father and
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mother and how they died—how his
parents were killed by those who
wished to use the gifts of science for
evil ends. Tell him to war always

against those who would petvert

science to sinister ambition.”

“I will tell him,” promised the
Brain, and in its toneless metallic
voice was a queer catch.

The girl’s hand moved feebly and
touched the whimpering infant’s
cheek. Into her dying eyes came a
strange, far-seeing expression.

“I seem to see little Curtis a man,”
she whispered, her eyes raptly bril-
liant. “A man such as the System has
never known before—fighting against
all enemies of humanity—"

O Elaine Newton died. And so
BV her infant son was left in the
lonely laboratory on the moon, with
the Brain and the robot and the syn-
thetic man.

Simon Wright and Grag and Otho
kept their promise, in the years that
followed. They reared little Curtis
Newton to manhood, and the three un-
human tutoers and guardians gave the
growing boy such an education as no
human had ever received before.

The Brain, with its unparalleled

store of scientific knowledge, super-
vised the boy’s education. It was the
Brain who instructed Curtis Newton
in every branch of science, making him
in a short period of years into a com-
plete master of all technical knowl-

edge. And together the bodiless Brain®

and the brilliant, growing youth
delved far beyond the known limits of
science and devised instruments of
unprecedented nature.

~ The robot instilled some of his own
incredible strength and stamina into
the boy, by a system of super exer-
cises rigidly maintained. In mock
struggle, the red-haired youth would
pit himself against the great metal
creature who could have crushed him

‘in a second had he wished. Grad-

ually, thus, Curt’s strength became im-
mense.

The android endowed the growing
lad with his own unbelievable swift-
ness of physical and mental reactions.
The two spent many hours on the bar-
ren lunar surface, engaged in strange

!
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games in which the lad would try to
match the android’s wonderful agility.

And as he grew older, Curt Newton
started secret voyages through the
Solar System, in the little super-ship
Simon Wright and he had devised and
built. The four secretly visited every
world from scorched Mercury to Arc-
tic Pluto, and so he came to know not
only the Earthman colonies of each
world, but much of the unexplored
planetary wildernesses also. And he
visited moon and asteroids that no
other man had ever landed upon.

Finally, when Curtis Newton had
grown to full manhood, Simon Wright
told him how his father and mother
had died, and of his mother’s dying
wish that he war always against those
who would use the powers of science
for evil ends. 3

“You must choose now, Curtis,” the
Brain concluded solemnly. “You
must decide whether you will make
your purpose in life the championing
of mankind against its exploiters and
oppressors, or whether you will seek
happiness for yourself in normal, com-
fortable life.

“We three have given you the edu-
cation and training you would need
for such a life-long crusade. And we

three will stand by you and fight at
your side, if you take up that cause.
But we cannot decide for you. You
must do that for yourself.”

Curt Newton looked up through the
glassite ceiling at the starry vault of
space in which bulked Earth’s cloudy
sphere. And the big, red-haired
young man’s cheerful face grew sober.

“I believe it’s my duty to take up
the cause you speak of, Simon,” he
said slowly. “Men such as killed my
parents must be crushed, or they’ll de-
stroy the nine worlds’ civilization.”

URTIS NEWTON drew a long
’ breath.

“It’s a mighty big job, and I may go
down to defeat. But while I live, I’ll
stick to it.”

“I knew you’d decide so, lad!”’ ex-
claimed the Brain. “You will be fight-
ing for the future of the whole Solar
System!”

“For the future?” repeated Curt.
The humor came back into his gray
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eyes. “Then I'll call myself—Captain
Future!”

That very night, Curt had flown
from the moon to Earth and had se-
cretly visited the President, offering
the service of his abilities in the war
against interplanetary crime.

“I know you've no faith in me now,”
he had told the President, “but a time
may come when you’ll need me. When
that time comes, flash a signal flare
from the North Pole. T’ll see it, and
come.”

Months later, when a mysterious
criminal was terrorizing the inner
planets and the Planet Police were
helpless, the President had remem-
bered the red-haired young man who
had called himself Captain Future,
and as a desperate last hope had sum-
moned him.

Captain Future and his three un-
human comrades had smashed the
menace in a few weeks. And since
then, time after time the signal flare
had blazed from the North Pole—and
each time Curt Newton and his com-
rades had answered. Each time, the
fame of the mysterious foe of evil had
become greater throughout the Solar
System, as he destroyed one super-
criminal after another.

But now, Captain Future had been
called to face the greatest and dead-
liest antagonist he had ever confront-
ed. The mysterious being who was
striking down the Earthmen of Ju-
piter with a fearful horror  that
changed men into primeval beasts!

s e
CHAPTER IIT
Ambush in Space
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UT beyond the orbit of Mars, out
past the whirling wilderness of
the asteroidal belt, flew a queer little
ship. Shaped oddly like an elongated
teardrop, and driven by muffied rocket-
tubes whose secret design gave it a
power and speed far beyond those of
any other craft, it was traveling now at
a velocity that lived up to its name of
Comet.
Inside the Comet, in the transpar-
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ent-walled room at the nose where its
controls were centered, Grag the robot
sat on watch. The great robot sat ut-
terly rigid and unmoving, his metal
fingers resting upon the throttles that
controlled the flow of atomic energy
to the rocket-tubes, his gleaming
photoelectric eyes staring unswerv-
ingly ahead.

Curt Newton stood beside the robot,
his hand resting familiarly on Grag’s
metal shoulder as he too peered ahead,
toward the largening white sphere of

Jupiter.

- “Twenty more hours at this speed

will bring us there, Grag,” the big
young man said thoughtfully.
“Yes, master,” answered the robot

simply in his booming mechanical

voice. “And then whate”

Curt’s eyes twinkled.

“Why, then we'll find this Space
Emperor who’s behind the terror out
here, and take him back to Earth.
That’s all.”

“Do you think it will be so easy,
master?” asked the robot naively.

Cva’ptam Future laughed aloud.

“Grag, irony is wasted on you. The
truth is that it’s going to be a pretty
tough job—the toughest we ever faced,
maybe But we’ll win out. We've got
to.”

His face sobered a little. “This
thing is big—big enough to wreck the
Salar System if it isn’t stopped at
once.”

He was remembering James Car-
thew’s haggard face, the desperate ap-
‘peal in his trembling voice.

“Yowll do your best out there on
Jupiter, Captain Future?” the Presi-
dent had pleaded. “That horror—
men retracking the path of evolution
to brutehood—it mustn’t go on!”

“It won’t go on if I can stop it,”
Curt had promised, his voice like level
steel. “Whoever or whatever this
" Space Emperor is, we’ll track him
down or we wor't come back.”

Curt was thinking of that promise
now. He knew well how difficult it
was going to be to fulfill it. Yet the
prospect of the perilous struggle
ahead exhilarated him strangely.

Peril was like a heady wine to Curt’s
adventure-loving soul. He had met it
in the poisonous swamps of Venus, in

the black and sunless caverns of
Uranus, in the icy snow-hell of Pluto.
And always, when the danger was
greatest, he had felt that he was liv-
ing the most.

Grag broke the silence, the robot
still looking ahead with his strange
photoelectric eyes toward Jupiter.

“Jupiter is a big world, master,” he
boomed thoughtfully. “It toock us
long to catch the Lords of Power
when they fled there.”

Curt nodded, remembering that re-
lentless hunt for the outer-planet
criminals who had sought to hide on
the giant plamet. That had been the
end of a blazing battle and chase that
he and his three comrades had taken
part in and that had reached from far

Pluto to this mighty world ahead.

“It may take us even longer to find
this Space Emperor, but we’ll do it,”
he said resolutely.

There was silence, except for the
droning of the cyclotrons in the
Comet’s stern, and the muffled purring
of the atomic energy they produced, as
it was released by the rocket-tubes.
Then into the control-room came the
synthetic man.

“You are late, Otho,” boomed the
robot, turning severely toward the
android. “It was your turn to take
over a half hour ago.”

Otho’s lipless mouth opened to give
vent to a hissing chuckle. His green
eyes gleamed mockingly.

“What difference can it make to you,
Grag?” he inquired mockingly. “You

_are not a man, and so you do not need

rest as we men do.”

RAG’S voice boomed angrily. “I
am as much like a man as you
are!” he declared.

“You, a metal machine?” taunted
Otho. “Why, men are not of metal.
They are of flesh, like myself.”

The gibing, hissing yoice of the an-
droid awakened all Grag’s rudimen-
tary capacity for indignation. He
turned his unhuman metal face ap-
peahng { toward Captain Future.

not as near human as Otho,
master?” he appealed.

“Otho, quit teasing Grag and take
over,” Curt Newton ordered sternly.

Yet there was a merry spark in Cap-
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tain Future’s gray eyes as the android
hastily obeyeg. '
Curt loved these three umhuman
companions of his, the great, simple
robot, the fierce, eager android and the
dour, austere Brain. He knew they
were more loyal and single-hearted

than any human comrades could have

been.

- Yet he derived a secret amusement
from these ceaseless quarrels between
Otho and Grag. Both the robot and
the android liked to be thought of as
human or nearly human. And the fact
that Otho was more manlike was a
continual irritation to big Grag.

“I can do almost everything that
Otho can do,” Grag was saying to him
anxiously. “And I am far stronger
than he is.”

“A machine is strong,” sneered
Otho, “but it is still only a machine.”

“Come along with me, Grag,” Curt
told the robot hastily as he saw that
the big metal creature was really
angry.

The robot follewed him back into
the main-cabin that occupied the mid-
dle section of the Comet.

Simon Wright's lens-eyes looked
up inquiringly at them. The Brain’s
transparent square case rested on a
special stand, which embodied an in-
genious spoolholder that automatical-
ly unreeled the long micro-film scien-
tific work the Brain was consulting,

“What is wrong?”’ rasped Wright.

“Otho was just deviling Grag
again,” Curt told him. “Nothing se-
rious.”

“He i8 not really more human than
I am, is he, master?” appealed the big
robot anxiously.

“Of course not, Grag,” answered
Captain Future, his eyes twinkling as
he laid kis hand affectionately on the
metal shoulder. “You should know
enough by now to ignore Otho’s
taunts.” v

“Aye,” rasped Simon Wright to the
robot. “It is nothing to be prond of
to be human, Grag. I was human, once,
and I was not as happy as I am now.”

“Go back and check the cyclotrons,
Grag,” Curt told the robot, and the
great metal creature stalked obedient-
ly through the cabin into the power-
room at the stern.

Captain Future’s gray eyes looked
inquiringly into the glittering glass
ones of the Brain.

“Have you found any clue yet, Si-
mon?”

“No,” the Brain answered somberly.
“Not in all the records of human
science can I find any hint of how that
ghastly method of causing this strange
doom — this atavism—could be
achieved.”

“Yet it has been done—it is being
done now,” Curt muttered. “And that
means that this time we are up against
an antagonist who somehow has gone
far beyond known science—further
than we ourselves have gone!”

With brooding, unseeing eyes, the
red-haired adventurer stared around
the cabin, his mind far away.

The cabin was a marvel of compact-
ness, with facilities for research in all
fields of science. There was a chem-
istry alcove, with containers of every
element known to science; an astro-
nomical outfit, including an electro-
telescope, electro-spectroscope, and a
file of spectra of all planets, satellites,
and stars above the fifth magnitude.

There were samples of the atmos-
phere of every planet, satellite and
asteroid. And a botanical division
contained specimen plants and vege-
table drugs from various worlds.

ESIDES this equipment, there
were many  instruments which
Captain Future and Simon Wright
had devised, unknown to conventional
science. A small locker contained
every valuable scientific book or mon-
ograph ever published, reduced to
micro-film. It was one of these micro-
film spools the Brain had been consult-
ing.

“I know of every biologist of note in
the System today,” the Brain was say-
ing. “Not one of them could have dis-
covered the secret of reversing evolu-
tion.”

“Could such an epochal discovery
have been made by a wholly unknown
scientist?” Curt demanded. ,

“That seems unlikely,” the Brain
replied slowly. “There is some great
mystery about this whlch I cannot
understand, lad.”

2
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Curt’s tanned face hardened.

“We're going to understand soon,”
he affirmed. “We’ve got to, to stap
this thing.”

Thoughtfully, he reached into a
locker for a little hemispherical mu-
sical instrument. Absently, he
touched its strings, bringing forth
queer, shivering, haunting tones.

The instrument was a twenty-string
Venusian guitar, two sets of ten
strings each strung across each other
on a metal hemisphere. Few Earth-
men could play the complicated thing,
but Captain Future had a habit of
plucking haunting tones from it when
he was lost in thought.

Wright's eye-stalks twitched an-
noyedly.

“I wish you'd never picked up that
thing,” the Brain complained. “How
can I concentrate on reading when
you're making that dismal whining?”

Curt grinned at the Brain.

“I’ll take it into the control-room,
since you don’t appreciate good mu-
sic,” he said jestingly.

ENTY hours later saw the lit-

tle teardrop ship decelerating in

velocity as it hurtled toward the world
now close ahead.

Jupiter now loomed gigantic before
them. It was a huge, spinning white
sphere, attended by its eleven circling
moons, belted with the clouds of its
deep atmesphere, and wearing like an
ominous badge the glowing crimson
patch of the Fire Sea which men had
once called the Great Red Spot. A
world that was hundreds of times
larger than Earth, a world whose fifty
great jungle-clad continents and
thirty vast oceans were still almost
wholly unexplored.

Only on the continent of South
Equatoria, Curt knew, had Earthmen
settled. There they had cleared the
steaming, umearthly jungles enough to
build towns and operate plantations
and mines, using the Jovian inhabit-
ants for labor. But only a small part
of even South Equatoria was known
to them. The rest was unexplored,
brooding jungle, stretching north-
ward to the Fire Sea.

Curt Newton held the contrels, and
his three unhuman comrades were in
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- the control-room with him as he ex-

pertly fingered the throttles. They
flashed close past the gray sphere of
Callisto, outermost of Jupiter’s four
biggest moons, and plunged on toward
the giant planet.

“You're going to land at Jovopo-
lis?” rasped Simon Wright inquir-
ingly.

Captain Future nodded.

“That’s the capital of the Earth
colony, and there, I thmk must be the
heart of this menace.

Suddenly a bell rang sharply from
the panel of complicated gauges and
scientific tell-tales.

“The ship-alarm?!’ Curt exclaimed.
“There’s some other craft near us in
space!”

“There it is behind ps!’ Otho cried
out. “It’s an ambush!”

Curt glanced back through the rear
curve of the control-room’s transpar-
ent wall. A dark little space-cruiser
had just darted out from behind Cal-
listo, and from its bows a big flare-
gun was loosing a flare of atomic
energy that sped toward the Comet.

No other space-pilot in the System
could have moved quickly enough to
escape that leaping flare. But Cap-
tain Future had reflexes trained since
boyhood to superhuman speed. 5

The Comet lurched sideward from
a blast of its starboard tubes, Just
enough to let the flare shoot past it.
Before the attacker on their tail could
fire again, Curt Newton had acted.

His tanned hand slammed down a
burnished red lever beside the throt-
tles. Instantly an astounding thing
happened.

From the Comet’s tubes shot a tre-
mendous discharge of tiny, glowing
particles. Almost instantly they
formed a huge, glowing cloud around
the little teardrop ship, hiding it from
view and streaming back in a vast,
shining tail.

The Comet had become, to all ap-
pearances, what it was named after— -
a comet! This was Curt Newton’s
method of camouflaging his ship when
he wished to avoid discovery in space,
or when he wished to confuse an
enemy craft. It was operated by a
powerful discharge of electrified
atoms, or ions, produced in a special
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generator and released through the
regular rocket-tubes.

“I’'m banking around on them!”’ Curt
called to the android. “Stand by to
use our proton beams on them,
Otho!”

“T’ll blast them out of space!” ex-
claimed the android fiercely as he
leaped to the breech of the proton-
guns.

“No, I want those men alive if we
can get them!’ Captain Future
snapped. “Try to cripple them by
blasting their tail—that will force
them down on Callisto.”

As Curt swung the Comet sharply
around, the black attacking ship rose
viciously to meet it, letting go an-
other burst of atomic energy from its
flare-guns.

“So you still want to play, do you?”
- grinned Curt. “That’s fine!”

APTAIN FUTURE had avoided

the leaping flares by a lightning

roll of the Comet that did not change

its direction of flight for more than a
moment.

Now he sent the little ship, still
wrapped in its glowing cloud, swoep-
ing down upon the enemy, before it
could turn.

“Now—Ilet go our beams, Otho!”
Captain Future cried.

The android obeyed. The pale pro-
ton beams lanced from the Comet,
grazed past the tail of the black
enemy.

“Missed them!” hissed Otho in bit-
ter disappointment.

“They’re trying to escape, master!”
boomed Grag, pointing a metal arm.

The black enemy craft, its accu-
pants apparently unnerved by the
closeness of the proton beams, was
diving sharply to flee away through
space.

“It’s easier to start a fight than to
quit it, my friends,” muttered Curt,
jerking open two of his throttles.
“Here’s where you find that out.”

Like a streak of glowing light, the
Comet dived after the fleeing enemy.
Pursued and pursuer rushed down
through the dizzy depths of space at
nightmare velocity.

Curt felt his pulse pounding with
excitement as he guided his craft in

that terrific swoop. To Captain Fu-
ture, this was living—this wild whirl
and flash of battle out here in the awe-
some solar spaces where he felt most
at home.

“Try again now, Otho!” he cried a
moment later.

The Comet had pulled almost
abreast of the other swooping ship.
The android now loosed their proton
beams again.

The beams sllced away a third of
the black ship’s tail. Crippled, its
rocket-tubes blasted and useless, it
slowed in its wild rush until it was
merely floating. Then it began to
drift with ever increasing speed to-
ward nearby Callisto.

“That got them!” Captain Future
exclaimed, his gray eyes snapping with
excitement. “They’ll drift in to Cal-
listo and we’ll land there with them,
and capture whoever’s in that ship.”

“You think they were sent by the
Space Emperor—the mysterious fig-
ure behind the Jupiter horror—to am-
bush us?” rasped Simon Wright in-
quiringly.

“They must have been!” Otho de-
clared, “The Space Emperor, who-
ever he is, didn’t want Captain Future
coming to Jupiter to investigate him.”

Curt Newton interrupted, his gray
eyes lit.

“But this may give us a lead right
to the Space Emperor! If we can cap-
ture the men in that ship and make
them talk—"

The black enemy craft was now
drifting in a spiral around Callisto,
ever approaching nearer to that bar-
ren-looking gray moon. Curt kept the
Comet trailing the other ship, but far
enough away to be out of range of its
flare-guns, and with the ion-discharge
apparatus now cut off.

“But lad,” said Simon Wright’s
harsh voice, “how could the Space
Emperor know that Captain Future
was coming to Jupiter? The only per-
son there whom the President would
notify of our coming would be the
Planetary Governor.”

“Yes,” said Curt meaningly, “and
that may give us another lead to him.
But right now our best chance is to
wring information out of the men in
that ship.”
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Curt's mind was vibrant with eager
hope. His mysterious foe had struck
at him already, even before he reached
Jupiter. But it might be that the at-
taek of the unknown plotter was go-
ing to recoil on his own head.

“We near Callisto’s surface, mas-
ter!” came the booming voice of Grag.

Captain Future’s gray eyes lit with
a reckless gleam, “Get ready for a
scrap then, Grag!”

Down through the thin atmasphere
of Callisto the black ship was si%king,

falling faster and faster. §Still the
Comet clung to its trail, grimly fol-

/ lowing it down toward the barren sur-
face ot the big moon. .

CHAPTER 1V
World of Creeping Crystals

T ever increasing speed the small
black space-cruiser and its grim
pursuer sped down toward the surface
of Callisto. This was the sunward side
of the big moon, and in the pale sun-
light it presented a drear and deso-
late 1andscape.
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Otho, the synthetic android, is a master of disguise

A forbidding desert of drab gray
rock, rising into low stony hills, it was
infinitely repellent. The air here was
barely breathable, as on all the larger
moons, but because of its barrenness
and also because of the grotesque, dan-
gerous forms of life known to exist on
its surface, few Earthmen had ever
visited this world.

Now the black ship was only a mile
from the glaring gray rock surface, It
hurtled downward at slowly increas-
ing speed.

‘They won’t crash with much
force,” Curt observed. “Callisto’s
gravitation is not strong. It'll be
enough to shake them up and stun
them for a moment, thougg, and we’ll
jump them before they make trouble.”

“I’d enjay seeing their ship hit hard
enough to splash them all over Cal-
listo,” hissed the emotional android.

Captain Future grinned.

“You're too bloodthirsty, Otho.”

Otho stared at him puzzledly. “I
can’t understand you humans some
times,” he complained.

Curt chuckled. Then he turned his
attention below, ready for action.

The blaek ship was falling toward
the rocky plain. A moment later it
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struck the stony desert, bounced vio-
lently, then hit the ground again with
a sharp impact and lay still.

Instantly Captain Future sent the
Comet speeding downward in a glid-
ing swoop that brought it to a jarring
landing close to the other ship. He
jumped up from the controls.

“Come on, Grag!” he shouted.
“Otho, you stay here at our proton-
~beams, just in case.”

“Be careful, lad,”
Brain. :

Curt paused to adjust the gravity
equalizer he wore on his belt. Every
interplanetary traveler owned one of
these clever devices. Its “gravity
charge” of magnetic force of selected
polarity and strength made its wearer
feel exactly as light or heavy as he
was on Earth,

Then Captain Future and the big
metal robot emerged from the Comet
into pale sunlight and a thin, pungent
atmosphere that rasped the lungs.
Curt led the way toward the black
craft on a run, the barren desert’s ster-
ile surface reminding him strongly of
the drab lifelessness of Mercury’s Hot
Side.

The black, torpedo-shaped space-
cruiser lay a little on its side on the
gray rock. There was no sound from
. inside it, indicating that the men
within had been temporarily stunned
by the crash. Curt and the robot
reached the circular door.

“You’ll have to open this door,
Grag,” Captain Future said rapldly
“Use your drills.” .

“Yes, master,” boomed the big robot

Grag’s big metal fingers were re-
movable. The robot rapidly unscrewed
two of them and replaced them with
small drills which he took from a kit
of scalpels, chisels and similar tools
carried in a little locker in his metal
side.

Then Grag touched a switch on his
wrist. The two drills which had re-
placed two of his fingers whirled
hummingly. He quickly used them to
drill six holes in the edge of the ship’s
door.

Then he replaced the drills with his
fingers, hooked six fingers inside the
holes he had made. He braced his
great metal body, then pulled with all
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his strength at the door.

They could hear the men inside stir-
ring as they recovered from the shock
of crashing. But the colossal strength
of the huge robot now ripped the door
bodily off its heavy hinges. Instantly
Captain Future leaped inside, the ro-
bot following.

WO men sprang fiercely to meet

them. They were hard-bitten,
brutal-faced Earthmen, one with a
bald head and pale eyes, the other a
shock-haired giant. The bald one held
a flare-pistol and fired swiftly at Cap-
tain Future.

Curt swerved, with a ﬁerce, low
laugh, as the man pulled trigger. Be-
fore the bald one could fire again, Cap-
tain Future had leaped in and seized
his gun-hand. They struggled tensely.

In this moment of conflict, Curt’s
mind reverted to his super-fast games
with Otho on the moon, as a boy. How
slow seemed this swearing man beside
the blurring speed of the android!

And how puny seemed the man’s
strength compared to the giant power
of the mighty robot against whom he
had pitted himself in boyhood!

The bald man suddenly went limp.
Curt Newton, with his unerring
knowledge of anatomy, had pressed
and paralyzed a vital nerve center at
the base of his skull.

“That will hold you, my friend,”
Captain Future exclaimed. He turned

quickly. “You have the other one,
Grag?”

“Yes, master,” boomed the big ro-
bot calmly

Grag had grabbed the other Earth-
man in his huge metal arms before he
could use his gun, and was holding
him as helpless as a baby. Captain Fu-
ture touched the same vital nerve-cen-
ter of this man, and he too went limp
and helpless.

“Now,” Curt said grimly to the
two, “you will tell me just who you
are and why the Space Emperor sent
you out here to ambush me.”

“The Space Emperor? I never
heard of him,” answered the bald-
headed Earthman loudly. “I'm Jon
Orris and this is my partner, Martin
Skeel. We're honest traders, going to
Saturn.”



~ “Traders, in a ship that looks to me
like a stolen police-cruiser!” Curt
Newton commented contemptuously.
His gray eyes snapped. “Silence is
better than such a clumsy lie.”

“Try to make us talk then, Captain
Future!” snarled Orris, defiant.

“Shall I make them, master?” asked
Grag eagerly, clenching his great
metal fist ominously.

“Not that way, Grag,” Curt said
quickly, He stiffened. “Listen! 1
hear Otho coming.”

He sprang to the open door of the
ship. Out in the pale sunlight, Otho
was running toward him. The rub-
bery android carried the handle of Si-
mon Wright’s brain-case.

“What’s wrong?” Curt demanded,
sensing trouble.

The Brain answered.

5 “Crystals coming, lad. Look yon-
er‘”

Curt spun and peered westward,
where the Brain’s eyes had turned,
His lips tightened at what he saw.

Over the brink of low rock hills
there, a slender, shining mass was
slowly flowing. It was like a brilliant
cataract of diamonds, dazzling in the
sun as it flowed slowly down the rock
hill toward the two parked ships.

Curt recognized that slowly ap-
proaching mass as one of the gro-
tesque, dangerous life-forms that ex-
‘isted on Callisto. This strange, bi-
zarre variety of life had developed in
inorganic crystalline forms, as semi-
intelligent, mutualistic crystal colo-
nies. These crystal colonies had lim-
ited powers of movement, which en-
veloped and killed any luckless living
thing unable to evade their slow ap-
proach.

“The thmgs can always sense any
living creature who lands on their
world,” Simpn Wright was raspmg
“They’ll reach us in a quarter hour.”

Curt Newton’s gray eyes lit.

“That gives me an 1dea' Grag, drag
out our two prisoners.”

The big robot obeyed. He emerged
from the black ship in a moment, half-
carrying the two paralyzed, helpless
men,

‘Curt pointed out the distant, ap-
proaching crystalline cataract to
Orris and Skeel.
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“I guess you two know what those
Callzstan crystals do to anything they
catch,” he said grimly. “If we taks
off and leave you here paralyzed as
you are now, they’ll reach you in about
fifteen minutes.”

The two men paled with horror.

“You wouldn’t do that, Captain Fu-
ture!”’ gasped the bald-headed Orris
wildly.

“I would, unless you tell what you
know of this horror that’s going on
at Jupiter!” Curt snapped.

IS bluff worked. Sight of the

crystals approaching had broken

the nerve of the two as nothing else

could. =
“Tll tell youmbut I don’t really

know much!” Orris stammered. “The

Space Emperor told us to steal a

Planet Police cruiser. Wae were to
wait here in ambush for you and blast
you out of space. We had to do what
he said.”

“Why did yeu? Who is the Space
Emperor?” Curt demanded, feeling a
harp-string suspense as he awaited the
answer,

Ornis shook his bald head shakily.

“I don’t know who he is. Nobody
knows who the Space Emperor is. I
don’t even know if he's human,” he
added fearfully. “He’s always con-
cealed in a big, queer black suit, and
he speaks out of it in a voice that don’t
sound human to me. He does things
no human could do!

“Skeel and I have criminal records,”
he continbied hastily. “We fled out
here to Jupiter affer we got into a
murder scrape on Mars. Somehow the
Space Emperor found out we were
wanted by the Planet Police. He
threatened to expose us to them un-
less we obeyed his orders. We had to
do it! He’s forced other fugitive
criminals like ourselves to do his bid-
ding, by the same threat.”

“How does he cause that reverse
evolution in Earthmen?” Curt de-
manded.

“I don’t know that. I've never seen
him do it, if it’s he who does it,” Or-
ris answered, dread in his pale eyes.
“I do know that the Jovians worship
the Space Emperor, and obey his
every order. He’s stirred them up to
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wild unrest to do his I‘Iiddmg e

“The Jovians worship the Space
Emperor?” echoed Simon Wright’s
metallic voice. “That is strange—"

“There’s the devil of a lot about this
story that’s strange!” Captain Future
declared crisply. “If you’re lying—”

“Pm not!”’ Orris declared fearfully,
glancing nervously toward the ap-
proaching cataract of crystals.

“Where were you to report to the
Space Emperor when you’d succeeded
in destroying me?” Captain Future
demanded.

“He was to meet us tonight in our
cabin in Jovopolis,” Orris replied.
“It’s beyond the Street of Space Sail-
ors, at the edge of the city.”

Skeel, the other man, interrupted.

“Aren’t you going to let us go
new?” he pleaded hoarsely. “Those
crystals will be here in a few min-
utes!”

Curt paid no attention to the ap-
proaching stream of dazzling crystals
which had awakened panic in the two
would-be murderers. A quick plan
had been born in the red-haired ad-
venturer’s mind.

“Otho, I want you to make yourself
up as a double of this man Orris,” he
told the synthetlc man.

“What is your plan, lad?” rasped Si-
mon Wright keenly.

EWTON’S gray eyes snapped.

“The Space Emperor will
come to that cabin on the edge of Jo-
vopolis tonight, te receive the report
of these two men. Well, one of them
is going to report with Captain Fu-
ture as his prisoner—only it won’t be
really Orris who reports, but Otho!”

“I see!” muttered the Brain. “The
Space Emperor will be thrown off
guard by Otho’s disguise, and we may
be able to capture him.”

“Hurry, Otho!” Curt exclaimed.
“Those crystals are getting close!”

“] am hurrying, Chief,” the syn-
thetic man replied.

Otho was clawing in the square
make-up pouch that hung at his belt
beside his proton-pistol. He brought
out a small lead flask with a sprayer
attachment.

From the flask, the android sprayed
a colorless chemical oil onto his own

face and head. Then he waited.

In a moment a strange change came
over Otho’s face. His rubbery, white
synthetic flesh seemed to lose its elas-
tic firmness and to soften like melting
wax.

Otho’s synthetic flesh was so con-
stituted that an application of the
chemical oil would soften it and make
it as plastic as putty. It would harden
again in a few minutes, but before it
hardened it could be molded into any
desired features.

Now that his flesh was softened to
plasticity, Otho himself began mold-
ing it. With firm, deft fingers the an-
droid pressed and touched the soft-
ened white flesh of his face. Model-
ing his features into different ones, as
a sculptor might model a new clay
mask from an old one!

As he worked, Otho’s green eyes
steadily watched the panicky, brutal
face of the man Orris.  And swiftly,
Otho’s face became the face of Orris,
in every line and feature. The android,
through long practice, could remake
his face into an exact replica of any
other face in a few minutes.

A minute after he had finished, the
flesh of his face began hardening
again into elastic firmness.

“Now for the make-up,” Otho mut-
tered, clawing in his square pouch
again.

“Hurry!” urged Captain Future.

With a tiny hypodermic, Otho in-
jected a drop of fluid into each eye
which changed their color from green
to a pale hue. Thin stain from a tube
changed his new face from dead-white
to a space-tanned color. A little
fringe of artificial brown hair around
his new tanned, bald head completed
the amazing disguise.

Otho darted into the ship of Orris
and Skeel. He returned in a moment
clad in a zipper-suit of drab synthe-
silk like that worn by Orris. Then the
android turned to Curt Newton.

“Is it good enough?” he asked in a
voice that was an uncanny replica of
the voice of Orris.

“It’s perfect!” Curt declared. Be-
fore him were two Orrises—indistin-
guishable from each other.

“Good God, that creatures made him-
self into me!” gasped Orris horrifiedly.




“Lad, it’s time we left,” rasped Simon
‘Wright’s waming. “The crystals are
coming too near.”

Curt whirled. The cataract of bril-
liant crystals was now pouring steadily
across the rocky plain toward them.
The gleaming, faceted crystalline
things advanced inexorably, motivated
by an electric force in their strange in-
organic bodies that gave them the
power of attraction and repulsion to
each other.

With a clicking, murmuring, rust-
ling sound, the brilliant flood moved at
the rate of a few feet a moment, each

separate gleaming crystal jerking a few

inches forward by exerting repulsion

upon those behind it. They were but a_

hundred feet away.

“Grag, wreck the cyclotrons of this
ship!” Captain Future ordered. “Then
we’ll be off.”

S the big robot sprang inte the

B black craft to obey, Orris and
Skeel voiced wild protest.

“You're not going to leave us here
to be killed by those things!” they
cried.

Curt bent over the two helpless men
and touched their nerve-centers, lifting
the paralysis that held them. As they
staggered up, Grag came out of the
ship.

“It 1s wrecked, master,” boomed the
robot. “That ship will not fly space
again.”

“You two men can run now, and you
can easily keep away from the crystals
here,” Curt told Orris and Skeel. “T'll
notify the Planet Police at Jovopelis
and they’ll send a ship out to pick you
up-li %

His eyes flamed.

“If I did what I'd like to, I'd let the
crystals have you! You've helped to
spread a horror that’s blacker than
murder!”

The two criminals stared wildly at
the clicking, advancing flood of crys-
tals now only fifty feet away, and then
broke into a crazy run in an opposite
direction, stumbling frantically away
across the drab gray desert.

“Quick, to the Comet before those
things cut us off !” Curt cried.

Grag snatched up the handle of
Simon Wright’s square brain-case. He
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and the disguised Otho and Captain
Future ran hastily toward their ship.

The clicking crystals were only yards-
from them as they passed the head of
their cataract. Tumbling inside the
Comet, Curt leaped to the control-
room, and in a moment had the little
teardrop ship zooming upward with a
muffled roar of tubes.

- He looked back down and saw the
baffled crystals flowing over the dis-
abled black ship, smothering it until
it seemed encrusted with blazing dia-
monds, searching its interior for any
living thing. The two criminals who
had fled were already far away across
the rocky surface of Callisto, and would
be safe until the Planet Police came for
them.

Captain Future had an eager gleam
in his gray eyes as he steered upward.

- “Now for Jovopolis,” he said tautly,
“and the Space Emperor!”

CHAPTER V

Power of the Space Emperor

UPITER, like all the other outer
planets, had once been considered
impossible as a habitation for Earth-
men. Before interplanetary exploration
actually began, it had been thought
that the giant world would be too cold,
its atmosphere too poisonous with
methane and ammonia, its gravitation
too great for human life. :
But the first Earthmen who visited
Jupiter found that the great planet’s in-
terior radioactive heat kept it at tropi-
cal warmth. The methane and ammo-
nia, they discovered, existed only in the
upper atmospheric layers. The lower
layers were quite breathable. And the
invention of the gravity equalizers had
solved the problem of the powerful
gravitation.

Down through the darkness toward
the night side of this great world, split-
ting the deep atmosphere with a shrill,
knife-edged sound, plunged the Comet.

Captain Future held the controls,
with Grag and the disguised Otho and
Simon Wright beside him. And the
red-haired adventurer was tense with
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lume as he ed downward,
“Here we are,” &g muttered finally,
easing back a throttle. “We're west of
South Equatoria.”

“Not far west, I think,” rasped Simon
- Wright, from the special pedestal upon

which his brain-case rested. :

Beneath them lay a vast, heaving sea,
bathed in silvery light by the three
moons now in the sky. It was one of
the thirty tremendous oceans of the
monarch planet, and endless watery
plain whose moonlit surface heaved in
great billows toward the sky.

Curt had leveled off, and now the
Comet screamed eastward low above
the tossing silver ocean. Under the
brilliant rays of Ganymede and Europa
and Io, the waste of waters stretched to
the far horizons in magnificent splen-
dor.

Moon-bats those weird Jovian birds
that for some mysterious reason never

except when the moons shine, were
~circling high above the waters. Their
broad wings shone in the silver light
with uncanny iridescence, due to some
strange photochemical effect.

Schools of flame-fish, small fish that
glowed with light because of their
habit of feeding on radioactive sea-
salts, swam just under the surface. The
triple head of hydra, a species of big
sea-snake always found twined in cur-
ious partnerships of three, reared above
thé waves. Far northward a “stunner”,
like an emormous flat white disc of
flesh, shot up out of the moonlit sea and
cameé down with a thunderous shock
that would stun all fish immediately be-
neath and make them easy prey.

The Comet drove on low above the
silver-lit ocean teeming with strange
life. Under the three big, bright moons,
the teardrop ship cleaved the atmos-
phere like a meteor, hurrying toward
the perilous rendezvous with mystery
that Curt Newton was determined to

“Lights ahead, master,” boomed
Grag, the robot’s photoelectric eyes
peered keenly.

“Yes, it’s South Equatoria,” Curt
said. “These are the lights of Jovo-
polis.”

Far ahead a low black coast rose
fsom the moon-1it ocean. A little in-
land lay a big bunch of lights, dom-

inated by the red-and-green lamps of
the lotty spaceport tower. :

Beyond the city lights stretched the .
black obscurity of the big plantations -
and the deep jungles beyond. ‘And in
the horizon the sky was painted by a-
dazzling aurora of twitching, quivering
red rays—the crimson glare flung up by
the distant Fire Sea.

“Only Saturn has more wonderful
nights than this,” Curt said, feeling
even in his tensity the weird beauty of
it.

“You’re not going to land openly in
Jovopolis?” Simon Wright questioned
Curt.

Captain Future shook his red head
at the question.

“No, we’ll drop down secretly at the
edge of the spaceport.”

HE Comet glided with muffled

rocket-tubes over the moonlit mud
flats along the shore, against which the
great lunar tide of the Jovian ocean
was hurling itself in mighty combers.
Silent as a shadow, the little teardrop
ship approached the spaceport, avoid-
ing the docks and sinking down at the
unlighted edge of the field.

Curt Newton cut the cyclotrons and
stood up. He had already set his grav-
ity equalizer, so that he did not feel the -
full power of the crushing Jovian grav-
itation.

“Otho and I must hurry,” he said
tensely. “We must be at Orris’ hut
when the Space Emperor comes there.”

“Can’t I come too, master?” asked
big Grag.

“You could never pass as a man,”
jeered Otho. “One glimpse of your
metal face would give us away.”

Grab turned angrily toward the and-
roid, but Captain Future intervened
hastily between the two.

“You must stay with Simon and
guard the Comet, Grag,” he said.
“We’ll be back soon if we catch the one
we’re after.”

“Be careful, 1ad,” muttered the Brain.
“This Space Emperor is the most dan-
gerous antagonist we've ever en-
countered.”

Curt smiled pleasantly.

“A foeman worthy of our steel,
eh? Don’t worry, Simon. I'm not

'7)

underestimating him!



The two men saw the immaterialized robot
floating up through the roof of the cavern
(Chapter XX)

RT and Otho emerged from the

Comet and started toward the
bright-lit Street of Space Sailors that
ran eastward from the spaceport. The
Jovian night lay soft and heavy upon
them, the warm air laden with fetid
scents of strange vegetation.. The
three bright moons cast queer mul-
tiple shifting shadows around them.

Curt knew the Street of Space
Sailors well. It was usually roaring
with lusty life, for in its dubious tav-
erns gathered Earthmen who knew
swampy Venus and desert Mars and
icy Pluto, men who would be here for
only a few days and who made the
most of them before they went back.

But now the street was less crowded
than usual. A pall seemed to lie over
the motley interplanetary throng, and
fewer rocket-cars came and went than
was usual. Thére were many space-
bronzed Earthmen drinking in the dis-
reputable taverns, but they drank in
unnatural silence. It was evident to
Curt’s keen eyes that the dark shadow
of the plague lay over this city.

In the street were many Jovians,
the planetary natives of this world.
They were manlike, man-size crea-
tures, but their green-skinned bodies
were squatter than the human, their
heads were small, round and hairless,
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with large, circular dark eyes, and
their arms and legs ended in queer
flippers instead of hands or feet.

Their clothing was a scanty black

leather harness. They seemed to
watch the passing Earthmen with un-
friendliness and distrust.

“The Jovians don’t seem to care
much for Earthmen any more,” mut-
tered Otho.

Curt’s gray eyes narrowed slightly.

“According to what Orris told us,
it’s the Space Emperor who’s stirred
them into unrest.”

“Look out!” yelled a wild voice sud-
denly from somewhere in the throng
ahead. “He’s got it!”

“Atavism—get away!” roared other
voices.

Curt saw men darting away from an
Earthman who had been wandering
dazedly along the street, but who now
_ was beating his breast, frothing at the
lips, his glazed eyes glaring bestially
around.

All shrank from the man thus sud-
denly stricken by the dread evolu-
tionary blight. For a moment there
was a frozen silence except for his
growling cries. Then whistles shrilled
and a rocket-car dashed along the
street.

Haggard-faced hospital orderlies
grabbed the struggling man who had
just been stricken, pulled him into the
car, and dashed away.

The tense silence lasted for an eter-
nal moment, in which men stared
sickly at each other. Then, as though
desirous to get away from the spot,
the motley throng moved rapidly on.

“So that is what it is like to be
stricken by the horror!” hissed Otho.

A dangerous light flared in Captain
Future’s gray eyes, and his big form
tensed.

“I think I’'m going to enjoy meeting
the black devil who’s causing this,” he
said between his teeth.

They moved on along the Street of
Space Sailors, out of the lighted sec-
tion to the dark end of the avenue.
Before them lay the black, vague
fields beyond the city. Curt’s keen
eyes glimpsed a dark little metalloy
cabin, that stood a little beyond the
street end, beside a clump of tower-
ing, moonlit tree-ferns.

watching it.

“Orris’ cabin,” he muttered, his hand
dropping to his proton-pistol. “Come
on, Otho.”

E listened at the door of the

cabin, then pushed it open and
entered the dark interior. The place
was deserted. ’

Curt pulled the cord that uncovered
the glowing uranite bulb in the ceil-
ing. The illumination revealed a
slovenly metal room, with a bunk in
one corner, some zipper-suits and a
couple of Jovian leather harnesses on
hooks. The wide windows were
screened against those pests of the
planet, sucker-flies and brain-ticks.

Captain Future slipped his pistol
inside his jacket. Then he stretched
himself out on the bunk in the corner.

“The Space Emperor should be here
soon,” he told the android crisply.
“When he comes, tell him you cap-
tured me, drugged me, and brought
me here, Maneuver to get between
him and the door.”

Otho nodded his disguised head in
understanding. There was a fierce,
throbbing glitter in hlS eyes.

“No more talk now,” Curt ordered
tensely.

Lying sprawled stiffly on the bunk
in perfect simulation of a drugged
stupor, Curt watched through half-
closed eyes. The android walked
nervously back and forth, as though
awaiting someone.

Eager suspense gripped Curt’s
mind. He, Captain Future, who had
met and conquered so many evil ones
in the past, was about to confront the
most formidable adversary he had yet
faced. His reckless soul alinost ex-
ulted in the prospect.

Curt heard a sudden, low exclama-
tion of astonishment from Otho. He
opened his eyelids a trifle more, and
received a surprise that was like an
electric shock. 4

A black, weird figure now stood in-
side the cabin with them. The door
had not opened, for Curt had been
It was as though this
dark visitant had come silently
through the walls.

The Space Emperor! The mysteri-
ous figure who was turning Jupiter
into a planetary hell! Curt knew that
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he looked upon his unknown antag-
onist.

The Space Emperor wore a gro-
tesque, puffy black suit and helmet of
mineraline, flexible material. The hel-
met had small eye-holes, but the eyes
inside could not be seen. His real ap-
pearance was perfectly concealed by
that puffy suit. It was impossible
even to tell whether he was an Earth-
man or Jovian.

