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MY CRIES WERE WHISPERS
AS’ MY LIFE EBBELY”

A true experience of P. S. NICHOLLS, South Bend, Ind.

“LATE ONE NIGHT, re-
turning from a fishing
trip, I dozed at the wheel
of my car while going at

a fast clip,” writes Mr. —
Nicholls. *“Suddenly
there was a blinding
crash!

“MY CAR HAD VEERED
off the road and smashed
head on into a tree. My
throat was gashed and
bleeding badly. I was
able only to whisper—
and seemed doomed to
die in the inky darkness.
Then...

“...! REMEMBERED MY FLASHLIGH ! Somehow I managed to get it from my =
,tackle box and crawl weakly back to the road. Quickly the bright beam of the
flashlight, waved in my feeble grasp, stopped a motorist, who took me to a
hospital just in time. There is no doubt that I owe my life to dependable

‘Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries! 5
P ltirtts

SAFETY FIRST! Keep an EMERGENCY LIGHT in your car—for tire
changing, roadside repairs, locating lost articles, if lights g0 out,
etc. The “Eweready” Auto Flashlight, shown here, complete with
"Eveready 'fresh DATED batteriesandsteering postclamp,only$1.25.

(Signed)
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The vuord "Evervady™ is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon Co., Inc.

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER... i/ fos e DATE-LIN®

NATIONAL CARBON CON‘-PAK » INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y.
{ it of Cniby Carbide (IS8 «1d Carbon Corporation :




7 Why Trained Accountants C&inmand

—and how ambitious men are qualifying

by the La Salle Problem Method

GET this straight.

By “accountancy” we do not mean “bookkeep-
ing.” For accountancy begins where bookkeeping
leaves off. :

The skilled accountant takes the figures handed
him by the bookkeeper, and analyzes and interprets
them.

He knows how much the costs in the various
departments should amount to, how they may
be lowered.

He knows what profits should be expected from
a given enterprise, how they may be increased.

e knows, 1n a given business, what per cent of
one’s working capital can safely be tied up in mer-
chandise on hand, what per cent is safe and ade-
quate for sales promotion. And these, by the way,
are but two of scores of percentage-figures where-
with he points the way to successful operation.

He knows the intricacies of govern=
ment taxation.
~ He knows how to survey the trans- Business
actions of a business over a given Control

eriod; how to show in cold, hard -

iures ‘the progress it has made and
where it is going. He knows how to
~ use these findings as a basis for con-
structive policies.

In short, the trained accountant is
the controlling engineer of business—
or < man business cannot do without.

Small wonder that he commands a
salary two to ten times as great as
that of the book-

| High Salaries

LaSalle accountancy students.* For example—one
man was a plumber, 32 years old, with only an
eleventh grade education. He became auditor for
a large bank with an income 325 per cent larger.

Another was a drug clerk at $30 a week. Now
he heads his own very successful accounting
with an income several times as large.

A woman bookkeeper—buried in details of a
small job—is now auditor of an apartment hotel,
and her salary mounted in proportion to her work.

A credit manager—earning $200 a2 month—
moved up quickly to $3000, to $5000; and then to -
2 highly profitable accounting business of hisown
which netted around $10,000 a year.

And What It Means to You

Why let the other fellow walk away with the
better job, when right in your own home you may
equip yourself for a splendid future in this profit=
able profession? 5
Are you really determined to get
ahead? If so, you can start at once
to acquire—by the LaSalle Problem
Method—a thorough understanding
of Higher Accountancy, master its
fundamental principles, become ex-
pert in the practical application of
those principles—this without losing
an hour from work or a dollar of pay.
Preliminary knowledge of booz—
keeping is unnecessary. You will be
given whatever training, instruction
or review on the subject of bookkeep-
ing you may personal-

Through
Accouniancy

keeper. Indeed, as an

ly need—and without

independent operator
(head of his own ac-
counting