“You—you're here!” stammered
Otho, in Orris’ voice, putting into it
and into the expression of his dis-
guised face the same dread that Orris
had shown in speaking of the Space
Emperor.

Out of that helmet came a voice that
rasped the fibers of Captain Future’s
spine. It was not a human-sounding
voice. It was more like the deep
voice of a Jovian, yet instead of being
soft and slurred it was heavy, strong,
vibrating with power.

“I’m here, yes,” the Space Emperor
said. “Did you and Skeel succeed in
killing Captain Future?”

“We did better than that,” Otho
said, with assumed pride. “We cap-
tured him and I brought him here—
see!”

Otho pointed toward the bunk upon
which Curt Newton lay sprawled in
apparent coma.

“Skeel was killed in the fight,”
Otho went on, “but I got Captain Fu-
ture, all right. I gave him a shot of
somnal to keep him quiet, and brought
him here for you.”

“You fool!”’ came the deep voice of
the Space Emperor, shaking now with
rage. “Why did you not kill him out
there at once? Don’t you know that
this Captain Future is deadly danger-
ous as long as he is alive?”

The Space Emperor advanced a lit-
tle in his rage, his dark figure not
walking but moving with a queer,
smooth glide across the metal floor.

Otho, pretending to shrink aside in
fear, edged slowly to get between the
dark visitant and the door.

“I thought you'd want him alive,”
Otho was apologizing abjectly. “I
can kill him now, if you want me to.”

“Kill him, at once!” throbbed the
Space Emperor’s voice. “This man
has spoiled great plans before. He is

not going to spoil mine!”

URT NEWTON had been gath-

ering his muscles for action.
Now, as the last word vibrated, the
red-haired adventurer launched him-
self upward in a flying spring at his
enemy.

Straight at that dark, erect figure
plunged Curt. He expected to knock
the mysterious plotter to the floor,
overcome him. But Curt received the
greatest surprise of his life.

For Captain Future felt himself
plunge through the Space Emperor
as though the latter did not exist!
Just as though the Space Emperor
were but an immaterial phantom, Curt
hurtled through his solid-seeming
body and crashed against the wall with
stunning force.

“Sol!” cried the criminal’s deep °
voice. “One of Captain Fuature’s
traps!”

Otho had charged in almost the same
instant as Curt. And the disguised
android also had plunged through the
dark figure.

Curt had his proton-pistol out, as
the black form started to glide swiftly
across the roomi. Astounded, dazed
as he was by the incredible thing that
had happened, Captain Future did not
lose his presence of mind for a mo-
ment.

He pulled trigger, and a pale thin
beam lanced from the slender pistol
toward the gliding dark figure.

Curt’s proton-pistol was more
deadly than any of the atomic flare-
guns used by other men. It could be
set either to stun or kill, and it was
set to kill now. But its concentrated
jet of protons merely drove through
the Space Emperor without harming
him in the least.

“At last you meet someone ‘with
powers greater than your own, Cap-
tain Future!” the hidden voice
taunted.

The dark figure glided away. The
solid-seeming shape passed through
the solid metal wall. Then it was
gone.

Otho stood still, numbed by the in-
credible sight. But Captain Future
leaped toward the door, galvanized
into action. :
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He burst out into the moon-shot
datkness anmd swept the obscurity
with his eyes. There was no sign of
the Space Emperor. He had disap-
peared completely.

“He got away, that devil!” Curt
cried, anger and self-reproach flaring
in his voice.

“He wasn’t real at all!” Otho ex-
claimed dazedly. “He was only a
shadow, a phantom!”

“A phantom couldn’t talk and be
heard!” Curt snapped. “He'’s as real
as you or 1.”

“But he came and weént through the
wall—" the android muttered bewild-
eredly.

Captain Future’s tanned face
frowned in thought, as he tried to
comprehend his enemy’s secret.

“I believe,” he announced, “that the
Spaece Emperor is using some secret
of vibration to make himself effec-
tively immaterial whenever he wish-
es.”

Otho staged.

“Immaterial ?”

Curt nodded his red head slowly.

“It’s always been considered theo-
retically possible that if the frequency
of atomic vibration of an object or
man were stepped up higher than the
frequency of ordinary matter, that ob-
ject or man could pass through ordi-
nary matter, just as two electric sig-
nals of different frequency can pass
through the same wire at the same
time.”

“But if that were the case, he would
sink right down through the ground
to the center of gravity of the planet!”
Otho objected.

MPATIENTLY, Captain Future

shook his head.

“Not if he set his gravity equallzer
at zero. And he could use reactive
force-push of some kind to achieve
that gliding lateral motion. Of course,
he couldn’t breathe ordinary air, but
inside that suit would be an air-sup-
ply whose atomic frequency would be
changed along with his body.”

“But how could he talk, and see,
and hear us?” Otho wanted to know.

“That I can’t understand yet my-
self,” Captain Future admitted rue-
fully. “The whole thing embadies a

science that is not human science. No

Earthman scientist has ever yet

achieved such a vibration set-up.”
“Then where did he get the secret,

‘and the secret of the evolutionary hor-

ror?” the android demanded. “There’s
supposed to have been a great civiliza-
tion on Jupiter in the dim past. Now
there’s nothing here now but these
half-civilized Jovians who have no
science. Do you think the Space Em-
peror could be a Jovian?”

Curt shook his head. He felt baf-
fled, for the moment. The sinister
mystery around the dark plotter had
deepened.

And his pride in his scientific knowl-
edge had received a bad blow. He had
run up against someone who appar-

“ently possessed scientific secrets be-

yond even his own attainments.

“We've got to find out who the -
Space Emperor is before we can even
hope to get him,” he declared. He
looked at Otho. “You can make up
as a Jovian, can’t you?”

Otho stiffened.

“You know there isn’t a planetary
being in the System I can’t disguise
myself as, when I want to,” he boasted.

“Then go ahead and assume Jovian

disguise,” Curt said quickly, “and go
back into the crowded quarter. Min-
gle with the Jovians there. Try to

find out what they know about the
Space Emperor, and above all, if he is
a Jovian or an Earthman.”

Otho nodded understandingly.

“Shall I come back here if I learn
anything?”

“No, repott back te the Comet,” Curt
ordered. “I’m going to the Govérnor.
There’s a 1éad there somewhere to the
Space Emperor. For the Governor,
remember, would be the only person
here notified that we were coming to
Jupiter—and yet the Space Emperor
knew of our coming and set an am-
bush for us!”

In surprisingly few minutes, Otho
had shed the disguise of Orris and had
assumed the likeness of a native Jo-
vian.

The android had used the oily
chemical spray to soften the synthetic
flesh of his face, hands and feet. Then
he had molded his head and features
into the round head and flat, circular-
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eyed face of a Jovian, and his hands
and feet into the flipper-like extremi-
ties of the planetary natives.

He smeared green pigment from his
make-up pouch smoothly over all his
body. A skillful hunching of his rub-
bery figure gave him the squat ap-
pearance of a Jovian. And finally, he
donned one of the black leather har-
nesses hanging beside the zipper-suits
on the wall of the cabin. Earthmen
often wore those scanty harnesses in
the damp, hot jungles of Jupiter, for
the sake of coolness and freedom.

When Otho spoke, it was in the soft,
slurred bass voice of a Jovian.

“Will I pass?” he asked Curt.

Captain Future smiled.

“I wouldn’t recognize you myself,”
he said. “Get going, and watch your-
self.”

Otho slipped out of the cabin, and
was gone. In a moment, Curt
emerged also into the moonlit night.

The red-headed space-farer strode
rapidly toward the silvered metal mass
of buildings of the city, heading to-
ward the central section where was lo-
cated the seat of colonial government.

Somewhere there, he was certain,
was a key to the mystery that had
shrouded this planet in a spell of dark
horror,

CHAPTER VI
Monsters That Were Men

HE governor’s mansion stood in

parklike grounds of big tree-ferns
and banked shrubbery. It was a large
rectangular structure, built of gleam-
ing metalloy like all the rest of the
Earthman city. Tonight, its many
wide windows were glowing with
light.

Curt approached it silently through
the dark grove. Brilliant rays of the
three big moons struck down between
the fronds of the towering tree-ferns
and glistened on his determined face.
Perfume of beautiful but forbidding
“shock flowers” was heavy in his nos-
trils. High above glided moon-bats,
those weird, iridescent winged crea-
tures of Jupiter that appear only
when one or more moons are in the
sky.

He reached a terrace on the west
side of the big metal mansion. Seund-
lessly, Captain Future advanced to an
open window that spilled forth the
bright white glow of powerful uran-
ite bulbs. He peered keenly into the
office inside, and at once recognized
the governor of the Earth colony,
from the President’s description.

Sylvanus Quale, the colonial gov-
ernor, sat behind a metal desk. Quale
was a man of fifty, with a stecky, pow-
erful figure, iron-gray hair, and a
square face that had a stony impassiv-
ity. He looked as inscrutable as a
statue, his colorless eyes expression-
less.

Captain Future saw that Quale was
talking to a girl in white nurse’s uni-
form.

“Why didn’t Doctor Britt bring the
report from Emergency Hospital him-
self, Miss Randall?” Quale was ask-
ing.

“He’s worn out and on the verge of
collapse,” she replied. Her eyes were
shadowed as she added, “This terrible
thing is getting too much for us.”

Curt saw that the girl was strik-
ingly pretty, even in the severe white
uniform. Her dark, wavy, uncovered
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hair framed a small face whose brown
eyes and firm lips gave an impression
of cool steadiness and efficiency. Yet
deep horror lurked in her eyes.

“Mr. Quale, what are we going to
do?” Curt heard her appeal to the gov-
ernor. “There are over three hundred
cases of the blight in Emergency Hos-
pital now. And some of them are get-
ting—ghastly.”

“You mean they’re still changing,
Joan?” Quale asked, forgetting of-
ficial formality in his deep thought-
fulness.
~ The girl nodded, her face pale.

“Yes. I can’t describe what hideous
monsters some of them have become.
And only days ago they were men!
You must do something to stop it!”

Curt stepped into the office through
the open window, silently as a shadow.

“I hope there is something that I
can do %o stop it,” he said quietly.

Joan Randall turned with a little
startled cry, and Sylvanus Quale half
rose to his feet as he saw the big, red-
haired, gray-eyed young man who
stood inside the room, gravely facing
them.

“Who—what—" the governor stam-
mered, reaching toward a button on
his desk.

“You needn’t call guards,” Curt told
him impatiently. “This ring will
identify me.”

Curt Newton held out his left hand.
On that hand he wore a ring with a
curious, large bezel. At its center was
a little glowing sphere of radioactive
metal, representing the sun. This was
surrounded by nine concentric circu-
lar groeves, in each of which was a
small jewel.

The jewels represented the nine
planets. There was a tiny brown one
for Mercury, a larger pearly gem for
Venus, and so on. And the jewels
moved slowly, circling the little glow-
ing sun. Motivated by a tiny atomic
power plant, they moved exactly in
accordance with the planets they rep-
resented. This unique ring was known
from Mercury to Pluto as the identi-
fying emblem of Captain Future.

“Why, you’re Captain Future!” Syl-
vanus Quale exclaimed startledly.

“Captain Future?” echoed Joan
Randall, staring with sudden eager-

ness at this big, red-haired adventurer.
“President Carthew notified you

that I was coming here?” Curt asked

the governor. :

UALE nodded quickly. “He tele-
vised me when you started.”

“Did you tell anyone else 1 was
coming?” Curt asked keenly.

He watched Quale narrowly as he
awaited an answer. If the governor
admitted having told no one, it
meant—

But Quale was nodding.

“I told Eldred Kells, the vice-gov-
ernor, and Doctor Britt, chief plan-
etary physician, and some others here.
I wanted to reassure them—they’re all
so panicky.”

Curt felt momentarily thwarted. It
looked as though his possible lead to
the Space Emperor had faded out.

Disguising his disappointment, he
told Quale briefly about the ambush
and the two criminals now marooned
on Callisto.

“T’1l send a Planet Police cruiser out
to pick them up,” Quale promised
quickly. :

At that moment a door opened. A
tall, blond man of thirty in a white
zipper-suit entered the office. His
strong face was worn and lined by
too-great strain.

“What is it, Kells?” Sylvanus Quale
demanded.

Eldred Kells, the vice-governor,
was staring wonderingly at Curt.
Then, as he glimpsed the red-haired
man’s ring, Kells’ worn face lighted
with hope.

“Captain Futuyre—you’re here!” he
cried. “Thank God! Maybe you can
do something to end this horror.”

Kells turned quickly back to his su-
perior. :

“Lucas Brewer and young Mark
Cannig are here, sir. They just flew
down from Jungletown. I gather that
things are getting pretty horrible up
there.”

Quale turned to Captain Future.

“Brewer is president of Jovian
Mines, a small company that owns a
radium mine nerth of Jungletown,” he
explained. “Mark Cannig is his mine-
superintendent.”

“I remember hearing of this Brewer
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before,” Curt said, frowning. “On

Saturn, three years ago.”

Kells returned in a moment with.

the two men he had named.

Lucas Brewer, the mine owner, was
a grossly fat man of forty, with dark,
shrewd little eyes and a puffy face
that wore the pitiless look of those
who live too well.

Mark Cannig, his mine-superin-
tendent, was a dark, handsome young
fellow with a rather nervous look. He
glanced eagerly at Joan Randall but
the pretty nurse avoided his gaze.

“Quale, you've got to do some-
thing!” Lucas Brewer said emphati-
cally as he entered. “This thing is
getting—"

He stopped suddenly, as his eyes
rested on Captain Future. An expres-
sion of recognition came into his eyes.

“Why, is that—" he started to say.

“It’s Captain Future, yes,” Quale
said. “I told you he was coming, re-
member.”

Curt saw something of apprehension
creep into Brewer’s small eyes. And
it seemed to him that there was a sud-
den uneasiness also in the face of
young Mark Cannig,

Curt hated promoters of Brewer’s
type. He had met them before on
many planets. They were ruthless
tricksters whose greed brought mis-
ery to colonizing Earthmen and
planetary natives alike.

“I've heard a lot about you, of
course, Captain Future,” Brewer was
saying hesitantly.

“And I heard something about you
and your business activities on Saturn
a few years ago,” Curt said disgust-
edly.

E asked suddenly, “Why did you
come here from Jungletown to-
night?”

“Because things are getting so bad
up at Jungletown!” Brewer declared.
“We've got over five hundred cases of
the blight there. The hospital’s hope-
lessly overcrowded, and I wanted to
urge Quale to do something to stop
this horrible thing. Anyone up there
may be the next stricken by that hor-
ror. Why, I might be next!”

Captain Future stared contemptu-
ously at the fat promoter. But Eldred
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Kells immediately answered him in-
dignantly.

“We can’t stop the plague until we
know what’s causing it,” defended the
haggard vice-governor,

“Where did the thing start?” Curt
asked him.

Quale answered.

“Up at Jungletown, several hundred
miles north of here. It’s a new boom-
town. Sprang up after radium and
uranium deposits were located nearby.
The place is pretty close to the south-
ern shore of the Fire Sea, and there
are some thousands of Earthmen engi-
neers, prospectors and the like who
make it their base.

“The first cases were of a few ra-
dium prospectors,” Quale went on.
“They stumbled out of the jungle, al-
ready horribly transformed into ape-
like creatures. Since then, more peo-
ple have been stricken every day. Most
of the cases have been at Jungletown,
but there have been a large number
down here at Jovopolis, and others
elsewhere.”

“We're completely in the dark
about the cause of this awful disease,”
Eldred Kells added hopelessly.

“It’s not a disease,” Curt told them
forcefully. “It’s being deliberately
caused.” : =

“Impossible!” exclaimed Lucas
Brewer. “What man would do such a
fiendish thing?”

“I didn’t say it was a man doing it,”
Captain Future retorted. “The one
who is causing it calls himself—the
Space Emperor.”

He watched their faces closely as he
spoke the name. Brewer looked blank.
Young Mark Cannig shifted uneasily.
But Kells and the governor only
started wonderingly.

“Have any of you ever heard that
name?” Curt demanded.

All of them shook their heads nega-
tively. Curt came quickly to a deci-
sion.

“I want to see the victims you have
here in Jovopolis,” he declared. “I’d
like to study them. You spoke of an
Emergency Hospital you’re keeping
them in?”

Sylvanus Quale nodded.

“We converted our Colony Prison
into an emergency hospital. It alone
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could hold those—creatures. Miss
Randall and I can take you there.”

Curt’s big figure strode with the
governor and the nurse out of the
office and through the halls of the
mansion. They emerged into the soft,
heavy night, which was now illumi-
nated by only Europa and Jo.

The two bright moons cast queer
forked shadows down among the tall,
solemn tree-ferns as they went
through the grounds. The buildings
housing the colonial government bor-
dered the square around the gover-
nor’s mansion. The Bmergency Hos-
pital, formerly a prison, was a mas-
sive structure with heavy blank walls
of synthetic metal.

As they entered the vestibule, in
which nervous-looking orderlies were
on guard, an aide rushed in after the
governor.

“There’s an urgent televisor call for
you from Jungletown, sir,” heé told
Sylvanus Quale breathlessly.

“T’1l have to go back and answer it,”
Quale said to Captain Future. “Miss
Randall will show you the atavism
cases.”

HE girl led the way from the ves-

tibule into a long, lighted main
hall of the prison. She went to the
heavy, solid metal door of the first cell-
block. There she touched a switch out-
side the door, and they heard its bolt
shoot back.

They stepped into the cell-block. It
was a windowless barracks with solid
metal walls, lighted by a half-dozen
glowing uranite bulbs in the ceiling.
Cell doors were ranged along either
side of the corridor which they had
entered.

“These are cases of varying dates,”
the pale girl told Curt. “Some of them
are recent and are only apelike, but
others are—you can see for yourself.”

Curt went down the row of doors,
peering through the gratings: into the
cells.

The cells contained a nightmare as-
sortment of ghastly horrors. In some
were huge ape-like creatures standing
eregt and beating with hairy fists at
their doors, roars of rage coming from
their throats.

In others were creatures that were

~ ered a horror like this.

even more bestial, quadrupedal hairy
brutes with pouched bodies and blaz-
ing feral eyes and wide jaws bristling
with fangs. Still other cells held scaled
green reptilian monsters shuffling for-
ward on four limbs and crawling with
their talons to reach Curt and Joan
Randall.

Captain Future was shaken by a
storm of fierce wrath such as he had
never felt before. Never before, on any
of the nine worlds, had he encount-
He felt in the
presence of something utterly unclean
and monstrous.

“God help the devil who did this if
I get my hands on him,” he gritted.

Joan Randall, who had followed him
down the corridor, looked up into his
face.

“If it was an Earthman who caused
thls, I have a suspicion as to his iden-
tity, Captain Future,” she said.

She had taken from a pocket a little
badge which she showed him. It bore
the initials “P. P.”

“I’'m a Planet Police secret agent,”
the girl explained. “There have been
several of us here since this horror
began.”

“Whom do you suspect?” Curt de-
manded quickly.

Before the girl could answer, there
came a startling interruption. It was
the click of the cell-block door bolt.

“Someone has locked us in!” Joan
cried.

Curt sprang toward the door. It was
immovable, the bolt having been shot
home by the electric control outside.

“It’s a trap!” he declared.

He drew his proton-pistol, aimed it
at the door, and released a lightning-
like lance of force. But the heavy slab
of artificial metal resisted the flash of
force. It was scorched but unharmed.

“Is there any other way out of here?”
Captain Future demanded.

“No. This was a prison, remember,”
Joan answered. “Ventilation is indirect,
and the whole place is soundproofed
and rayproofed.”

“What the devil is that?” Curt ex-
claimed.

A loud, simultaneous clicking had
sounded, and every cell-door along the
corridor had suddenly slid open.

Joan went deathly white.
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“The cells have been unlocked!” she

cried. “They are controlled from a
switch out there, and someone has
opened that switch!”

She uttered a little scream.

“Look, they’re coming out—"

With the opening of the cell-doors,
the hideous creatures inside the cells
were beginning to emerge.

Out into the corridor shuffled a great,
hairy ape-thing, then another, then a
shambling, blazing-eyed quadrupedal
beast, and then one of the shuffling, tal-
oned reptilian monstrosities.

Captain Future felt Joan Randall
shrink against him, terrified. The mon-
sters emerging into the corridor, mon-
sters that had once been men, had
sensed the presence of the man and
girl and were starting down the hall
toward them.

CHAPTER VII
Otho Takes the Trail

e el

ACK at the Street of Space Sail-
ors, Otho the android moved
slowly through the crowded, noisy
quarter. Perfectly disguised as one of
the green, squat Jovians, the synthetic
man walked with the shuffling move-
ment characteristic of the planetary
natives. He concentrated upon main-
- taining an appearance of sulky silence.
Inwardly, Otho was intensely alert
to everyone about him. The android
was absolutely loyal to Captain Fu-
ture. His devotion to the laughing,
red-headed adventurer was the strong-
est trait of his fierce, unhuman na-
ture, stronger even than his love of
action and combat. He was deter-
mined to find out what he could for
Curt, no matter what the cost.

He kept an eye out for other Jo-
vians. His task was to mix with the
planetary natives and find out what
they knew about the Space Emperor.
Otho had no doubt of success. His
supreme, cocky self-confidence was
bolstered by his knowledge of the Jo-
vian language and customs, gained on
former trips to this planet with Cap-
tain Future.
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So intently was the android look-
ing out for other Jovians with whom
he might strike up acquaintance, that
he bumped into a big, hulking Earth-
man prospector in the crowd,

“Git outa my way, greenie!” roared
the angry Earthman, and gave Otho
a cuff that sent him spinning aside.

The fierce-natired android’s body
tensed for a spring at the other. Then
he realized that for a Jovian to attack
an Earthman would cause a riot and
give him away.

“I did not mean to bump you, Earth-
man,” Otho said humbly, in the Jovian
language.

“Why don’t you greenies stay out
in your jungles and keep out of this
colony?” the prospector demanded
roughly, and then moved on.

Otho had noticed that three Jovians
stood at the side of the street, and that
they had been watching the incident.
In a flash, the android saw how he
could make capital of it.

He moved over to the three squat
planetary natives, and spoke to them
in a voice whose slurred bass tones he
kept throbbing with resentment.

“I am only trying to find the way
out of here,” Otho told them, “yet
these Earthmen will not even allow
me to walk freely through the €ity.”

The Jovians looked at him. One of
them was a very large individual, with

“strong intelligence in the stamp of his
unhuman green face and his dark,
round eyes.

“Are you a stranger in this coun-
try?” he asked Otho. “I have never
seen you in our northern villages.”

“I am not from the north,” Othe
answered quickly. “I come from a
village which lies far east of here in
the jungle. My name is Zhil.”

“And I am Guro, chief of my peo-
ple,” the big Jovian told Otho, pride
in his deep, bass tones.

At that moment there was an inter-
ruption to their talk. Out of a door-
way farther down the street burst an-
other Earthmen who had suddenly
fallen victim to the dreaded blight.

“Atavism!” went up the familiar,
dreaded cry from scores of voices.
“Call the police!” :

“Reep away from him or yow’ll
catch it!” yelled others in horror.



44 CAPTAIN FUTURE

N very few moments, a rocket-car

had come and the growling, froth-
ing Earthman had been overcome and
taken away. And, as Otho had ne-
ticed before, the throng in the street
hastened fearfully away from the
place as though hoping to escape pos-
sible contagion.

“The curse of the Ancients spreads
fast,” said Guro solemnly to his two
Jovian companions and Otho.

“Yes, the time grows near,” one of
the other two green natives declared.

Otho felt a dawning surprise. What
did they mean by the curse of the An-
cients?

He knew that the Jovians believed
the mighty, mysterious ruins in the
jungle had once been the cities of a
race of demi-gods they called the An-
cients. But what had that legend to
do with this avatism terror?

Otho decided upon a bold attempt.
He had to find out what these Jovians
knew about the Space Emperor, and
for that reason he risked exposure by
his next words.

“Our dark leader told us the truth,”
Otho said solemnly, looking at the
others.

Guro’s round eyes expressed sur-
prise.

“THen you of the eastern villages
have seen and heard the Living An-
cient also? He has appeared to you
as he has to us?”

The Living Ancient? So that was
what the Jovians called the Space Em-
peror? Otho wondered what the name
could mean.

“Yes, he has appeared to us,” he told
Gureo. “He brought his message to us
alse.”

That could cover almost anything,
Otho thought. Yet he was puzzled
over the calling of the Space Emperor
the living Ancient. Was it possible
their enemy was a Jovian?

“Then you will also be ready to
rise and sweep away the Earthmen
when the Living Ancient gives the
word?” Guro asked.

So his guess had been right! Otho
almost gave himself away by a slight
start of surprise which he could not
wholly suppress.

A rising of the Jovians against the
Earthmen? Was that the mainspring

of the myterious Space Emperor’s gi-
gantic plot? But how could such an
attack of the natives hope to succeed?

Their weapons were very primitive.

And how was the spread of the ata-
vism terror connected with it?

The thoughts flashed swiftly
through the android’s mind in a mo-
ment. But he did not hesitate in an-
swering Guro.

“Yes, we too are ready when the
word comes,” he told Guro fervently.

“Good!” muttered the big Jovian.
“And the word will come soon. The
wrath of the mighty Ancients grows
ever greater against the Earthmen,
making more and more of them into
brute beasts. Soon the Living Ancient
will give us the word.”

Otho thought quickly, and then
spoke in the same fervent tones.

“I was to bring word to the Living
Ancient of our preparations,” he told
Guro. “He commanded us to send such
word when we were ready. But I do
not know where to find our mighty
leader.”

“The Living Ancient is to appear to
us tomorrow night in a spot near my
own village,” Guro told him in a bass
whisper. “That spot is the Place of
the Dead.”

“I know that,” lied Otho. “But how
shall I hope to find it, when I do not
know the land here in the north?”
Otho asked doubtfully. “I have never
been this far toward the Fire Sea be-
fore.”

Guro reassured him.

“You will have no trouble finding
it, for we shall take you there our-
selves. We are returning northward
now, and you can come with us. Two
nights hence you can go with us to
the Place of the Dead, and deliver your
message to our leader when he ap-
pears.’

THO thanked him quickly. It

was apparent that Guro and the

other two Jovians had completely ac-
cepted him.

“We leave now,” Guro told him.
“The mission that brought us here is
finished. Our lopers wait in the jun-
gle beyond this city.”

Otho shuffled with the three Jo-
vians, following Guro’s lead through



CAPTAIN FUTURE AND

the rowdy, noisy streets of the inter-
planetary colonial city. They were
not molested, and presently they
were out of the metalloy streets of
Jovopolis, and moving along the road
that led between the great grain fields
of the Earthmen.

The android’s mind was racing. He
must notify Curt Newton of what he
had learned and where he was going.
But though he had his pocket televisor
concealed inside his leather harness,
he dared net try to use it while Guro
and the others were so close to him.
The three Jovians and the disguised

rag, the metal robot, has superhuman strength

android shuffled on along the road be-
tween the mmgled bnliance of the
two moons now in the sky. Soon they
reached the end of the grain fields,
and entered the moon-drenched jungle
whose wilderness stretched unbroken
toward the Fire Sea.

Just inside the jungle waited an-
other Jovian; with four “lopers,” as
the Jovians called their queer steeds.
The lopers were large, lizardlike
creatures, with scaled, barreled bodies
supported by four bowed legs that
gave them incredible speed. Their
necks were long and snaky, ending in
reptilian heads from whose fangless
mouths ran the leather reins by which
the rider controlled his mount.
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“We need yeur loper for this
stranger, You will stay here until we
send back another,” Guro told the Jo-
vian who had waited with the animals.
Then he told Otho, “Mount, Zhil.”

Otho had never ridden one of the
lizardlike creatures before, but the
android, afraid neither of man nor
devil, swung up unhesitatingly into
the rude leather saddle,

The creature turned and hissed an-
grily at him, its small eyes flaring red.
Otho saw the other Jovians kick their
mounts to quiet them, and he did the
same. The creature calmed down.

“Now, northward!” Guro called in
his deep bass voice, and uttered a loud
cry to their mounts.

Next moment, Otho was clinging for
his life. It was as though the crea-
ture had exploded forward.

All four of the lopers were rushing
at a nightmare pace along a dim trail
through the moonlit jungle. Their
speed was incredible, yet the motion
was so gliding that Otho soon ad-
justed himself to it.

Guro and the other Jovians were
riding around him, There was still no
chance to call Captain Future on the
pocket televisor, so the android gave
up the idea for the time.

“It is a long ride,” Guro called to
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him over the rush of wind, “but we
shall be with my people by tomorrow
night, and you will go with us to the
Place of the Dead.”

“I am eager to see the Living An-
cient again,” Otho called back, and re-
flected that he was not lying about
that.

The moonlit jungle through which
they rode along narrow, dim trails
was dense and wild. Huge tree-ferns
reared their glossy pillared trunks
nearly a hundred feet. Big stiff
brush-trees towered almost as high.
Slender “copper trees” whose fibers
contained a high cepper content
gleamed metallically in the light of
the moons.

Snake-vines hanging from the tall
trunks swayed blindly toward the
quartet as they sped past. Sucker-
flies swarmed around them, and deadly
brain-ticks were visible on leaves.
Somewhere off in the jungle, a siren-
bird was charming its prey with weird
song. Now and then a tree-octopus
flitted hastily through the fronds
above like a white ghost. A

THO was enjoying this wild,

rushing ride through the moon-
shot Jovian jungle. The android had,
more than any human could have, the
capacity for taking things as they
came.

Whether he was battling through
blinding red sandstorms on desert
Mars or wading poisonous Venusian
swamps, climbing down into the awful
chasms of mighty-mountained Uranus
or braving the terrible ice-fields of
Pluto, he did not usually bother to
look far ahead.

But now the necessity of getting
word to Captain Future weighed upon
his mind. Several hours of unceasing
riding passed without his getting a
chance to use his pocket televisor.
One or other of the three Jovians was
always near him.

Finally Guro pulled in on his reins
and their lopers came gradually to a
halt, as the others did likewise.

“We stop here to eat,” Guro an-
nounced. ‘“The lopers must have a lit-
tle rest. We start again at dawn.”

They dismounted, and the four liz-
ardlike creatures stretched eut upon

the soft black ground of the little
clearing in which they had halted.

“I will get food,” Guro declared,
and strede out of the clearing into the
brush. .

The other two Jovians were seeing
to the girths of their saddles. Otho
saw his opportunity, and crouched
down quickly as though relaxing,
drawing " out his watchlike pocket
televisor.

He touched its call-button hastily.
He was not sure that the little instru-
ment, designed for short distances,
could reach as far back as Jovopolis.
Tensely he waited for an answering
buzz,

There was no answer. Otho felt
something as near despair as his fierce,
resolute nature could experience.
Again he jabbed the call-button, and
again,

Then came a faint answering whirr
from the little instrument, an indica-
tion that his call-signal had been
heard.

“This is Otho speaking,” he whis-
pered tensely into the tiny thing, not
turning on its visi-wave. “I am going
with Jovians northward. The Space
Emperor is to be—"

A shadow fell across the moonlit
ground in front of him. And a deep
voice sounded.

“What are you doing?” it demanded,

The android turned swiftly. Be-
hind him stood Guro, a bunch of bril-
liant flame-fruit in his hand. He
stared down at Otho with suspicious
eyes.

CHAPTER VIII
The Trail

NSIDE Jovopolis’ former prison,
Captain Future rapidly set his
proton-pistol, then triggered quickly
at the horde of monsters advancing
down the corridor of the cell-block to-
ward Joan and himself.

The thin white beam from his
weapon struck some of the creatures
in the front of the savage mob. They
collapsed as theugh struck by light-
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ning, stunned by the potent beams.

The others hesitated. But as more
and more of them emerged from the
unlocked cells, they came forward
again.

“Captain Future, it must have been
the Space Emperor you spoke of who
trapped us like this!” cried Joan
Randall.

“Yes,” gritted Curt, “and that means
that the Space Emperor is one of those
men who were with us in Quale’s of-
fice. Only they knew we had come
here!”

His mind was seething. Which of
those men had followed them here and
trapped them? Which one was the
Space Emperor?

Could it be Quale himseli, he won-
dered? Or Lucas Brewer, or Kells, or
young Cannig?

As his mind grappled with that
problem, he was firing again at the ad-
vancing monsters. Again the crea-
tures retreated from the beam that had
stunned a dozen of their number.

A fight started between an ape-
thing and a scaly green reptilian crea-
ture. Snarling, hissing, clawing each
other, the two nightmare brutes soon
had involved others in the battle.
Thexr ferocity was bestial, terrifying.

“What are we going to do?” cried
Joan Randall. The girl’s face was
deathly pale.

Curt smiled grimly.

“Don’t worry, we’'ll get out some-
how. I've been in worse spots than
this.”

Somehow the confidence of this tall,
red-haired young man was reassuring
to Joan, even in the face of inevitable
death.

“If these walls are rayproof, there’s
no chance to call Grag and Simon on
my pocket televisor,” he was mutter-
ing. “I could make us invisible, but
it wouldn’t last long and wouldn’t do
us any good.”

“Invisible?” cried the girl, astound-
ed even in this moment of terror.

“Yes, I could do it,” Curt smiled.
“But it only lasts ten minutes or so.
We’ ve got to think of something
else.”

“Captain Future, they’re coming
again!” Joan exclaimed fearfully.

The evolutionary monsters had

THE SPACE EMPEROR 47
broken off their battle, and now were
once more beginning to shuffle down
the white-lit corridor toward the man
and girl.

Captain Future’s beam licked forth
hungrily. Again, the creatures hesi-
tated as some of them fell stunned.
Curt had not set the beam at full
strength. He didn’t want to kill these
creatures who had been men once and
might become normal if a cure were
found for them.

Curt’s clear gray eyes swept the in-
terior of the cell-block again, im
search of some way out. It seemed
hopeless to think that they could
escape or get any call for help through
these soundproofed, rayproofed walls.

Then his gaze fastened on the glow-
ing uranite bulbs in the ceiling of the
corridor., At once, his eyes lit up.

“I've got it!” he exclaimed. “The
only way for us to get out is to de-
stroy the lock of the door. And
there’s a chance that we can do that.”

“Your pistol’s ray can’t get at the
lock,” the girl reminded him, her
voice hopeless. “The electric mech-
gnisn} is encased in the wall beside the

oor.”

A QUADRUPEDAL monster hur-
tled through the air at that mo-
ment. Curt’s beam caught him anad
he fell unconscious in a mass at their
feet,

“My pistol won’t reach the lock,”
Captain Future admitted, as coolly as
though nothing had happened, “but
maybe I can get at it with something
else. Here, take my pistol and hold
those creatures off while I work.”

He did not ask the girl whether she
could do it. He calmly assumed her
courage, and this trust on the part of
the red-haired adventurer steadied
Joan’s nerve,

She took the proton-pistol, and each
time one of the growling, roaring
monsters moved forward, she pulled
the trigger.

Meanwhile, Curt was bunching him-
self for a spring. He might have used
his gravity equalizer, he thought
fleetingly, but there was no time.
W ith all his force, he leaped upward.
The metal ceiling was only a few feet
above his head. His superb muscles
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shot him up toward it, and his hand
grasped one of the glowing uranite
bulbs. :

He fell back to the floor, sliding the
glowing bulb out of its socket. The
thing was merely a glass bulb contain-
ing a few ounces of the glowing, pow-
erful white radioactive powder called
uranite.

Hastily, Curt took from his tungs-
tite belt-kit a thin little glass tube. It
contained a restorative gas he always
carried with him. Deliberately, he
broke both ends of the sealed tube,
allowing the gas to escape. This left
him a tiny glass pipette.

He broke the uranite bulb, then
deftly filled the little pipette with the
glowing radioactive powder. As he
worked, he glanced up every few mo-
ments to make sure that Joan Randall
was managing to hold off the mon-
strous mob, smiling at her encourag-
ingly.

“Now I'll try it,” he told her, when
the pipette was full of the uranite
powder. “Hope it works. If it doesn’t
we’re stuck here.”

Quickly Captain Future went to the
door of the cell-block.

He applied one open end of the
pipette of uranite to the crack between
door and wall, just where the lock was
located.

Then, with extreme care to make
sure that he did not inhale any of the
super-powerful radioactive powder,
he applied his lips to the other end of
the pipette and blew.

The radioactive powder was blown
in a little jet into the crack between
the door and frame. Wherever a grain
of the glowing stuff struck the metal,
it sizzled and hissed, eating into the
surface like a red-hot poker applied to
an ice-cube,

“If I was able to blow any of the
powder into the lock, it ought to eat
away the delicate mechanism there
and the magnetic control of the bolt
will be released,” he told the girl.

“]—I don’t think I can hold them
back much longer,” came Joan’s
shaken voice heard over the babel of
growls.

Captain Future could hear the pow-
erful uranite eating into the metal be-
tween door and wall. Had he got any
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of the grains into the lock? He
waited, his nerves taut.

UDDENLY he heard a sharp click.
The bolt of the door shot back, re-
leased when the magnetic pull of the
lock was ended by destruction of the
electric lock-circuit,

“Come on, Joan!” cried the space-
farer, seizing the girl by the arm.

They burst out into the main hall
of the prison and raced down it, mon-
sters emerging after them.

In a moment they were safe in the
vestibule.

“That was too close for comfort!”
Captain Future declared. His big fig-
ure swung toward the startled order-
lies. “Has anyone come through this
vestibule in the last half hour?”

They shook their heads. Curt’s
tanned face frowned, but in a moment
he spoke again to the orderlies.

“You’d better use sleep-gas to get
those creatures back into the cell-
block,” he said. “And you’ll have to
fix the lock.”

As the orderlies hastened to restore
order, Curt turned to the pale girl.

“Joan, tell me —is there anyway
someone from outside could have got
to that door-switch without coming
through this vestibule?”

Joan nodded quickly.

“Someone who knew the building
could come into the main hall through
the Prison Warden’s offices, which are
unoccupied since this was made into a
hospital.”

“Then that’s how the Space Emper-
or, whoever the devil is, came and
trapped us!” Captain Future said,

He asked the girl another question.

“Just before we were locked in
there, you were saying that you sus-
pected some Earthman here as possi-
bly being the one behind this terrible
blight?”

“Yes, Lucas Brewer,” said the girl.
“Brewer seems to have some queer,
mysterious influence over the Jovians.
They work in his radium mine as la-
borers, and they won’t work for any
other Earthman, no matter what pay
is offered them.”

The girl continued.

“You said that the Space Emperor,
the one who is causing the horror, is
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worshiped by the Jovians. That’s
what makes me suspect it is Brewer.”

Curt frowned in deep thought.
- “That’s certainly grounds for sus-
pecting Brewer. And also, we know
now that the Space Emperor is one of
the four men who were in Quale’s of-
fice when we left it, and Brewer is one
of those four.”

His chin hardened.

“I think I have some questions to
ask Mr. Brewer. Come along!”

CHAPTER IX

Laboratory Magic

EY hastened back beneath the

two brilliant jovian moons toward

the metalloy mansion of the governor.

Sylvanus Quale and Eldred Kells

were bending over a map when Curt

and the girl entered the white-lit of-
fice.

“Why — what’s happened?” ex-
claimed Quale, his colorless face star-
tled as he looked inquiringly at the
disheveled two.

“The Space Emperor tried to scrag
us and nearly succeeded, that’s what
happened,” rasped Captain Future.
His gray eyes were searching their
faces as he told what had occurred.

“Where are Brewer and young Can-
nig?” he demanded.
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“They’ve left—gone back to Jungle-
town in their rocket-flier,” Quale re-
plied.

“Why did they go?” Curt demand-
ed, his big figure stiffening.

“That message that called me back
here to my office was from Captain
Gurney, the police marshal up there at
Jungletown,” Quale explained. “He
reported that the atavism cases are
getting out of control up there, and
also that the unrest of the Jovians up
there seems to be increasing.”

The governor paused.

“Brewer said that he and Cannig
ought to return to look after his com-
pany’s mine,” he continued. “He in-
sisted on going.”

“That’s right,” confirmed Eldred
Kells, the blond vice-governor. “I
tried to get them to stay, but
couldn’t.”

Curt was thinking. Either Brewer
or Cannig could have slipped into the
Emergency Hospital te spring that
death-trap, before leaving.

“Kells is going up to Jungletown at
once, to see how bad conditions are
there,” Quale told Curt.

“I'll go too,” Joan Randall said
quickly. “If the number of victims is
increasing so, I'll be needed at the
hospital there.”

The girl secret agent flashed Cap-
tain Future a glance as she spoke.
Curt realized she intended to continue
her observation of Brewer and Can-
nig, if possible. [Turn page]
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Kells hesitated at her going along.

“Jungletown is rather a tough, wild
town for a girl to go into,” he de-
clared. “But it’s true you'll be needed
up there. Come along, and we’ll start
at once.”

Captain Future made no comment
as the man and girl left the office. A
few moments later, the roar of their
rocket-flier was heard as they teok off
from the nearby hangar.

Curt turned toward the governor.

“Quale, as governor here you know
something about these legends of a
mighty Jovian civilization that is sup-
posed to have existed on this planet
in the remote past?”

The governor looked surprised.

“Why, yes, I've heard the supersti-
tious stories the Jovians tell,” he ad-
mitted. “And the few archaeologists
who have looked at those queer ruins
in the jungle say that they really were
once the cities of a highly civilized
race. But why do you ask, Captain
Future?”

“Has anyone ever unearthed any of
the scientific secrets of that vanished
Jovian race?” Curt demanded.

Quale was a little startled. “Why,
no. It’s true that some have hoped to
find the hidden secrets of that mys-
terious race. One young archaeolo-
gist who was through here some
weeks ago was sure he could. But no
one has ever done so.” £

“What was the name of that young
archaeologist?” Curt asked quickly.

“His name was Kenneth Lester,”
Quale replied. “He told me he’d been
studying the Jovian legends and be-
lieved he was on the trail of solving
the whole mystery of the vanished
race. He went from here up to Jun-
gletown, and then on northward into
the jungles toward the Fire Sea.”

Captain Future’s eyes narrewed.

“Where’s Lester now? What did
he say he’d found when he came
back?”

The governor shook his head.

“Lester never came back. Nothing

more was ever heard from him, though
he’d promised to notify me of any dis-
coveries he made. He had no experi-
ence with those jungles, and undoubt-
edly he perished up there in them.”
Captain Future remained sijent for
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a moment, wrapped in thought. The
governor looked attentively at the big,
red-haired young man.

“That’s all I wanted to know,” Curt
said finally. “One more thing, though
—I would like to have one of the most
recent atavism cases from your hospi-
tal, for study by Simon Wright and
myself, in order that we can try to
find a cure for this thing.”

A QUARTER hour later, in a bor-
rowed police rocket-car, Cap-
tain Future reached the edge of the
dark Jovopolis spaceport where the
Comet waited. He carried out of the
car an unconscious Earthman with a
brutalized, flushed face—the atavism
victim the governor had allowed him
to bring from the hospital.

Inside the little ship, Grag the ro-
bot greeted him with noisy, booming
relief. Simon Wright’s lens-eyes fo-
cused at once on the big young ad-
venturer’s taut face.

“Did you succeed in trapping the
Space Emperor, 1ad ?” the Brain asked
quickly.

“He nearly trapped me, damn him!”
Curt exclaimed ruefully. “Isn’t Otho
back yet?”

“No, he hasn’t been here,” Wright
declared.

Curt uttered an impatient exclama-
tion.

“I wanted to get on up to Jungle-
town at once. Now we’ll have to wait
for that crazy android who’s probably
busy getting himself into trouble.”

Concisely, he told Simon Wright all
that had happened, while Grag lis-

~ tened also.

“So I believe,” Curt finished, “that
the Space Emperor has actually dis-
covered the secret of making matter
temporarily immaterial, by a step-up
in frequency of its atomic vibration.
The thing’s possible, isn’t it, Simon?”

“It’s possible theoretically, though
no known scientist has ever done it,”
rasped the Brain. “Furthermore, not
one of your four suspects is a scien-
tist.”

“I know!” Curt exclaimed. “And
that’s what makes me think the Space
Emperor has discovered the scientific
secrets of the vanished race of this
world. The secret of vibration-step-
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up is probably one of them, and the
atavism weapon another,

“And what’s more,” Curt declared,
“I believe this Kenneth Lester, the
missing archaeologist, ties into it
somewhere. This Lester was highly
certain, according to Quale, that he
could find the secrets of the vanished
race. Then he disappeared.”

Grag had listened with attention,
trying to follow Curt’s explanation.
Now the big robot asked a question.

“If the Space Emperor can make
himself immaterial whenever he
wants to, how can we catch him, mas-
ter?”

“We can’t catch him if he’s imma-
terial, that’s the devil of it,” Captain
Future told the robot. “Our only
chance is to grab him while he’s in
his normal state.”

He turned to the Brain.

“I want to investigate this Lucas
Brewer first. As soon as Otho comes,
we’ll go up to Jungletown and I'l]l see
what I can find out about that fat
swindler. While we’re waiting for
Otho,” he went on, “we can start
study of this atavism victim I brought
with me. It’s urgent that some cure
for the blight be found as soon as pos-
sible, or this whole colony will be
wiped out.”

Grag unfolded the metal table from
the wall of the little compact labora-
tory that occupied the whole midship
of the Comet. The robot laid the
stricken, drugged man upon it.

Captain Future hung a curious lamp
over the unconscious man. It was a
long cylindrical glass tube that could
project “tuned” X-rays which made
either bone, blood or solid flesh tissue
or nerve-tissue almost invisible, at
will.

Curt set the rays to block out the
whole skin, skull, and outer tissues
of the victim’s head. Then he donned
the fluoroscopic spectacles that were
part of the equipment, and slipped
similar spectacles over the eye-lenses
of Simon Wright.

They could now look deep into the
head of the victim as though he were
semi-transparent.

“I believe,” Curt said tersely, “that
this evolutionary blight is caused by
a deep change in the ductless glands.

We know that slight malfunctioning
of the pituitary gland will produce
acromegaly, in which the victim be-
comes brutish of body and mind. Sup-
pose that the pituitary is really the
secret control of physical evolution?”

“I wunderstand,” said Simon, his
lenses glittering. “You think that
acromegaly, which has always been
considered a mere disease, is really a
case of mild atavism?”

URT nodded his red head keenly.
“That’s it, Simon. And if a
man found a way to paralyze the pi-
tuitary gland completely, then the re-
sulting atavism would not be just mild
but would become worse each day, the
victim reverting farther each day to
the brute!”

“Let’s look at the pituitary gland
and see,” said Simon Wright.

Intently, they scrutinized the big
gland that was attached to the base
of the victim’s brain by a thin stalk.

“See the dark color of the gland!”
Captain Future exclaimed. “That’s
abnormal—the pituitary of this man
has been subjected to some freezing
or paralyzing radiation!”

He straightened his big figure, and
there was a gleam in his gray eyes as
he took off the fluoroscopic glasses.

“What we’ve got to do is to devise
some way of starting the paralyzed
pituitaries of the stricken man,” he
said: “Do you think we could find a
counter-radiation that would do it?”

“I doubt it, lad,” muttered Simon
Wright. “It seems to me that our
best chance would be to devise a chem-
ical formula that could be injected di-
rectly into the victims’ bloodstream
and which would reach their glands
in that way.”

“Then we’ll try out differemt for-
mulae on this victim—" Curt started
to say. He suddenly stepped.

His keen ears had just caught the
faint whir of the buzzer in his pocket-
televisor. He snatched out the little in-
strument and touched the call-button
to signal that he had heard.

“This is Otho speaking!” came a
rapid whisper from it. “I am going
with Jovians northward. The Space
Emperor is to be—"

Suddenly the android’s whisper



52 CAPTAIN FUTURE

broke off. Curt waited, his tanned
face a little alarmed in expression.

He dared not call the android back,
without knowing what had happened.
Minutes passed in silence. After a
quarter-hour, Otho’s whisper came
again, a little louder.

“One of these Jovians nearly caught
me calling you, but I convinced him I
was just talking to myself,” Otho
chuckled.

“You crazy fool, be careful!” Cap-
tain Future spoke angrily into the
instrument. “Do you want to get
yourself killed? What the devil are
you up to, anyway?”

“I’m going to stay with these Jovi-
ans until I find out where the Space
Emperor is to appear before them,”
Otho’s answer came back. “It’s to be
tomorrow night, at some spot called
the Place of the Dead, in the north
jungles. As soon as I find out where
the place is, I'll come back and tell
you.” '

“We’ll have the Comet at Jungle-
town,” Curt told the android quickly
through the instrument. “We’re go-
ing there now.”

“Give my regards to Grag and tell
him that I am sorry he is sitting in
the ship and doing nothing,” Otho’s
voice teased, before he was silent.

Grag moved his metal head furi-
ously.

“Is it my fault that I have been sit-
ting here?” boomed the robot. “I
wanted to go with you, and you took
him insteag i

Curt gave the massive robot a pow-
erful shove toward the control-room.

“Get in there and start the ship
without more grumbling or T'll dis-

- gonnect yqur speech-apparatus!” he
warned Grag. “We’re flying north to
Jungletown, in a hurry.”

“What about our patient—do we
take him too?” asked the robot.

Curt nodded.

“Simon can keep hunting for a cure
and test his formulae on that poor fel-
low. I’ve got to attend to more urgent
business.”

As Captain Future turned back to
the Brain, his gray eyes had an ex-
pectant gleam.

“So the Space Emperor is to appear
up in those northern jungles tomor-

row night? And Lucas Brewer had
to fly north tonight. The trail leads
to Brewer, Simon!”

CHAPTER X

Beneath Jovian Moons

UNGLETOWN throbbed with

roaring life tonight, under the two
bright moons. Even the dreadful
shadow of the horror that had stricken
down hundreds, even the knowledge
that the Jovian aborigines hordes were
ominously restless could not slacken
the gusty, lusty tempo of life in this
wild new town.

This was a typical planetary boom
town, such as sprang up wherever a
great new strike was made, be it on
desert Mars or mountainous Uranus
or Arctic Pluto. To these boom towns
thronged adventurous Earthmen
from all over the System, prospectors
and gamblers, merchants and crimi-
nals, engineers and drug-peddlers,
dreamers and knaves and fools.

The great strike of uranium and
radium northward had been responsi-
ble for the birth of Jungletown. It
had grown with mushroom speed, till
now it was a straggling mass of some
thousands of metalloy houses, huddled
together in the big clearing that had
been blasted out of the mighty fern-
jungles.

Captain Future peered keenly to-
ward the town from where he stood
with his comrades beside the Comet.
They had landed the ship near the
dark edge of the jungle, unobserved.

“The atavism cases haven’t slowed
this place down much,” Curt muttered
as he stared.

“These boom towns aren’t afraid
of man or God or devil,” rasped Si-
mon Wright dourly. “Murder and
robbery walk in them hand and hand.
Remember the one on Neptune’s
moon?”’

“That town where those criminals
laid the atomic trap for us?” said Curt.
He chuckled softly. “I remember!”

“Hear that queer throbbing, mas-
ter?” Grag boomed suddenly to Curt.
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‘Captain Future and his companions
stood with the solemn, murmusous
black jungle towering at their backs.
Out of it came heavy exhalations of
rotting vegetation and the spicy
scent of flowers.

The heavy tread of “stampers” was
audible from its depths, and the rustle

-of a tree-octopus. Balloon-beasts
floated overhead in the moonlight, the
membranous gas-sac that held them
aloft glimmering. And little sucker-
flies hummed viciously around, while
big death-moths fluttered in their
strange dying flight that lasts for days.

In front of them, beyond the black,
raw fields, lay the moonlit metal roofs
and blazing, noisy streets of the town.
Even from here the vibration of brassy
music could be heard. And above the
town, the whole northern sky flamed
brilliant, quaking crimson from the
great glare of the mighty Fire Sea
beyond.

Curt was listening tensely. Then
he heard the sound the robot’s artificial
hearing had detected. It was a dim,
deep throbbing that came from the
dark jungles northwest of the town,
and that he felt rather than heard. It
seemed to roll up from the ground
on which they stood, in a steady,
heavy rhythm.

“It’'s Jovian ground- drums,
Wright rasped.

Curt nodded tightly.

“There’s no doubt about it. They’re
out there somewhere northwest of the
town.”

Captain Future had heard the
“ground-drums” before—unknown in-
struments by which Jovian aborigines
caused a percussive vibration in the
ground which could be heard for far.

“That means trouble, lad,” the
Brain said harshly. “The Jovians or-
dinarily never do any ground-drum-
ming where Earthmen can hear them.”

“I’'m going into the town and hunt
up Ezra Gurney, the Planet Police

marshal here,” he told the Brain. “You
can stay here and work on the atavism
cure, Simon.”

“Yes, of course,” rasped the Brain.

“1 go with you this time, master?”
Grag asked anxiously.

“No, Grag, you'd attract too much
attention in the tewn,” Captain Fu-

Simon
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ture told the big robet.” “I’ll call you
if I need you.”

Then Curt strode across the dark
fields toward the tewn. The twe
moons looked down on his big figure,
and the shaking glare of crimson in
the sky tinged his keen face redly.

URT entered the chief street of
Jungletown, a narrow, unpaved
one bordered on both sides by
metalloy structures of hasty construc-
tion. Gambling places, drinking
shops, lodging houses of ill appear-
ance, all stood out under a blaze of
uranite bulbs. Music blared from many
places, and a babel of voices dazed the
ears.

He shouldered through a metley,
noisy crowd that jammed the street.
Here were husky prospectors in
stained zipper-suits, furtive, unshaven
space-bums begging, cool-eyed inter-
planetary gamblers, gaunt engineers
in high boots with flare-pistols at their
belts, bronzed space-sailors up from
Jovopolis for a carousal in the wildest
new frontier-town in the System.

Curt noticed that only a few of the
green Jovians were in the streets.
The flipper-men made no remonstrance
when drunken Earthmen cuffed them
out of the way, but their silence was
gqueerly ominous.

“Anybody want to buy a Saturnian
‘talker’?” a big space-sailor with an
owl-like bird on his shoulder was
shouting.

“Anybody want to buy a Saturnian
‘talker’?” the bird repeated, exactly
mimicking its master’s voice.

“Biggest bar on Jupiter!” a tele-
speaker outside the roaring drinking
place was calling. “Martian gold-
wine, Mercurian dream-water—any
drink from any planet!”

As Curt passed a big gambling-hall
noisy with the click of “quantum
wheels,” a hand grasped his hand. It
was a thin-bodied, red-skinned native
Martian, whose breath was strong
with Jovian brandy as he appealed to
Curt in his shrill, high voice.

“Help me out, Earthman!” he
begged. “I’ve been stranded here a
year and I've got to get back to Mars
to my family.”

Curt ch ed.
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“You've not been on Jupiter more
than a month or your skin would
have bleached out. You've no family
for you belong to the Syrtis people of
Mars, where the children are raised
communally, But here’s something
for a drink.”

The Martian, startled, took the
coin and stumbled hastily away from
the big redhead.

Then as Curt passed a tavern from
which came wild, whirling music with
the pulsing Venusian double-rhythm
in it, he heard a sudden uproar break
loose inside.

“Marshal or no marshal, you can’t
tell Jon Daumer what to do!” roared
an Earthman’s bellowing voice.

“I'm telling you, and I’m not tell-
ing you again,” answered a steely
voice. “You and your friends get out
of town and get out now.”

Captain Future recognized that
hard second voice. He pushed quickly
into the tavern,

It was a big, bright-lit metal hall,
hazy with the acrid smoke of Venusian
swamp-leaf tobacco. A mixed throng
jammed the place. There were pros-
pectors, gamblers and engineers, some
of whom had been drinking at the
long glassite bar, others of whom had
been dancing with hard-faced; painted
girls.

All eyes were now watching the
tense drama taking place. A big,
heavy-faced Earthman in white zipper-
suit, with three other mean-eyed men
behirid him, confronted a grizzled,
iron-haired man who wore the black
uniform of the Planet Police and a
marshal’s badge.

Ezra Gurney, the gray-haired mar-
shal, was looking grimly at the quar-
tet who faced him.

“I'm giving you and your three fel-
low-crooks just one hour to leave Jun-
gletown, Daumer,” he warned.

Curt saw Daumer crimson with
rage.

“You've not proved that we have
broken any laws!” the man bellowed
at Gurney.

“I don’t need any more proof than
what I've got,” said Ezra Gurney. “I
know you four have been getting pros-
pectors drunk and robbing them of
their radium You’re léaving!”
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AUMER’S face stiffened. He and

his companions dropped their

hands toward the hilts of their flare-
guns.

“We’re not going, Gurney,” he said
ominously.

Curt Newton stepped suddenly
from behind Gurney. His tall, red-
headed figure confronted Daumer and
his companions.

“Take your hands off those guns
and get out of town as Marshal Gur-
ney says,” Curt ordered the four men
coldly.

Daumer was first amazed at the
stranger’s audacity. Then he uttered
a guffaw of laughter that was echoed
by the motiey crowd.

“Listen to this Mr. Nobedy that’s
telling me what to do!” he exclaimed.
The crowd roared in appreciative
mirth.

“Captain Future!” cried Ezra Gur-
ney suddenly as he glimpsed Curt’s
face.

“Captain Future?” echoed Daumer
blankly. His eyes dropped frozenly
to the big ring on Curt’s finger.

“It’s him!” he whispered threugh
stiff lips.

The laughter of the crowd was
struck to silence as by a blow. In froz-
en, unbelieving stillness, they stared
at Curt.

- The greatest adventurer in the So-
lar System’s history, the mysterious,
awesome figure whose legend domi-
nated the nine worlds, stood in their
midst. As they realized it, they could
only stare rigidly at this big, red-
haired, gray-eyed man whose name
and fame had rung around the System.

“We’re—going, Captain Future,”
Daumer said hoarsely, his brutal face
pallid.

“See that you take the first ship off
Jupiter,” Curt lashed, his bleak gray
eyes boring into the faces of the four
men.

Daumer and his companions were
out of the place in a moment. Curt
and Ezra Gurney followed them.

No man or woman in the crowded
hall moved, as Captain Future and the
grizzled marshal walked out to the
street. But as they reached the noisy,
thronged thoroughtfare, they heard a
great babel of excited voices from be-



CAPTAIN FUTURE AND

hind them blast forth in the tavern.

“Thanks for steppin’ in to help me
out, Captain Future, but you spoiled a
swell fight,” said Ezra Gurney testily.

Curt grinned.

“I see you’re as bloodthirsty as ever,
Marshal. I thought maybe that fracas
in the Swampmen’s Quarter on Venus
two years ago would have quieted you
down.”

Gurney looked at him with shrewd
old eyes.

“What brings you to Jupiter is this
atavism business, isn’t it?”’

Curt nodded grimly.

“That’s it. What do you know
about it, Ezra?”

“I know it’s hell’s blackest master-
piece,” said Ezra Gurney somberly.
“Captain Future, I've been out on the
planetary frontiers for forty years.
I’ve seen some evil things on the nine
worlds in that time. But I never saw
anything like this before.”

His weatherbeaten face tightened.
~ “This town is sitting on top of hell,
and no one knows when it’ll bust loose.
The atavism cases are increasing dai-
ly, and the Jovians are acting queer.”

“You called Quale tonight about the
Jovian unrest increasing?” Curt said,
and Ezra Gurney nodded emphati-
cally.

“Yes, I told Quale the truth, that
the Jovians are working up to some-
thing big. You can hear their ground-
drums out in the jungle all the time
now.”

They had turned off the crowded
street into the small metalloy struct-
ure that housed Planet Police Head-
quarters.

“Ezra, what do you know about Lu-
cas Brewer’s radium mine?” Captain
Future asked.

Gurney looked at him keenly.

“There’s something queer about it.
Brewer is able to get the Jovians to
work for him as laborers, something
nobody else can do. That gives him
a big advantage, with labor as scarce
as it is here. He’s getting rich pro-
ducing radium, up there.”

“How does he explain the fact that
the Jovians work for him and no one
else?” Curt demanded.

“He says he treats ’em right,” Gur-
ney answered skeptically. “I know he

THE SPACE EMPEROR 55

pays ’em a lot of trade-goods—-shlp-
ments go up to his mine all the time.
But the green critters won’t work for
nobody else, no matter what pay is
offered them.”

HE big red-haired man considered
that, his tanned face thoughtful.
He asked another question.

“Do you know anything about the
disappearance of Kenneth Lester, a
young planetary archaeologist, up
here?”

“Not a thing,” Ezra confessed “He
went up into the jungles weeks ago.
Then he flew back down here to send
a letter off, and went back north. No
more word ever came back from him
and he’s never been found.”

“I’'m going out and make a secret
investigation of Lucas Brewer’s
mine,” Captain Future declared, get-
ting up. “Lend me a rocket-flier?”

Gurney’s face grew anxious.

“That’s a dangerous place to monkey
around. Brewer’s got guards all
around the mine. Says he’s afraid of
radium-bandits.”

Curt grinned, and there was no
trace of alarm in the big young ad-
venturer’s cheerful face.

“T’ll take my chances, Ezra. What
about that rocket-flier?”

Ten minutes later, in a small, tor-
pedolike Planet Police flier, Curt flew
up above the blazing, turbulent streets
of Jungletown and headed northward.

Black, brooding jungle unreeled be-
neath, an endless blanket of dark ob-
scurity. Ahead, the whole northern
sky flamed shaking scarlet from the
glare of the Fire Sea.

Dark, low ranges of hills showed
far aghead, standing out blackly
against the quivering red aurora.

Curt hummed a haunting Venusian
tune as he flew on, keenly eyeing the
blank blackness of jungle. He sensed
himself closer on the trail of the
Space Emperor, and the thought of
coming to grips with his unknown ad-
versary brought a cheerful gleam te
his eyes.

At last he saw what he was looking
for—a little cluster of lights far
ahead and below. At once, he swooped
downward in the flier, hovered hum-'
mingly above the dense dark tangle
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of jungle, and then landed expertly in
a small clearing.

In a few minutes, Curt was slog-
ging steadily through the moon-
drenched jungle of tree-ferns toward
the lights,

Tree-octopi flitted overhead. Bulb-
ous balloon-beasts sailed slowly by
high above the ceiling of foliage.
Once Captain Future’s foot crashed
down into the mouth of an under-
ground tunnel made by “diggers.”
They were big, bloodthirsty burtow-
ers who seldoh appeared above
ground.

Sucker-flies swarmed around him,
cunningly injecting a tiny drop of
anaesthetic to deaden their sting, And
once Curt fancied he heard the dis-
tant, lowing passage of a “crawler,”
one of the most weird and dreaded of
Jovian beasts.

He came finally to the edge of a
mile-wide blasted clearing in which
lay the mine. Out there in rock quar-
ries scores of Jovians clad in protec-
tive lead suits were digging radium
ores, working by the brilliant light
of uranite bulbs, and superintended by
Earthmen overseers.

Further away lay the field-office of
the mine, and the warchouses, smel-
ters and other buildings. Their win-
dows glowed with light.

“Looks innocent enough,” Captain
Future muttered, “but there’s some-
thing damned queer about it. Who
ever heard of Jovians doing dangerous
labor like that, for any Earthman?”

He loosed his proton pistol in its
holster. '

“I think we’ll see whether the cor-
pulent Mr. Brewer is here or not. And
first, a look inside those ware-
houses—"

Curt started along the edge of the
clearing, keeping inside the shadow of
the jungle. He had gone but a few
rods when a faint sound behind him
made him whirl quickly.

A dark Earthman guard stepped
out of the shrubbery, his flare-pistol
leveled menacingly at Curt’s head.

“Spy, eh?” rasped the guard. “You
get itmow!”

And he loosed a blazing flare from
his gun that shot straight toward
Curt’s face.

CHAPTER XI

Brain and' Robot

RAG was worried. The big robot
paced restlessly, back and forth
inside the Comet, in ponderous stride.
Every few minutes he went to the
door and peered out.

He had run the ship into the jungle
outside Jungletown. The boom-town
lay out there, beneath the thin wash
of red light from the setting sun. The
lights were coming on in its streets,
the uproar commencing as night.came
once more.

“Something has happened to our
master,” the robot boomed as he came
back from the door to the midship
laboratory. “He said he would be
back soon. That was last night, A
whole day has passed, and he has not
come back.”

Simon Wright’s eye-stalks turned
irritatedly toward the robot.

“Will you quit worrying?” the
Brain demanded. “Curtis isn’t a boy
any more. He can take care of him-
self, better than any man in the Sys-
tem. You seem to think you’re still
his guardian and nursemaid.” »

Grag answered.

“I think you worry about him as
much as I do.”

From the Brain’s vocal opening
came something that might have been
a rasping chuckle. «

“You are ri%ht, Grag. We all three
worry about him, you and I and Otho.
We cannot forget the long years of
his babyhood and boyhood on the
moon, when we alone protected him.”

“But there is no need to worry, re-—
ally,” Simon went on. “He’ll be back
soon now surely. And in the mean-
time I can’t go on with the synthesiz-
ing of this new formula without your
help.”

“I am sorry, I will help now,” Grag
said simply.

Simon was about to prepare still
another chemical formula which he
hoped would prove capable of reviv-
ing the paralyzed pituitary glands of
the blight’s victims, and bring about
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their recovery. He had tested sev-
eral such formulae already on the
stricken Earthman who still lay here
- in drugged sleep, but without success.

Now, from the pedestal upon which
his chromium case rested, Simon
called out the exact measures and ac-
tions which must be combined, and
Grag performed them with an exacti-
tude of which only a robot was capa-
ble, pouring, mixing, weighing and
heating as the Brain directed.

Simon and Grag had werked thus
together for many years. Otho was
too restless and impatient to make a
perfect partner for the Brain. But
Grag, with his superhuman patience
and precision, was an ideal partner.

The formula was finally finished.
Darkness had come, by then. Simon
directed the robot as he injected the
pinkish fluid into the drugged Earth-
man’s veins,

Then, after some minutes, the Brain
had Grag turn on the X-ray lamp, and
peered into the drugged man’s skull
for long minutes through the fluoro-
scopic glasses.

“It werks!” he rasped finally.
“We've found a cure, Grag!”

“But the man looks just the same,”
objected the robot, staring down dubi-
ously at the drugged, brutish victim.

“Qf course—he won’t recover all in
a minute,” Simon snapped. “But now
that his pituitary gland is functioning
again, his body and mind will again
come back to human semblance in a
period of days.”

Grag stalked to the deor and looked
out. The flare of light and noise from
rioting Jungletown rose against the
red, distant glare of the Fire Sea.
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Three moons were in the sky, and
the fourth was rising. But the anx-
ious robot did not see by their
light the big, red-haired figure he
yearned to see.

“Still master has not come back,” he
boomed. “And neither has Otho come.
Something has happened.”

“You may be right, at that,” Simon
muttered. “It shouldn’t have taken
Curtis all this time to go out to that
mine and back.”

“Perhaps he did not go there?”
Grag suggested. “Perhaps he went
somewhere else?”

Simon theught.

“We'd better find out,” the Brain
finally declared. *“Curtis went into
the town to see Marshal Ezra Gurney,
so Gurney ought to know just where
he went.”

“Pick me up, Grag,” the Brain con-
tinued. “We're going to find the
marshal.”

Quickly, the robot grasped the han-
dle of the Brain’s transparent case in
his metal fingers. Then he strode out
of the Comet and stalked with mighty
strides across the moonlit fields to-
ward the flaring, noisy towns.

They could hear the chatter of deep
and shrill voices from the streets. The
heavy throb of the Jovian greund-
drums seemed louder tonight.

“Avoid the streets,” Simon ordered
the robot who carried him. “Keep be-
hind the buildings, in the shadows,
until we see Gurney.”

Grag obeyed, stalking behind the
rows of metalloy structures, pausing
at breaks between them so that he and
Simon could peer into the bright,
[Turn pagel
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crowded streets in search of the mar-
shal.

But neither the Brain nor the robot
could spot the veteran peace-officer.
As they continued their search an in-
toxicated Earthman came staggering
back from the street toward the shad-
ows from which Grag and Simon
were watching. He stopped suddenly
as he glimpsed them in front of him.

The drunken man tipped his head
back and looked up wunbelievingly
with bleared eyes at the blank metal
face and gleaming photoelectric eyes
of the huge robot.

“Go ’way,” he muttered thickly.
know you’re not real.”

“Shall I silence him, Simon?” asked
Grag in his deep voice.

“No, he is only a drunken fool,”
rasped the Brain.

As the intoxicated one heard the
voices from the robot and the trans-
parent brain-case he carried, he ut-
tered a wild shriek.

“They’re real!”

And with the cry, he stumbled wild-
ly back out into the street.

“Police!” he yelled. “Where’s the
Planet Police?? :

Ezra Gurney came along the street
quickly in answer to that cry, and the
drunken one grabbed his arm.

“There’s a couple of—monsters—
back there,” he babled wildly, point-
ing.

Gurney was about to reply in dis-
gust, when Simon Wright's rasping
voice reached him.

“Marshal Gurney! This way!”

Gurney started at the sound of the
metallic voice, then pushed the drunk
away and hastened back into the shad-
- ows. He uttered an exclamation as
he glimpsed the big robot and the
Brain he carried. He knew Captain
Future’s aides well.

“Simon Wright! And Grag!” he ex-
claimed. “What’s wrong now?”

“Curtis hasn’t come back,” Simon
told him quickly. “Did he go to the
Brewer mine last night?”

“That’s where he said he was goin’,”
Gurney declared. “An’ he’s not back
yet? That don’t look so good.”

“Is Brewer in town now, or out at
the mine?” Simon demanded keenly.

“I don’t know but we can soon find

“I
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out,” the marshal answered. “His
company office is over in the next
street, and if he’s in town he’ll be
there.,” ;

HEY started through the shad-

. ows, keeping out of the moon-
light of the four silver satellites, to-
ward the next street.

It was a sober business thorough-
fare rather than a carnival street,
bordered by small metalloy offices.
Gurney led the way to the door of one
whose windows glowed with light.

As Gurney walked in, followed by
the huge robot with the glittering-
eyed Brain, a man alone in the room
uttered a startled cry.

“Good God, what are those crea-
tures?”

It was Mark Cannig. His eyes
bulged as he stared at Grag and Si-
mon Wright.

“They’re Captain Future’s pals,”
Gurney replied sharply. “Is Brewer
here?”

“No—I don’t know where he 1s,
Cannig answered uneasily.

The nervousness of the young mine
superintendent did not miss Simon
Wright’s keen lens-eyes. Then the
Brain glimpsed something lying on
the floor near the wall.

“Pick that up, Grag,” he directed
sharply, looking toward it.

Grag obeyed, and held the little
object so the Brain could inspect it
closely.

It was a small badge with the letters
“P.P.” on it, and a number on its
back.

“That’s a Planet Police secret-agent
emblem,” Gurney said sharply. “And
the number is Joan Randall’s num-
ber.”

He turned on Cannig.

“When was she here?”

Cannig flushed uneasily.

“I don’t know if she was here or not.
I just came myself.”

“Call the hospital and find out if
she’s there, Marshal,” Simon Wright
suggested raspingly.

Gurney went to the televisor on the
desk and made the call. His face was
grim as he straightened.

“She left the hospital an hour ago
and didn’t come back. They don’t
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know why she hasn’t, either.

“I don’t know where she is!” Can-
nig exclaimed. “I don’t know anythmg
about that badge.”

“In other words, you just don’t
know nothin’,” Ezra Gurney said sar-
castically.

There was a rush of feet, and into
the room came a flying figure. It was
a green Jovian, moving with amazing
speed, his round, dark éyes blazing.

“Get out of here, greenie,” ordered
the Marshal. “We’re busy.”

“You're no busier than I’ve been,”
answered the Jovian in a hissing, fa-
miliar voice. “And I've got news.”

“Otho!” exclaimed Simon instantly,
as he recognized the android’s voice
through - his disguise. “What have
you learned?”

“I’ve learned the exact spot where
the Space Emperor will appear to
these benighted Jovians tonight, an
hour from now!” Otho declared, “I
was supposed to be there with them,
- but I slipped away to bring Captain
Future the news.”

His eyes swept the room.
where is Captain Future?”

“We don’t know!” Simon Wright
exclaimed. “It’s beginning to look as
though something has happened to
him, and to Joan Randall too!”

“But

CHAPTER XII

Secret of the Mine

URT NEWTON’S physical and

mental reflexes were a shade fast-
er than those of any other man in the
System. He could not quite match
the blurring speed of the android who
had taught him quickness, but his re-
actions were almost as instantaneous.
As the Earthman guard fired his flare-
gun at Captain Future, the big red-
head was already diving beneath the
whizzing flare in a low, swift tackle.
Curt had started moving in the second
before the guard could pull his trig-
ger.

He knocked the man crashing from -

his feet. Before the fellow could ut-
ter a c¢ry, Curt smashed his fist hard

upward to the chin. The guard’s head
snapped back and he went limp and
senseless. ~

Captain Future straightened, tense-
ly listening. The scuffle and the whiz-
zing shot had not aroused alarm
among the laboring Jovians and alert
overseers out in the radium diggings.

But dawn was coming. Already the
sky was reddening. Hastily, Curt
dragged the senseless guard into the
jungle and tightly bound his hands
and feet with strips from his jacket.

“You shouldn’t be so free with your
little flare-gun,” Captain Future told
the man pleasantly as he groggily
opened his eyes. “You might hurt
somebody one of these days.”

The guard looked up at this big red-
haired young man grinning down at
him, and uttered a vicious curse.

“Such language!” Curt deprecated.
“By the way, don’t attempt to cry out,
or I’ll have to knock you out again.”

“What do you want here?” the
guard snarled to him.

“I want to know just what the es-
timable Mr. Brewer is carrying on at
this mine,” Captain Future told him.
“There’s something funny about this
place, and you can tell me what it is.”

“I can, but I won’t,”” the guard de--
clared. “What are you, anyway, a
Planet Police agent?”

Curt held up his left hand so that
the man could see the big, odd ring he
wore.,

“Captain Future!” muttered the
man appalledly. He looked up at the
big red-head in sudden fear. Then his
lips compressed. “Yeou’re not getting
anything out of me, anyway.”

“So you don’t want to talk?” Curt
said mildly. “Very well, then I shall
make very sure that you don’t talk, or
shout either.”

And coolly, he efficiently gagged
the bound guard with more strips that
he tore from the man’s own zipper-
jacket.

By this time, the Jovian day had
fully dawned, the sun throwing a pale
flood of light across the clearing of
the mine. From his hiding place in
the dense jungle, Curt studied the
place.

He saw at once that he could not
hope to venture out during the day-
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light. The scores of Jovians were
still working out there, and with them
were the half-dozen or more armed
overseers.

“Have to wait for night,” Curt mut-
tered to himself. “Lucky the days are
so short here on Jupiter.”

Curt settled down to wait. The big
red-haired man had learned patience
from Grag, and he exercised it now.
As he waited through the five hours
of the Jovian day, he watched every
meve out in the mine.

He saw nething of either Lucas
Brewer or Mark Cannig. But the
work went on steadily under the di-
rection of the everseers. Hour after
hour, the Jovians labored at digging
the radium-bearing rock and hauling
it in hand-trucks to the smelter.

Curt would have liked to call Simon
Wright by his pocket-televisor, to tell
them where he was and what he was
doing. But he feared that his call
might happen to be picked up if some-
one in those mine-offices was using a
televisor, and decided not to risk it.

IGHT finally came down, the

dramatically sudden Jovian
night that clapped down after only a
few moments of twilight. Calhsto and
Europa and Ganymede were in the
heavens, moving toward conjunction,
while Io hurtled up to join them.

Curt made sure of the bound guard’s
safety, then rose to his feet to venture
out inte the clearmg. But he stopped
a moment, peering,

“New what goes on?” he muttered
to himself. “Are they quitting for
good?”

The Jovians who had worked
through a shift of ten hours during
night and day were now dropping
their tools, and streaming with the
overseers toward the mine-office.

The green natives discarded their
protective lead suits as they left the
radium diggings. They clustered in
the moonlight outside the office.

Captain Future moved hastily
around the edge of the clearing until
he had the smelter-structure between
him and the office-building. Then he
moved out, silently as a shadow.

From behind the smelter, he
watched. And he saw that the over-

seers were now distributing some ob-
jects from big boxes to the Jovians
who crowded eagerly forward.

“Paying them off in trade goods,”
Curt muttered to himself. “But
what—

Then his keen eyes made out what
the Earthmen were passing out to the
Jovians. And his big crouching figure
stiffened as though he had received an
electric shock.

“So that is how Brewer induces the
Jovians to work for him!” he mut-
tered, his eyes suddenly blazing.

The things that the overseers were
passing out to the green natives as
reward for their labor were—flare-
guns.

Guns! The one thing that Earthmen
were utterly forbidden to sell or give
to the planetary natives! The strict-
est laws forbade it en every world in
the System.

Captain Future felt like rushing out
to stop the distributing of the weap-
ons. But he knew well that it would
be suicide to try it. Those Jovians,
armed with the deadly flare-guns,
would destroy any man who tried to
take the weapons from them.

“Have to wait,” Curt told himself
fiercely. “But by Heaven, Brewer
will have to account for plenty !’

As the Jovians received the weap-
ons, they streamed away from the
mine into the jungles eastward. From
those moonlit jungles, the ground-
drums had begun to throb. The deep,
pulsing rhythm was now loud to
Curt’s ears, as though it came from
nearby.

Finally all the Jovians had received
weapons and hurried away into the
moon-shot fern-forest. - The overseers
went into the office-building.

Curt drew his proton-pis=1 and
crept forward. He gained the screened
door of the hghted offices, then poised
there, listening.

“Dont like giving those damned
greemes guns,” one of the Earthmen
inside was saying. “They re too cursed
eager to get them.”

“What difference does it make to
us?” another demanded. “They’re
only going to use the guns in a war
with another tribe, Brewer says.”

“That’s what Brewer says,” the first



CAPTAIN FUTURE AND THE SPACE EMPEROR 61

man muttered, “but I'm not so sure
about it.”

“Neither am I, gentlemen,” spoke a |

throbbing voice from the doorway.

HE six Earthmen whirled, aston-

ished. In the door bulked Curt
Newton’s big, broad-shouldered figure
and red head, a little grim smile play-
ing on his lips, and his slender proton-
pistol leveled at them.

With an oath, one Earthman
reached for the flare-gun at his belt.
Captain Future’s proton-beam licked
forth, and the man fell stunned.

“I could kill you with this beam as
easily as stun you,” Curt said pleas-
antly. “Don’t make me do it.”

“It’s Captain Future!” exclaimed
one of the men, going pale as he rec-
ognized the unique ring on Curt’s fin-
ger,

“You men,” Curt told them, “are go-
ing to spend a long time out on the
prison moon of Pluto for violating in-
terplanetary law! Supplying natives
with guns is risky business.” -

“I didn’t want to do it!” the first
overseer defended desperately.
“Brewer made us. He’s been getting
rich that way, for the greenies will la-
bor for guns when they won’t for any-
thing else.”

“How did you get the guns up here
from Jovopolis without detection?”
Captain Future demanded.

“They were shipped in as trade-
goods,” the man explained hastily.
“But each box had a false bottom, un-
der which were the guns.”

“You’ll have a chance to testify to
all that when the time cames,” Curt
said grimly. “In the meantime, I
must ask you to sit down in those
chairs and keep your hands up. I am
going to make sure that you remain
here while I am busy elsewhere.”

Helplessly, the men sat down, their
hands raised. Curt tore flexible metal
cords from the shutters at the win-
dows. Swiftly, he went about using
them to bind the men to the chairs.

He worked with his pistol in one
hand, keeping behind the seated men.
In a few minutes, he had all of them
securely lashed.

“Be sure and wait till I come back,
gentlemen,” he grinned at them, and

then started a rapid search of the of--
fice and other buildings.

He was hoping to find some evi-
dence that would definitely establish
whether or not Lucas Brewer was the
Space Emperor. But he could find
nothing.

Time was flying. The throb of
ground-drums from the moonlit jun-
gles westward seemed louder. Curt
rapidly made up his mind.

“The Space Emperor was to appear
to the Jovians tonight in these jungles,
according to Otho,” he muttered to
himself.
Jovians who left here must have
gone.” ‘

He hastened out into the moonlight,
and hurried across the clearing to-
ward the jungle.

“If I can be there when the Space
Emperor shows up, and if I can get
him when he isn’t in an immaterial
state—"

He plunged into the jungle, follow-
ing the Jovians westward along dim
trails, able to hear their excited voices
as they pressed on.

Somewhere ahead, he knew, lay the
meeting place Otho had spoken of,
the locale that the Jovians called the
Place of the Dead. From there, the
ground-drums were throbbing. And
there, if he was lucky, he would come
to grips with the dark super-criminal
who was terrorizing a world.

CHAPTER XIII
Place of the Dead

OOM! Boom! Through the moon-

: lit Jovian jungles throbbed the
heavy, rhythmic vibration, one that
was felt rather than heard,

Ground-drums of the flipper-men,
beating in the night like the dark
heart of the savage Jupiter! Boom!
Boom! Boom!

Captain Future looked up tensely
through the canopy of tree-fern
fronds high above. Callisto, Gany-
mede, Europa and Io were converging
near the zenith, four brilliant moons
nearing wonderful conjunction.

“So that’s where all those -
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“The hour of the four moons meet-
ing must have been the appointed
time,” he muttered to himself.

A moment later, his big figure
tensed as he hurried on along the dim
trail he was following through the
forest.

“What’s that?”

A dim, deep chanting sound came
through the jungle in a murmurous
wave, rising and swelling strangely
in the night and then dying away.

For more than an hour, Curt had
followed the Jovians through the un-
earthly wilderness. The green natives
had pressed on at high speed, as
though afraid that they would be late
for the great gathering.

They had unerringly followed nar-
row trails that wound tortuously
through the ferns. And they had kept
the angry red glow of the Fire Sea
always on their right.

The jungle was weird tonight! The
drenching radiance of the four moons
made it a fantastic fairyland of deep
black shadows and dappled silver
light. High overhead stretched the
great tree-ferns’ masses of feathery
fronds, tipped with spore-pods. Gleam-
ing bright in the moons towered the
metallic copper-trees. The blindly
swaying snake-vines hung like dark
pendulous serpents from the branches.

In the choked spaces between the
great fern-trunks bloomed supernally
lovely shock-flowers, tempting, won-
derful blossoms ready to give the un-
wary toucher a stinging electric shock
from the biochemical “battery” inside
their calyxes. Giant night-lilies flour-
ished in the shadows, their yard-wide
white petals slowly closing and un-
closing. Down from the upper can-
opy when it was stirred by the breeze
floated shining clouds of spore-dust,
silvering all things below.

Curt could glimpse iridescent moon-
bats gliding on motionless wings
above the fern-tops, and bulbous bal-
loon beasts floating slowly by. From
beneath his feet more than once came
the queer rasping sound of “diggers”
burrowing. There was no sign of the
dreaded “crawlers” about, and for that
the big redhead felt thankful

“Must be almost there,” he told
himself as the throbbing and chanting

from ahead grew louder.

A tension such as he had seldem felt
was mounting inside Captain Future
as he hurried on. He felt himself on
the verge of a second encounter with
the Space Emperor.

But what would be its result?
Would he be able to catch the Space
Emperor off guard in his normal ma-
terial state, or was there no chance of
that?

“Getting close,” Curt muttered.
“Take it easy, my boy—"

Boom! Boom! The ground-drums
were throbbing so near now that he
could feel the vibration strongly be-
neath his feet. Tensely, he crept on.

The jungle was thinning ahead. He
stopped a moment later, sank down be-
hind a clump of shock-flowers.

Captain Future looked out upeon an
uncanny scene. It was a mile-wide

_circular clearing in the jungle, in

which only scattered tree-ferns and
shrubs and vines grew.

N this clearing, bathed in the won-

derful silver radiance of the four

moons, lay the crumbling ruins of
what had once been a great city.

City of Jupiter’s unguessable past,
mystery metropolis that long and long
ago had fallen to wreck and had been
swallowed by the jungle! Cyclopean
masses of crumbled black masonry of
grotesque architecture, towering sol-
emnly out of the shrubs and clinging
vines.

There had been paved streets and
courts, Curt saw, but they were broken
and covered by creeping moulds and
fungi. There had been curving colon-
nades, but of them there remained
nothing but a few broken, lonely black
stone pillars.

“Place of the Dead,” he whispered
to himself. “It’s well-named.”

Captain Future had looked upon
dead planetary cities before. He had
seen the wonderful lost city on Tet-
hys, moon of Saturn, whose history no
man knows. He was familiar with
those mysterious wrecks which are
found everywhere in the deserts of
Mars.

But he had, he felt, never looked
upon a place more somber and darkly
sentient than this ruined and forgot-
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ten metropolis that brooded beneath
Jupiter’s brilliant moons. The spirit
of a mighty past reached out from it
to lay cold fingers on the heart.

Captain Future glimpsed, far to-
ward the center of the ruined city, a
large circular plaza in which thou-
sands of the Jovians were gathered in
a tightly packed mass. Almost all
seemed to possess flare-guns. They
were facing toward a low, half-pre-
served black structure which partly
hid them from Curt’s view. It was
from there that emanated the deep,
rumbling throb of the booming
ground-drums.

“Have to get closer,” Curt muttered
~ tensely. “If the Space Emperor’s al-
ready there—"

Stealthily, he slipped out of the
jungle into the vast circle of ruins.
Like a shadow, he worked toward the
low and half-ruined stone structure
that lay between him and the plaza of
the gathered Jovians.

Keeping always within the shadows
of brooding masonry masses, moving
soundlessly over the broken paving,
the big adventurer advanced. He
breathed more easily when he reached
the deep shadow of the low building.
From the plaza on the other side of it
came loudly the deep throb of the
ground-drums and the steady, swell-
ing chanting of thousands of bass Jo-
vian voices.

Boom! Boom! Boom! quivered the
deep vibrations, shaking the ground
under him.

Full of deep fanaticism, laden with
a strange note of overwhelming sad-
ness and despair, the chanting of the
natives swelled frenziedly.
~ Curt knew the Jovian tongue well,
but this chant was apparently in an
archaic form that he could not under-
stand.

E flattened himself on the broken
paving and inched forward un-
til he could peer out into the moonlit
plaza from behind the corner of the
crumbling building. His eyes photo-
graphed the strange scene before him
in a second.
Directly in front of the ruin behind
which he crouched were the two great
ground-drums. They consisted of

deep pits that had been dug by the
Jovians in the black ground, thirty
feet deep and shaped like hollow
cones with the apex at the surface. v

A group of Jovians at each pit held
a heavy fern-trunk with a flattened
end, which they raised a little and
then allowed to fall heavily, produc-
ing by the concussion the throbbing
vibrations in the ground.

Captain Future saw between the
ground-drum pits a great black stone
globe carved with the outlines of coen-
tinents and seas. It was set with scat-
tered silver stars that he guessed im-
mediately marked the Iocation of other
cities of the Ancients. He saw some-
thing else on the surface of the globe
that made him start. He peered closer.

“If that’s what it is—" he whispered
tautly to himself, and then forgot his
discovery as he heard a sound.

It was the distant, almost inaudible
sound of a rocket-flier landing. The
Jovians appeared not to have heard it
through the boom of ground-drums
and the chanting, but Curt’s super-
keen ears had detected it.

He waited, his pistol in his hand.
After a few minutes, as the four moons
overhead gathered together in a daz-
zling cluster, the chant of the Jovians
ceased and the fern-trunks were
withdrawn from the ground-drum pits.
An air of tense expectancy seemed to
grip the thousands of green men,

“Zero hour,” Curt thought. “The
four moens have—met!”
CHAPTER X1V
The Living Ancient

STIR ran through the crowd of
Jovians, and there was a move-
ment near the far edge of the gro-
tesque, moonlit crowd,
“He comes! The Living Ancient
comes!” sped the rustling Jovian cry.
“The Living Ancient?” Curt won-
dered. “So that’s what he calls him-
self?”
Into the packed plaza from the jun-
gle on the far side of the city was com-
ing a dark shape.
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Curt raised his proton-pistol. If he
could blast the Space Emperor before
he became immaterial—

He saw that it was indeed the Space
Emporer, the same figure he had bat-
tled in Orris’ cabin in Jovopolis. A
grotesque shape in his dark suit with
its tiny eye-holes.

The Space Emperor was material,
Curt saw at once. For he was carry-
ing someone—the bound figure of a
girl in a white synthe-silk uniform,
whose dark, wavy hair fell back from
her moonlit white face.

“Joan Randall!” Captain Future
gasped. “That devil has seized her
and brought her here for some rea-
son!”

Curt’s whole plan of action was up-
set by the disastrous surprise. He
knew the Space Emperor was now ma-
terial and vulnerable. But he could
not blast him down while he held
Joan.

The Space Emperor uttered a few
words in his deep voice. Out of the
worshipful Jovian crowd, two green
natives sprang in obedience. They
took the bound girl from their sinis-
ter ruler’s arms,

As the Jovians stepped back with
Joan, Curt’s pistol was poised to blast
the super-criminal. But the Space
Emperor had touched something at
his belt as the Jovians stepped back.
And now the Space Emperor moved
glidingly forward, through the two
Jovians.

“Too late!” Captain Future hissed,
with a feeling of blind anger.

Too late! The Space Emperor had
made himself immaterial, and no pro-
ton-beam could harm him.

A great cry arose from the Jovian
horde as they saw the dark figure glide
forward through their comrades, like
an unreal phantom. It was a cry of
fanatic worship.

The Space Emperor glided forward,

until he reached the paving between
the ground-drum pits. There he
turned to face the Jovian throng, his
back toward Captain Future.

Curt could see now that the dark
criminal moved, in his immaterial
stage, by the reactive push of a force-
tube attached to his belt. There was
a small switch beside it, that he

‘guessed was the control of the Space

Emperor’s de-materializing apparatus.
Apparently, the device that would re-
turn him to a normal state had also.
been changed into an immaterial state.

The two Jovians laid down Joan
Randall’s helpless form a little to one
side of and behind the Space Em-
peror. Then they stepped back into
the throng.

The deep, heavy voice of the black
figure rolled out, speaking to the
masses of Jovians in their own lan-
guage.

“I bring to you again the command
of the great Ancients, of whom I am
the last living one,” vibrated his voice.

A sigh of awe swept through the
horde of green natives as they heard.

“You know that the spirits of the
Ancients are wroth with the Earth-
men who have come to this world,”
the black figure continued. “You have
seen our curse fall upon many of them
and change them into beasts.”

“We have seen, lord,” came a great
responding cry from the Jovians.

“It is the curse of our anger that
has made them change so,” went on
the Space Emperor. “Before you
leave here, you shall see me put that
curse upon this Earth girl.”

APTAIN FUTURE’S big body

went rigid. The super-plotter
was going to use the dread atavism
weapon on Joan—

“The time is almost here,” the dark
criminal was saying loudly, “when
you must gather and sweep the Earth-
men from this world to appease the
anger of the Ancients. Are you ready
for that?”

“We are ready, lord,” answered a
big Jovian fervently from the throng.
“We have obtained many of the Earth
guns from the Earthman at the radium
mine, in exchange for our labor. All
through the jungles now, the villages
of our people only await the great sig-
nal of the ground-drums to attack the
Earthmen.”

“That signal will be given to you
soon, perhaps within hours!” the Space
Emperor declared. “I will lead you
when the mement comes and we will
sweep first upon the Earthman town
they call Jungletown, and then upon
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the other Earthman cities until all are
taken. Then I, the last of the An-
cient, shall rule this world for your
good.”

“You shall rule, lord,” answered the
Jovians in a reverent, humble chorus.

Captain Future was clawing in his
belt, working to extract something
from that flat, capacious tungstite
container.

“There’s only one chance to get
Joan away before that devil inflicts
the blight upon her,” he whispered

" fiercely to himself. “The invisibility

charge—"

Captain Future extracted from his
belt the little mechanism he wanted.
It was a disclike instrument that was
one of the greatest secrets of Curt and
Simon Wright.

He took 1t, pressed a stud upon it,
holding it above his head. He felt the
unseen force that streamed down from
it flood through every fiber of
his body with stinging shock.

Quickly, Captain Future saw his
own body becoming a little misty and
translucent. For Curt was disappear-
ing!

The little instrument was one which
could give any matter a charge of
force that caused all light to be re-
fracted around it, thus making it in-
visible. But the charge only lasted
temporarily, for ten minutes. Then
the charge dissipated, and such mat-
ter became visible again.

Captain Future, as he became
slowly invisible, felt an utter darkness
close in around him. With all light
refracted around him, he was now in
complete darkness. He could see
nothing whatever! For no light could

reach his eyes. By that he knew finally
that he had become completely invisi-
ble.

Curt started soundlessly arqund the
corner of the ruined building, moving
in an absolute and rayless blackness.

Captain Future could move in this
darkness that now encompassed him,
almost as well as by sight. His super-
keen senses of hearing and touch, and
his long practice in this, enabled him
to do what no other man could have
done.

He crept around the crumbling
ruin. He knew that, had he been vis-
ible, he would be standing in full view
of the Jovian thousands. He could
hear the Space Emperor, still speak-
ing in his heavy, disguised voice, ex-
horting the green natives.

URT crept toward that wveice.

Moving with utter care, he crept

on until he neared Joan. He could

hear her frightened breathing. He

clapped his invisible hand over her

mouth and felt her body quiver in
wild alarm.

“It’s me—Captain Future,” he mur-
mured in the faintest of whispers in
her ear. “Lie still, and I'll untie you.”

He felt Joan stiffen, then relax. He
groped at her bonds, which he discov-
ered were tough metal cords.

Curt could not untie the cords, nor
break them. Frantically he clawed in
his belt, and brought out a sharp little
tool. Slowly, so as to make no twang-
ing sound, he cut the cords.

“Don’t get up,” he murmured to the
girl, “I'll drag you slowly back
around the ruin. If the Jovians notice
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you, we’ll have to run for it.”
He gripped Joan’s shoulders firmly.

Then, with infinite care to make no

sound, he drew the girl back from the
loudly declaiming Space Emperor.

In the darkness, Curt was tensely
listening for signs of discovery. But
he heard no sound of alarm from the
Jovian throng. Intently listening to
their leader, Curt guessed that they
were not watching the half-hidden
shape of the girl.

Captain Future’s hopes were soar-
ing when he heard a wild cry from a
Jovian in the throng.

“See! A spirit of the Ancients ap-
pears to us now!”

At the same moment, faint light be-
gan to penetrate the rayless blackness
in which Curt moved.

He looked down at himself. His ten
minutes of invisibility had expired.
He was becoming visible again!

_—=
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CHAPTER XV

Doom of An Earthman

HERE was a taut silence in the

little office of Jovian Mines in
Jungletown, as Simon Wright and
Grag ard the disguised Otho realized
the situation.

Mark Cannig stood before the in-
credible trio of comrades, fear evi-
dent in his eyes. The young mine
superintendent’s face was flushed and
queer, as though he labored under
strong emotion.

“You know what happened to Joan,
Cannig,” rasped the Brain. “You'd
better talk, quickly.”

“I tell you I don’t know anything,”

asserted Cannig desperately, his voice

thick and hoarse.

“We can make you talk, you know!”
hissed Otho ominously, his eyes blaz-
ing. “Where is the girl? And where
is Captain Future?”

Grag took a ponderous step for-
ward toward the young man, and half-
ratsed his enormous metal hands.

“Shall 1 squeeze the truth out of
him, Simon?” boomed the great robot
questioningly.

Mark Cannig appealed wildly to
Ezra Gurney who stood beside the un-
human trio. ,

“Marshal Gurney, you can’t let them
harm me!” cried the young man
hoarsely.

Ezra Gurney’s weatherbeaten face
was grim and his blue eyes cold.

“I’m with them on this, Cannig,” he
said uncompromisingly. “You've done
something to that girl, and you're go-
ing to tell what.”

Cannig made a bolt for the door.
But before he reached it, Otho had
moved with blurring speed to inter-
cept him.

The android hauled him back
despite his struggles and yells. :
“He’s guilty as hell or he wouldn’t
have tried to get away!” cried Ezra

Gurney.

“What's going on in here?” de-
manded a startied voice from the door.

Sylvanus Quale stood there, and be-
hind him was the vice-governor, El-
dred Kells. The governor’s colorless
face was amazed as he looked in at the
strange tableau presented by the brain
and robot and android, and to the two
Earthmen.

Quale and Kells strode inside. And
at once Cannig appealed hoarsely to
the governor.

“Captain Future’s comrades are
planning to torture me!” he cried.

“It wouldn’t be a bad idea, at that,”
Gurney said.

The marshal told the governor what
had happened and showed him the
Planet Police badge they had found
upon the floor.

“Captain Future and Joan both miss-
ing?” Quale exclaimed. His face grew
strange. “I was afraid things were
going wrong up here at Jungletown.
That’s why I just flew up here to
check.”

“Do you suppose that Cannig could
be the Space Emperor?” Eldred Kells
exclaimed excitedly.

“I'm not—I'm not!” howled Can-
nig, his face distorted and his cry al-
most unrecognizable.

“Where’'s Lucas Brewer?” Quale
demanded of him, but he did not an-
swer.

“Brewer may be out at the mine, or
he may be lying low somewhere here
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in Jungletown,” Gurney answered.
“I’ve an idea hell is going to pop to-
night.”

“And meanwhile we’re wasting time
here!” Otho hissed fiercely.

“You’d better talk fast, Cannig,”
rasped Simon Wright to the young
superintendent. “Grag and Otho will
do some unpleasant things to you if
you don’t.”

ANNIG’S nerve seemed to break.
His voice babbled hoarsely of a
sudden.

“T’'ll tell you what I know! I don’t
know anything about where Captain
Future is, but Joan was taken from
here tonight by the Space Emperor,
because she saw us together.”

“You’ve been an accomplice of that
criminal, then?” Simon rasped in-
stantly.

Mark Cannig nodded, slowly and
dazedly.

“Yes,” he muttered.
use denying it now.”

“Who is the Space Emperor, Can-
nig?” the Brain demanded quickly.

“I don’t know,” Cannig choked. “I
never knew who he was.”

“Tell the truth!” Otho hissed, his
voice threatening.

“I’m telling the truth!” choked Can-
nig dazedly. “I was just a pawn of
the Space Emperor, like Orris and
Skeel and a few others. The Space
Emperor never appeared to me except
inside that concealing suit. And he
was almost always immaterial. He
- didn’t take any chances.”

Cannig seemed struggling for
words, his glazed eyes wild and his
voice thick and stumbling.

“He told me he would soon hold
supreme power on Jupiter, and that I
would share that power if I helped
him. I agreed, like a fool. Then when
the atavism cases began, I realized
that he was causing that horror.

“He said he’d found powers beyond
any Earth science, and that one of
them was the atavism force. He was
using it on Earthmen at random, to
create a demoralization of horror and
influence the superstitious Jovians,
through whom he meant to win power
over the whole planet. He inflicted
the blight with an invisible beam.

“There’s no
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Victims didn’t feel it at the time, but
a few days later the horrible change
began.”

“And you were helping him?” cried
Eldred Kells, looking at the young
man in utter loathing.

“I had to obey him. I was afraid of
him!” Cannig cried hoarsely. “That
black devil has been more and more
menacing to me of late, because of the
protests I made to him against the hor-
ror he was causing.”

“Did he say just when he intended
to lead the Jovians against the Earth-
man towns?” Simon Wright de-
manded.

Mark Cannig nodded dazedly.

“Yes, he said that—"

Cannig stopped, the words trailing
from his lips, his eyes glazed and
strange. He passed a hand unsteadily
over his face.

“He said that—" he started to con-
tinue, in the same stumbling voice.

But again, his thick voice trailed
off. He looked from one to another
of them with blank, empty eyes.

“Why,” he said hoarsely, “I feel—"

“Look out!” yelled Ezra Gurney an
instant later.

ARK CANNIG'S flushed,

strange face had suddenly stif-

fened into an animal-like snarl, his

lips writhing back in a bestial grin

from his teeth, his eyes blazing with
new feral light.

Growling like a suddenly enraged
beast, he wrenched himself from
Otho’s grasp with a superhuman surge
of strength, and launched himself at
the throat of Sylvanus Quale.

“Grag—get him!’ cried Simon
Wright.

The robot seized the maddened Can-
nig, and tore him from Quale. The
stricken man struggled ferociously,
frothing at the lips, until Grag’s metal
fist knocked him senseless.

Cannig went down, unconscious.
Yet even in unconsciousness there
were bestial lines in his flushed face.

“Good God!” muttered Ezra Gur-
ney. “The blight has got him!”

For a moment there was a strained
silence. And in that silence there
came to them from northward the dis-
tant, persistent throbbing of the Jo-
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vian ground-drums.

Boom! Boom! they throbbed, in
faraway, ominous quivering vibration
that was felt rather than heard.

“Cannig said that he’d been afraid
of the Space Emperor lately,” Simon
rasped. “He had reason to be. His
protests against the atavism horror
had made the black devil suspicious of
him, and the thing was turned on
him.”

“And he didn’t know that poison
was working in him till it hit him just
now!” exclaimed Ezra Gurney, aghast.

“But what of master, Simon?” asked
Grag anxiously of the Brain.

The robot’s unswerving devotion to
Captain Future ruled him now as al-
ways.

“We're going to find Curtis,” Simon
declared. “We’ll go first to Brewer’s
mine, where you said he’d gone, Ezra.”

“T’ll go with you!” Ezra Gurney de-
clared instantly.

“You can take Cannig up to the hos-
pital,” the Brain rasped to the staring
* Quale and Kells. “And tell them up
there I now have a cure for the ata-
vism horror which I'll use on the vic-
tims when we get back.”

“A cure?” echoed Quale unbeliev-
ingly.

“Come on—what are we waiting
for?” Otho interrupted. “Let’s go.”

HE three unhuman comrades and

Ezra Gurney hastened out into the
night. By dark back-streets they hur-
ried to the jungle-edge where the
Comet waited.

Presently, with Grag at the controls,
the little teardrop ship was hurtling
northward over the moonlit jungles.
Otho removed his Jovian disguise as
they flew on.

Gurney directed their course. Pres-
ently the little cluster of lights at the
Brewer mine came into view, and with
a rush, the Comet landed beside the
lighted offices.

A half-dozen men bound in chairs
met their eyes as they entered the of-
fice. The men, now thoroughly sur-
rendering to the inevitable and hoping
for judicial mercy, told them of Cap-
“tain Future’s visit and the flare-gun
traffic with the natives.

“Giving the Jovians guns!” Ezra

Gurney cried wrathfully. “By heaven,
Brewer will spend the rest of his life
in prison out on Cerberus for this.” -

He went to the televisor and called
Planet Police Headquarters in Jun-
gletown.

“Send a flier up here to pick up
some prisoners. I’ll wait until you
come,” the marshal said. “And if you
see Lucas Brewer anywhere, arrest
him at once!”

“We’re not going to wait here,” Si-
mon told the marshal. “Curtis isn’t
here. That means he’s gone to the
Jovian meeting where the Space Em-
peror was to appear, the meeting of
which Otho brought us news.”

“The place is only a little west of
here!” Otho cried. “It’s a ruin the Jo-
vians call the Place of the Dead.”

“Let us go, then,” boomed Grag
anxiously.

“Go ahead—TI’ll see you when I've
taken these men back to Jungletown,”
Gurney told them. “And save that
girl, if you can!”

The Comet, with only the three
weird comrades aboard it now, split
the night like a shooting star, plung-
ing westward over the moon-drenched
jungle.

The throb of the ground-drums had
ceased for the time being, and that
fact was like an ominous warning to
the three.

“There’s the place!” Otho cried, his
green eyes peering intently ahead.
“That big clearing—"

“There’s a fight going on there!”
boomed Grag suddenly. “Look!”

The sinister flash of a deadly beam
was visible amid a group of strug-
gling figures in the moonlit ruins.

CHAPTER XVI

Prison Pit

APTAIN FUTURE realized that

his concealment was gone. The

invisibility-charge was now dissipat-.

ing by the second, and he was already
almost solidly visible.

The Jovian throng was uttering a

chorus of cries and surging toward



~ CAPTAIN FUTURE AND

him. The dark shape of the Space
Emperor had turned, and from the
mysterious plotter came a low cry.

“Captain Future—here!”

Then the Space Emperor uttered a
deep shout to the Jovians.

“Seize the Earthman spy!”

The green natives surged forward
with wild bass yells of rage, incited
by that shout.

Curt sprang erect, drew his pistol
~and triggered at the sinister black fig-
ure. Now that he was discovered, he
would at least make one more attempt
to destroy the dark plotter.

The attempt was as futile as he had
known it must be. The proton-beam
splashed through the immaterialized
form of the Space Emperor without
harming him.

“Run?’ Curt was calling fiercely to
Joan Randall as he fired. “I’ll hold
them off—" ;

The pale ray of his pistol leaped like
a thing alive, and knocked down Jo-
vians in their tracks. The weapon
was only set at stunning force now.
Even in this desperate moment, Curt
could not bring himself to kill these
misguided natives.

Joan had gained her feet. But the
girl had not tried to make an escape.

“T’ll not leave you, Captain Future!”
she cried pluckily.

“Don’t be a fool!” Curt cried, his
gray eyes blazing. “You can’t—"

“Captain Future!” screamed the
girl. “Behind you—"

Curt whirled. But too late. Jo-
vians who had rushed around to get at
him from behind now leaped up upon
him.

For moments Curt stood erect,
struggling with superhuman strength,
his red head and straining face tow-
ering out of the mass of green flipper-
men who sought to pull him down.
The proton-pistol had been torn from
his hands but his big fists beat a dev-
il’s tattoo on the faces of the natives.

But the struggle was hopeless, He
felt himself pulled down by the smoth-
ering mass of enemies. His belt, too,
was torn from him and flung aside like
the pistol.

Then he was hauled to his feet, held
by the flipper-hands of so many Jo-
vians that escape was impossible, He
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“Why the devil didn’t you get away
when there was a chance!” Curt pant-
ed to the girl. “Now we’re both in for
it

The Space Emperor, a dark, erect
shape of mystery, glided forward
until he towered in front of Curt and
Joan. '

“So the famous Captain Future
meets defeat at last,” mocked the mys-
terious criminal.

Curt felt an emotion as near despair
as he ever could feel. Yet the big red-
head let no trace of it enter his voice
as he stared contemptuously at the
black figure,

“Just who are you inside that
suit?” he demanded. “Quale? Kells?
Lucas Brewer?”

The Space Emperor jerked, as
though startled by Curt Newton’s
guesses.

“You'll never know, Captain Fu-
ture!” he declared. “You're going to
die. Not a quick, easy death, but the
most horrible one that any man could
die.”

HE uncanny plotter raised his
voice in a command to the Jo-
vians who held the man and girl.

“Drop them into one of the ground-
drum pits!”’ he ordered.

Captain Future struggled suddenly,
used every trick of super ju-jutsu that
Otho the android had taught him. But
it was futile.

He and Joan were dragged to one of
the deep pits that had been used for
the ground-drums. They were lower-
ed into the big dirt pit by the Jovians,
and then released.

Curt dropped over twenty feet, and
struck the dirt floor of the pit. Joan
was crumpled beside him.

“I'm not hurt,” she gasped. Then
horror came into her eyes. “Is he go-
ing to leave us in here to starve to
death?”

“I’'m afraid it’s something a devil of
a lot worse than starvation,” the big
redhead answered tightly.

He looked up. The dirt walls of the
pit sloped upward toward each other,
and at the small opening at the top he
could see Jovians armed with flare-

guns looking down at them.
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The dark, helmeted head of the
Black One became visible at the top,
against the brilliant moonlight. The
super-criminal leaned down toward
them.

Curt saw that the Space Emperor
was again material, since in his hand
he carried a small, flat metal lantern-
like thing, with a big translucent lens
in its face.

“You wanted to find out how I pro-
duce the atavism effect, Captain Fu-
ture,” mocked the plotter. “Now you
;re going to have your curiosity grati-

ed.,’

He held out the little lanternlike
apparatus as he spoke.

“This apparatus produces a super-
hard vibration that paralyes the pitui-
tary gland of any living creature and
allows atavism to occur,” rumbled the
black figure. “Allow me to demon-
strate it for you,”

“Back, Joan!” yelled Captain Fu-
ture, sweeping the girl behind the
shelter of his own big form, against
the wall.

It was too late,
thing the Space Emperor held had
glowed palely for an instant, and a
dim, almost wholly invisible ray had
flickered from it and bathed the heads
of Curt and Joan. They felt a mo-
mentary sensation of shivering cold.

Joan screamed in horror. Curt felt
a blind, raging fury. He had not felt
anything but that momentary sensa-
tion of cold, but he knew that the
deadly work had been done. The
pituitaries of Joan and himself were
paralyzed, and inevitably the atavism
would begin in them—

“You will suffer the change now,
Captain Future!” mocked the sinister
black shape. “Down in that pit, you
and the girl will become hideous
creatures within a few days. And I
am leaving a few of my faithful Jo-
vians here to watch and make sure that
you stay in the pit to suffer.”

Curt kept his voice steady, by a su-
preme effort, as he looked up at the
mocking figure.

“I have never promised death to a
man without keeping my promise,” he
said in chill, even voice. “I am prom-
ising it to you now.” ~

He said nothing more. But some-

The l-ens in the

thing deadly in his tones made the
Space Emperor stiffen.

“Not you or any other Earthman can
harm me, protected as I am by imma-
teriality,” the criminal retorted. “And
you forget that you, and the girl too,
will soon be raving, hideous brutes!”

The Space Emperor withdrew. They
could hear the Jovians above being
dismissed by the plotter. A number
of Jovians remained on guard above
the pit, however. They could hear the
excited bass voices overhead.

OAN RANDALL was staring at

Captain Future with dark eyes
wide with dazed horror. It was as
though the girl could not yet realize
what had happened.

“We—becoming beasts down here,”
she choked hoarsely. “Changing
more horribly, day by day—"

Curt’s big figure strode to her, and
he grasped her shoulders in strong
hands and shook her.

“Joan, get a grip on yourself!” he
commanded harshly. “This is no time
to get hysterical. We’re in a devil of
a bad jam and it will take all our brains
and nerves to get us out.”

“But we can’t get out!” sobbed the
girl. “Those Jovians above would
kill us if we could manage even to get
out of this pit. And even if we did,
we’d still change and change—like
those horrors in the hospital—”

She buried her face in her hands.
Curt soothed her and spoke encourag-
ingly.

“There’s a strong chance we can es-
cape the atavism if we can escape from
here and get back to Jungletown
quickly,” he told her. “Simon Wright
should have found a cure by now. He
was working on it when I left.”

She raised a tear-smeared face.

“Im—sorry,” she said unsteadily.
“It isn’t just dying that I’'m afraid of,
but changing—"

“We're not going to die or change
either!” Curt declared forcefully. “It
will take hours, perhaps days, before
the paralysis of the pituitaries begins
to affect us in the slightest. That gives
us a reasonable time to try to get
away.”

His gray eyes flashed as he added,
“And we’ve got to do that, not for our
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own sakes alone, but to prevent a ter-
rible thing from happening. That
black devil is inciting the Jovians to
‘attack all the Earthman settlements,
and that attack may take place within
hours!”

His big fists clenched.

“I’ve an idea now of a way in which
the Space Emperor could be con-
quered—the only way. But it’ll do no
good as long as we’re trapped down
here.”

“You wouldn’t he here if you hadn’t
tried to rescue me,” Joan said in self-
reproach

“Joan, how did it happen that the
Space Emperor kidnaped you?” Cap-
tain Future asked. “Did you see who
he really is?”

“I don’t know who he is,” the shaken
girl replied, “but I know someone
whom I think does know.”

She explained unsteadily.

“Earlier tonight I slipped out of the
hospital in Jungletown and went
down to spy on Lucas Brewer and
Mark Cannig in their offices. I peered

'in through a window.

“I saw Mark Cannig, in the offices,
talking to the Space Emperor! He
was, just as you had described him,
concealed in that dark suit. Then as
I watched, Cannig glimpsed me at the
window and rushed out, I tried to
escape but someone struck me a blow
that knocked me unconscious. When
I awoke I was bound, on my way here
in the Space Empetor s rocket-flier.”

Curt Newton’s red head jerked up.

“So Mark Cannig is an accomphce
of the Space Emperor!”

His eyes narrowed.

“That eliminates Cannig of my four
suspects, at least. But of the other
three—"

“Captain Future, do you think
there’s any hope at all of our getting
out of here?” Joan interrupted. “Can
we dig steps and climb out of this
place?”

“Wouldn’t do us any good with
those Jovians watching the mouth of
pit,” Curt told her. His eyes swept
the dark dirt walls of the pit. “But
there must be some way.”

Curt was reduced to his bare hands.
‘Deprived of his belt and pistol, he was
robbed of all the instruments he might

have used to escape. Even his pocket-
televisor was gone.

Joan had sunk to the dirt floor.

“We’ll never get out,” she said in
dull hopelessness. “We'll change into
awful creatures and die, down in this
pit.”

“Like the devil we will!” Captain
Future declared. “I was chained to a
rock on the Hot Side of Mercury once
and left there to die. But I didn’t
die.”

His powerful mind was working at
top speed to find a way out of this
trap. He went around the dark pit, his
keen eyes inspecting the dirt walls.

Suddenly Curt stopped and lis-
tened. His ears had detected a faint
rasping sound that was barely audible.
Quickly he pressed his ear against the
dirt wall. And now he heard it much
more plainly, a chewing, grinding
rasp.

“It’s a digger!” he exclaimed in a
low voice to the girl. “I don’t think
it’s many yards away from this pit in
the soil.”

Joan shivered at the mention of the
bloodthirsty subterranean burrowers
which inhabit the soil beneath the Jo-
vian jungles.

“I hope it doesn’t come this way,”
she said fearfully.

“On the contrary, I want it to come
this way!” Captain Future said.
“Don’t you understand? The tun-
nels those diggers make connect with
each other, and open at many places to
the surface. It would be a way out
for us!”

“But if the creature came into the
pit here and attacked us—” the girl
began terrifiedly.

“I can take care of that,” Curt told
her. “The thing I've got to do now is
to attract the beast to come here.”

The mgemous fastener of Curt's
zipper-suit was made of woven gray
wire. He quickly broke a bit of this
wire away, and with it he gashed his
wrist.

S blood spurted, Curt smeared it
onto the wall of the pit. Then he
rapidly bound his wrist with a strip
torn from his jacket.
“Those creatures can sense blood
for hundreds of yards through the
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solid soil,” he told the girl. “I think
that will bring it here.”

In a moment he heard the rasping,
chewing sound definitely louder and
nearer.

“It’s coming!” he exclaimed.

Joan shrank back against the oppo-
site wall of the pit.

Captain Future was rapidly unrav-
eling more of the tough gray wire
from his woven suit-fastenings. When
he had a doubled length of twelve
feet, he fashioned a running noose and
loop.

By that time the rasping, grinding
sound of the advancing digger was
very audible, and little flakes of dirt
were falling from a spot on the dirt
wall. Curt waited beside that point,
his wire loop ready in his hand.

“Here it comes—make no sound!”
he muttered.

Joan uttered a gasp of horror a mo-
ment later. Dirt had fallen from the
wall, and through an opening its own
jaws had made protruded the snout of
a weird and menacing creature.

The digger was like a giant six-foot
rat, with a broad, flat face opening in
tremendous jaws armed with the big,
flat grinding fangs with which it bur-
rowed its way.

Its small red eyes glimpsed Joan
Randall and it sprang out into the pit
toward her. Curt cast his loop swiftly.

HE loop settled around the leap-

ing brown beast’s head, tightened
cruelly about its neck as Curt pulled
hard. With a muffled squeal, the crea-
ture turned on its short legs. But Cap-
tain Future leaped aside, tightening
the noose.

There was a brief, almost soundless
flurry of struggle as the choking crea-
ture sought to reach the man. Soon
its movements became weaker and it
fell on its side, motionless.

“It’s done for!” Curt exclaimed.
“Come on—we’re going out of here
through the tunnel it burrowed.”

He scrambled into the raw new pas-
sageway that the bloodthirsty beast
had excavated. It was full of loose
dirt, but Captain Future squeezed
blindly on through the darkness, with
Joan bravely crawling after him.

Presently this raw, stifling passage

opened into a larger tunnel, within
which they could stand by stooping.

“This is a regular digger run,” Curt
told the girl. “It may lead to the sur-
face.” 2

They followed it forward, almost
suffocated by the heavy, dirt-smelling
air. Captain Future’s hopes rose as
the tunnel slanted slightly upward.
The darkness was absolute.

In some minutes they emerged sud-
denly from the low tunnel into a much
larger space. They could stand erect
here. But here too the air was heavy,
and foul with the odor of old bones
and animals. '

“Where are we?” Joan asked bewil-
deredly. “I thought—"

“Quiet!” Captain Future hissed.
“See—those eyes!”

In the utter darkness, a dozen pairs
of red eyes that glowed with uncanny
phosphorescence were watching them.

“We’ve blundered into a nest of the
diggers!” Curt whispered. “And they
see us!”

CHAPTER XVII

Chamber of‘ Horrors

— e
I R IS

OAN uttered a little cry of horror.

At the sound, the phosphorescent

red eyes of the watching beasts began
moving toward them.

Captain Future swept the girl be-
hind him, against the dirt wall of this
underground dirt cave, and awaited
the attack of the ravenous beasts.

“Can’t we escape back through the
tunnel?” Joan whispered frantically
in the darkness.

“They’d run us down in a minute,
and we couldn’t turn to fight in that
narrow passage,” Curt gritted. “Here
we can at least put up a fight.”

The scene was enough to affect even -
the iron nerves of Captain Future.
The utter blackness, the stifling at-
mosphere of ominous odors, and the
red eyes that warily advanced.

He clenched his fists, knowing full
well that they were useless against the
tangs of these gathered beasts. Yet he
would go down fighting, he knew—
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fighting as he had fought against
hopeless odds from Mercury to Pluto.

Queerly enough, in that moment the
paramount emotion of Curt was rage.
Rage at the thought of the Space Em-
peror continuing his mnefarious plot
unchecked, of Jupiter turned into a
hell of horror and struggle to further
one man’s mad ambitions.

“Look!” cried Joan suddenly.
“What’s that?”

Captain Future saw it, at the same
instant. It was something flowing
down into the digger nest from one
of the tunnels, something vaguely
shining and liquid.

It looked like a viscous tide of
strangely shining jelly, gliding
smoothly down into the dirt chamber.
The sight of it startled Curt with a
cold shock.

“It's a crawler!”
hoarsely.

“A crawler?” Joan’s voice shook at
the mention of the most dreaded of all
Jovian beasts.

For the crawlers were almost the
most deadly life-form on Jupiter.
They were like great viscous masses
of protoplasm, moving by flowing over
the ground, seizing prey by protrud-
ing pseudopods. At first, Earthmen
explorers had considered them a very
low form of life.

But now it was known that the
crawlers possessed a mysterious, high
intelligence. Every other creature on
Jupiter was in terror of them. And
now Curt had visual evidence that they
would descend even among the tun-
nels of the “diggers” in search of
prey. :

The diggers advancing toward Curt
and Joan had not seen the flowing
menace entering behind them, for
their red eyes were still facing the
man and girl. Then Curt saw a pseu-
dopod of the shining viscous creature
lick forth and seize a dark digger.

Squeals rent the air, and the diggers
dashed in all directions in a wild effort
to escape by the tunnels.

And the crawler, its two huge eyes
coldly blazing in the midst of its
formless body, towered up and sent
one shooting pseudopod after another
forth to seize the ratlike beasts.

“Out of here'before the thing seizes

he exclaimed.

us too!” Captain Future cried to the
girl. “Quick, the tunnel it came
from—”

He seized Joan’s hand and leaped
around the rim of the dirt cavern that
had now become a chamber of horror.

The crawler, intent on seizing as
many of the bolting beasts as possible,
did not notice the man and girl until
they were entering the tunnel down
through which it itself had come.

Then, as Curt pushed the girl up
the cramped tunnel before him, he saw
the crawler’s huge eyes turn on its
viscous mass toward him, and a big
pseudopod shoot swiftly out.

By main force, Captain Future
thrust the girl secret agent up the tun-
nel, in a tremendous thrust. The
pseudopod of shining liquid darted up
the tunnel after them.

UT they were beyond its reach.

The viscous arm retreated. They
could hear the squeals of the diggers
from below as the monster down there
seized and ingested them.

“Hurry!” Curt urged the girl. “The
thing may follow us! This tunnel
must lead to the surface, since it came
down this way.”

After a few moments more of climb-
ing up the cramped dirt passageway, a
circle of brilliant moonlight showed
above.

In 2 moment they were climbing out
into the brilliant radiance of the four
moons. Joan staggered, and Curt sup-
ported her.

He looked swiftly around. They
were in the jungle, but he could
glimpse the cyclopean masses of
brooding masonry of the Place of the
Dead, some hundreds of yards away.

“I’'ve got to go back there,” Cap-
tain Future told the girl rapidly.
“I’ll have to find my belt and gun.”

“But the Jovians guarding the pit
we were imprisoned in—" the girl be-
gan fearfully.

“I can take care of them, I think,”
he said. “Keep behind me, and make
no sound.”

Silently, stealthily, he advanced
through the jungle toward the edge
of the great circle of ancient ruins.

Crouching down on the edge of that
wrecked city, he peered forth.
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The moonlit ruins were now desert-
ed except for six Jovians armed with
flare-guns who sat around the ground-
drum pit in which they supposed Cap-
tain Future and Joan to be still con-
fined.

Curt’s eyes searched the ground all
around and finally fixed on what he
was hunting for, His tungstite belt
and pistol! They lay near the pit,
where they had been flung by the Jo-
vian who had ripped them from him at
the Space Emperor’s orders.

Curt motioned for the girl to re-
main hidden, and inched silently for-
ward in a wriggling crawl. He was
only a few yards from the belt and
pistol when a Jovian saw him. The
green man cried out and jumped up.
Captain Future dived desperately to-
ward the weapon.

He seooped it up and pulled trigger
in the same swift movement. The pale
beam that lanced from it hit the Jo-
vians as they were leveling their own
guns, and sent them tumbling into a
stunned heap.

“Captain Future, someone’s com-
ing!” cried Joan Randall, running
wildly out into the clearing toward
him.

A dark, humming bulk was diving
- toward them out of the moonlight.
Curt raised his pistol swiftly, then
lowered it with a throb of gladness
and relief.

“It’s the Comet!” he cried.

He ran forward. Out of the little
teardrop ship burst Grag and Otho,

The big robot boomed noisily as he
patted Curt with heavy metal hands.
Otho held Simon Wright’s square
brain-case.

“Simon, have you perfected the ata-

vism-cure formula yet?” Curt asked

the Brain tensely.

“Yes, lad—why do you ask?” the
Brain countered quickly.

Curt explained. And a cry of heart-
checking rage went up from Otho as
he heard.

“He dared turn the thing on you!”
hissed the android furiously.

Grag spoke solemnly.

“For daring to do that, I will kill
the Space Emperor myself 2

“Bring the girl inside,” Simon told
Curt quickly. “I can give you both an

122

injection at once. Hurry inside!

N the laboratory of the Comet, the
Brain gave Curt directions. Rap-
idly, an injection of the pink formula
was made into the veins of Captain
Future and the girl.

“I don’t feel any differently,”
said doubtfully.

“No, but you are both safe now from
the atavism,” Simon told them. “The
paralysis of your glands had been end-
ed, before it could have any effect
upon you.”

“What now, lad?” the Brain asked
Curt.

“Simon, things are rushing toward
a climax,” Curt said earnestly. “The
Space Emperor plans to lead the Jo-
vian hordes onto the Earthman towns,
perhaps this very night. The only
thing that will stop the Jovians is the
destroying of that black devil whom
they worship and follow.

“There’s not a chance in the world
of our harming the Space Emperor
while he can take refuge in immateri-
ality through that vibration step-up.
We've got to master that power our-
selves before we can come to nps with
him.”

“You have a plan?” the Brain asked
him keenly.

“The only plan possible, and its pos-
sibility depends on some thing I
glimpsed in these ruins,” Curt answer-
ed. “Come with me.”

He led the way back out into the
moonlight, and hastened toward the
great black stone globe that towered
between the two ground-drum pits.

Upon its surface, as he had noticed
before, were carved outlines of the
continents and seas of Jupiter. Setin
it were the silver stars that he had
guessed marked the location of the
long-perished cities of the Ancients.
He had formed that guess because one
star marked this exact location he
stood in now.

Captain Future located the thing
about the globe which had aroused his
attention when he had glimpsed it
from his hiding-place previously.
From the star that marked this dead
city he stood in, a line had been drawn
due northward on the globe in white
pencil. :

Joan
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“An Earthman drew that line while
plotting directions,” Curt told the
others rapidly, “And the only one
who was likely to have done that was
- Kenneth Lester, the young archaeol-
ogist who disappeared up here weeks
ago.”

The penciled line ran straight north-
ward toward another silver star, en-
closed in a circle, which was set on the
southern edge of the big red oval that
marked the precise location of the

Fire Sea.

“Lester was plotting the direction
from this ruined city to some other
city or ruin of the Ancients that lies
up there on the shore of the Fire Sea,”
Curt declared. “So that is where Les-
ter must have gone.”

“But there couldn’t have ever been
any city up there by the Fire Sea!”
objected Joan. “Why, no one or no
thing can live that close to that terri-
ble flaming ocean!”

“The Ancients had a city of some
kind there,” Captain Future insisted,
“but it was different somehow from
their other cities, for it is distin-
guished by a silver circle around the
star that marks its location.”

“You think then that up there is the
storehouse of knowledge from which
the Space Emperor got the scientific
secrets of the Ancients?” Simon

* Wright asked thoughtfully.

URT nodded his red head quickly.

“Yes, I do think so. And I

think that there I could secure that

power of immaterialization for my-

self, and be able at last to come to

grips with that black devil before he
can loose an uprising.” -

“It’s a long chance, lad,” muttered
the Brain. “It’s hard, as Joan says, to
believe that any city could ever have
been located on the shore of that aw-
ful sea of flame.”

“It’s the only real chance we’ve got
of stopping the Space Emperor,” Curt
warned. “I've got to take it. I'm go-
ing up there now, and I'll take Grag
with me. We can go in the rocket-
flier I left over at the radium mine,

“QOtho will fly you and Joan back
to Jungletown, Simon,” he went on.
“It’s important that you get that ata-
vism cure working on the victims that
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“But I should go with you instead
of Grag!” Otho objected loudly.

Curt silenced him peremptorily.

“Someone has to fly Simon and Joan
back. And Grag’s strength may be
more useful to me up there than any-
thing else. Do as you’re told, Otho!”

Grumbling, the android gave in.
They entered the Comet.

“You can drop Grag and me at the
mine, and we’ll pick up our flier,” Curt
dﬁrdered

As they flew eastward over the
moonlit ferns again, Curt’s mind was
worked up to a fever pitch of excite-
ment. He felt that at last there was a
chance of getting to grips with the
sinister criminal who had thus far
slipped through his hands like a
shadow.

The little teardrop ship landed in
the mine-clearing within minutes.
The prisoners and Ezra Gurney were
gone. Evidently, a police flier had al-
ready taken them back to Jungletown.

“Be careful up there, lad,” begged
Simon Wright as they parted. “You
know that it’s death to meddle with
that hellish ocean.”

“I will take care of master,” Grag
announced, joyful with pride at being
chosen to accompany Captain Future.

The Comet shot away, hurtling
southward toward Jungletown. Curt
and the robot hastened toward the
rocket-flier he had left inside the jun-
gle.

In a few moments the little torpedo-
like craft rose sharply out of the jun-
gle, and headed northward at its high-
est possible speed.

Ahead of them the whole night sky
was a vivid glare of scarlet, a shaking
splendor of wild red rays. Black
against the glare stood out the dark,
jagged hills that rimmed the south-
ern shore of the Fire Sea.

As they neared the hills, the glare
became so intense that their eyes
could hardly look into it. Grag turned
a little uneasily from the controls to-
ward Captain Future.

“Shall I keep straight on over the
hills and above the Fire Sea, master?”
he asked.

“Keep on over the hills—we’re go-
ing to reconnoiter the coast of the
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sea,” Curt told him. He added with a
quick grin, “You're not afraid of a lit-
tle molten lava, Grag?”

“I would not be afraid of a little,”
Grag answered seriously, “but there is
a great deal of it in that ocean, mas-
ter.” ;

Curt chuckled. “A great deal is
right, But it won’t hurt us—I hope!”

The flier was now pitching and toss-
ing slightly despite its powerful drive,
as it encountered great winds and
blasts of superheated air rushing up
from the vast, flaming ocean that lay
ahead. The whole sky was an unthink-
able flare of scarlet from the molten
sea.

Curt felt his muscles tightening.
They were, he knew, rushing toward
one of the most stupendous and peril-
ous natural wonders in the Solar Sys-
tem—one that had claimed the lives of
almost all the Earthmen who had
ever dared attempt the exploration of
its shores. :

Whirling blasts of smoke and
fumes engulfed the speeding flier, as
it raced on over the rocky hills to-
ward the dreaded ocean of fire.
Would they be able to survive the
fiery sea’s perils? Captain Future
wondered.

II

CHAPTER XVIII
The Sleeper in the Cavern

IRE Sea of Jupiter! Most dan-

gerous and stupendous feature of
the mightiest planet, which was
spoken of with awe by men from Mez-
cury to Pluto!

It stretched before them now, a vast
ocean of crimson, molten lava that ex-
~ tended to the dim horizons and be-
yond for eight thousand unthinkable
miles, and that extended east and west
for three times that distance. A flam-
ing sea that was constantly kept
liquid by the interior radioactive
heat.

The surface of that evilly glowing
red-hot ocean was rippled by little,
heavy waves and boiling maelstroms.
Upon it like genii danced lurid flames,

and whirls of sulfurous smoke. Its
radiated heat was overpowering, even
through the filter-windows of the
rocket-flier.

Captain Future felt awe as he
looked, not for the first time, on this
incredible fiery gulf into which all
Earth could have been plunged.

“Don’t go out over it, Grag,” he
told the robot. “The air-currents
above it would capsize the flier. Fol-
low along the shore-line.”

“Yes, master,” boomed the robot,
turning the ship to move eastward.
He added naively, “I do not like this
place.” >

“I prefer even the ice-fields of Pluto
to this myself,” Curt admitted rue-
fully.

“I see nothing along the shore, mas-
ter,” Grag said.

“Neither do I,” Curt admitted. “But
there must be something here.”

Below them lay the southern shore
of the Fire Sea. The flaming ocean’s
molten waves lapped directly against
the great range of black rock hills
which acted as a dike to dam them
back.

The rock slopes of the hills were
heavily encrusted with solidified lava,
that showed the tide-marks to which
the molten flood reached. But there
was nothing else to be seen upon that
incredible shore, and indeed, it seemed
impossible that ever any living beings
could have set foot there.

Captain Future watched with close -
attention as the flier throbbed east-
ward along the shore-line. He be-
lieved that there must be some ruin
or other vestige that would mark the
spot which had once been frequented
by the Ancients.

Doubt grew in Curt’s mind, as the
miles unreeled beneath without yield-
ing any sign. After all, he told him-
self, he had only the evidence of that
ancient world-globe in the Place of
the Dead to guide him.

An hour passed, in which they had
flown steadily east along the flaming
coast, Curt made a sudden decision.

“Turn back and fly westward down
the coast, Grag,” he ordered. “It may
be in that direction.” '

The robot obeyed, and the flier
raced back at top speed over the
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ground they had covered, then moved
on westward along the shore.

* Again they watched with closest at-
tention. Yet still there was nothing
to see but the lava-crusted rock
slopes, and the evilly glowing red
ocean of molten lava that stretched
away on their right.

Blasts of sulfurous air, and howling
currents of superheated gases shrieked
like fiends around them. The small
" rocket-flier pitched uneasily, yet Grag
held it steadily above the fiery coast.

“Slow down!” Captain Future cried
suddenly to the robot, his big figure
tensing.

He had glimpsed something ahead
—a queer opening in the rock shore at
the edge of the lava sea.

HEY glided closer, hovered above
the spot. From Curt Newton came
an exclamation.

“This may be the place we’re look-
ing for, Grag!” he declared.

“But I see nothing, master—noth-
ing but a big round hole in the shore,
into which the lava is pouring,”
boomed the robot puzzledly.

Below them, there was a large, jag-
ged circular opening in the rock slope
of the hills, just where the fire ocean
lapped against it.

As a result, a stream of the molten
lava was pouring ceaselessly down
over the lip of that opening, with a
dull, reverberating thunder.

“There’s a big cavernous space of
some kind down there in the rock,”
Captain Future declared. “And that
round opening leading down into it is
too round to be natural. It looks as
though it had been artificially enlarged
at some time in the past.”

“Do you think then that the place
of the Ancients we are hunting is
down in that hole?” Grag asked incred-
ulously.

“It’s a chance,” Curt said. “We've
seen no place else that could be what
we’re looking for. We'll investigate
this.”

“But how do we get down in there?”
Grag boomed puzzledly. “There does
not seem to be any opening except this
one through which the lava falls, mas-
ter.”

Curt grinned at the big robot.

“When there’s only one door to go
through, you can’t take the wreng
one, Grag. That’s our way in.”

Grag stared.

“Down through that opening along-
side the falling lava? There is bare-
ly enough room for the flier to make
it without being caught in the fire-
fall.”

“Enough room is as good as a light-
year,” Curt shrugged. “Take her on
down, Grag.”

Curt gave the order coolly, yet he
knew the perilous nature of the des-
cent they were about to attempt.

He would have taken the controls
himself, but knew that the robot would
take that as a lack of confidence on his
part. And he had perfect faith in
Grag’s abilities.

Grag moved the controls slightly,
the robot’s photoelectric eyes peering
downward. The little rocket-flier
sank gently toward the dark, jagged
opening through which the fire-fall
plunged into unguessabie depths.

Down sank the little craft, on an
even keel, supported by its keel-tubes.
The cataract of falling lava was only
a yard away on their one side, and its
thunder was deafening.

Wild air-currents screaming up-
ward shook the flier as it sank lower.
Its stern rasped ominously against the
rock side of the opening, threatening
to send the ship lurching into the fall-
ing lava.

But Grag steadied the craft, kept it
sinking directly downward. In a mo-
ment they had descended through the
opening into a vast, dim subterranean
space weirdly illuminated by the red
glow of the falling lava.

“Run into the cavern a little and
then land, Grag,” Captain Future or-
dered excitédly.

They were hovering near the north-
ern end of the enormous underground
space. It extended shadowly south-
ward, a cavern a thousand feet wide
and of unguessable length.

The molten red lava of the fire-fall
thundered down into a flaming pool,
and then ran down the center of the
cavern in a sunken channel or canal,
a flaming, sluggish river.

Grag landed the flier on the rock
floor of the dim cavern, near that
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fiery river. In a moment, Curt and
his companion were emerging.

“This place is incredible,” declared
Curt, raising his voice above the deaf-
ening thunder of the cataract.

“Even the caverns of Uranus are not
as uncanny as this!” Grag agreed, star-
ing in awe.

Captain Future felt a throb of leap-
ing excitement that kindled higher
each moment.

“It’s the place of the Ancients we
were hunting!” he cried. “See!”

A little farther along the cavern
from them, upon either side of the
flaming lava river, rose two strange
statues of silvery metal.

They represented creatures almost
exactly like the Jovians, erect bipeds
with round heads, unhuman but
strangely noble features, and limbs
that ended in flipperlike hands and
feet.

The metal figures stood, each with
a slender arm upraised, as though to
warn Captain Future and the robot
back. And upon the pedestal of each
statue was a lengthy inscription in
queer, wedge-shaped characters.

“The Ancients?” Grag said wonder-
ingly as they paused beneath one of
the statues. “But they look just like
the Jovians.”

*Yes,” Captain Future nodded, his
gray eyes gleaming. “I believe that
the great Ancients were nothing but
Jovians such as inhabit this world to-
day.”

The big robot stared at Curt, his
simple mind trying to comprehend the
statement.

“But the Jovians today do not build
great cities and statues and machines,”
Grag objected. “They cannot do the
things the Ancients are supposed to
have done.” ,

“I know,” Curt said thoughtfully,
more to himself than to the robot.
“Yet, I've felt all along that the Jo-
vians are simply the descendants of
the mysterious Ancients of whom
they tell legends—that the great race
of the Ancients had its civilization
swept away by some catastrophe.

“If I'm right,” Curt added, “the
present Jovians have not even a sus-
picion that the Ancients they revere
were their own forefathers.- All they

have are vague legends, distorted by
ages.”

“They look as though they were
warning us to stay out of here,” said
Grag, peering up at the solemn
statues.

“We’re going on,” Captain Future
said, striding forward, his big figure
animated by driving determination.

They passed the silvery figures, and
moved on along the edge of the fiery
lava river whose dancing flames eerily
illuminated the cavern.

Sulfurous smoke from the lava
drifted about them, and the heat from
it was fierce on their faces. From be-
hind them came the perpetual boom-
ing thunder of the awful fire-cataract.

“See, master!” called Grag, point-
ing ahead with his metal arm. “Ma-
chines!” :

Vague, towering metal shapes
loomed up out of the dim shadows
ahead. They were big mechanisms of
so alien and unfamiliar a design that
their purpose was unfathomable.

NE was a complexity of cogged

wheels of silver metal, geared to
a sliding arm whose end suggested
the muzzle of a gun. Another was a
huge upright metal bulb that sug-
gested a cyclotron in appearance.

Upon the base of each machine was
a lengthy inscription in the queer,
wedge-shaped characters of the An-
cients.

“If I could only read those!” Cap-
tain Future exclaimed tensely. “Here,
for some mysterious reason, were
gathered all the powers and weapons
of that perished race. And I can’t
translate the key to this riddle, dis-
cover those powers!”

“Maybe you can decipher those
characters in time, master,” Grag sug-
gested. : :

“Time? There is no time, now!”
Curt exclaimed. “Unless we find in
here the powers we need to crush the
Space Emperor, and return to do that
at once, the Jovians will have tram-
pled Jungletown and the other Earth-
men towns out of existence!”

Curt was feeling the strain of ag-
onizing apprehension. The knowl-
edge that somewhere southward the
Black One was spurring the Jovian
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~hordes on to the attack was like a
prodding goad in his mind.

“But we can’t decipher these in-
scriptions at once. Nobody could,”
he muttered hopelessly.

“I hear someone in here,” Grag sud-
denly said uneasily. “Someone liv-
ing!”

“Be quiet and listen,” Captain Fu-
ture commanded. “Your ears are
keener than mine, Grag.”

Curt’s hand had dropped to the hilt
of his proton-pistol. Standing mo-
tionless, listening intently, he cast his
glance quickly around.

He could see nothing but the mys-
terious, silent mechanisms towering
about him in the red-lit shadows, the
dim spaces of the cavern stretching
southward. And he could hear noth-
ing but the thunderous reverberation
of the fire-fall.

“I hear it again,” Grag asserted in a
moment. “Someone moving—"

“I hear too, now!” Curt exclaimed,
his keen ears catching the slight, shuf-
fling sound above the thunderous roar.
“It’s from farther along the cavern.”

He drew his pistol swiftly, and Grag
imitated him.

“Come on,” Curt muttered. “There’s
someone else in here. If it’s the Space
Emperor—"

His pulses leaped at the thought,
even though he knew that his next en-
counter with the mysterious plotter
might be his last.

They crept forward, big Grag mov-
ing soundlessly on his padded feet.
They moved around towering, dusty
machines, on along the flaming river,
deeper into the great cavern.

“There — an Earthman!” Grag
boomed, pointing his metal arm.

Curt had seen the man at the same
moment. He was not a hundred yards
ahead.

A slight-looking figure in a worn
brown zipper-suit, the man lay
sprawled on his face on the rock floor
of the cavern. Near him stood a table
which bore an extinguished argon-
lamp, and many papers covered with
wedge-shaped characters.

“He’s either unconscious or sleep-
ing, master,” said the robot.

Captain Future saw that the man’s
limbs were moving restlessly, as

though in sleep. It was the sound
Grag had heard.

Curt bent over the man, and as he
did so he smelled an acrid, unforgetta-
ble odor,

“This man’s been drugged,” he de-
clared. “He’s been given a shot of
somnal, the Mercurian sleep-drug.”

He turned the man over on his back.
The face of the drugged sleeper was
exposed to the red glow of the fire-
river. :

It was a serious, spectacled, haggard
young face that Curt had never seen
before. The red-haired adventurer
stared down at the man, utterly per-
plexed.

Then he noticed a monogram on the
sleeper’s synthesilk jacket. The let-
ters were “KL.”

“Kenneth Lester!”
“That’s who this
archaeologist!”

Curt cried.
is—the missing

)
— e

CHAPTER XIX

The Epic of Ages

—e—

APTAIN FUTURE’S pulses

throbbed with excitement as he
raised the drugged man to a sitting
position.

He had felt all along that Kenneth
Lester was somehow the key to this
whole great planetary plot. And now
at last he had found the young archae-
ologist.

“He’s been drugged more than
once,” boomed the robot. “See the
needle-scars on his wrist.”

“I can bring him around, I think,”
Curt muttered.

He fished in his belt for his medi-
cine-kit. It was hardly larger than his
finger, but inside it were minute vials
of the most powerful drugs known in
the Solar System.

Captain Future dipped a sterile nee-
dle into one of those vials, and then
pressed its wet point into Kenneth
Lester’s veins.

As the tiny drop of super-powerful
anti-narcotic raced through the young
archaeologist’s bloodstream, he began
to stir. In a moment he opened dazed,
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dark eyes. He looked haggard, worn.

“Why don’t you kill me, and get it
over with?” he asked hoarsely, look-
ing up unseeingly. “This horrible ex-
istence—"

Then as Lester’s vision cleared and
he saw Captain Future and the tower-
ing metal robot bending over him, he
uttered a startled cry.

“Who—what—"

“I’m Captain Future,” Curt told him
rapidly. “You may have heard of
me.”

“Calptain Future?” Lester cried in-
credulously.

The young archaeologist knew that
name, as did everyone in the Solar
System. As it sank into his fogged
mind, a wild relief showed on his hag-
gard face.

“Thank God you’re here!” he
sobbed. “It’s been a hellish death-in-
life for me here, these last weeks. The
Space Emperor—"

“Who is the Space Emperor?” Curt
asked swiftly, hanging on the answer.

But again he was doomed to disap-
pointment,

“I don’t know!” cried young Les-
ter. Then he raged feebly, “Whoever
he is, he’s a fiend from hell! He’s kept
me here, for how many weeks I can’t
guess—forcing me to decipher these
ancient Jovian inscriptions for him,
and leaving me drugged whenever he
went away.”

“You were the one who found this
place originally, weren’t you?” Curt
asked.

He had been sure of that, from the
first. And he found now that his rea-
soning had been correct.

“Yes,” nodded Lester weakly. “I
found it, and I thought I had made the
greatest archaeological discovery in
the history of the Solar System.”

He was sitting up, now, talking with
feverish rapidity as he looked up into
Captain Future’s tanned, set face.

“l came to Jupiter because I had

heard of Jovian legends that spoke of '

a great, ancient race who had once in-
habited this planet. I believed that
there must be some basis to those leg-
ends, and resolved to track it down.
“From Jungletown, I went north-
ward into the fern-jungles and there I
tried to learn more from the Jovians,
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but those primitive creatures became

sullenly silent and suspicious when I

mentioned the legends of the An-
cients. I did learn that they gathered
now and then for strange ceremonies
at a spot they called the Place of the
Dead, so I trailed them there and
found it to be a ruined city of the An-
cients.

“There was a world-globe map of

Jupiter made by the Ancients there.
It showed the sites of their cities. But
one site was marked differently than
the rest, and I guessed it was more im-
portant. It was situated on the shqre
of the Fire Sea, where no city could
ordinarily have been.

“So I came north alone in my little
rocket-flier and searched along the
shore of the flaming sea until I found
the opening down into this place. I
got down into it with my flier—and
found it to be a wonderful storehouse
of the powers and knowledge of the
Ancients.”

ENNETH LESTER’S haggard
face lit for a moment with sci-
entific passion as he continued.

“I succeeded in deciphering some
inscriptions here, and learned some-
thing of the history of those great An-
cients. I learned that ages ago they
had had a mighty civilization, as high
if not higher than that of Earth today.

e

Along certain scientific lines, they

had gone farther than we have.

“They had succeeded in solving
many a problem that has baffled Earth
physicists. They had achieved intra-
atomic means of power. They had
even been able to perfect a means of
making matter effectively immaterial,
by causing a step-up of the frequency
of atomic vibration which allowed
such matter to interpenetrate other
matter freely as though it did not
exist. They had used this immaterial-
ization process to explore even the
bowels of the planet.

“Also their biclogists had found a
method of causing atavism at will,
which allowed them to study the past
evolution of their own and every other
race. The method depended upon the
fact that every living organism has a
glandular organ which is the real con-
trol of its physical and mental charac-
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teristics, and which, if it is paralyzed
or atrophied, allows the subject to de-
generate rapidly into the past forms
from which its race evolved.

“The Ancients had done all these
things, but apparently they had not
risen above the reach of passions and
emotions. For an internecine war
broke out finally between their cities.
It was carried on with unbelievable
ferocity, and it laid their great civili-
zation in ruins.

“Finally when only a few of the An-
cients retained the former scientific
knowledge, and the rest had become
half-civilized tribes wandering amid
the ruins of former cities, those few
remaining enlightened ones sought to
preserve the triumphs of their race.
Hoping that some day their people
might be willing to forget war and
again rise to peaceful civilization,
those few Ancients gathered in this
secret cavern all the scientific powers
and instruments they could collect, so
that they might not be utterly lost.”

The worn features of young Ken-
neth Lester showed his deep, bitter
emotion as he continued.

“All this, I say, I learned by de-
ciphering some of the inscriptions in
this cavern. I realized this was a
wonderful storehouse of scientific se-
crets, which only the proper author-
ities should know about, lest they fall
into the wrong hands.

“So I wrote a report of my find, for
Governor Quale. I flew down to Jun-
gletown and mailed it to him, and then
flew hastily back here to stand guard
over my find. I expected the governor
to come here at once.

“But two nights later, as I was
sleeping here, I awoke to find myself
bound and blindfolded. Someone had
learned of my report and had come
here to secure the scientific powers of
which I had spoken. And that person
tortured me into telling all that I had
learned so far.

“He learned the secret of immateri-
alization from me, thus. He used it at
once to make himself immaterial, and
also he learned the secret of the ata-
vism weapon and took one of the in-
struments that produce it with him.

“This man whose identity I did not
know, the Space Emperor as he called

himself, has come here many times
since. Each time, he has forced me
under threat of instant death to de-
cipher for him more of the secrets of
the Ancients. Each time he has left,
he has drugged me so that I could not
escape while he was gone.”
ESTER’S eyes flashed with wild
fear as he concluded.

“The Space Emperor boasted to me
of what he has been doing with these
powers, Captain Future! He has said
that he has used the atavism beam on
Earthmen, to convince the Jovians
that the Earthmen are cursed. He in-
tended to use the Jovians to establish
his power over this whole planet!”

Captain Future nodded his red head
grimly.

“Yes, that black devil has been do-
ing that. And his plot is reaching its
climagx, for right now the Jovians are
gathering to attack the Earthman
towns.”

Lester’s haggard face went white,

“Can’t you stop him some way, Cap-
tain Future?”

“Not until I too can achieve the im-
materialization that protects him from
all attack,” Curt replied. “That’s why
I came here, looking for the means to
do that. Can you tell me the secret of
that?” he asked tensely.

Curt hung tautly upon the answer.
For upon it, he well knew, depended
the success or failure of his effort to
halt the chaos threatening Jupiter.

“Yes—there are a number of the im-
materialization mechanisms here,”
Kenneth Lester answered quickly.

The big adventurer stared at him
wonderingly, though his pulses
leaped.

“Then why didn’t you use one to
escape, and walk through the rock?”
he demanded. _

“You forget. I've been drugged
every moment except when the Space
Emperor was here!” Lester reminded.
“And when he was here, he stood
ready to kill me at my first wrong
move. He never allowed me to touch
any mechanism, He made me read and
translate the inscriptions, and then he
operated the things.”

Lester staggered to his feet.

“But at last I’'m awake, and that
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devil not here! Come with me and
I'll show you what you want.”

Grag held the staggering young
archaeologist to keep him from fall-
ing.
“The far end of the cavern,” Lester
said weakly. “This way.”

Curt hastened excitedly with Lester
and the robot along the dim length of
the cavern, through the towering ma-
chines by the edge of the flaming lava
river.

Captain Future saw that the end of
the cavern was just ahead. There was
a jagged aperture in its wall, through
which flowed the molten lava stream
to empty into unfathomable depths be-
neath,

Kenneth Lester stumbled toward a
big metal rack upon which were
ranged dusty rows of the instruments
of the Ancients. There were many
of the atavism-beam devices, like small
flat lanterns with translucent lenses.

And there were a number of belts to
which were attached hemispherical
metal devices with a simple switch.

“Those are the immaterializers,”
Lester said, reaching forward.

“Master, look out!” Grag yelled sud-
denly and pushed Captain Future
aside with a violent push.

Curt spun around, though off bal-
ance, in time to see what happened.

The Space Emperor stood in the
front part of the cavern, near their
own rocket-flier. Curt knew instantly
that the dark plotter had come down
through the rock in an immaterial
state, for he had not come in any flier
of his own.

But the Space Emperor was material
for the moment, for he had raised a
flare gun and had loosed its beam at
Curt’s back. Grag had knocked the
red-haired man aside just in time.

“The Space Emperor!” Kenneth
Lester cried wildly as he saw.

URT wasted no time in words.
His pistol was already in his
hand and he was triggering.

But as he moved, his enemy moved
his hand also, toward his belt. And
Curt’s proton-beam again tore through
the dark criminal without harming
him in the least.

The Space Emperor had again made

himself immaterial, just in time. They '
saw him glide swiftly back toward
their rocket-flier and into it, through
its walls. :

“Get him!” Curt yelled, plunging
wildly forward. “He’s going to take
our flier!”

It was too late. Already the rocket-
flier was rising swiftly from the cav-
ern floor and darting toward the en-
trance of the fire-fall.

The Space Emperor had made him-
self material once more inside the lit-
tle craft and was stealing it,

Captain Future shot at it, but though
the proton-beam scorched the side of
the darting flier, the craft did not stop.
It zoomed up past the thundering cat-
aract of lava, and disappeared up
through the vertical shaft.

“He got away!” Grag boomed furi-
ously, coming back from his vain at-
tempt to overtake the flier. “Master,
how could he know that we were
here?”

“He must have heard from Joan or
the others when they returned to Jun-
gletown of the quest we’d gone on,”
Curt exclaimed. “And he came here
to trap us.”

As he spoke, Captain Future was
snatching out his pocket-televisor.

“If 1 can call Simon and Otho,
they’ll soon be here in the Comet to
get us out!”

Again and again he pushed the call-

button of the little instrument. But
N0 answer came.
“The devil!” Curt exclaimed. “The

rock above us must contain a heavy
metal content that screens off our tel-
evisor signals. The Space Emperor
must have known that, damn him!”

. “Then how can we get out?” Grag
asked. “We cannot climb up that
shaft down which the fire-fall comes
—not even Otho could climb out
there.”

“No, we can’t climb out there, but
we can get out through the rock above
us!” Captain Future cried. “We've
got those immaterializing mechan-
isms, and Lester here knows how to
use them.”

Kenneth Lester was white as death.
He swayed as he stood, and shook his
head in dull, hopeless despair.

“We can’t do it, Captain Future,”
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he said heavily. “We’d die if we tried
i

“Why would we?” Curt demanded,
puzzled.

Lester shrugged hopelessly.

“We have no suit such as the Space
Emperor wears. We’d become imma-
terial, but we would have no air-sup-
ply to breathe in that state. We would
suffocate long before we could go out
through the rock!”

CHAPTER XX

Power of the Ancients

APTAIN FUTURE was undaunt-

ed by the archaeologist’s objec-
tion. The big red-headed adventurer
squared his wide shoulders, and into
his tanned face there came a deter-
mined fighting-look.

“You forget that Grag doesn’t need
to breathe!” he exclaimed. “He can
go up through the rock, and then get
us out.”

Hope lit in Kenneth Lester’s hag-
gard eyes.

“If he could do it—"

Curt hurried back to the rack that
held the dusty instruments of the An-
cients. He came back with two of the
belts to which were attached the
hemispherical immaterializers.

He belted one around the big robot,
and the other ome around his own
waist.

“But you won’t need one, since you
can’t go out through the rock,” Lester
said puzzledly.

“T’ll need one if we do get out, when
I meet the Space Emperor,” Curt said
meaningly. “Show me how the things
work.”

Lester explained.

“The hemispheres are projectors of
a powerful electromagnetic radiation
whose excitation acts to step up the
frequency of atomic vibration of any
matter. This action is confined to the
wearer of the mechanism by means of
this control on the side of the hemis-
phere, which limits the action to the
wearer’s body and clothing.”

Carefully, with considerable doubt
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spoke of on both the instruments.

“The hemispheres also embody a
means of projecting speech,
when the wearer is in the immaterial
state,” he went on. “As far as I can
comprehend, it is done by translating
the sonic vibrations of the immaterial-
ized one’s speech into similar sonic
waves in the matter around him, by
means of a smaller auxiliary step-
down transformer inside the hemis-
phere. A similar prmcxple in reverse,
takes care of hearing.”

“I wondered how the Space Emperor
was able to speak and be heard when
he was immaterial,” Curt muttered.

Kenneth Lester turned.

“It’s all ready,” he said anxiously to
Captain Future.

“What shall I do, master?” Grag
asked, looking toward the big redhead
with his gleaming eyes quite calmly.

“First you must set your gtav1tatlon
equalizer at zero, Grag,” Curt told him.

The robot obeyed, touching the con-
trol of the flat equalizer which he wore
upon his breast.

As he set the thing at zero, thus nul-
lifying all gravitational attraction
upon himself, the great robot hung
floating an inch above the floor of the
cavern, drifting slightly this way and
that with every little movement.

“Take my proton-pistol, Grag,” Curt
went on tensely, handing the weapon
to the robot. “Now when you touch
the switch of this hemisphere at your
belt, it will make you immaterial. By
firing the pistol downward, the reac-
tion of its force will cause you to
float upward.

“You will float up right through the
rock above this cavern. You must
wait until you have reached the out-
side surface, and then you must turn
off the switch of the hemisphere at
once. Is that clear?”

“Yes, master,” Grag said doubtfully.
“But when I have done that, and am
outside, how shall I get you two out
of here?”

“You will have to get vines from the
jungle and make a strong rope and
lower it down that shaft through
which the fire cataract falls,” Captain
Future told him. *“Then you can pull
us up.”

even
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“Very well, master,” the robot said
docilely. “Shall I start now?”

Curt nodded.

“The sooner the better, Grag.”

HEY saw Grag touch the switch
of the hemispherical instrument
at his belt.

There seemed no immediate change
in the robot’s appearance. But when
Curt thrust forth his hand to touch
Grag, it went through the robot as
though he did not exist.

“I do not like this much, master,”
boomed the big metal creature, un-
easily. “It makes me feel as though
I were not real at all, like those Mind
Men we found on Saturn.”

Curt made an urgent signal, and the
robot pointed the pistol down toward
the ground and fired the proton-
beam.

At once, under the reactive push of
the beam, slight as it was, Grag’s huge
body rose floatingly from the floor.

Curt and young Lester watched
tensely. The scene was weird, incred-
ible. The great, gloomy cavern of
looming machines and deep shadows,
bisected by the river of flaming lava
that flowed down its center from the
thundering fire-fall; the immaterial-
ized robot, floating up toward the
rocky roof.

The scene became even more weird
a moment later. For when Grag’s
slowly rising body reached the rock
ceiling, the robot’s head disappeared
right into the rock. Then his metal
shoulders were hidden, and finally his
whole body was gone from sight above.

Curt drew a long breath. There had
been a thrilling uncanniness to the
sight of the robot entering the solid
rock. Even though he understood the
scientific principle of the process,
that did not make it less weird to his
eyes. :

“He ought to be on the surface in a
few minutes,” Curt muttered. “The
rock above this cavern can be no more
than a few hundred feet in thick-
ness.”

Kenneth Lester looked at him fear-
fully.

“But what if he should lose his sense
of direction while he’s floating blind-
ly through that solid rock? He might

move in the wrong direction and get
lost in the rock mass of the planet!”

Captain Future had thought of that.
His lips tightened, as he waited.

Minutes went by. Each minute
seemed abnormally long to the big ad-
venturer. What was going on south-
ward while he was trapped here?
What was the Space Emperor doing?

“Come on, Grag,” he whispered
under his breath as he waited.
“Hurry!”

Yet still, there came nothing to in-
dicate that the robot had succeeded in
escaping.

By the time almost an hour had
passed, Kenneth Lester’s haggard face
had lost all hope. The archaeologist
sat down as though he had ceased to
struggle against the inevitable.

“He didn’t make it,” he muttered.
“We might have known he couldn’t.”

Curt did not answer. He paced rest-
lessly to and fro, glancing every few
moments toward the fire-fall.

Suddenly he shouted in excitement.
Something had dropped down the
shaft of the fire cataract—a long rope
of tough vines tied together, that now
dangled with its end swinging a little

.above the lava pool.

“Grag made it!” Curt cried.

They ran forward, stopping at the
edge of the molten lava pool which lay
beneath the shaft.

The vine rope hung out of their
reach—more than a dozen feet out
above’the hissing, bubbling lava.

LINDED by fumes and scorch-

ing heat from the thundering

cataract of molten rock, Captain Fu-

ture and Lester stared baffledly at the
rope. -

“I’ll jump for it, and once I get hold
of it I can swing over to you,” Curt
said rapidly, backing away from the
edge of the pool.

“If you miss it when you jump,
you’ll die in that molten rock!” Lester
cried appalledly.

Curt grinned at him.

“Miss an easy little jump like that?
Why Otho would never forgive me if
I did.”

Before Lester could protest further,
Curt ran forward. All the strength of

his superb muscles he put into a
[Turn to page 86]
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springing leap that sent him flying out

through the air above the glowing,
hissing lava.

His fingers caught the vine rope,
and held. There was a nasty slipping
of the tough vine, as its knots tight-
ened under his weight. But Grag had
fastened carefully, and the improvised
rope did not give.

Hanging above the lava, Curt began
to swing back and forth like a pen-
dulum, the arc of his swing increasing
each time.

Finally, he was swinging widely out
over the edge of the lava pool, where
Lester stood.

The young archaeologist grabbed
the vine rope also. They swung back
together out over the lava pool. Curt
quickly gave a jerk on the vine to sig-
nal Grag.

They began to be pulled up. It was
a perilous situation, and the unnerv-
ing quality of it was increased by the
cataract of molten lava that rushed
down close beside them, to thunder
into the pool below.

Lester’s face was ghastly, as he
clung.

He cried chokingly to Captain Fu-
ture, who barely caught the words.

“Can’t—hold on—"

The archaeologist’s grip upon the
vine was slipping, weak as he was
from his long, drugged captivity.

Curt grabbed him just in time with
his left arm, hanging onto the vine
with his right. The weight put a ter-
rific strain on the red-headed adven-
turer’s muscles. No man less perfect
physically could have withstood that
strain.

Grag was hauling them up rapidly
now. The tremendous strength of the
robot was standing him in good stead.
Upward they rose, revolving slowly at
the end of the vine rope, Lester now
an unconscious burden inside Curt’s
arm.

Curt was nearly overcome by the
fumes of the falling lava. Wild air-
currents from below screamed and
howled around him.

Then he glimpsed the mouth of the
shaft above.

At the north side of the opening,
the lava sea poured in. At the south
edge, upon the rock brink, stood

Grag’s great metal figure.

In a few moments, Curt stood w1th,
the robot upon the rock. It was still
night, and they stood beneath the com-
bined light of three moons and the red
glare of the Fire Sea.

“Good work, Grag!” Captain Fu-
ture exclaimed, as he lowered the un-
conscious archaeologist to the rock.

Grag was pleased.

“It took me a long time to get far
enough away from the Fire Sea to find
vines growing, or I would not have
taken so long,” he explained.

Curt snatched out his pocket-tele-
visor once more. Again he pressed the
call-button.

“Ought to be able to get Otho and
Simon now that we’re out of the ca-
vern,” he muttered.

Presently came the faintest of an-
swering signals from Otho.

“Come in the Comet and get us!”
Captain Future ordered. “I'll leave
the call-signal of the televisor on as
a beam to guide you here.”

E could just hear the faint, dis-
tance-dimmed reply from Otho.

“Coming!”

While they waited, Curt hastily ex-
amined Lester. The young archaeolo-
gist was still unconscious.

“He’s in bad shape, but he’ll pull
through with rest and treatment,”
Curt declared.

“Master, the Comet comes!” Grag
called a little later.

Out of the south like a shooting star
drove the little teardrop ship. It
dived toward them with a scream of
splitting air, and came jarringly to
rest on the rock ledge.

Curt shouldered inside, and Grag
followed with the senseless archaeolo-
gist.

“I've got the immaterializer, Simon {”
Curt cried eagerly to the Brain. “Now
I can hunt down the Space Emperor
and meet him on even terms.”

“Too late for that, 1ad!” rasped Si-
mon Wright. “The Jovians are al-
ready on their way to attack Jungle-
town. They’re swarming toward the
town from all their villages—thou-
sands of them. By this time, they
must be there!”

Captain Future felt the full shoek
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of the Brain’s tidings, his big figure
stiffening. And Otho was shouting.

“The atavism cases in the Jungle-
town hospital have broken loose, too!”
the android hissed. “We believe they
were purposely released by the Space
Emperor, to add to the panic.”

“Head back toward the town at full
speed,” Curt’s voice flared. “There
may still be time.”

The Comet jerked upward, and
screamed low above the moonlit jun-
gles toward the south.

- The night was wild. The silver ra-

diance of Callisto, Europa and Gany-
mede was paled by the stupendous red
glow of the Fire Sea behind them.

Like a meteor, fhe teardrop ship
knifed the air of Jupiter. Curt
watched with superhuman tenseness
for the lights of Jungletown. If the
Space Emperor’s hordes of duped Jo-
vians had already reached it—

Far ahead on the rim of the moonlit
jungle appeared the clustered lights
of the town. They seemed to leap
toward Curt, as Otho recklessly
swooped to a landing in one of the
blazing-lit streets. .

“The Jovians aren’t here yet!” Cap-
tain Future cried as he tore the door
of the ship open. “There’s still
time—"

Then a moment later his face froze
in incredulous horror, and he uttered
a sharp cry.

“This place has become a hell!”

Jungletown, under the light of the
three great moons and the shaking,
flaring fire-glow northward, had in-
deed become an inferno.

Men and monsters were battling in
its streets. Monsters—that had once

 been men!

Hairy ape-brutes, four-footed feral
creatures, scaled reptiles that fought
and tore.

Captain Future’s pistol leaped out
and his proton-beam shot to stun a
roaring ape-creature that was rushing
toward them.

“Come on—we’'ve got to find Gur-
ney!” he exclaimed.

The big adventurer’s red head tow-
ered above the wild turmoil as he
pushed forward through the streets,
Grag and Otho close at his side, the
android carrying Simon Wright.

The place was a nightmare of ter-
ror,

With chaos of panic reigning
and monstrous beasts roaming its
streets, Jungletown seemed a city of
men reeling back toward the brute.

Boom! Boom! Ground-drums out
in the jungles were thundering un-
ceasingly now, in a crescendo of fierce
excitement.

“The Jovians must be near here!”
Curt exclaimed. Then he yelled,
“Gurney! Ezra Gurney!”

The marshal was forcing down the
street, leading a little group of people
who fought off the prowling monsters
with their flare-guns.

@@ 4 APTAIN FUTURE, this looks

like the end of wus!” cried
Gurney, his eyes wild in the moon-
light. “I can’t organize any defense,
and the Jovians are near now.”

“I'm going out to the Jovians now,”
Curt exclaimed. “The Space Em-
peror is out there, and destroying him
is the only thing that can stop them
now.”

Joan Randall, her face deathly
white in the moonlight, sprang from
behind the marshal to grasp Curt’s
arm.

“Don’t go!” she pleaded. “Eldred
Kells went out to try and talk the Jo-
vians into peace, and he didn’t come
back. And Governor Quale went after
him, and he didn’t comme back either!”

“We caught Lucas Brewer,” Gurney
told Captain Future hoarsely. “Found
him hiding here in town. Not that it
makes much difference now, I guess.”

“I’'m going,” Curt told them. “Otho,
you and Grag and Simon stay here.
This is—"

“Look!” yelled Otho, pointing a fin-
ger, his eyes suddenly blazing. “Here
they come now!”

A deep roar of thousands of fierce
bass voices rent the air at that instant.,

Out of the jungle into the clearing
around Jungletown, a solid mass of

ovians, on foot and mounted on lop-
ers, was pouring.

Flare-guns gleamed in their mass,
ominously.

And at the head of them moved a
dark, gliding figure—the Space Em-
peror.
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CHAPTER XXI
The Unmasking

OR a moment the little group

around Captain Future seemed
frozen by sight of that fierce, advanc-
ing horde.

“It’s all up!” Ezra Gurney cried.
“There’s thousands of those critters.”

“I can still stop those Jovians,” Curt
Newton flashed. “Wait here—all of
you!”

“Nothin’ can stop them now!” Ezra
Gurney exclaimed hoarsely.

But Captain Future’s big form was
already running out through the
moonlight toward the oncoming
horde.

The Jovian masses were still pour-
ing solidly out of the jungle. Whipped
to fanatic madness by the Space Em-
peror’s playing on their superstitions,
convinced that they must destroy the
Earthmen, they rolled forward in a
solid wave after the dark, gliding fig-
ure of their leader.

Captain Future came into full view
of the oncoming hordes, his tall figure
looming in the moonlight, as he faced
the Space Emperor and his followers.

The Space Emperor stopped, in
sheer amazement it seemed. And the
Jovians behind him stopped also. For
a full moment, the horde and its mys-
terious leader faced Captain Future.

Then Curt Newton cried out in a
loud voice to the Jovian masses, in
their own language,

“Why do you come here to attack
the Earthmen?” he shouted. “They
have never harmed you. You have al-
lowed this Earthman to lead you into
a great crime.”

He is no Earthman!” cried scores
of fierce Jovian voices. “He is the
Living Ancient, the last of the great
Ancients who has commanded us to
sweep away you Earthmen.”

“I'll show you,” Curt cried, and
leaped in a flying spring toward the
startled black figure.

As Curt sprang through the air, his
hands were on the switches of his
gravitation equalizer and of the hemi-

spherical mechanism at his belt. ,

The equalizer he snapped to zero.
And as his other hand snicked the
switch of the immaterializer, he felt
a sickening shock of violent force
through every fiber.

There was no other sensation. But
he knew that he was immaterial as the
Space Emperor now. And then he
struck the Space Emperor—solidly.

Both Curt and the dark plotter be-
ing now immaterial as regarded ordi-
nary matter, they were on a basis of
equality, Because their bodies had
both received the same atomic vibra-
tion step-up, they were real and solid
to each other.

But Curt had no air to breathe such
as the Space Emperor had inside his
suit. He felt a gasping shock of agony
in his lungs as he seized the super-
criminal.

He and the Space Emperor strug-
gled wildly. And as they struggled,
drifting floatingly, they were both
floating through the Jovians who had
crowded wildly forward. The green
natives recoiled in horror.

Curt knew he could last but sec-
onds, without air to breathe. Already
his head was roaring. He was trying
to reach the switch of the Space Em-
peror’s immaterializer. The other was
trying, desperately, to prevent him,

Consciousness seemed draining out
of Curt’s brain. He vaguely glimpsed
Grag and Otho wildly trying to help
him, but unable to grasp either himself
or his antagonist.

URT made a savage last effort,

putting into it the last of his fad-
ing strength. His hand struggled to
the switch of the other’s mechanism.
He snapped it open—
~ And the Space Emperor became like
a phantom in his arms, unreal and ten-
uous. The dark criminal had been
made normal again—and Curt was
still in the other, shadowy state.

He glimpsed Grag’s great metal fist
strike at the Space Emperor. His
lungs were on fire, the world dark
about him, as he sought to snap open
the switch of his own immaterializer.
It finally snicked under his fingers—
again the sickening shock—

Captain Future found himself stag-
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gering on the ground—the solid
ground—as he reset his equalizer also.

“The Space Emperor!” he choked.
“Did he get away?”

“No, master!” boomed Grag.

Curt stared. The robot’s mighty
fist had crushed the whole top of the
Space Emperor’s helmet.

All this swift struggle had taken
but seconds. The Jovian horde had
watched, frozen with astonishment.
Now, with a wild yell of rage, they
serged forward.

ait!?” yelled Captain Future with
all his strength. “See!”

And with frantic fingers, he tore the
black, flexible suit off the prone figure
of the plotter.

An Earthman’s body was revealed
in the bright moonlight! It was the
body of a tall man whose blond head
bad been crushed in by Grag's awful
blow. And his face was the face of—

“Eldred Kells!” yelled Gurney
wildly.

It was Kells’ dead face that lay
there in the moonlight. Kells—the
Space Emperor!’

Curt Newton faced the Jovians.
They had again frozen. In their mien
was an incredulous horror.

“You see!” Captain Future shouted
to them. “The Living Ancient was a
deceiver who duped you. He was not
one of the great Ancients, but merely
an Earthman like myself.”

“It is true,” said a Jovian to the
stunned horde. “We have been de-
ceived.”

“Return then to your villages and
forget this mad folly of war against
Earthmen,” Curt said clearly. ‘“There
is room on this great planet for both
Earthman and Jovian to live in peace,
is there not?”

There was a little, tense silence be-
fore the big Jovian who seemed the
spokesman answered,

“It is the truth—there is room for
~ both our races,” the Jovian answered
slowly. “We only prepared to war
upen you because we thought the spir-
its of the Ancients wished it.”

Slowly, in a dead silence, the Jo-
vians turned and started to shuffle
back into the jungle.

No word was spoken by them. Curt
Newton looked after them, pity on his

taut face. He knew what a tremen-
dous shock to them had been the dis-
covery that they had been deceived.

Otho and Grag were at his side, and
Ezra Gurney and Joan Randall and
the others were running forward.

Gurney looked down at the dead
face of Eldred Kells as though unable
yet to believe his eyes.

“It can’t be true!” the marshal mut-
tered.

Joan Randall cried out suddenly.

“Here’s Governor Quale!” she an-
nounced.

UALE was stumbling out of the
’ jungle. He came toward them,
his face pallid.

“The Jovians captured me when I
went out to look for Kells,” he said
hoarsely. “They released me just
now, and I gathered they’d given up
the attack—"

His voice trailed off as he saw the
dead body of the vice-governor, in
its dark suit. He looked up with a
wild question in his eyes.

“Yes,” Captain Future said heavily,
“Kells was the Space Emperor. I've
guessed it for some time.”

“How could you know?”
cried incredulously.

“I knew the Space Emperor was one
of four men who could have trapped
Jean and me in that Jovopolis hospi-
tal,” Curt replied. *“The four were
you, Kells, Brewer and Cannig.”

“You were eliminated, Governor
Quale, because you were talking to
Marshal Gurney on the televisor when
I was trapped. You see, I confirmed
the fact from Gurney that you had

Quale

_actually talked to him at that time.

“Brewer,” Curt added, “seemed the
most logical suspect then. He was
giving the Jovians guns, as I discov-
ered. But when I found that he was
doing it only to get them to dig his
radium, I felt he could not be the
Space Emperor. He would not stir
up a planetary rebellion, when his de-
sire was to get rich from his mine!
He’d have everything to lose.

“Cannig,” Captain Future con-
cluded, “had been seen with the Space
Emperor, by Joan, and so he could not
be the plotter. That only left Eldred
Kells of the four original suspects.”
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“I still can’t believe it of Kells!”
Quale cried. “He was so capable and
efficient and ambitious—"

“He was too ambitious; that was the
trouble,” Captain Future sajd som-
berly. “He was chafing here as a mere
vice-governor, and when he read the
report of his wonderful discovery
which Kenneth Lester sent to your of-
fice, Kells saw his opportunity to bid
for planetary power.

“He saw himself as lord of Jupiter
—even as the emperor of other worlds
—using the great powers and weapons
of the Ancients. He might have done
it, too, had he been luckier!”

“Aye,” rasped Simon Wright, his
glittering lens-eyes staring at the
dead man. “That is the curse of you
humans—Ilust for power. It has
brought a many of you to their deaths,
and it will bring many more.”

CHAPTER XXII
The Way of Captain Future

APTAIN FUTURE stocd in the
pale sunlight beside the open
door of the Comet, with Grag and
Otho and Simon Wright. The little

ship rested on the ground at the edge

of the wilderness outside Jungletown.

The big, red-headed adventurer
faced three people—Joan Randall and
Sylvanus Quale and Ezra Gurney.

“Must you leave Jupiter now?”
Quale was asking earnestly.

Curt grinned.

“It’s got too tame around here, now
that all the excitement is over.”

A brief Jovian week had passed.
That week had seen the complete res-
toration of order in the demoralized
colony.

The atavism cases were slowly re-
turning to normal, being treated with
the formula Simon Wright had de-
vised. The Jovians were again on
friendly terms with the Earthmen,
and there seemed no doubt that they
would remain so.

A scientific commission was on its
way from Earth to consult Kenneth
Lester and investigate the secrets of

the Ancients stored in that cavern by
the Fire Sea. Meanwhile, the place
was guarded.

“Everything here’s washed up
now,” Curt was saying. “I called
President Carthew today and reported
so, though of course this whole affair
won’t be made public.”

Joan Randall spoke impulsively to
the big redhead. “Then the people of
the System will never know what
you’ve done for them?”

Curt laughed.

“Why should they know?
desire to be a hero.”

“You are a hero, to every man and
woman in the nine worlds,” Joan said
steadily.

There was a throbbing emotion in
the girl’s soft face as she looked into
the big young adventurer’s gray eyes.

“And now you’re going back to that
lonely home of yours on Earth’s moon,
to live without another human being
near?” -

“I’m going back to my home, and
my comrades will be with me,” Curt
defended.

“Captain Future, are you always go-
ing to lead this hard, dangerous life?”
the girl cried appealingly.

Curt’s face grew somber. His voice
was low-pitched, his eyes looking
far away, as he answered.

“Long ago, I dedicated my life to a
task,” he said. “Until that task is fin-
ished, I must remain—Captain Fu-
ture.”

He held out his hand, and the cheer-
ful smile came back once more into
his gray eyes.

I’ve no

“Good-by, Joan,” he said. “We'll
meet again, somewhere.”
He grinned at Gurney. “And I'm

sure to meet you in that part of the
System where trouble is the thickest.”

There was a glimmer of téars in the
girl’s dark eyes as she watched Curt
enter his little ship.

The cyclotrons droned, and the
Comet shot upward into the pale sun-
light. Up from Jupiter it roared, out
through the dense atmosphere until
the mighty planet was a vast white
globe behind them, and black, starred
space stretched ahead.

Toward the bright gray speck that
was Earth, and the smaller white
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speck that was its moon, the little ship
flew.

Curt Newton’s eyes were queerly
abstracted as he sat at the throttles.
He spoke to the Brain, slowly.

“That was a great girl, Simon,” he
said. Then he added hastily, “Not
that it can mean anything to me, you
understand.”

“Aye, lad, I understand,” the Brain
answered. “I was human once, too,
you know.”

“We go back to the moon now, mas-

ter?” Grag said pleasedly. “I like it
on the moon best.”
“What’s good about it?” Otho

hissed gloomily. “There’ll be no ex-
citement, no action, nothing else for
us to do—

Curt grinned at the discontented
android.

“Sooner or later, there’ll be another
call from Earth, and then I hope
there’s action enough for you, you
crazy coot.”

Yes, sooner or later du'e emergency
would arise again to threaten the nine
worlds, and set that great signal at the
North Pole flashing its summons once
more,

And when the summons came, Cap-
tain Future would answer!
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No One Could See Shorty Mason ~ But the
Trouble Was That He Couldn't Look Ahead!

The fluid in the green vial was working!

INVISIBLE

By ERIC FRANK RUSSELL

Author of “Sinister Barrier,” “The World’s Eighth Wonder,” etc.

ASTILY putting down the
green vial, “Shorty” Mason
flopped upon the settee, His

legs twitched, his fingers trembled un-
controllably. The serum from the vial
was a veritable hell’s brew; he could
feel it searing inside, shootmg like
heated mercury through his tortured
veins.

“Highly radio-active,”
Dainton had said.

Professor

92

It had meant nothing to Mason then,
but it meant a lot now.

Shorty lay back, sweat beading his
forehead, while Pepito, the professor’s
Mexican hairless dog, made weird
noises out in the yard. According to
Dainton’s estimate, the liquid from the
vial should take effect in half an hour.
It had taken only fifteen minutes to
perform its work on the dog.

Agony gave way to a dull, listless
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ache accompanied by sensations of ef-

fervescence in the bloodstream.
Mason looked at his naked legs, saw
no alteration in their appearance.
He stretched his nude form full
length and pondered while he waited.
Shorty Mason was on his uppers, but
with the means to easy money right at
hand, Dainton, unwittingly had pro-
vided the means. If Dainton had not
got himself run over by a car there
would have been no need for Mason
to take a chance with the scientist’s
discovery. But Dainton was dead and
‘it was up to Mason to give the stuff
in the vial its first chance to work on a
human being. What it did to Pepito
it could do to him, he felt certain.

Only the previous Wednesday, he
and the professor had stood in the
backyard and observed Pepito after he
had been inoculated with the serum.
The dog had scuttled around with its
customary joyful genuflexions, but
neither of them could follow its move-
ments. For the dog had become invis-
ible.

Stealing another look at his legs,
Mason found them becoming dia-
phanous, indefinite. He blinked,
looked again, and smiled grimly as he
realized the experiment was going to
succeed.

Ten minutes later he stood in front
of a full-length mirror, stroking a
closely shaved head that could not be
seen, feeling smooth legs that were
not apparent in the glass. Perfect
mimicry! What the chameleon could
do in a couple of hours his bady could
do instantaneously and with complete
faithfulness.

His chest reproduced the batik
pattern of the wallpaper behind him;
his feet and ankles simulated the
grained oak skirting board. When
he moved, the patterns moved in re-
verse and held their relative positions.
The whole thing was incredible, yet
true—the truth evident in the empty
mirror. He had made himslf trans-
parent—invisible to the normal eye.

He had thought Dainton foolish
enoygh when the latter picked him up
at the prison gates and gave him a new
start as an assistant. He had been
certain that Dainton was unbalanced

when he found that the scientist’s sole
object in life was to satisfy his curios-

ity about chameleons. Looking at the

blank mirror, he knew that Dainton
had been quite mad to devote half a
lifetime to the development of some-
thing that was of no practical use ex-
cept to crooks.

The old investigator had talked a
lot about his eccentric work. Once he
had handed Mason a photograph of a
blossom-laden bush.

“Some of those are flowers, but
others are not,” he had said. “They
look like blossoms, but they aren’t.”

“What are they then?” Shorty had
asked.

“Examples of perfect mimicry,” the
professor had replied. “They are
clusters of plant-sucking Phormnia,
insects of the Fulgoridee family. In-
dividually, they look like tiny, plume-
backed, wax-coated porcupines of the
insect world, and they are found in the
Bengal Dooars and the jungles of As-
sam. Their mimiecry is so truthful
that even birds perching on the same
branch can be deceived.”

Mason had gaped at the photagraph,
tried hard to discern which blooms
were really blooms and which were in-
sects. It was impossible to tell.

“Countless centuries of evolution
had moulded that protective ability,”
the professor had declared, “yet the
chameleon can exercise similar powers
in a mere couple of hours, and adapt
the effect to circumstances.”

“So what?” had been Mason’s
query.

“It is a longer jump from a million
years to a couple of hours than it is
from a couple of hours to a split
second.” A determined gleam in his
eyes, Dainton had added, “What I am
seeking is the secret of instantaneous
camouflage!”

EN Dainton had plunged into a

long, invalved speech about chame-
leons employing some glandular sub-
stance that could do to the atoms and
molecules of the epidermis what adre-
nalin could do to the heart. He had
talked about chameleons speeding up
their vibratory rate until they were
reflecting those frequencies of the
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spectrum compatible with their sur-
roundings. He thought the process
could be improved, perfected. Mason
had dutifully agreed, without having
the faintest idea of what all the talk
was about.

But now he knew that Dainton had
found success on the eve of his death.
How the formula functioned, Mason
neither knew nor cared. The effect
was what he wanted.

Bending toward the mirror, Mason
saw the faint outline of himself. It
was difficult to discern. He decided
that he could see it because he knew it
was there, also because he was stand-
ing still and his surface was nearer to
the glass than was the surface he was
imitating.

AKING a hand-mirror, he turned

around and surveyed his back. It
reproduced the batik. All sides of
him merged into their respective back-
grounds, regardless of the angles from
which they were viewed. To all in-
tents and purposes, he was an invisible
man.

Satisfied, Mason decided that now
was the time to collect the John
Legattrick Company’s payroll and
thus turn another scientific achieve-
ment to the practical use of crime.

At the front door, force of habit
drove his hand toward his hat and
coat. He resisted the impulse, and
paused with his fingers on the door-
lock. The hall mirror gave him the
confidence he required to step into the
street stark naked. He set his heavy
jaw, opened the door, and boldly
stepped out.

The street was drab and sullen be-
neath the hidden sun, but the air was
warm enough to compensate for Ma-
son’s lack of clothes. A fat little man
hurried along the sidewalk, his feet
pattering on the shadowless concrete.
He headed straight toward Mason, his
eyes studying the dull horizon, his
mind occupied to the exclusion of all
else. Mason dodged him with a thrill
- of apprehension, rapidly followed by

~ a feeling of intense relief. The fat
man trotted on.

Fourth Avenue was like a game of
tag with a million blindfolded players.

Mason had to sneak around standmg
people, side-step walkers, and jump
from the paths of men in a hurry.
Several times he narrowly avoided a
betraying bump; once he barely
escaped being run over by a taxi.

The clock over the First Federal
Bank said two minutes to eleven
when Mason reached its doors. He
had timed himself beautifully. Within
two or three minutes a cashier and an
armed guard would arrive to claim the
Legattrick weekly payroll of forty
thousand 9ollars. '

A glance at the still-clouded sky,
then Mason jumped for a compart-
ment in the bank’s revolving door,
entering close behind an unsuspect-
ing customer. Moving to the farther
wall, he walked to and fro while he
waited. His body was marble against
the marble slabs; his constant motion
permitted no peculiarity in perspec-
tive that might arouse suspicion in
the sharp-eyed.

Forty thousand dollars was a nice
little sum, he mused. A smart fellow
could get around with a wad that size.
All he had to do was take it, run like
blazes, and hide it in a safe spot from
which it could be retrieved later. He
had marked out such a place a mere
three hundred yards away. Once he’d
dumped the money, his pursuers—if
any—would have nothing visible to
pursue. It was the easiest stunt in the
whole history of larceny-—and the
green vial held enough doses for a
dozen more similar exploits. Mason
ceased his pondering as the bank’s
door spun at the stroke of eleven.

A man came through the door, a
lumpy man with a big leather bag
grasped in his right fist. He was fol-.
lowed by a lean, lanky fellow whose
sharp eyes flickered beneath the visor
of his peaked cap, and who carried a
shoulder holster prominently in view.
The first was the John Legattrick
Company’s cashier; the other his
bodyguard.

Both men walked across the floor,
up to the glass holes yawning above
the counter. The first man dumped
his bag on the mahogany and pushed
a paper through a gap in the bullet-
proof glass. The bodyguard hung
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around and chewed his fingernails.

Rolls of coinage were shoved across
the counter, checked on a slip held by
the lumpy man, then placed in his bag.
Finally came the paper money, in the
form of a flat, square packet. Legat-
trick’s cashier reached for it—and
grasped air.

The bundle clutched in his sweat-
ing right hand, Mason raced madly for
the door. None could see him, but all
could see the loot. ‘His imprisoned
heart pounded frantically on the bars
of his ribs, his ears strained in expec-
tation of shouts and curses; his shoul-
der muscles cringed in anticipation of
impinging, tearing bullets.

No warning yells followed him; no
missiles slammed into his spine. The
silence was worse than an uproar. He
guessed, as he reached the door, that
his feet had been faster than the on-

Sprinting for the corner, he almost
collided with a pedestrian whose eyes
bulged at the magically suspended
package. Mason swung an unseen but
heavy fist to the fellow’s jaw, and the
man toppled to the ground. Shorty
leaped over him and rounded the
corner,

‘Eighty yards — forty — ten — sep-
arated him from the grating. He
reached it a few seconds before his
pursuers got to the corner. There
were several people near, but none had
noticed the package; all were staring
towards the junction from which came
sounds of thudding feet and angry
voices.

Mason bent, rammed the payroll be-
tween the side of the grating and the
dusty window that ran down into the
well. The package crimped, slid
down, jammed again, then burst
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lookers’ minds. He was making a
successful getaway while they stood
dumbfounded by the sight of a packet
departing of its own volition.

E raced through the door like a

charging bull, left it whirling
behind him. Two hundred yards to
the corner, another hundred to the
junk-filled grating outside the pawn-
broker’s shop. If no snoopers were
hanging around, he could cache the
money there and wander home at his
leisure.

The hullabaloo started when he was
within fifty yards of the corner. An
excited mob poured out of the bank
and saw the payroll bobbing fantasti-
cally above the payment. Howls of
“Stop!”, roars of “Get him!” were fol-
lowed by two sharp reports, and a
whine of lead above Mason’s head.

through. It flopped into the months’
old litter at the bottom of the well.

Beneath the dull but broken sky the
hunting pack swirled round the corner
a full two hundred strong. They filled
the narrow road from wall to wall,
their numbers too great to evade.

Grinning to himself, Mason raced
up the road. A quick burst to the
farther corner and he’d reach the main
avenue and lose the baying hounds for
good. The money was safe, he was
safe, and the world was a wonderful
place for guys who knew all the
answers. Even Olympic champions
didn’t get forty thousand dollars for
a quarter mile trot. The sun burst
through the clouds, beaming in sym-
pathy with his happiness.

Behind, the pack howled. Someone
fired a shot, and Mason heard the bul-
let moan across his shoulder. He in-
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creased his pace, still grinning. Let
the fools shoot at random if it relieved
their feelings.

Another shot, nearer this time. A
hoarse command to halt. Mason, tak-
ing a hasty, backward look, saw that
the mob was gaining. They had
passed the grating now, and were less
than fifty yards behind him, with a
uniformed policeman and the Legat-
trick bodyguard in the lead.

Even as Mason looked, the police-
man fired again. A hot iron seared the
muscles of Mason’s left arm and blood
crept down to his wrist.

With nothing with which to wipe
the blood away, he could only rush
panting along, licking his arm as he
ran. The corner came nearer; the mob
came nearer, too. He was within ten
yards of the busy main road when two
palicemen came running in from the
other end. Leaping aside to avoid
them, Mason gathered his muscles for
the final effort which would carry him
into obscurity and leave his pursuers
foiled.

The policeman behind yelled some-

thing unintelligible, fired, and cut a
long red flake of brick from the wall
at Mason’s side. Both of the police-
men in front looked startled, snatched
their guns, and gestured toward
Mason.

“Halt you!” they shouted.

Desperately now, Mason dived for
the gap between the opposing officers
and the wall. Guns flamed on one side -
and from behind. Pain, red-hot,
speared through him, stabbing his
lungs. The force of the blows spun
him around, and, as he whirled, he
knew that he was performing the
pirouette of death.

He tottered off the sidewalk, bloody
hands clasped to his abdomen, his
shocked mind vaguely wondering how
he, the unseen, could have been seen.
How had anyone been able to aim at an
invisible man? For two seconds he
stood with glazing eyes turned toward
the sun. Then, abruptly, he collapsed
into the embrace of his own shadow.
His treacherous shadow, which had
been visible to others, even though he
himself was invisible!




No. 1—THE METAL ROBOT

RAG the robot is the largest
and strongest of Captain Fu-
ture’s three strange comrades.
He is probably the strongest being in

the whole Solar System.

€x

He towers over seven feet in height,

a massive, manlike figure of gleaming
“inert” metal.

This metal, being impervious to
most forces and weapons, has pro-
tected Grag from destruction many
times. Yet old scars show where his
body-plates have been broken and re-
welded in the past.

IMBUED WITH INTELLIGENCE

Grag was built in the cavern-labora-
tory on the moon by Roger Newton,
Captain Future’s father, and Simon
Wright, the Brain, according to an in-
tricate design.

The robot was not designed to be
merely an automaton, but to have an
intelligence and individuality of his
own.

His creators endowed him with a
brain consisting of metal neurones
roughly corresponding to the neu-
rone-pattern of a human brain, though
more simple. The thought-impulses

MEET THE FUTURE MEN!

In this department, which will be a
regular feature of CAPTAIN FUTURE,
we acquaint you further with the com-
panions of CAPTAIN FUTURE whom
you have met in our complete book-
length novel. Here you will be told the
off-the-record stories of their lives and
anecdotes plucked from their careers,
Follow this department ¢losely, for it will
contain many interesting and fascinating
facts to supplement those you read in our
featured novels.

set up inside this metal brain are elec-

trical. Electrical and magnetic
“nerves” control the robot’s great
limbs.

ATOMIC POWER

Grag’s source of energy is atomic
power. A compact, super-powerful
plant is located deep within his metal
torso for safety. A small amount of
metal fuel inserted into this power-
plant inside his body is sufficient to
keep his strength for many months.

The metal robot can hear better than
any human being, because his micro-
phonic ears are super-sensitive.
~ They enable him to hear sounds
which are above or below the range of
human audibility, and Captain Future
has sometimes made use of this fact to
communicate ‘through Grag with
planetary creatures who talk in tones
beyond the range of human hearing.

Grag has an immense and unshak-
able loyalty to Captain Future, which
is his chief emotion.

The robot tended Curt Newton
through his infancy, and because Curt
needed constant watching then, Grag
thinks that his master still needs
watching over.

THE BRAIN'S HANDS

Toward Simon Wright, Grag feels
respect and some awe. For he knows

- that Simon helped create him.
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Also he has long been accustomed to
acting as the Brain’s hands, perform-»
ing experiments and researches under
the Brain's direction.

But - toward Otho, the android,
Grag is deeply jealous. For the ro-
bot’s great desire is to be thought of
as human or near-human. Grag has



always been angry when anyone has
referred to him as a machine, or auto-
maton. He feels that he is just like
other humans, except that his body is
made of metal instead of flesh.

But Otho, who was also created by
Captain Future’s father and the Brain,
likes to taunt the big robot on that
point. Long ago Otho found out that
the great, simple-minded robot was
most sensitive about his unhuman ap-
pearance, and ever since then Otho has
gibed about it.

CAMARADERIE

Grag invariably becomes furious at
these taunts. Yet the bickering be-
tween these two comrades of Captain
Future is at bottom one of mischiev-
ous camaraderie. Each of them has
saved the life of the other, more than
once, in a tight spot.

Grag has been able to extricate his
comrades from more than one perilous
situation, through his great strength
or through his special capabilities.
One of the most valuable of the robot’s
abilities is that he requires no breath-
ing apparatus.

This has enabled him to go where
neither Captain Future nor Otho
could venture.

One time on Venus, when Curt and
Otho and Simon Wright were all
trapped in deadly peril, and could not
be reached in any other way, Grag had
walked days under an ocean, over the
sea-floor, to reach the island where
they were imprisoned. The robot was
nearly lost many times in that peril-
ous traverse, in constant danger of
sinking into the ooze at the bottom of
the sea, but he finally made it and
brought help to his trapped comrades.

CAST ADRIFT

_ Another time, Grag was cast adrift
in space when outlaws destroyed the

little space-flier in which he was try-
ing to reach his master on Saturn.

The great robot floated in space for
many days, helpless and yet still liv-
ing, needing no food or air, and finally
was picked up by Curt Newton. Only
the robot could have survived such an
experience.

There is a great weld-scar down the
back of Grag’s metal back, which tells
a tale of an adventure that neither he
nor his master will ever forget.

Captain Future had penetrated into
one of the caverns of Uranus’ chasmed
abysses, with Grag. The outlaws Curt
was after blew up the tunnel entrance
to that cave.

Captain Future would have been
crushed beneath falling rock had not
Grag, with his superhuman strength,
held up the masses of falling stone
until his master could jump clear.
Grag himself was crushed beneath the
rock, but Captain Future dug him out
later, and the great weld-scar on his

‘back is his memento of the adventure.

NO SENSE OF HUMOR

Grag has no sense of humor, as hu-
mans know it. He is puzzled some-
times by Curt’s jokes or the sly drol-
lery of Otho. And that makes him
uneasy, for the robot’s great ambition
is to be human in everything.

His happiest moments have been
when Captain Future has told him,
“Grag, you are more human than most
humans I know.”

Huge, incredible in strength, his
great metal head towering high, his
photoelectric eyes gleaming and his
mighty metal arms raised, Grag is a
terrible figure to evildoers when he
goes into battle at the side of Captain
Future and Otho.

And woe betide the person whom
Grag suspects of trying to harm his
master!

Now! A New Yssue fvory Month !
THRILLING WONDER STORIES

—formerly a bi-monthly, now
appears monthly!
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Hans Souderman

CHAPTER 1
After Thirty Years

ANS SOUDERMAN had just re-
turned from a residence of many
years in Africa. There he had lived

the solitary life of one who is occupied in
solving a certain mystery of life and cannot
be content until a solution of the problem
has been attained. Such men have made our
civilization possible. They are not goed
companions because of their intense intro-
version, but on the rare occasions when they
can be induced to talk about their work they
are always able to astonish their audience
with their erudition and complete mastery of
their life’s work.

Such a man was Souderman. For some
reason, early in life, he had been stimulated
to entomological research. For years he
had followed in the footsteps of Forel,
Charles Janet, Lubbock, Wasmann and
Maeterlinck. He had learned all that these
masters of insect life had to teach him. But
he was not satisfied with this knowledge.
The work of Forel and Maeterlinck in-
trigued him but left him restless, discon-
tented. He wanted to find one great fact
that was unknown to them, solve one puzzle
that they had been unable to fathom.

It is typical of the man that he made a
calm and dispassionate survey of the entire
world of insects before he decided on his
life’s work, Of the many strange varieties
of insect life he studied, one type held an
uncanny fascination for him—the termite
and its destructive powers,

The terrible powers of these voracious in-
sects amazed him, In the annals of ento-
mology he read of the destruction of the
French town, La Rochelle, by termites from
San Domingo, which had come in the hold
of sailing vessels. Every street was at-
tacked. Before the danger was realized most
of the houses fell down. The devastation
only stopped when the termites reached the
canal of La Verriere.

In 1879 a Spanish warship was literally
eaten to pieces by a swarm of termite divers
while anchored in the harbor of Ferro. In
1809 these same minute insects destroyed

The dark jungles of Africa
give up the secret of an invin-
cible dominion when a lone
b PR scientist defies immortal in-

) T&\\ telligence that rules the world!

the batteries and munition of the French
forts in the Antilles, and made the defense
of those islands against the English an im-
possibility. Souderman found that large por-
tions of Australia and Ceylon were unin-
habitable because the termites ate the crops
faster than they could be grown.

The more Souderman read about these
tiny, blind insects, the more fascinated he
was by the many startling peculiarities they
possessed. He no longer felt that the bee,
the wasp and the ant were the intellectual
leaders of the insect world. So he decided
to devote the rest of his life to a study of the
termite,

Severing all relations with his European
associates, securing an income from one of
the large research endowment funds, he
went to South Africa to study the termites,
not by observing them, but by actually liv-
ing with them.

Such workers have been few. The price
that has to be paid is too great. Everything
has to be abandoned. A lifetime has to be
spent to attain one little fact. And yet the
men who do this feel that the attainment
of one addition to the store of human knowl-
edge is sufficient reward for all their sacri-
fice. And it is. Suppose one man spent a
lifetime with the cancer cell, not merely
studying it, but actually living with it. He
would think of nothing else during his wak-
ing hours and dream only of it during his
sleep.

Month by month and year by year he
would become more intimate with this
enemy of the middle-aged. To him the can-
cer cell would become a separate race of liv-
ing creatures, a parasite enemy of mankind.
He would learn its history, its folklore, its
traditions.

TIME would pass and it might be that
old age would come on and still the se-
cret of prevention would remain a mystery.
As a last resort he would deliberately irtocu-
late himself with the cancer cell, make of
his own body a laboratory so that he could
make a last, final effort to gain an insight
into the soul of the individual cell, the group
intelligence of the cancer mass.

On his death bed, perhaps, he might whis-
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: per the great truth which would make the

human race free from this parasite that now
kills one out of every four who reach the
age of forty. Surely this man would die
happy in the thought that he had contribu-
ted one fact that would make the life of
his race happier. That is the great sacrifice,
Every generation produces at least one man
of this kind. Such a man was Souderman.

He went to Africa when he was forty-five.

He came back when he was seventy-five.
During those years his loved ones in Amer-
ica had died. Most of the scientists he had
grown up with were solving the puzzles of
another world. Saddened by the realization
of the changes in his social life, still horri-

fied at the final revelations of his African

studies, he decided to go to New York and
there place the results of these years of sac-
rifice in kindly hands before his death made
it too late.

For when the final truth had dawned upon
him it had made him afraid. Deathly afraid.

The student of termites came to New
York, He then visited Chicago and Phila-
delphia. His record, his knowledge, made
him a welcomed guest in the homes of fellow
scientists. Souderman talked little, listened
intently and observed much. Finally he
found one man who had the peculiar mental
qualities and the scientific vision necessary
for an appreciation of what Souderman had
to tell him.

This man had youth, enthusiasm and an
excellent education. In addition he had a
respect for the aged. The old man at times
wished that the course of his life had made
it possible for him to have a son like that.
Subconsciously he adopted him.

Having finally found his man Souderman
speat a few months in becoming acquainted
with him. He wanted to leave this man
all the knowledge accumulated in those
long years of African residence, but he did
not want to make any mistakes. He had a
strange secret to tell,

It is interesting to note that there were
many men in America who were more bril-

liant than Adam Fry. There were scientists

who had forgotten more than this young
man knew. But Adam Fry had one trait
that Souderman considered necessary for
the complete understanding of his secret—
imagination. That was a trait that many
scientists lacked, in fact most students of
the world felt that imagination had no part
in their lifework. Vet Souderman had de-
veloped his imagination and by means of it
had come to at least a partial understand-
ing of one of the world’s greatest secrets.
He felt that unless his heir possessed the
same peculiar mental trait he would not lis-
ten to what might seem the ravings of an
old man. He wanted a man with the com-
bination of Galileo and the far-seeing vision
of Jules Verne, a scientist who understood
insect life as Fabre and Maeterlinck did and
get had the imagination of Wells and Poe.
n Adam Fry he believed that he had one
of these peculiarly combined personalities.
The reactions of Adam Fry to the older
man were all pleasant.

, In a singular way
- he had always been accustomed to respect

X

Adam Fry

age. The mere sight of this wornout, shriv-

ed, old man, who had spent a lifetime in
isolation, awoke an intense pity and even
Jove in the young scientist. He felt that this
man knew something, and to the youngster
all knowledge was sacred. He desired noth-
ing more than to learn what this white-
haired man had to teach and regretted that
his comparative poverty made it impossible
for him to spend a few days or a week with
him.

So it was a gratifying shock to learn that
the old man had money, and was anxious
to adopt him as a student for the rest of his
life. All of Fry’s financial worries could
cease and he would do nothing but listen
day after day to Souderman and write a
complete statement of the conversation.
This statement was to be put on pure linen
paper, with indelible ink that would last for
ages and two copies mads, one for the Con-
gressional Library in Washington and one
for the Public Library in the City of New
York.

The two men decided to rent a small apart-
ment overlooking Riverside Drive, do their
own housework and cooking and devote
their entire time to the completion of this
manuscript. Souderman did not feel that he
was in the best of health. He did not fear
death, but he did dread the thought of dying
before his life’s work was securely placed on
paper and burned into the mind of his pupil.

Hans Souderman was so impatient to be-
gin his story that he could hardly wait until
they were installed in their apartment. Adam
Fry, trained as he was through years of sci-
entific work to take notes, made a beautiful
task of assembling and arranging in logical
sequence the old man’s conversation, which
at times was rather rambling and discon-
nected. The completed manuscript can be
examined by anyone who cares to take the
trouble to do so, though it tells only a part
of the complete and final story resulting
from the work of years of patient toil com-
pleted by Souderman in Afriea.
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CHAPTER I1

Souderman’s Story

THE story as told the young faan by Sou-
derman during these daily conversations,
arranged in some order and avoiding repe-
titions, was as follows:

In order for you to understand fully the
end of my work, Adam, (he began) you will
have to listen while I tell you something
about the beginning of it. I went to Africa
many years ago to study the termites. Many
people think that they are ants and their
common name is the White Ant, but they
are very different from the ant. It is not
hymenopterous, and therefore has no close
relation to the ant, and the bee. It is usually
classified in the order of orthoptera, of the
division Corrodentia.

They are very old. One hundred and fifty
species have been found in fossil amber. Go
back a million years and there were the
termites. Go back to the endless night of
the Primary and there is the termite asso-
ciated with the Profoblaftidae.” Some men
have placed their beginning one hundred mil-
lion years before man appeared on this globe.

urely a very respectable age.

During all this time they have lived and
through these countless ages they have
adapted themselves to their surroundings
and necessities. Otherwise they could not
have survived. Man, supposed to be a most
intelligent creature, has just begun to learn
a few of the things that the white ant has
been doing for millions of years. But they
are able to live efficiently in many ways of
which we are ignorant and yet, tlZough the
knowledge might be beneficial to us, so far
we have been unable to learn the secrets of
their lives and apply this knowledge to our
own,

Doomed to an existence in darkness, they
have adjusted themselves to the life of the
blind. Without defensive armor, weak, piti-
ful little things, they have perfected an archi-
tecture so secure, and built their houses of
material so strong, that they could not be
broken into by any of their natural enemies,
until man came with tools of steel and dyna-
mite.

They build their homes of intestinal secre-
tion mixed with small particles of sand or
vegetable debris. This forms a wall that is
hard and a perfect protection against their
natural enemies. Their houses are perfectly
ventilated and at the same time kept warm
by some heating system, probably generated
by decaying vegetable mould. ile they
need moisture, they are enabled to live in
tropical countries where the rain falls very
seldom. Do they make water? Or conserve
it? Who knows? At least they have all
they need.

OMPARED with their size, the height of
their buildings is enormous. Suppose
man was to btiild according to the same scale?
Then his houses would have to be 1,800 feet
high, something that so far has never been
attempted by the race we are so proud of
belonging to. :
In architecture they show the most aston-

~ ishing variation, especially when you con-

sider that all of the actual building is from

the inside, out. Their houses have spires,

domes, columns, facades. They imitate every

ﬁpodv:m geometrical shape known to man-
in :

They not only build houses but they build
tuninels. Destroyed by the light, unable to
defend themselves in any way, they go enor-
mous distances for food and always through
tunnels of their own construction. At times
enormous colonies are connected by tunnels
apparently for no other reason than a desire
to form a social contact with each other,
perhaps some union, political and economic.

They have solved the problem of food.
Everything they touch can be eaten. They
eat their dead, the useless members of their
colony. Nothing is wasted, nothing is use-
less. In time of surplus they place little
piles of food in corners. Certain workers
have nothing to do but to supply food to
other groups of their political organization.

They continue their group life by hatching
and caring for the eggs and young of the
Queen. She is an enormous creature ten
or fifteen times larger than her subjects. She
simply lies in the royal cell and for a life of
five years she lays one egg a second, thirty
million a year or one hundred and fifty mil-
lion in her lifetime. When she grows old
she is eaten and replaced by a younger
Queen.

The eggs are fed different foods and
consequently develop into different kinds of
termites. Some are workers, others inside
policemen and still others soldiers. A few
are specially fed to become future queens,
others to be the husbands of queens. I want
you to remember that these are all raised
from the same kind of eggs and they are
produced according to the need of the col-
ony. If soldiers are needed, then they are
produced until the need is supplied.

Do you see anything wonderful about that?
Compare it with man, the so-called intelli-
gent creature. What can he do? A manand =
a woman can produce a child. They cannot
even determine that child’s sex. It will be
some kind of a child but can they make a
musician, an artist, a mathematician out 6f
it? Can they determine its shape before it is
born? The termite does all that, and more
too. : '

It has successfully solved all the problems
of life. The community it lives in is a dark,
sad, and gloomy one, but it is highly efficient.
The individual is in every instance sacrificed
for the group. But they have survived
through the ages.

For ten million years the Ant has been at
war with the termite—but the termite still
survives. It lives on, not as an individual
but as a colony. Who directs it?

On a single acre in Africa there may be
twenty colonies. Each house seems to be
separate and yet there seems to be a uni-
form rhythm of life. They do things in the
same way and at the same time. Some nat-
uralists have thought that this can be called
instinct, That all the deeds of this wonder-
ful little thing are without intelligence.

I studied this matter.  Was there an intel-
ligence? If so, was it an individual or a
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group matter? Perhaps there was an elec-
trical phenomena, something resembling the
contact of our neurones and dendrites. I
spent years searching for an answer. Fora
while I thought that the Queen headed the
group. But I learned that she was subject
to the same immovable laws that gﬁwemed
all the rest. She was simply a highly spe-
cialized, glorified worker and, when her use-
fulness was over, she was killed and eaten
just like all the rest of the colony.

- There seemed to be some occult power,
some super-termite intellect directing the af-
fairs of each house. I hunted for it and for
years I could not find it. I tried to apply
every known physical law to the problem.
All that I attained was failure. Twenty
years passed. During that time I had done
nothing but live and think and study ter-
mites, I tried to become one of them.

I felt that if I could only put myself in
the place, say of the Queen, that I could un-
derstand the mental reactions of the unit, the
house, the colony better. I got nowhere but
to the depths of despair. I felt pitifully
dumb, ignorant, helpless. I was on the out-
side, separated from the Great Truth, not so
much by the colony wall, but by sheer lack
of intellect. These little termites, helpless,
blind, small, were living a mental life so
complicated that I, a scientist, could not be-
gin to understand it.

Then I suddenly wondered about the noise.
For there is a noise that comes from the
colonies. Some think that it is music. Oth-
ers call it cracklings, tic-tacs, whistles, cries
of alarm. If the ear is placed on the wall
of a termite colony these sounds are plainly
heard. I had known of them for years.
Now it came to me, like a stroke of lightning,
that perhaps those sounds could be inter-
preted!

Thanks to the new improvements in the
science of the amplification of sound I was
able to assemble a rather satisfactory ap-
paratus to help me. First there was a bell-
shaped stethoscope, a little similar to the
instrument used by physicians to examine
the heart. It had a rim of soft rubber which
had little holes in it. When this was pressed
to the wall of a colony house, it remained
there by suction. Inside was a diaphragm.

I had the sound augmented by radio tubes,
and finally transmitted to me by a loud
speaker. Now all I had to do was to sit in
my observation tent and listen to the sounds
that were being formed in the termitary. Nat-
urally, the first instrument was not satisfac-
tory. The little fellows promptly ate it.
They made short work of my first acousto-
phone, but I foaled them the second time.
I made a study of the cement they used in
building. I was able to make a fairly good
imitation and covered all the apparatus with
that. I guess they thought it was a part of
their colony house; at least they did not try
to eat it.

Now followed long days of study. I real-
ized that my life was not long enough to do
all the research, especially when it came to
the interpretation of a new language, so I
enlisted the help of a linguist, Johanson. He
was a wonderful linguist, but he just hated
bugs of all kinds. I made hundreds of

1

phonograph records for him and let him
study them in comfort in his house at Cape
Town.

It was odd. 1 did not even tell him what
the recordings were; just told him that it
was a new language and that I would like
to see if we could isolate it and understand.
The conelusions he reached after two years
were astonishing and were very useful to me
in reaching my final conclusions.

Working independently of him, I was able
to isolate certain sounds. But as I had no
idea what actions were accompanying those
sounds I at once saw the need of actually
seeing what those little fellows were doing.
That made me undertake a special study
of the physics of light rays. I left Africa
and went to France, and a Frenchman and
I made a little machine that would enable
me to look right through the wall of the
colony house. It had some of the principles
of the X-ray, but was far easier handled and
a great deal more satisfactory.

ts penetrating power was only three feet
but that was better than nothing, Now I
could look into different parts of the colony
house. I could see the life lived there under
normal conditions. It was my hope to ob-
tain some harmony of purpose between ac-
tion and sound.

We learned the language of the termite.
At least we thought that we did. You re-
member that I said that the philologist in
Capetown simply knew it was a language
but did net know that it was a language of
ants. 'The poor fellow went wild over it.
He said that he believed it was the oldest
language in the world and the parent tongue
of all human speech. He isolated root
words, established derivations, and finally
wrote a glossary composed of over five hun-
dred words. '

That was what I wanted. I made a few
hundred more records for him, promised
that I would finance his book when he was
ready to publish it, and then went back to
my own work, determined to learn and use
this new language as soon as possible,

I experimented for at least two years. For
example, I took a very sharp auger and
bore a hole one inch wide through the wall
of the house to which I had my acousto-
phone attached. Now I was able to look
into that house and hear what was going
on and note the reaction of the termites te
this opening of a hole. As usual, a number
of soldiers came out and formed a solid
ring around the sides of the hole. Then
workers came, each either dropping a globule
of liquid cement or a small piece of sand.
Within an hour the opening was closed.

Were these orders given? Did some su-
preme mentality realize the danger and close
the opening by giving orders?

I procured an ice machine and literally
froze a small portion of the wall. I had a
thermometer in the wall, but it showed no
result. The termites simply rushed large
masses of fermenting mould to that spot, and
in spite of my efforts they kept the tem-
perature to a point where they could live.

l WOULD bore you with a detailed study
of all these experiments. At last I came
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to some very definite conclusions. Each
termite had some nervous system. They
were able to understand certain sounds, and
originate certain sounds. These sounds were
used in a way to resemble speech; at least
they served as a means of communication.
But there was no sociability, and the con-
versation seemed to consist mainly of orders,
Some power issued orders and the millions
of occupants of one termitary said “Yes,
Sir,” and at once obeyed.

Then I was faced with a new problem.
Whence came these orders? What consti-
tuted the initiating force? Here was a

lunge into the realm of the unknown, a leap
into the darkness of the Great Void. For
listen to me, and pay attention, Adam Fry,
to this next statement. These colonies are
thousands of years old. Perhaps one house
is a million years old. How can we tell?
They are indestructible.

Listen to me. Man since the day of Ma-
gellan has sailed and walked and flown
around the world. They have gone up in
the air and down into the deep seas. The
North Pole has been looked at and the
South Pole will soon be a commonplace.
Where has man not been? Everywhere?
No! There is one place that the foot of man
has never trod, and that is the real inside
of a termitary. What is there? How deep
do they extend into the ground?

What we see may be only an outer shell.
These are the questions I asked myself. I
knew that they were old. Was the intelli-
gence governing them old? The life of the
human being is but a trifle compared to the
race history of the termite. I felt that in
all these million and hundreds of millions
of years, they had attained to mental proc-
esses that we could only imagine.

So far I had seen only the carrying out
of orders. The termites seemed to be but
servants. Where was the greater mind?
Could I communicate with it?

By this time I knew the five hundred
words. I had isolated sentences, in fact
I was beginning to talk their language. For
example, they had certain sounds to indicate
that a hole was broken in the wall and that
it must be repaired. I reprodiiced that series
of sound on a phonograph and then trans-
mitted it by vibration through the wall

I watched the result through my visual
apparatus. At once the soldiers came to
guard the opening. Instantly the workers
came with their liguid cement. Of course
there was no hole to repair and there was
a resulting confusion. I waited a day and
repeated the experimént. Once again there
there was no hole to repair and there was
no reaction. Attaching my acoustophone, I
carefully bored a hole in this same colony
house. At once there was an order given
but it was not the same as I gave. Some
new sounds had been introduced. The sol-
diers and workers obeyed at once and closed
the hole.

Here was a novelty. Someone had learned
that their orders were being duplicated,
and consequently their orders from the in-
side were changed, and the workers instruct-
ed to pay no attention to the old form.

I went to another termitary and gave the

original order. There was no response.
Then I gave the zmew order and for two
days it was obeyed but on the third day it
provoked no reaction. I went one mile
away and the result was the same. A hun-
dred miles away, and there was no differ-
ence. ;

CHAPTER II1
The Great Discovery

O I worked a game of chess with this
s thing that ruled the colony house (Sou-
derman continued). I would live with the
receivers of the acoustophone attached to
my ears, and by a specially ingenious inven-
tion I learned to talk to the termitary with
such a changed voice that it was an exact
duplication of the tone used by the insects.
And gradually it dawned upon me that there
were two languages being used. One for
the issuing of orders and the other—dare
I say it?>—for the communication of the Su-
preme Intelligences of the various colony
houses.

When that idea dawned upon me I went
rushing down to Capetown. I was growing
old, and there was no time to spend in iso-
lated working. To my surprise Johanson in
Capetown had arrived at the same conclu-
sion I had—that there were two languages.
We talked over the matter for a day and
were convinced of that fact. One language
is very simple and is used only for the giv-
ing of orders. The other is vastly more
complicated, only imperfectly understood by
the soldiers and workers and apparently
used as a means of communication between
the Intelligences of different colony houses.

Johanson hated insects. He just naturally
could not stand the thought of an ant crawl-
ing over him, but he came with me to my
termite colonies. I will give him the credit
for staying there two weeks. Then he left
me. The work we accomplished during those
two weeks placed me on the threshold of a
great discovery.

I ceased to worry about the lesser lan-
guage. In fact, I found that the vibratory
scale of the two languages was so different
that I could tune in the greater language
and tune out the lesser one. On the day
I started to do this I was nearly sixty-eight
years old. And the thought came to me, ir-
resistible, tremendous, awe-inspiring, that
the words 1 was hearing were being pro-
duced by an intellect that was perhaps a
million, perhaps ten million years old. And
I was trying to understand it!

WHEN I was seventy I heard them talk
and understood them. Do you see
what that meant to me? For two years
there had been no experimental work; I had
attempted nothing new; I had simply sat
there in a chair or rested on my cot with
the receivers in my ears, I learned the lan-
guage. And then the Great Idea came to
me.

This termitary with the millions of ter-
mites, all carefully differentiated in shape
and ability to perform the various forms of
work required for the successful functioning
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~ of the Colony, was not composed of millions
of individuals but was simply one large ani-
mal! The Colony House was the skeleton,
changed according to the growth of the
animal and its needs.

Think this over well. One large animal.
Does it mean anything? Think of an animal
a million years old, ten million years old.
Imagine the wisdom that it would have ac-
cumulated! And these things we called ter-
mites, they were just so many cells in the
body of this animal. With the conception
of this fact, I realized that I was faced with
the wisest, most remarkable life that had
ever appeared, or would ever appear on this
globe.

All the forms of life that had been coin-
cident with it had disappeared, unable to
withstand the changing conditions of earthly
existence. The Palaeozoic types were ail
gone. The pterodactyl, mammoth, cave
bear, saber-taothed tiger had all failed to
adjust themselves. But this animal I was
thinking of had slowly conquered continents
and was threatening Europe and Northern
America. And I was studying it! Alone, un-
armed, incompetent, I had the temerity to
place my intellect above that of a million
years.

Other lives were gone but they lived on.
They had met such obstacles as changes in
moisture, temperature, sources of food. In
every instance their intelligence had been
sufficient to provide security against a threat-
ening danger. In all the studies made by
over fifty careful observers only one termi-
tary was found lifeless. Thus there was no
death rate. They lived on and on. I be-
lieved that their ambition was eventually to
rule the world.

That gave me food for thought. I knew
that the area they lived on was slowly ex-
panding. Now and then new cities, fresh
agricultural areas were over-run. Was there
a method back of this? Could they plot,
prepare and premeditate an attack? Each
one was helpfess in its stationary position.
It could not move, but it could form new
members.

Across the field it would send a cement
tunnel and through this blind tunnel the
workers would go perhaps for a hundred
feet and there a new Colony House would
be erected. I saw that happen. For two
years I saw such a house grow, and during
all those two years it was ruled by the In-
telligence from the first house; and then—
you must believe me, for this is one of the
greatest of proofs—the tunnels were broken,
the two houses became separate, and in the
second house was a second Intelligence. And
it was not a new form, but had the wisdom
and apparent endless age of the first. Was
it a part?

I determined that what I had seen was
simply a budding, a cleavage, a peculiar form
of birth of a new individual. And thus, by
slowly establishing new individuals, all with
the same mentality, they hoped to conquer
the world.

I remained silent, As I said, for over two
years I did nothing but listen. And finaily
I could stand it no longer, Their plans were
so heartless, so coldly diabolical, maddening

in their cleverness and deadly in their abil-
ity to wait for a thousand, a million years,
if only at the end of that time they were able
to rule the world and drive out all other
forms of life. It was all so horrible that I
just had to do something.

You will remember that I had never tried
to talk to them. But now I determined to
do so. I formulated a phrase in their lan-
guage and I vibrated that phrase through
the walls of a hundred Colony Houses in
the immediate neighborhood of my labora-
tory.

“This is a large world,” I said. “There is
fi?o;n for all. Why try to destroy all other

e 39

And then I went back to my favorite ter-
mitary, replaced the acoustophone and start-
ed to listen. And what I heard was this. I
wrote it on a piece of paper, and put it in
my wallet. Here is the paper and here is
the message:

For a long while we have been studying
you. Because of this we have tolerated you.
Now you must leave. We can tolerate no
interference with our plans.

For years I had been unmolested by the
termites. Here was the explanation. To
complete their knowledge they had to study
man. In order to do this they had to have
a man near them. They could not catch a
man and make him a source of observation.
For all these years I had obliged them by
remaining in one place. I thought that I was
studying them, whereas the truth was they
had been studying me!

For once in my life I was absolutely at a
loss as to my future conduct. Restless, I
went to bed. The next morning, after a bad
night of dreams, I woke to find my labora-
tory a wreck. Everything was gone, eaten,
cut to little pieces. My records, apparatus,
food supplies, were gone. They had told me
to leave, and this was the final warning. I
had the clothes on my back, some memos in
my wallet, and that was all.

F course, the very valuable phonograph
records were safe in Capetown. At least
I thought so. I hurried there, but I was too
late. Poor Johanson had been attacked the
same night, only he had been killed, liter-
ally eaten alive by millions of warrior ter-
mites. His records, in fact his entire house,
had been destroyed. I was horrified, and at
the same time I felt that they might now
decide to get me after all. Here was time
for deceit.

I arranged to leave Capetown on a certain
steamer. I told dozens of people that I was
going to do so. I even went out to a colony
of Termitaries and shouted the news and
then at the last minute I left in an airplane.
That ship sank the day after it sailed from
Capetown and aill on board were lost. Div-
ers examined the hull and found that it had
been literally eate*n tg p’ikecc;s by termites.

Souderman smiled wistfully at young Fry.
“Looks as though they tried to get me,
doesn’t it?” he asked. “I do not think they
can in New York City, It is too cold. But
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they are working on the problem of liv:ng
in cold climates. They have to solve that
and then they will creep over the world. So
there is my story and there is the danger.
Johanson could corroborate it but he is dead.
Our records are destroyed. Only my intel-
lect survives and I am now an old man.
Well, Adam Fry, stop writing. Do you be-
lieve me?”

The young man smiled.

“Certainly-1 believe you. Why not? At
one time I studied medicine. The anatomy
of the human body is proof that you are
right. For days I have been listening to you
describe those colony houses and all the time
I have been thinking, making use of my im-
agination, trying to compare your termite
organization with the human body. You
have made the comparison worthwhile. You
told me when we first met that what you
wanted was a man with imagination, a young
man that could ‘think outside the beaten
track. Well, I will reward your search and
I will make a statement. The only differ-
ence between the Termitary and the Man is
one of age and intelligence.”

Souderman laughed, almost hysterically,
as he patted his student on the back.

“My dear boy, my real son. You see it.
You see it! You saw the analogy all by
yousself, Only by arriving at this conclu-
sion separately could you show me that you
were worthy to share my secret. Now I
can die happy for I know that you will carry
my work on. With the foundation I have
laid you will be able to build a superstruc-
ture that will perhaps save the human race
from a future terrible destruction. I believe
with you that there is a universal pattern of
life of which the combined life of a single
termite colony is the oldest and most re-
markable form.

“It must have been the oldest form and
all the other life on the earth since its devel-
opment must have been foolish efforts to
imitate that type of life. With what suc-
cess or failure you can judge. We think man
has been the great achievement of the ages.
Well, man is due for a surprise!

“I talked about a single pattern of life,
We are a form of termite colony, only we are
infinitely lower than the Giant Termite of
the tropics. We live sixty, seventy years
and then we are dead. I wonder if the real
Termite knows what group death is. We
prate of our nervous system, our red and
our white corpuscles, our muscle, bone¢ and
digestive cells, but are they under the con-
trol of our wills? Not at all, and yet in the
case of the Giant Termite every function is
absolutely governed by the Central Intelli-
gence.

“Everything we do is childlike, puerile,
infantile compared to their profound effici-
ency. If we knew what they knew we would
be able to prolong life indefinitely, become
efficient in any line of endeavor. We call
ourselves human beings; in reality we are
simply a collection of a number of inter-
related but at the same time independent
cells living within a colony wall cailed the
skin, and so far we know absolutely nothing
concerning the real governing of these cells
by means of the higher intelligence, mind, or

what-can-you-call-xt of the central nervous
system.

“The Central Intelligence of the Giant
Termite issues direct orders to all the indi-
vidual cells which form his body. Consider
them as cells, of as individual living crea-
tures, little termites, whatever you please,
but no matter how you call them they are
absolutely under the control of the Central
Monarch, the IT of that colony.

“Can we do that? If our liver cells are
sick, can we make thousands of new ones?
If there are too many white corpuscles, the
policemen of our blood, can we order that
one third of them be destroyed and eaten
for the public good? Can we form new
human beings? You say ‘ves’ but will they
automatically be possessed with the accumu-
lated power and wisdom of the past hundred
million years? How about the idict, the
epileptic, the defective we procreate? There
is none of that in the Giant Termite.

QGMAN knows a lot, but when he comes
in conflict with these stationary ani-
mals who have serenely wandered down from
the past eons he has to surrender. He can-
not live with them, or, in fact, near them.
They strike in the dark, but when they finish
there is no place for the man-form. of termite.
Some day they will come. Perhaps for some
centuries a few of the human beings will sur-
vive shivering around the Poles. I see it all,
and you do too, because you have imagina-
tion. But who else will see it? Can the race
be warned?”

“They cannot!” replied Adam Fry. “They
will almost kill themselves laughing at us if
we try to warn them. Tornadoes they un-
derstand, death from war and tidal waves,
destruction from famine and pestilence they
have at least read of, but that whole nations
should perish through the silent working of
a creature that they would only see as a
small, helpless, defenseless, blind white ant,
they will not understand. They are too
grandiose, too sure of their position in the
world in which they live.”

“But the race must be saved,” insisted
Souderman., ‘“We are men. It is incom-
prehensible that our brothers should be so
stupid, but we must save them in spite of
their asinine lack of imagination. I say that
we must save them. In reality you must
because I will not be here much longer. You
have the secret. 1In the little time I have to
live I will teach you all I know and then as
you grow older you must teach some one
else. Perhaps when the real test comes, when
there is the final struggle, the one man who
is our descendant might save mankind.”

“I feel,” said Adam Fry, slowly, as though
he was not sure of his statement, “that the
first thing we should do is to preserve your
knowledge of the language of the Giant
Termite on records. Then there is another
idea which can be developed in the course
of the next few years. I feel that your work
was cut short, and that it is incomplete with-
out an effort made to actually find, and see
one of these things, whatever you might call
it, which is the head, the actual intellectual
force behind the animal you call the Giant
Termite. 1 feel that something might be
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learned if one were actually captured. If its
knowledge is so superior to ours perhaps
some compromise might be reached. How
about it?” /

“Your first idea is a good one,” replied the
old scientist. “Work once done need not be
repeated. Many years of my life were spent
in the endeavor to learn this peculiar lan-
guage. If some one repeated that work it
would be simply time wasted. It will be an
easy matter for me to make phonograph rec-
ords and I could also teach it to you. In
regard to your second suggestion, it opens
interesting possibilities, Of course, you real-
ize that I left Africa the way I did because
I felt that some one should know the secret
and I was convinced that the Giant Termites
were going to do all they could to stop me.

“They killed Johanson. Of course some
would call that a coincidence but I donot. I
have tried to imagine what such a thing
looked like but I have failed. If one could
be located and captured—"

“Well, there is nothing like trying,” said
Adam Fry bluntly. “Nothing can be accom-
plished without the primary effort. Suppose
we get the language put into an imperish-
able form and then some years from now I
may go to Africa myself. I want you to
make a map of that region for me, I want
to go there and locate that special Giant
Termite you talked to, the one that threat-
ened you. Perhaps I could catch him.”

CHAPTER 1V
The First Invasion

ALL that spring the two men worked and on
into the summer. Phonographic records
were made, maps were drawn, detailed blue-
prints were made showing the various scien-
tific instruments used by Souderman in his
years of African study. As soon as Adam
Fry was able to sustain his share of the con-
versation the two men talked in the termite
language of the workers, which Souderman
called the “Command” language. Then they
advanced to the speech of the Giant Intel-
lect, used only in intercommunication be-
tween the Egos of the different colonies.

Gradually the two manuscripts neared
completion, and finally they were finished.
The one was sent by express to the Con-
gressional Library at Washington, while the
other was in a drawer, waiting to be deliv-
ered personally to the New York City Li-
brary.

It was an interesting sight to see the two
men on that morning. The one, old,
stooped-shouldered and white-haired and yet
with the gleam of youth in his eye; the
younger man, keenly alert, physically capa-
ble of any exertion, brilliantly equipped in
every way to play the part in life that fell
to his lot. They wore bright neckties this
morning and were freshly shaved. Souder-
man even insisted on carrying a cane. He
said that a man was as old as he feels. They
ate a hearty breakfast of soft-boiled eggs,
bacon, toast and coffee. Then they pre-
pared to start out.

But when they opened the drawer the
book was gone.

It was a manuscript book, the pages and
soft leather cover held together by steel

S.

Only these steel rings were in the drawer.
The two men looked at each other. At last
Souderman said, with a deep sigh:

“The summer has been hot.”

Then he pulled the drawer wide open and
pointed to a long tube the size of a straw
and about the same color. The tube
stretched from one corner of the drawer
over to the middle, where the book had been.

“Termites,” he whispered.

- Adam Fry looked at him as though a
thousand questions darted from his eyes.
But all his tongue could say was:

“A coincidence?”

The old man smilingly shook his head.

“We might fool ourselves by thinking so,
my lad, but with the Giant Termites nothing
happens by accident, by coincidence. No!
This is simply the first attack of the enemy.
It might not have happened in the winter,
but they have taken advantage of the long
and very hot summer, How did they locate
us?

“You cannot think? Where is your im-
agination? I am sure that they did not look
me up in the telephone directory. Look,
here is the thread of life, the channel
through which the attack was made. Sup-
pose we try to follow it downward. They
probably came up through the leg of the ta-
ble. I recall now that it has not been moved
since we came here,

“Suppose we tilt it over on its side.
There! See that hole in the bottom of that
leg? Now where did it connect with the
floor? Just as I thought. There is the hole.
Now, somewhere in the ground under this
building is the main body of the Giant Ter-

-mite that was assigned to this work. Can

you imagine the cunning, the inteliect, the
enormous mentality of such a being? Im-
mobile, not capable of changing his home,
he yet devised methods to be carried to New
York by ship, locate himself in the city, find
us here. Then he established stations for
observation in our rooms.

“No doubt every word we said, all of our
plans, perhaps, for all I know, even our
thoughts were understood, appreciated, and
stored in the storehouse of memory. We
think that we were shrewd in placing one
copy in the Congressional Library. Perhaps
even now a Giant Termite is waiting there
to destroy it when it comes. Well, boy, our
partnership is over. From now on, our only
safety lies in separation and rapidly moving
from place to place. Fortunately we dupli-
cated the phonograph records. e will each
take half of them. I am going to secure a
skilled linguist and go to some cold coun-
try like Labrador and teach him the termite
language. You do what you think best, but
be careful of yourself, because gne night will
ruin your hopes.”

“Do you still think that they want to kill
us? They had a thousand chances.”

“I do not know. They never tried to hurt
me so long as they thought I was not going
to fight them. Just as soon as they consid-
ered me an enemy they came close to de-
stroying my life.”
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ADAM FRY sighed.

“Are you going to
dividual Termite that is livin,
‘under this building?” he ask

“No,” replied Souderman, vigorously
shaking his head, “the best thing for us to
do is to pack our things and get out. Sup-
pose we spend three hours tracing this slen-
der hollow tube of cement to the basement.
By the time we return we might find the
entire surface of every phonograph record
smeared with a glasslike cement, and utterly
ruined. We had better leave. I said out
loud that I was going to Labrador and you
said out loud that you would stay in the
city. We had both better change our plans
and think them instead of saying them. Per-
haps they are able to read our thoughts.
Perhaps not. But you have ample funds,
and all I know you do. You go ahead. The
safety of the human race lies in your hands.”

Without the loss of any more time the
two men packed the most valuable of their
gossessions and left the small apartment that

ad been their home for so many interesting
months of companionship. It was not tiil
they were several miles away from the
apartment house that they ventured to speak.
Souderman took out a paper and pencil and
wrote an address on the paper.

“I will be here if you want me,” he whis-
pered, and handed the paper over to Adam
Fry. The young man looked at it a long
time memorizing it, then burned it and
placed the ashes in his coffee.

“Fine,” he commented. ‘“There could be
no better place. I will let you know from
time to time how things are going. Good-
byl'f my dear friend, and take care of your-

somewhere

And so they parted.
The young man took his heavy bundle of

records and went to a cold storage plant. .

He left the phonographic records of the
Giant Termite language there and walked
out on the street. To all appearances he
looked just like any one of ten thousand
men he passed every few minutes. There
was this difference. He knew what danger
menaced them and he cared; they neither
knew nor cared, He was on his way to save
them. He went to a cheap hotel and regis-
tered for twenty-four hours.

Once in his room he simply sat and
thought. He had the beginnings of an idea
and he wanted to find some one who would
have sufficient mentality to take that
thought and push it over into actuality.
Bven as Souderman had hunted for a man
with imagination, so was Fry searching for
a super-mind, an intellect that would be
able to think in channels, hitherto unknown
to mankind.

Fry reviewed the men he knew, the great
men in the world who were really doing
work of vast importance. There were scien-
tists, economists, business men, politicians,
world visionaries, lawyers, physicians, psy-
chologists and leaders of religious thought.
Where among such men could he find a man
who would willingly listen to a perfect
stranger? None of them would listen to
him, but perhaps he could force one to hear
him for at least a few hours, until interest

Snd Bt ehis ine

made it impossible for the listener to break
the thread of the narrative. >

With this new viewpoint he again went
over the list of the men he knew or had
gcard of and finally selected a bank presi-

ent. z

Here was a peculiar choice. Bailey Ban-
kerville was the descendant of the famous
Bankerville who had largely financed the
American Revolution. No one knew just
how long the family had been financiers.
Bailey, or B.B. 4th as he was known to his
intimate friends, had become the head of his
family on the early death of his father. He
had handled the affairs of an enormous cor- -
poration with the greatest ease by finding
capable men to do the work for him. Con-
sequently, he had found sufficient time to
take things easy, to play.

“IS play would be considered by other
men as work. For example, he spent
a large sum and a year of his life making a
careful study of the monoliths of Easter
Island. His book on the subject, printed in
a limited edition, is one of the most prized
works sought by anthropologists.

This work, which he laughingly called
play, was but one of a number of similar
adventures in which he sought to wrest from
Mother Earth her secrets. He had been so
busy doing this and at the same time aug-
menting the family fortune that he had no
time to play in fields feminine. So far he
knew woman simply as the female of the
Genus Homo. He was fairly well familiar
with her attributes as an entity, but never
willingly sought the company of any woman
except his mother and sisters.

This was the man that Adam Fry picked
out to finish the thinking of his great
thought. Fry knew the man had imagina-
tion, boundless perservance and an education
that equipped him to at least follow the bare
outline of any scientific discussion.

Bailey Bankerville was artistic and there-
fore temperamental. To a great extent he
was a man of moods, quick to react to little,
peculiar stimulations. When Fry sent in his
card, requesting an interview, the banker
was annoyed.

“Tell him I am out!” he roared at his
secretary. “Tell him I refuse to see him.
Tell him anything you like, but show him
the door.” ; :

Adam Fry came back the next day—and
the next. And never again, at least not to
the banker’s office.

The following Saturday night the banker
had a very uncomfortable dream in which
there seemed to be an inability to move,
Waking, he found that this was an actuality,
for he was securely tied to the bed and also
gagged to prevent his calling for help. In
the dim light he saw a man at the foot of
the bed and now that this man saw he was
awake he started to talk.

“I am Adam Fry. I wanted to see you;
in fact I had to see you. I called at the
office three times and you would not have
anything to do with me so I was forced to
visit you at your home. I am not a robber
or a murderer; my motive is neither com-
merical nor religious. I feel that if you will
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listen to me talk for an hour you will
listen to me to the end. I hope that I can
take the gag off and unbind you. Will you
agree not to call for help?”

The banker had a saving sense of humor.
For a week he had been making fun of this
man without ever seeing him. Now the
man had him.

“Sure I will listen to you,” he said as the
gag was untied. “Let me free and we will go
to the library and spend the rest of the
night. ink you are a bothersome inter-
loper but anyone who is clever enough to
pull this stunt is worthy of consideration.
I suppose you are some new kind of bond
salesman, one of those go-getter devils. Let
me turn on the light and locate my bath-
robe and slippers and for goodness’ sake
Eut that gun away. It might go off and

- break something like a looking glass. Hard
luck, you know, to have a looking glass
break.”

In a few minutes they were in the library
comfortably seated in overstuffed leather
chairs. Then Adam Fry started to talk to
the banker. He first told all about the Giant
Termites as studied by Souderman. He was
still telling about them when the butler
entered the room to open the shades and let
in the sunlight. Bankerville jumped up with
a start.

“Let’s shave and dress. We can talk while
we are shaving, Then we will have break-
fast. I will send word to the bank that I will
not be there today. I never had so much
mental sport since Tige was a pup. I do
not know where you have been staying but
I know where you are going to stay from
now on. You are going to be my guest.
I do not know how much you have to tell
me but you aré going to tell it all before
you quit. Send for those records. I am
going to send the best linguists I can hire
to examine them and learn that language.
You either are insane or you are up against
the largest problem that ever hit mankind
since the flood. You high-jacked me into
this and by the Sacred Cow of Benares I
am going to stay in as one of the leading
actors till the play is finished.”

“That is what I wanted you to ‘do,”
answered Adam Fry.

He was greatly pleased. In fact he felt
that now he could begin fighting in earnest.
At the same time he realized that, even
though the rich man was thrilled with the

story of the Giant Termites, there was still
a large question, and a very important ane,
to be answered.

WOULD the man’s brain leap over the
gap that had stopped the mental pro-
cesses of Adam Fry? There was a secret
there somewhere. Fry felt it, could dimly
sense the outline of a great truth hidden
behind it all. But it needed something better
than a Fry brain to help solve it.

The two men skaved and prepared for
breakiast.

At that time a rather startling surprise
awaited Adam Fry, Bankerville had a sister,
and that young lady, Susanne Bankerville,
was very much in attendance on the two
men. In any household, news spreads like
wildfire and the banker’s sister, greatly
pleased at the idea of anyone actually hog-
tying her brother and forcing him to listen
to a wild-goose yarn, had violated all fem-
inine rules and was at the breakfast table,
charmingly clad and apparently anxzious to
make toast for the two men.

Bankerville’s sister had accompanied him
on all of his queer expeditions and the fact
that she had obtained an excellent scientific
education made her a very valuable aid to
Bankerville in his anthropological re-
searches. She was looking rather attractive
this morning

Adam Fry was at a loss to know how to
consider her after the introduction. Could
he talk freely or must he be guarded in all
he said? Bankerville lost no time placing
him at his ease, as he followed up the in-
troduction with a long tirade concerning the
real worth of his sister and at the same
time what a tremendous nuisance she always
was when they visited the far-off places of
the earth,

“This young lady,” he began, “refuses to
let me get out of town without her. She ran
away from school to go to the Easter
Islands with me. Though I try mighty hard,
I can never shake her from my trail. This
is the first time in five years that she has
had breakfast with me. Why? Because
she smells a rat. She thinks that I am into
something and she refuses to be left out.

“She looks real cute now, but you ought
to see her in her war togs. You can say
anything you want to in her presence; she is
absolutely to be trusted. And I will say
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‘this; her brain is better than mine for she
has feminine intuition.”

That was the end of his speech. Susanne
Bankerville smiled.

“And now, Mr. Fry,” she said, “tell me
all about whatever there is to tell about.”

“Giant Termites, my dear sister,” cor-
rected the brother.

“Do you know anything about Termites,
Miss Bankerville?” asked Fry.

“I certainly do not, but don’t mind me.
You start right in where you left off. The
information I have is so confusing. Brother
says he asked you to have breakfast with
him and othérs say that your conversation
started during the night.”

“Well, let our guest eat and then we will
all go to the library. I have sent for those
records and when they come I will play them
on the orthophonic. I know sis will like to
hear them, She is wild about all those
foreign jabbers.”

The rest of the meal was very quiet and
almost formal. The young lady soon showed
that she was the perfect hostess and Adam
Fry was at once placed in a position where
he had to acknowledge that he was having
a very pleasant time.

CHAPTER V
Fry Delivers a Lecture

SOON after they were again seated in the
library. But at this, and for that matter
at all future sessions, Susanne Bankerville
was an interested member of the audience.

“There is no doubt,” continued Adam
Fry, “that the millions of little blind ter-
mites enclosed in a colony house simply
compose so many parts of one animal, which
Souderman called for convenience the Giant
Termite. 1 feel that for a correct under-
standing of our problem we must consider
the colony as an outer shell or skeleton. The
various workers, warriors, even the Queen
and her husband are all dispensable and re-
placeable. But, irrespective of the death-
rate of the individual termite, the Giant Ter-
mite lives on as he is always absolutely able
to replace any of his dead individuals.”

“Just one minute,” interrupted Susanne
Bankerville. “Do I understand that each
individual termite has a separate intelli-
gence?”

“They must have. I compare them to the
cells of a human being and yet the micro-
scope shows that they are really formed of
many cells. They have the ability to under-
stand speech because they ohey orders.
They have a definite speech with words,
and yet they have no initiative. All they
can do is obey. Communal life social disci-
pline is carried to such a point that every
one of them has to be finally sacrificed to
the good of the community. They work for
the good of the Central Intelligence but
have no part in any happiness or benefits.
The entire social order is predicated on self-
sacrifice of the individual in order that the
mass, the entire animal, might live.”

‘“Another question. Do you think that the
cells within our bodies have a similar indi-
viduality, a peculiar type of mentality? Do

they know anything? Can the blood cell,
the little bone cell, the muscle fiber, think,
reason, do anything but obey a nervous im-
pulse?”

Adam Fry looked at the girl curiously as
he replied. - :

“Honestly, I do not know. Certainly
there is not the beautiful control of our cells
that the Central Intelligence of the Giant
Termite exercises over his individual ter-
mite cells. We cannot force our cells to per-
form certain acts. Of course, we can, in a
limited way, as in walking, but the efforts
we make to manage the zgairs of our body
are pitifully infantile.” :

“Yet every part of the work done by the
Giant Termite is duplicated in our bodies?”

“Practically. But poorly. It is as though
we were just learning; as though, after a
million years we were just out of our in-
fancy, barely beginning to understand life,
Nothing like that with the Giant Termite.”

“How much do they know, anyway?”
growled Bankerville, e

“How can I tell? Souderman worked with
them for years and he was completely non-
plussed at the end. He even accused them
i;\kingly of finding our apartment in New

ork by making use of a telephone direc-
tory. Perhaps they have all the wisdom of
the entire preceding ages. Perhaps they
know a hundred times more than we do.
They certainly have perfected a bodily struc-
ture that is infinitely more remarkable than
ours. They have, by Jove! What an idea! .
They have put legs on the corpuscles, taught
them to walk instead of swim and then taken
away their blood liquid.

“Their cells literally run around in dry
arteries, juiceless capillaries, and yet are able
to perform all the necessary work. The hu-
man female has an ovary, bilateral. If all
the conditions are right she may be able to
reproduce herself, but in doing so she is sub-
ject to a thousand adverse conditions. The
Giant Termite reproduces at will any of its
cells and when it is ready divides its Central
Intelligence, whatever that may be, and
forms a new individual.”

“And I suppose your idea is that all life
is like the Termite, only not so highly or-
ganized?”

“Something like that. It seems that per-
haps the dog, the fish, bird, and human be-
ing are all simpler forms of the termite
colony.”

For a while all three were silent. An op-
pressive silence seemed to hover like a mist
over them. Then, for all his accustomed
poise, Bailey Bankerville started in to trem-
ble. It seemed that he was tortured by the
effort to think, The sweat started to break
out on his forehead. :

“The devil!” he exclaimed angrily. “I am
trying to think of something and it eludes
me. Something about us and the Giant Ter-
mite and I cannot get it out. Can you help
me, Adam Fry?”

“I cannot. I have had the same feeling for
a week. That is why I came to you. There
is something there that I ought to see, but
for the life of me I am unable to. I feel it.
It just comes so far up to the threshold of
consciousness and then it sinks back without
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crossing. I have been unable to sleep be-
cause of it. I thought you, with your vaster
experience in the mysteries of the world,
could fathom it.”

M D then Susanne Bankerville jumped up
and began to dance arcund the room
like a-whirling dervish. And as she whirled
she sang.

“I have it! I have it!”

Both men looked at the girl, puzzled.

“The idea is too big for me,” the girl be-
gan. “But it is what you men were hunting

for. I just know it is. You said, Mr, Fry,

that all life had a certain pattern and that
the oldest and most perfect pattern was the
Giant Termite. You said he was formed of
millions of little white ants and then you
said that each little termite was formed of
little cells. In making your comparison with
man you said he was on a par with the
Giant Termite. But you gave man too much
credit. He is simply on the level physiologi-
cally and psychically with the LITTLE ter-
mite.

“He has no initiative, no spontaneous abil-
ity to control his actions. I cannot explain
it, but I believe that all the people in the
United States are simply little termites, the
cities are large colony houses. The cities are
connécted with roads, rails, even air routes,
but over all the millions of inhabitants is a
Central Intelligence that governs and di-
rects.

“There is a Central Intelligence for each
nation — Mexico — France — Turkey —
Germany—Russia. And the people of each
nation are just like those poor little blind
termites that sacrifice everything for the
good of the nation.”

The two men looked at each other in
silence.

“Not a very pleasant thought, Adam Fry,”
the rich man said finally, “to feel that one
and all of us human beings are just running
around doing what we are told to do by a
Central Intelligence that has not even the
brains of a Giant Termite.”

“Not pleasing, but it sounds as though it
could be true. I feel that this is the thought I
have been looking for. The world has to
be saved from those white ants. Meantime,
the human races, poorly governed, badly di-
rected, expend eir strength fighting
among each other while all the time the ter-
mite terror becomes more real.”

The brother turned almost fiercely on his
sister:

“What do you mean, Susanne, by a Cen-
tral Intelligence governing the United
States, and another one governing Mexico?
Do you mean the political power, the com-
bined thought and determined purpose of
the people, the will of the mass to rule, a
combined psychic impulse jointly held by the
entire mnation?”

“Nothing of the kind!” was the determined
reply. “If life has one pattern and the Giant
Termite is the pattern, then everything you
say is nonsense. Mr. Fry says that Souder-
man proved positively that the little termites
were hopeless and helpless and all they had
to do and all they could do was to obey the
orders of the supreme intellect, I think he

called it the Central Intelligence. They do
just what he or it says. The %een lays so
many eggs and when he says ‘Enough’ they
kill and eat her. The eggs are developed
into so many workers, so many outside war-
riors, so many internal policemen, so many
nymphs according to his orders. If food has
to be secured, the colony defended, a new
termitary formed, then he orders and they
obey. If they are too many he commands
that a certain percent be eaten.

“Not in a single instance, as far as I can
learn from your talk, is there the least sug-

estion that at any time they are capable of
independent thinking or action. In the scale
of life, in this uniform pattern of existence
we men and women correspond to the little,
helpless, blind, insignificant termites, and if
this is trae then we have nothing whatever
to do with our government. We may think
that we have—Dbut that is just a delusion. No
doubt our President is selected rather like
the Queen termite is. When the Central In-
telligence is through with him he is thrown
out of the White House.”

“Well. Let’s go on with the argument.
This is growing interesting. We are all lit-
tle termites and have nothing to do with our
lives or actions. All is controlled by a
Hi%xer’Centrd Intelligence. Is it God?”

a.”

“Less than God?”

“Of course. Far less than even the Cen-
tral Intelligence of one little colony in South
Africa.”

“Where ig it?”

“I will answer that,” said Fry suddenly in-
terrupting. “One of the things that Souder-
man failed to do was actually to see the
ruler of a termitary. Mark you, he talked
to one. He was convinced that there was
one, He was sure that they were able to talk
to each other and that there was perfect
accord and a communicated harmony be-
tween them. But he never saw one. He says
that no man has ever seen the inside of a
colony house. That is, he means entirely. He
did not know how deep they extended into
the earth, But down there somewhere in
the termitary is this Central Controlling
force.

“I have the blueprints of all of his instru-
ments. The study he made of the two lan-
guages, one of the command tongue and the
other used for the intercommunication of the
rulers, is preserved for us on phonographic
records. Souderman actually talked to the

HING, and IT talked back. Now if all
life has the same pattern and we could actu-
ally see this THING that rules a colony
house, then we might be able at least to
imagine that something like that ruled the
separate Human Termite nations.”

ANKERVILLE started to walk the
floor. Suddenly he exclaimed:
“Perhaps we are all wrong. Surely if the
three of us are just little helpless termites
of humanity we are doing a lot of criticism
of our Central Intelligence. We are doing
a lot of independent thinking. Perhaps sis-
ter is mistaken.”
“That is a logical statement,” answered
Fry. “But you must remember that the ani-
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mal of which we are a part is still in a very

experimental state. I do not think that con-
versation, dreams, and criticisms such as we
have been indulging in would be possible
between three little white ants. They have
had all such independent initiative crushed
out of them by millions of years of commu-
nistic life,

“Their motto is, ‘One for All’ The all
for one disappeared from their lives many
centuries ago. I feel that our seeming in-
dependence is simply a proof that the animal
that we are a part of is in a very early state
of its intellectual development, and we all
know that man was nearly the last animal
to appear on the earth.

“Nevertheless, since we have the thought
that we are supreme we can at least play the

ame bravely, If we could look into the

ture we might recognize even now the -

hopelessness of the struggle. But as it is,
why not fight? Three of us, all loyal to each
other and consecrated to the betterment of
our fellows. Then there is Souderman, brave
old man, flesing to a cold country so his
knowledge can be preserved. He can be
counted as number four.”

“That sounds good to me,” said Banker-
ville. “Any suggestions as to our line of
attack?”

“l think that we ought to try and solve
the question of just what the Central Intelli-
gence of the Giant Termite really is. I have
the exact location of the Giant Termite that
ordered Souderman to leave Africa. That is
the one to go after. We will duplicate Sou-
derman’s machinery for listening and con-
veying sound and then, after we have
learned the higher language, we will talk to
this THING. Miss Bankerville, you have
been of the greatest help to us, but you must
not go to Africa. You have no idea of the
danger. If a man like Souderman is thor-
oughly alarmed over the situation, it is cer-
tainly no place for a girl.”

The girl walked over to Adam Fry and
took hold of his shoulder.

“What do you think I am, Mr. Fry?” she
said. “Here 1 have been fretting my life
away in the city for over a year, and now,
at the first chance I have had for real sport,
you say it is too dangerous. ou and
brother need me. Did you know that I can
speak seven foreign languages? Do you
realize that 1 have a flair for languages, a
real appreciation of sound? I have 'to go
along with you men!”

Bailey Bankerville threw up his hands in
well-simulated hopelessness.

“You see how it is, Fry. This girl has
bossed me ever since she was a baby.
guess the only way to get rid of her is to
take her with us. I am going to send for
your clothes and you will be our guest until
we start. I think I will send a long message
ta the Librarian of the Congressional
Library warning him to protect that manu-
script. It would be a good idea for him to
make a few hundred photostatic copies and
distribute them throughout the world.

?] am going to send for some manufactur-
ers of scientific apparatus and start them to
work on those acoustophones that Souder-
man used in listening to the conversation of

the termites. I think that it will be a good
‘idea to hire a few expert

hilologists and
one or two entomologists, e need a first-
class staff of scientific workers, at least to

start with, I feel that the closer we keep

our secret the better for us, because I do

not think it will help any to broadcast our

intentions. Hell’s bells! If those white ants

can read a telephone directory, they may be

able to read the newspapers!’

CHAPTER VI

= Going to Work

ITH a man of Bankerville’s training

to think was to act. He converted
several rooms of his house into a workshop
and installed over a dozen scientists, all of
whom were famous in their particular line.
Not until the third evening was there any
relaxation and then, for some unaccountable
feminine whim, Miss Bankerville dragged
the unsuspecting Adam Fry to the roof gar-
den of the Bankerville mansion.

It was a beautiful evening, a lovely loca-
tion and a supremely attractive woman,
Adam would really not have been to blame
if he tried in any way to duplicate the con-
duct of his namesake of the Garden. How-
ever, such a procedure was far from his
thought. For the time being he could think,
talk and dream of nothing but the termite.

The woman realized this. At the same
time she was a woman.

“Those termites seem almost devoid of
emotion, Mr, Fry.”

“They certainly are. Of course, they may
have thoughts that are unknown to us. But
mail,l’ly their life is a cold, cruel, materialistic
one.

“Then there is no love as we know it?”

“I doubt it. The entomologist, K. Esche-
rich, was fortunate enough to open a royal
apartment and observe it for a few minutes
before the alarm was given. He drew a pic-
ture of that apartment and its inhabitants
which I have been seeing in my sleep; it
haunts me like 3 nightmare. Souderman had
a copy of it and we used to study it. He
felt that it was very true to life. He saw the
Queen, a large, inert, white creature, a femi-
nine God, created for one purpose only, the
laying of an egg every second. In a large
ring around the outer sides of the room a
solid ring of enormous warriors are con-
stantly on guard. A ceaseless line of work-
ers deposit drops of food into the mouth of
their motionless sovereign., Other workers
seize each egg as it drops, wash it and carry
it away to the nurseries. Around the Queen
small policemen guard her from any possi-
ble attack. For five years she lays an egg a
second. Then, her usefulness over she is
deprived of food, dies of starvation and is,
like all other dead termites, eaten.”

Susanne shuddered.

“I am glad that I am not a Termite Queen.
Has she a husband?”’

“Yes, a poor little, insignificant thing. He
is only a small fraction of her size and
spends most of his time hiding underneath
her to avoid being eaten by the workers. It
is thought that he fertilizes her eggs after
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she voids them.”
- Susanne shuddered again. This gesture
drew her closer to Adam Fry.
~ “I am glad,” she said, “that you are not
" a termite male.”

And Adam Fry replied that he was glad
that they were just human beings, able to
look up to the stars, and smell the flowers
and know what the love of life really was.

After a month of hard work the scientific
expedition was ready to start to Africa. It
was the last of July. The boat was all ready.
The talk that night was not about termites,
but of the social changes that would take
place in the world if the controlling Force
of the nation could be discovered, and influ-
enced for the good of the common people.

Then something altogether unexpected
happened. About ten P. M. several terrific
explosions were heard and the entire house
was rocked on its foundations.

“Earthquake?” asked Fry.

“Earthquake nothing. That was some
kind of dynamite or T.N.T. Hell’s bells.
Hear those shouts. Sounds like a mob. That
is a queer thing. First time I knew anyone
had it in for me. We will investigate this
later on. The thing to do now is to get out
and do it quick. Let’s slip out through the
garden and back to the car and beat it to
the boat. I smell smoke—perhaps they are
trying to set fire to the house. Here, Fry,
take a gun, and you, Susanne, take this pair
of automatics. Thank goodness you know
how to use them. Now let’s beat it.”

And in the darkness that just preceded the
flare that told of the burning of the house
they rushed to the automobile and down to
the ship.

Once on board the shi
phoned the various mem!
tion, urging them to join him at once. All
night he stayed at the phone, giving a thou-
sand orders, and not once did he make any
remark about the attack on the house. Be-
fore daylight all were on board and orders
were given to start down the bay. It was
not until the ship was several hundred miles
out from New York that he seemed to notice
the other members of the party.

They, unable to help him in his complete
absorption of the various problems arising
from the sudden leaving, had spent part of
the night listening to the news that was com-
ing over the Radio Sun of New York. News-
papers were still in existence, but many mil-
lions of urbanites received all the news of
the day over radio newspapers and a part
of the equipment of the ship consisted of a
radio and television news service.

The three, Bailey Bankerville, his sister
Susanne and Adam Fry, gathered in Banker-
ville’s cabin before breakfast.

“What happened last night, Sis?” he
asked. -

“Enough. An unorganized mob attacked
our house. Some member of that mob had
dynamite. They blew up part of the house,
set fire to all of it, plundered what they
could. Three of our servants were killed,
including James, the butler. The police were
at once notified, but by some mistake went
to the wrong part of the city. By the time
they were on the job the damage was done.

Bankerville tele-

rs of the expedi-

The fire department came out, but the mcb
cut the hose lines. There was a terrific riot.

“It was the belief of the reporters that the
three of us were buried under the ruins of
the house. Apparently our quick getaway
fooled them, The police are at a loss to
understand the reason back of the attack.
Several of the rioters were arrested but could
give no explanation for their conduct. They
simply said that for some reason they had
to do it. They saw a crowd running and
they ran along.

“The Police Commissioner submits a
peculiar report. He states that for some rea-
son there were hundreds of traffic violations
at that time of the night, at least ten times
more than normal. He says his men were
so busy trying to get things fixed on the
streets that he could not handle the riot as
well as he might have on other evenings, and
of course that in itself is peculiar. It all
looks like a mess to me, Bailey.”

HAT do you think about it, Adam
66W Fry?” asked the banker.

“Well, the suddenness with which this
happened, the dazed condition of the prison-
ers, their inability to understand what it is
all about, the coincident traffic difficulty, the
fact that the police went to the wrong part
of the city, and the cutting of the fire hose
all seem to me to point to one thing.”

“And what is it that you men think?” de-
manded Susanne.

The two men looked at each other.

“I guess we think the same, don’t we?
finally asked the banker.

“Right!” said Fry. “The Central Intelli-
gence of this United States, the Ego or
whatever you call it that we talked about
when we compared the life of a nation to
the life of a Giant Termite—well, that Cen-
tral Power, wherever and whatever it is,
grew tired of our independence and original
thinking and criticism of his stupidity and
inefficiency and He ordered a mob to go and
destroy us.”

“That is just what I think,” said Banker-
ville, emphatically. “Of course, I would not
have thought that some months ago, but it
really is a beautiful demonstration of our
hypothesis. No doubt many of those people
from the President down thought they were
acting on their own initiative whereas in
reality they were just obeying orders like
the workers or soldiers in a Termitary. For
some reason we were able to think a trifle
faster than the Central Power. Of course,
if he had known we were on the boat all
night he could easily have gone ahead with
the killing. He is capable of a good many
things, but he is not omnipotent by any
means.

“The three of us are perhaps insulated in
some way against his power. We irritate
him, but he cannot get rid of us. Perhaps
he feels about us like a human being feels
about a beginning cancer. Now the question
arises as to what his next move is going to
be. Will ke think that we are dead, under
the burning building? Ot will he be able to
locate us on the ship? If he can, perhaps
he can command the crew to mutiny and kill
us here. He can easily find out where we

9
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are heading for, as the ship’s clearance was
for Capetown. What do you think we had
better do, Susanne?”

“I believe we had better get lost.”

“What do you mean?”

“Can you depend on the crew to be loyal?”

“I believe so. Most of them have been
with me before.”

“Then send a wireless out to the effect
that the ship, under orders, left New York
last night, but that the three leaders of the
expedition are missing and it is believed that
they were killed in the riot. A few hours
later send an S.0.S. that the ship is sinking.
Then send another that the situation is hope-
less. Then put the crew to work painting
a new name on the ship and changing her

genglrally.

“Slip into some little South American port
and bribe the port authorities to give you
false clearance papers and just go out on
the seven seas as a tramp steamer. No use
going to Capetown, for there are all kinds
of reasons what they will be waiting for us
there, not only the Giant Termites but the
representatives of the Central Human Ter-
mite Power. No doubt the English and
American Powers are in sympathy.”

“Well, they would control Australia.”

“Certainly, but we would not go to any
port, and even if we did we would not be
recognized in our new disguise. Maeterlinck
says that at Cape York, Australia, large
groups of termitaries can be seen from ship-
board. We have had an exciting twenty-four
hours, but we must not lose sight of the fact
that the main reason for this expedition is
to find just what the real ruler of the Giant
Termite really is like. We decided that we
had to know that in order to come to any
understanding of the same force in the na-
tional termite, Let’s go on and do what we
started to do.”

“Your entire plan sounds like common
sense, Susanne,” said her brother. “Do you
know, Fry, that this little woman is right
just about all the time?”

“] wonder why that is?” asked Fry.

“That is because I am a woman,” replied
Susanne. “You know we are right because
we use intuition instead of reason in arriving
at our decisions.”

During the next two weeks Susanne’s pro-
gramme was carried out to the letter. Gold
bribed a Central American Port official.
Dirty linens, unshaved faces completely
changed the appearances of the officers and
crew. All entered into the spirit of the game
and it was hard to tell Bankerville from the
most villainous seaman. Susanne, as the
cabin boy, made a thoroughly hardboiled lad.
Several times they were stopped by war
ships, but in every case their general looks
and false papers were sufficient to fool the
inspecting officers.

HUS they finally came to Australia, It

took another week of careful sailing to
locate Cape York. Several miles out they
were forced to anchor, but the termite colo-
nies could easily be seen through glasses.
There were hundreds of them rising many
feet in the air in every possible shape.
Bankerville called a meeting of Susanne,

~ Adam Fry and the captain. As they gath-

ered in his cabin he almost shouted.

“Well, we are here now. The voyage is
over.” < v -

Then he started to write on a piece of
paper, signaling to the three that they should
watch him. is is what he wrote: :

“I believe that our destination is known to
the various powers that are determined to
destroy us. The only way we can escape
from them is to think faster than they do.
I am sure that they can hear the vibration
of the voice over great distances and that is
how they came near killing us in New York
City. I want them to think that we are here
and going to stay.

“In reality we are going to wait until dark
and then slip out to sea. To the east of us
are the New Hebrides. There are thirty
islands in this group, but only twenty of
them are inhabited, as the termites are so
bad on some of the smaller ones that the in-
habitants have despaired of growing any-
thing. One of these uninhabited islands is
called Whitsunday and that is where we are
going. Do you understand?”

The three silently nodded.

Bankerville struck a match and burned all
he had written. Three hours later the tramp
steamer raised anchor and slowly steamed
eastward. Four days later it found a pleas-~
ant and safe harbor on the east side of Whit-
sunday Island. It was over seven weeks
since they had left New York. During the
voyage their destination had been changed
three times. Now they hoped that in this
safe harbor of an isolated, uninhabited coun-
try, they could start in their study of the
Giant Termite and the occult power that
ruled it.

That night Bankerville for the first time
called a staff meeting of all the scientists.
These gentlemen had not been at all idle on
the trip, but had spent long hours of study,
some at the extensive library on the Termite,
others learning the language from the pho-
nograph records, while the poison expert
dabbled in his laboratory, concocting new
and deadly liquids and gases to use if neces-
sary. As usual Bankerville ruled this meet-
ing.

“Gentlemen,” he began, “I suppose you all
are aware of the real purpose of this expedi-
tion. We are here to make a complete and
thorough study of the Giant Termite. Some
of us have peculiar ideas of just where this
study will lead us, but irrespective of those
views I would urge all of you to be true to
your scientific education. If your observa-
tions fail to show that Souderman was right
in some of his ideas I want you to say so.

“For example, you may arrive at the con-
clusion that what Souderman thought was
a language is simply a coincidental conglom-
eration of natural sounds proceeding from
the termitary and not in anyway connected
with mental processes of any kind or form
of life. You must remember that Souder-
man led an isolated, anti-social life for many
years. He thought of nothing, saw nothing,
heard nothing except it was in some way
connected with the termite. Under these
circumstances it is entirely possible that he
may have had hallucinations.
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“He made double records, but the Giant
Termite talking back to him may have been
nothing but the other side of his dual per-
sonality. In other words he may have had
the true schizophrenia of the paranoid prae-
cox. In all of your scientific study of the
termite remember these things. If one of
you makes a discovery, do not accept it as
the truth, but see if three or four of your
fellows are able to arrive at the same con-
clusion independently of each other,

“I WANT you also always to bear in
mind that we feel there is a possibility
that we are here dealing with a personality
that is very old and very intelligent. It may
be that the things we call the brains of the
Giant Termite are far more intelligent than
we are. They had no trouble in killing
Johanson in Africa to keep him from spread-
ing the facts about their dual language.
They traced Souderman to New York and
ate his manuscripts. Be on your guard.
Because they are so small, always out of
sight, do not underestimate their power, Be-
cause you never saw a thing happen do not
think that it cannot happen. They are cun-
ning. They have been known to eat a pic-
ture, frame and all, and at the same time
cement the glass to the wall to keep it from
falling and waking the people in the room.

“With such insects the only safe way is to
remain constantly alert. There is no telling
what they will do next.

“I feel that we should finish this work as

soon as possible, but we do not want to fin-
ish it before we are through. By that I
mean that we do not want to be forced to
leave. The least relaxation of caution, the
slightest break on our part may be the means
of driving us from our work on this island.
I want each of you to make as much prog-
ress in his specialty as possible, but at the
same time I want all your work to bear on
one problem. Has the Giant Termite a Cen-
tral Force or Intelligence? Can this Central
Force be understood, apprehended by the
senses of man by sight, hearing, touch, or is
it something in a new dimension, that might
be thought of but would not be tangible like
objects in the three sensual dimensions.
“Finally I want you to recall that we are
dodging the influence of some peculiar occult
fower that has threatened us since that fate-
ul night in New York. So far I think that
we have been able to keep one move ahead
of that power, but at any time these influ-
ences may find us. I am going to ask you
to be very careful of your own feelings. If
you become angry, mad at one of your fel-
low men, report the matter at once to either
Mr. Fry or myself. It may be that your
desire to harm your fellowman is a desire
that is put into you by this occult power.
There may be even mutiny. Please think of
this. Remember that our success has a large
influence on the future hopes of mankind.”
The next day they started to work.

© Gernshack Publications, 1929.

How does Adam Fry combine the resources of modern-day science
with human strategy to combat the sinister intelligence of the
giant termite? What are the plans of Hans Souderman,
the aged scientist who was the first man to establish
- communication with the termite civilization?

How will mankind react to the first blow of

an insect rebellion?
The Answers to These and Other Questions Are in the
next Installment of
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A DEPARTMENT OF ASTRO-GEOGRAPHY

JUPITER

Solar System, was first colonized by

Earthmen in the year 2005. But men
had visited it some years previously, and
had brought back reports of the giant plan-
et’s wonders.

As every school child knows, the first
space flight was that of Gorham Johnson to
the moon, in 1971. Johnson was a veteran
of the Second World War who spent years
trying to perfect a rocket that would make
use of the newly discovered atomic power.
Soon after his first great flight to the moon,
he made a second voyage in which he
reached Venus and Mercury, and a third in
which he touched Mars and Jupiter.

Johnson was accompanied on this great
third voyage of 1988 by Mark Carew, in-
ventor of the gravitation equalizer. When
they sailed on that voyage, their crew did
not know that they meant to go beyond the
orbit of Mars. ad they known, the men
would never have signed up for the trip.

After leaving Mars, Johnson and Carew
headed on outward through the asteroidal
belt. Carew, in his book (Spaceward to
Glory, 1994), says that the men became mu-
tinous when they realized that the voyage
was to continue to Jupiter. They believed,
like most other Earthmen at that time, that
the outer planets were all too cold and poi-
sonous of atmosphere for human existence,
and that they would surely perish there.

Landed at Callisto

To quiet them, Johnson told them he
would not land on Jupiter, but on one of its
larger moons. Their rocket, the Pioneer II,
made a landing on Callisto. There they
were attacked by the crystals of that moon,
which Carew calls “a creeping diamond hor-
ror.” And it was there on Callisto that Gor-
ham Johnson was stricken by a swift fatal
_ sickness, his frame enfeebled by the incred-
ible hardships of his three stupendous voy-
ages.

Carew in his book (Page 434) tells how
Gorham Johnson, dying, asked that they
carry him out of the rocket and let him
look up at Jupiter, whose vast, cloudy white
bulk filled the sky over them.

“I will never live to reach it, but you must
land there,” Johnson murmured to his loyal

JUPITER, mighty monarch-world of the

lieutenant. “It will be safe. The day will
come when Earthmen will have cities on
that great world—yes, and on the worlds be-
yond, even out to Pluto.” :

In the Void

A little later, Johnson died. His last
speech, Carew tells us, was his famous dying
request that they release his body in space,
to roam the void in death as in life.

Johnson’s prophecy that Jupiter would be
habitable was fulfilled when Carew landed
there. Beneath the upper poisonous levels
of the atmosphere they found a clear,
breathable atmosphere, and a world warmed
by inner radioactive heat. They were
amazed by the vast continents and endless
seas. They marveled at the limitless fern-
jungles, dotted with ruins of a vanished civi-
lization, and the colossal and terrible Fire
Sea. And they met the Jovians and made a
friendly contact with them.

Carew went back to Earth from Jupiter,
to lead his famous expedition to Saturn and
the farther planets the following year. For
some time, in the excitement of the explora-
tion of those outer worlds, Earthmen heard
little of Jupiter,

Site for Earth Colony

But explorers had visited Jupiter in 1990,
1994 and 1997. They had fixed a site for a
possible Earth colony in the continent which
Carew named South Equatoria, for it was
here that deposits of valuable uranium, ra-
dium, iridium, platinum and other ores had
been located.

A concession for a huge area was obtained
from the Jovians by a fair treaty. In 2005
the First Jovian Expedition sailed from
Earth, under command of Robert Caswell
whose name is immortalized by the Caswell
Strait between North and South Eguatoria.

The expedition stopped at Mars for re-

lenishing of supplies, and then sailed for

upiter. Three ships were meteor-struck
during passage through the asteroidal zone,
but there were no other casualties during
the long trip.

Landing was made on the southwest coast
of South Equatoria, on June 12, 2005 (Earth
calendar). A monument of simple design,
bearing that historic date and no other leg-
end, now rises from the shore near Jovop-
olis to celebrate the event.

(Concluded on page 129)
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Around

Infinity

By OLIVER E. SAARI

Author of “Stellar Exodus,” “The Time Bender,” etc.

THROUGH the three quartz win-
dows showed darkness, far deeper
than the black of interstellar
space. It made one feel totally alone,
forever removed from the familiar
things of Earth.

The ship’s single room was small and
the three men made it crowded. The
insistent hum of the engine gave some
feeling of reality, but one had to keep
his eyes away from those windows. For
utter emptiness of inter-universal space
'lwas a thing no man could stand for

Dr. Leslie Chapman was hunched

over the controls, guiding the ship on
its strange flight. Over his stooped
shoulder peered tall, dark-haired Ivar
Augustus, watching his every move.
Dr. Chapman was like a child, eagerly
demonstrating the wonders of his new
toy. -
And Ivar was watching, with some-
thing more than interest. Ever since
the ship had left familiar space and
plunged into this mysterious inter-di-
mensional continuum, Ivar had kept his
eyes on those controls.

Behind his saturnine countenance
Ivar was thinking dark thoughts which
the white-haired doctor and his assist-
ant could not guess. He masked his
feelings well.

He knew why the white-haired man
had invited him on this trial flight—to
gloat over him, to bask in the success
of his supreme invention. It would
make Dr. Leslie Chapman the greatest
scientist in the world.

Ivar knew he could never surpass
this machine. The knowledge of his
failing prowess in science had been
thrust upon him too often. There was
something that made the thought of
his failing almost unbearable. It was
a boast made long ago, when he and
Chapman had been vying for top honors

“Indeed this is a strange planet,” said Ivar
slowly

in the same college. He knew he could
not fulfill it. ' :

Besides, Dr. Chapman’s invention
would net him well over a half million
dollars in the numerous scientific
awards it was sure to bring. Ivar
knew of some very good uses for that
much money.

He fondled the little smooth-handled
object in his pocket. A little invention
of his own that might have brought
him much. Perhaps it would yet help
bring him more. Anything could hap-
pen in another universe!

Ivar Augustus’ Murder Plan Could Eeat
the Law=~But Not the Laws of Physics!
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AROUND INFINITY

Suddenly Dr. Chapman cried out.

“We’ve done it!” he said. “Supra-
luna pulls—"

A subtle force wrenched the ship,
twisting' the very atoms. It was like
a long fall coming to a sudden stop—
against nothing. And it had brought
them to a new universe.

Ivar had seen the last of Dr. Chap-
man’s manipulations. Now he closed
his eyes for a moment, then turned his
attention to the view in the ports. A
green light appeared in one of the win-
dows. In silent wonder the three ex-
plorers eyed its source.

It was a colossal disc of pale lumines-
cence in a background of starless space.
A huge, bloated world of purest jade.
It must have measured all of ten de-
grees from edge to edge. Its light was
soft and soothing, but curiously maot-
tled, an interplay of dark and glowing
areas.

“A planet,” Dr. Chapman whispered.
“A great, sunless planet—"

But Dave Manning, the doctor’s
young assistant, pointed to the control
board.

“The indicator shows that it has no
mass, no gravity. Look! The needle’s
pointing in the other direction!”

They all turned and saw a disc of
light exactly like the other, but smaller.
Its edges were sharp and distinct, and
it was obviously a solid body not far
away.

“That is a planet,” said Dr. Chapman.
“A little smaller than the Earth, to
judge from our indicators.”

“Let us approach this world,” said
Ivar. “That is, if your machine can
propel itself through ordinary space.”

Dr. Chapman smiled, moved a lever.
A slight acceleration tugged at them.
The ship was moving through the alien
void, toward the planet.

“Rockets,” he explained. “I had an
inkling we might materialize here in
the middle of space so I installed them.”

HEIR objective soon grew into a

world of appreciable proportions. It
was like a huge ball that was splotched
with radium paint. This strange, sun-
less world furnished its own light. Dr.
Chapman remained at the controls and
the dark-haired man still watched. Ivar
wanted to learn every operation of this
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ship. He might have to fly it, soon . . .

Finally a grinding of metal on rock
told them the ship had landed. Dr.
Chapman’s machine had brought them
to a planet more remote from Earth
than the farthest galaxies!

The ship rested on a level plain that
curved away on all sides to a nearby
horizon. In the heavens there were no
stars, no sun. The great disc of green
light they had first seen was still visible,
but a strange thing had happened to it.
The ship had gone in a direction away
from it, but its apparent size hadn’t
grown smaller with distance. Instead,
it now seemed many times its former
size, covering nearly all the sky with its
pale light.

Ivar was the first to notice the
phenomenon. “Look,” he said, gestur-
ing. “What kind of a universe is this
your machine has brought us to?”

Dr. Chapman and his assistant were
gazing upward, puzzlement showing on
their faces.

Like a mammoth lid the light hung
over the world, spreading to within a
few degrees of the horizon. There it
faded away, leaving a narrow band of
dark space to meet the eye. :

“I think I'm beginning to under-
stand,” said Dr. Chapman. “I’ve told
you the theory on which I based my
ship: the idea that there are many three-
dimensional universes, having move-
ments and orbits of their own in a four-
dimensional space—just like a plane-
tary system on a larger scale. They
are simply ‘planets’ or spheres of curved
space. Our own Universe is a huge
three-dimensional space-world. It has
its satellites, smaller universes, circling
it, just as the planets have their moons.

“What we have just done is to travel
to one of these satellites—this one. I
call it Supraluna. But that light in
the sky is explained by the fact that
this is a small universe. Its curve is
sharp, its circumference small. In-
finity, here, is near at hand. That patch
of light in the sky is this same planet
on which we stand, and which we see
around the universe.

“When we neared the planet, we de-
creased the number of possible lines of
vision that did not intersect with this
world. Therefore the image grew in

(Continued on page 122)



SCIENCE AT THE WORLD'S FAIR

Flight Through Space

OU can visit alien planets!

Other worlds can actually be
visited at the Theater of Time and
Space. This is an astronomical exhibit
which simulates a journey into space,
accomplished by ingenious photog-
raphy. The audience leaves New York
City in a rocket ship. The full sun of
noon goes into an eclipse, the stars
come out, a new moon grows full and
its craters and valleys come into view.
Presently you pass Venus through
a showgr of meteors, speed past Mars
with its polar ice caps, pass the spiral
nebulae and Saturn with his three
rings and nine moons. Then, to the
accompaniment of roaring rocket ex-

hausts, you race back to Earth!

Microscopic Magic

IANT cellular organisms stalk
the Fair!

One of the exhibits at the Westing-
house Building is a micro-vivarium in
which magnified microscopic demon-
strations are projected on wall screens.
Walking across the wall as big as life
—considerably bigger, in fact, since
they are magnified more than 2,000
diameters—can be seen tremendously
enlarged images of ciliates, Didinium
nostum, hydras, and other varieties of
microscopic aquatic life. Invisible
life made huge through the miracle of
science!

L3

The Artificial Heart

E human heart can survive inde-
pendently of the body!

This fact is graphically illustrated
120

by a model of the famous Lindbergh-
Carrel artificial heart, at the Hall of
Medicine. The model, constructed of
glass and metal, pumps a colored fluid
to demonstrate the mysterious action
of the heart. As an added feature, a
thyroid gland from a dog is shown in
the perfusion apparatus—in action!

Man-Made Lightning

CIENCE can create artificial
lightning!

High voltage electricity is demon-
strated in an exhibit of General Elec-
tric. Here you may watch ten million
volts hurl a bolt of man-made light-
ning across a 30-foot gap, with the
thunderous report of a rifle-shot. The
vivid streaks of super-flame race
across the gap at an incredible speed
—yet science has them under perfect
control!

Perfection Plus

E instruments of science are ex-
tremely sensitive!

A delicate thermacouple in the Gen-
eral Motors Building can measure the
heat generated in the air by your
hand! Another meter indicates, in
millionths of an inch, the extent to
which you can bend a steel rail by
slightly pressing against it with your
finger.

And under a magnifying lens you
may see strandlike, human hairs
through which holes have been
drilled, through the medium of the
most delicate instruments known to
science!

(Concluded on page 128)
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AROUND [NFINITY
(Continued from page 119)
apparent size. Probably this is the
only world in the entire cosmos, for

_ | there is room for no other!”

Ivar, who had been listening to these
theories with apparent lack of enthu-
siasm, interrupted the doctor. “These
are all very well in the way of abstract
explanations,” he said. “But just what
are we going to do mow? Had you
anything planned?”

The gray-haired scientist smiled.

“Dave, unpack the space-suits,” he
said to his assistant, who had just
finished testing a sample of the atmos-
phere.

Dave Manning obediently pulled
open a trapdoor at one side of the floor
and took out three large bundles.

“Oxygen suits,” he explained for
Ivar’s benefit. “The air here is helium
at minus 160° Centigrade. Not very
breathable”

The suits, when unrolled, turned out
to be one-piece affairs, made of some
thick fabric and topped by rigid hel-
mets. Goggles of reenforced glass per-
mitted vision. Ingress was made
through a slit in the side, which was
closed by a heavy zipper-like device.

In a few minutes the men were at-
tired, ready to emerge. Manning went
out first, through a cramped airlock.
Soon after, his bulging figure appeared
in one of the ports.

Ivar bowed to Dr. Chapman.

“After you, Doctor,” he said.

When the doctor had climbed
through, Ivar picked up the object he
had lifted from his pocket. It was a
small, hollow tube with a metal handle
and an enclosed mechanism at one end.
He was glad he had brought it along—
that athletic looking assistance might
prove troublesome. Ivar grasped it in
a space-gloved hand.

The terrain was hard beneath their
feet, and full of little prismatic glitters,
as though it were composed of pul-
verized diamond. But here and there
were softer places where the crystals
were absent and the ground was
porous.

All around them were the luminous
areas, where the mineral glowed with
a vivid green radiance. At close range
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these could be seen to consist of tiny
threads of light that spread and
branched, pulsing with an alien living
energy.

“Life,” whispered Dr. Chapman.

The others heard him through the
small ether-wave units in their hel-
mets.

“What do you mean?” asked Ivar.

“Life,” repeated the scientist. “The
simplicity of this universe forbids more
complex forms. Life here is simply a
radiation, feeding on pure matter.”

“Indeed this is a strange planet,”
said Ivar slowly. ‘“Unbelievably re-
moved, inhospitable. What a place to
die!”

He felt the tide of resolution rising
within him. Now was his chance. It
would be so simple and safe. No one
on Earth knew of this trip. He, Ivar,
could go back alone, and eventually
announce the dimension-rotor as his
own discovery.

(Continued on page 124)
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(Continued from page 123)

Dave Manning had caught his cryp-
tic mention of death.

“What do you mean—die?” he asked,
rising.

Ivar was edging toward the ship.
He returned, the tube in his hand.

“This is something of an act of self-
preservation on my part,” he said cool-
ly. “Fate has given me no other alter-
native.”

Dr. Chapman looked up at him, his
bewildered face shining through his
goggles.

“Why ” he began, but Ivar broke
in with a laugh.

“My meaning is simple enough,” he
said. “Thxs dimension-rotor of yours
is a wonderful machine. One which
might add credit to my genius as well
as yours.”

He waved the tube in his hand.

“Besides,” Ivar went on, “I have long
felt that I could follow my scientific
pursuits better if Dr. Leslie Chapman
were not around to anticipate my dis-
coveries. Do yousee? This Supraluna
of yours is a wonderful place to dlsap-
pear into without leaving a trace.”

“¥You wouldn’t—" choked the white-
haired man.

Ivar’s icy laugh came through the
earphones,
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“I’d advise you both not to try to fol-
low me to the ship. This little device
in my hand projects a beam of high-
frequency radiations, enough to kill any
living creature. A little invention of
my own, almost as wonderful as yours,
Dr. Chapman.”

LOWLY Ivar stepped backward to-
ward the ship, watching the others.

Dr. Chapman was pale. He seemed
overcome by this sudden turn of af-
fairs. It was only the assistant, Man-
ning he had to fear. He could see they
were afraid of the tube in his hand, and
well they might be. For he had not
lied. In that tube lurked death.

But death of a worse sort awaited
them on this bleak world. Ivar could
almost read the thoughts of his victims.
He could see Manning gathering his
muscles for a leap, and brought his
weapon to bear with a jerk.

And when Manning suddenly lurched
aside, Ivar grimly pulled the trigger.
A thin beam of ionization leapt from
the weapon’s muzzle.

It sliced through the space Manning
had occupxed a split second before. A
continuous beam—so much more effi-
cient than a bullet, Ivar reflected with
cool pride. He started to flick the ray
across the moving man. And that was
the last thing he knew, before the great-
est darkness of all blotted out his con-
sciousness.

To Manning, keyed as his senses were
to the highest pitch of efficiency, it
seemed like a slow-motion picture.

Ivar Augustus was standing there
with his space-suited figure outlined
against the rim of black spaczs. From
('Continued on page 126 )

Try Uuhrukahlo ROOFLESS, PARTIAL and TRANSLUCENT PLATES
BEAUTIFUL.

£r4o4 FISE TEETH

Lowest Prices!

SEND NO MONEY

Y FIT-RITE TEETH
eeo by MA".'

§ on indiv - al
by mtl.theWorld s gf 0.1 FI‘I‘-RI'I‘EDental Plsfgs
for men,women from an impression of your mout!

ON OUR 60 DAYS’ TRIAI-

Make us you can’t beat our fit, work or price.

Save baif or. more, ADentistsupervises construc-
. tionof each plate, Wearourdenturesmdaysmtha
sat- | 100% MONEY BACK GUARANTEE
Then, if you’re not delighted with your improved

looks, if you’re not 100% sat- E E F
' S

isfied we gueraniee to refund
your every cent, Wo take your

irand reproduce |§ MATERIAL
. 48-hourservice. |§ easydirections
Monthly payments possible. catalog.

UNITED STATES DENTAI. COMPANY
:sss Mll-nuluo Avo.. Dopt. . 82 chleag’o

NEW STREAMI.INE BENJAMIN AIR RIFLES

WITH LEVER
HAND PUMP  _

anywhere, far practice firing or just plin)nng around the
camping, ﬁshing huntli‘n-’ eu: 4 At lcrwestcost. Shooting force is ad~
oW

17
HARD ACOURATE SHDOTING ITH c’I‘AMBEﬂED Alﬂ@
You can use new models Benjamin Air Rifle wit Lever Hand Pump

8

power and

wwill penetrateto 17, Exlr tri r nriu without lunge or
recml ingle Shot B’B $7 50 , Rifled Cal. 22 or

177 Slngle Shot$8 your dealer all abou‘ them or write f r
complete specnﬂcatlcms—-tar ts and blueprints free if l-equested

also makeacompletellne of Benjamin Air Pistols for ugam
Write today, Benjamin Air Rifle Co., 876 Marion St,, sc Louis. Mo e A,

SONG POEMS WANTED

TO BE SET TO MUSIC
Free Examination. Send Your Poems to
J. CHAB. McNEIL, MASTER OF MUSIC
510-TF So. Alexandria Los Angeles, Oalif.

Repeaw:-

$1900 First year regular

$1260 to $2100 First Year

MEN—WOMEN
Mail Coupon immediately—today sure.

: RAW POSTAL CLERKS
MANYOTHER GOVERNMENT JOBS

File Clerks, Mail Carriers, Stenographers, Typists, etc.

Grade School Education Usually Sufficient

U. S. GOVERNMENT
o

COUPON

| FRANKLIN INST., Dept. R-259, Rochester, N. Y.

QGentlemen: Rush to me, without charge, 32-page book

l with list of U. 8. Government big paid positions, Advise me

I also regarding salaries, hours, work, vacation, efc. Tell me
how to qualify for a position.

l Name
I Address

every IssUE OF COLLEGE HUMOR 15¢ EVERYWHERE



Fascinating, Profitable Profession
NOW OPEN to More Men & Women

IlYonarelookingfornNEWanaBm wayl:omaktallvmz take
II? Massage, for now you can learn at home. s interesting
U gmdmefg'?eigﬁmsry gd’f?b“: gﬁeesl id for in tructio
ulous ‘were or ins on.
nstruction you a{n act]

m{ nm; i o vaél
e form: ice &n you
have ‘Gualifed as Deea ah Copaand "““é‘;‘pe‘lt s pay. The

an_eéxpert an
emand for BOTH MEN AND WollEN has shown a steady
se and few, if any, have ever lacked employment. G

%EARgl leN 90 DAYS AT HOME
se spare time at home to mast, has
made éhlgm badollars for ag&gafﬁg?gn:h\;?ma\ B A}
months but: [ el
be; s puty you mwonx"(lg yourlown time, ﬁt need‘no‘to:nt)g‘s

ared the t
school—-tbe same heri:‘id;em L

famonsa
s used and a DlPLoMAe?s

_.——..—.—-.—..———_-_—.—.———-.—-_-—.—.—.—

T =
. Adams St., Ohlcago

Yuu rnay send me FR!E and postpaid, Anatomy Charts, booklet, cone
tainmg npﬂ}:eomgmpns and letters from graduatez and twmplate details

ANY BOOK IN PRINT'

Delivered 2t your door. We pay postage. Standsrd
f authors Baw books, popular erhtions fletion, reference,
caf, mechanical, children’s books, eto.—all

guarantaod savings. Send now for Clarkson’s
1940 Catal %5

rite for our zreat illustrated book catalog.
FREE A short course in literature. The buying
& guide of 300,000 book lovers. The answer to your
s gomnnvu gift problem. FREE if you write NOW-—

LARKSON PUBLISHING COMPANY
Dept, TG 8—J256 So. Wabash Ave,, Chicago, lllinois

TREATMENT mailed on
¥ree Trial. If satisfled

send $1; if not, it's Free.
‘Write me tor your treat-
ment toda;
W. K. STERLINE. 830 Ohio Ave., Sldney, Okio
=73 DICE. CARDS.

Speciaities for Magicians use. Inks,

ﬁ ¥ Shiners, Check-Cop, Daubs. Catalog
y ten cents, stamps or coin.

HILL BROS,, Box T, Salida, Colo.
available at $125-$175 per month, steady. Cabin,
Hunt, trap, patrol Qualify at once.

Get details immediofely
Rayson Service Bureaun, B-56

Denver, Colo.

SUGGESS AND HAPPINESS ARE YOURS!

Learn to read YOUR DESTINY IN THE
STARS thru VARUNA’S simple 85-page
Course dealing with Love, Marriage & Success,
mailed with Your FREE Horoscope. Send
Birth Date, Month & Year with only $1.00 to
P, O. Box 585, Seattle, Washington,

(Concluded from page 125)
this blackness, from an infinite distance,
a bright beam of light lanced down.
Only for a moment did it touch Ivar’s
broad back. Then it flickered aside and
was gone.

The weapon went dark. The tall fig-
ure swayed, melted down, and toppled
loosely to the ground. Manning rushed
ahead and bent over the still form. One
look at the place where the ray had
struck was enough.

“Dead,” he said softly.

Later, as the single world of Supra-
luna diminished beneath their spheroid,
the white-haired man said to his assist-
ant, “I am still wondering if we did
right to leave the body of Dr. Augustus
back there on the alien world.”

“It might have been hard to account
for,” Manning pointed out.

“You know, of course, how he died?”
Dr. Chapman asked.

“Of course. Ivar’s weapon projected
parallel rays. He forgot, when he fired
it, that the rays would follow the curva-
ture of this space, all the way around
infinity, and back to the point from
which they issued.

“When it missed me, the ray curved
completely around this universe! Only
Ivar happened to be in the way of the
returning beam. Ivar Augustus died
by his own hand!”
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THE FUTURE
- OF
CAPTAIN

FUTURE

By
EDMOND HAMILTON

Author of “Captain Future and the Space
Emperor”

FEEL that CAPTAIN FUTURE AND

THE SPACE EMPEROR is the most
thrilling story I have ever told. Captain
Future has three assistants . . . but all dur-
ing the story a fourth, invisible companion
shared in their adventures. That compan-
ion—myself. For the story seemed so real
to me that I felt as if I actually were par-
ticipating in the dangers and exploits of
these men of tomorrow.

As to forthcoming adventures of Captain
Future—that depends a great deal on the
readers of this magazine. For I want to
know—shall the scope of Captain Future’s
quests be limited to our Universe? Or shall
his experiences plunge him into the fourth
dimension—into the past, remote eons of
time—or into the far-distant vistas of eter-
nity a million years from today?

I don’t know. I’d like to write about them
all. ;
As for the companions of Captain Future:

Do you like the pleasant rivalry between |

Otho the android and Grag the robot?
Which of Captain Future’s three assistants
do you think is the most human?

Another thing. Would you like to see
Captain Future take on additional aides, pos-
sibly a fourth or a fifth associate? Or would
you rather the quartet remain as is?

As I’ve said . . . all this is up to the read-
ers. I'll take Captain Future anywhere in
the Universe you want me to. And I prom-
ise that wherever he may go the result will
be exciting. When the four greatest scien-
tific wizards of all time get together, some-
thing is bound to pop.
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money for old U. S, stamps avajlable. We pay up to $1,000
lor certain U. S, stamps. Look in old trunks and attics, Ask yéur
friends for their old letters. %end 10¢ in coin or unused U. 8.
starops for illustrated B
PARK STAMP COMPANY
® South Clinton Street ~ Chicago, 1L

—

iIFl Send YO
THIS FINE SUIT -

Will You Wear It and Show lt tn Frnends‘!
Y need a reliable man in your
made-to-measure, all- wool DmiONQT'RATING SUIT—-
advertise my d_take orders.
You can make up ta$l OOinada My line con-
taing over 150 quallty woolens;,  all sensatmnal values,
guarantesd. You need no experience or money. I sup-
Pply everything required, FREE of extra cost.  Wri
me for FREE details. #. J. GRAVES, STONE-
FIELD CORP ,y, 1300 W. Harrison Street, Dept. A-977,
Chicago, Iilinois.

THE MARCH OF SCIENCE
(Concluded from page 120)

City in Miniature
HE world’s greatest metropolis
has been reduced to miniature
size!

The principal feature of the Con-
solidated Edison exhibit is a thrilling
diorama so large that virtually the
whole of New York City is brought to
life in miniature, More than 4,000
buildings, studded with 130,000 win-
dows are included in the model.

The twist of a dial, and ultra-violet
light floods the entire scene, throwing
into brilliant illumination more than a
quarter mile of colored lines repre-
senting the vast metropolis’s under-
ground electric, gas and steam net-
works.

Wonders at the Fair

ODER, a synthetic human voice,

who answers your questions. . , .,
“Reado,” the new radio device which
plucks your morning newspaper out
of the airwaves and unrolls it for you
beside your breakfast table. ... A
model of the 200-inch Mt. Wilson tele-
scope. . . . A large model of the eye,
through which you may actually di-
rect your own vision and observe real-
ity as it appears to the near-sighted.
«+. An illuminated graph which
shows the retreat of death in the last
150 years. . . . Transparencies, which
illustrate the functionings of the
ductless glands. . . . The germs that
cause pneumonia—enlarged 40,000
times. . » . The Time Capsule—
which will be opened six thousand
years from now! . . . The marvels of
television. . . . The Hall of the Fu-
ture, where you can see the farms of
tomorrow, equipped with solar power
units. ., . The 1/100th of a second
stop watches used in timing meteorite
flights. . . . Three-dimensional movies.
. .. The “Court of the Atom,” in
which there is an animated copper
atom . . . and miraculous devices
used in micro-technique work, which
determine the amount of oxygen in
minute samples of water.

BEST FUN, FICTION AND FOTOS w




THE WORLDS OF TOMORROW

(Concluded from page 116)

The first step in establishment of the
Earth colony was erection of smelters which
rapidly poured out a stream of metalloy
from the rich Jovian ores nearby. Metalloy
sheets were rapidly built into the struc-
tures of a city, and that city, called ]ovop—
olis by Robert Caswell, grew gmckly rom
a straggling village, to a considerable com-
munity.

Progress in Trade

Contact with the Jovians was maintained
on a friendly basis. Authorities were care-
ful not to offend the planetary natives by
granting any mmlng or other concessions
near the mysterious ruins which the Jovians
held sacred. Within five Earth years, ships
were traveling from Jupiter back to Earth

and Mars, heavily laden with grain, new
hybndlzed _Jovian fruits, super-valuable ra-
dium, uranium and other rare metals, and a
variety of miscellaneous Jovian products.

Robert Caswell, the first governor of Jupi-
ter, was an ambitious explorer and mappe
large portions, not only of South Equatoria,
but of the neighboring continents of North
Equatoria and Torridia. Of course, he was
able to chart only the main continental out-
lines, and the great part of Jupiter’s actual
surface remains unexplored to this day.
Caswell was killed in a crash-landing in the
jungle outside Jovopolis, in 2012,

A Miniature Jupiter

~ The colony prospered, however. Expedi-
tions were sent to Europa, Io and Gany-
mede, the other three of the four great
moons, to explore. Europa was found to
be a miniature Jupiter, jungle-covered and
quite habitable, though lacking valuable
minerals as far as could be ascertained. Io,
on the other hand, was as harsh and for-
bidding as Callisto, though uninhabited by
the crystal-creatures that tenant Callisto’s
wastes. Ganymede, the fourth moon, is still
a mystery. Three expeditions sent there
have failed to return, and further attempts
at exploration there are temporarily pro-
hibited.

In 2015, the Jupiter-Earth ship-lines were
terrorized by radium bandits who held up
the craft carrying back the precious metals
to Earth. Development of the colony was
set back for a time. But as the Planet Police
got the radium bandits under control, colo-
nial development prospered again, and was
destined to meet no further danger until
there suddenly developed the dark, unbeliev-
able menace of the atavism horror—a men-
ace that seemed fated to sweep Earthmen
from Jupiter forever.

THE WORLDS OF
TOMORROW
—will appear in every issue

Other Standard Makes LLLIUIAL]

World’s Lowest
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2328-30S. Michigan Av.. Dep#. TF26, Chicago, lil.
FRE PLES OF REMARK-
AB E TREATMENT FOR

Stomach Ulcers

(Due to Gastric Hyperacidity)

H. H. Bromley, of Shelburne, Vt.,
writes: “I suffered for 10 years wi
acid-stomach trouble. Doctors all to
me I had ulcers and would have to
diet the rest of my life. Before tak-
ing your treatment I weighed 143
pounds and could eat nothing but
soft foods and milk. Now, after tak-
§ ing Von’s Tablets, T weigh 171

2 pounds, can eat almost anything and
feel perfectly well.”” If you suffer from indigestion, gastritis, heart-
burn, blogting or any other stomach trouble, due fo gastric-acidity,
you too, should try Von’s for prompt relief. Send for Samples
of this wonderful treatment and details of guaranteed trial offer.
Instructive Booklet is included. Write

PHILADELPHIA VON CO,, Dept. 711-F,

¥ox Building, Philadelphia, Pa.

INVENTORS

Smail ideas may have large commercial nossnbnlit:es Write us for
FREE book, ‘“Patent Guide for the Inventor,” and “‘Record of
Invention’’ form. Delays are dangerous in patent matters. Fres
information on how to proceed. GClarence A. 0 Bnen and Hyman
Berman, 534-A Adams Building, Washington, D

in Few Minutes

" E“ n I'Is o» Woney Back

& To relieve the torturing pain of Neuritis, Rheumatism,
Neuralgia or Lumbago in a few minutes, get NURITO, the
fine formula, used by thousands, No opiates, Does the work
quickly—must relieve cruel pain to your satisfactionina few
minutes—or your money back, Don’t suffer, Don’t delay. Ask
yourdruggist todayfortrustworthy NURITOonthisguarantee,

Relieve Pain

eVERY iSSUE OF COLLEGE HUMOR 15¢ EVERY WHERE
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CIGARETTE DISPENSER CASE
Brautiful-modern-useful conveni-
ent! As sdvertised in Esquire’
8 touch of & button cigaret slips
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HAVE THAT TAN THAT MEN
HANDSOME AND WOMEN

ADMIRE!

R ket § 0L L

NOW...4 MINUTES »i: your
NEW TWIN-ARC SUN LAMP ;s
equivalent to ONEHOUR ofSUNSl'“NE!

Why lose that handsome “lifeguard” TAN just because cool days have
ended your outdoor bathing? Now you can keep your summer tan
with the revolutionizing new TWIN-ARC Health Ray Sun Lamp. It
ives you much more ultraviolet rays in far less time! Take these won-
erful “sun’ baths in the privacy of your own home! Ozly FOUR
minutes before your new TWIN-ARC is equivalent to one full hour
of June sunshine!

IMPROVES YOUR APPEARANCE — Get that he-man appearance which opens the
door to success! Many a man has lost his big chance because his appearance didn’t
“click!"" The pale, pasty chap doesn’t get to first base! “Sun" bathing will help to keep
you looking liEe a million dollars, with that bronze TAN that men and women admire!

LOOK SUCCESSFUL — BE SUCCESSFUL! Social as well as business success de-
pends upon your looks, and a good coat of tan has a surprising effect on your appear-
ance! Salesmen find that their sales actually increase after they have acquired a real
broaze tan? It’s the first impression that counts! You will find yourself more popular,
for everyone is attracted by that healthy-looking ten/

HEALTH BENEFITS, TOO — Frequent exposure to the ultraviolet rays of the sun helps
to build strong bones and teeth, tones ur the system and increases the activity of many
glands. Crops of surface pimples on the face or back occurring in adolescent acne often
s oo cle;r up faster. l.{ll{:;nole(gg; create Vluuﬁm D :,u ueh.. 1o bl iuklllieqr- !h
and treatment of rickets. ratory tests have shown that they quickly destroy the
ONLY 1 DEPOSIT BUYS IT! germs of athlete’s foot. Many rhysncrnynns order the use of ultraviolet ray lamps to assist

the benefits of their medicinal treatment.

BRING “SUNLIGHT™ INTO YOUR HOME! Health Ray has perfected this new, inex-

TEST IT FOR 10 DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE! pensive TWIN-ARC sua lamp so that you can have the beneficial ultnvioletl:-a;vs ::ore
We waot you to test the new TWIN-ARC Health Ray Sun Lamp at our quickly and conveniendy! Think of it—with the TWIN:ARC you get your ultraviolet
expense. If, after using it for 10 days, you are not completely satisfied, rays 15 times faster than in clear summer sunshine! Doctors will tell you how much

physical benefit you can derive . .. and you know what a glorious
tan your skin would acquire if you could spead one hour every
nooa sun-bathing! Now, with the TWIN-ARC Health Ray Sun
Lamp. you can get the same handsome tan, and the same tonic
effect in four minutes!

FULLY GUARANTEED — Make This FREE Test!

HEALTH RAY MFE. CO., Ine., 3912 N, Elm $t., Deep River, Conn.
(Check below for free siterature or Sun Lamp)
Send full details of FREE trial offer.
Send Health Ray Lamp at once. [ enclose $1. In 10 days
will either pay $7.95 and receive free Carboas and Sun
Taa Oil; or retura the lamp and my money will be refunded.

t won't cost you a cent! Included FREE with every TWIN-ARC
Health Ray Sun Lamp are a pair of eye protectors and a descriptive
booklet. When final payment is made, we send FREE a box of 10
Super-Tan Carbons and also a bottle of Sun Tan Oil to hasten the
tanning process. If you send $8.95 with your order, extra Carbons
and Sun Tan Oil will beincluded, with the same money-back guarantee.

Name..oove.....
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You Gan Make
Your Own Records

THink or vT! I JusT Made
THIS RECORD WITH THE
NEW HOME RECORDO/

If You Sing Or
Play An Instrument

With HOME RECORDO you can
make a professional-like record of
your singing, talking, reciting or in-
strument playing right in your own
home too! No longer need the high
prices of recording machines or stu-
dio facilities prevent you or your

family or friends from hearing their
own voices or pl‘l\ ing. No experience
necessary. No “mike” fright to worry
about. No u»mph( ited gadgets. In a
jiffy you can set-up HOME RECORDO,
play or sing or talk, and immediately
you have a record which you and your
friends can hear as often as you wish.

IT SURE SOUNDS |
LIKE YOUR VOICE!

How often you have wanted to hear how you sound to others.

audition.

And how often have you wished for an
HOME RECORDO makes these easy and possible for you now.

Because, no longer can the

expense keep you from fulfilling your wish. With the help of HOME RECORDO you might be one of
the lucky ones to find fame and success through this simple methed of bringing your talents before the

IT'S LOTS OF FUN TOO!

proper authorities.

Having Recording Partiesl

Dealers
Write!
Reliable dealers are
invited to write for
full particulars.

——
7

You’ll get a real thrill out of HOME
RECORDING. Surprise your friends
by letting them hear your voice or play-
ing right from a record. Record a
snappy talking feature. Record jokes
and become the life of the party. Great
to help train your voice and to cultivate
speech. Nothing to practice . . . you
start recording at once . . . no other
mechanical or electrical devices needed

. everything necessary included. Noth-
ing else to buy. Just sing, speak or
play and HOME RECORDO unit, which
operates on any electric or hand- wind-
ing’ type phonograph, will do the
recording on special blank records we

furnish. You can immediately play the
records back as often as you wish. Make
your home movie a talking picture with
HOME RECORDO. Simply make the record
while filming and play back while showing

the picture. You can also record orchestras or
favorite radio programs right off the air and
replay them whenever yvou wish.

COMPLETE OUTFIT -

INCLUDING SIX
TWO - S i D ED
B L

RECORDS ONLY

Everything is included. Nothing else

$3 98A

to buy and nothing else to pay. You:

get complete HOME RECORDING
UNIT, which includes special recording
reedle, playing needles, 6 two-sided un-
breakable records. Also guide record
and spiral feeding attachment and
combination recording and playback
unit suitable for recording a skit, voice,
instrument or radio broadcast. ADDI-
TIONAL,
ORDS COST ONLY $1.00 per dozen.

SEND NO MONEY! HURRY COUPON! START RECORDING AT ONCE!

OPERATES ON ANY

A.C. OR D.C. ELEC-

TRIC PHONOGRAPHS
RECORD PLAYERS
RADIO-PHONO
COMBINATIONS
HAND-WINDING
PHONOGRAPHS
AND PORTABLES

HOME
Recording Co.
Studio KA
11 West 17th Street
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HOME RECORDING CO.,
Studio KA, 11 West 17th St,,
New York, N. Y.

Send entire HOME RECORDING OUTFIT (including—6 two-
sided records described above, by return mail.

man $3.98, plus postage, on arrival.
now for $4.00 and save postage.)

City & State.......

Note: Canadian and Foreign $4.00 cash with order. 3

I will pay post- -
{Send ecash or money order

additional blank records 4t $1.00 per. dgzen

New York, N. Y.

tm— _;_\ :

2-SIDED BLANK REG#%
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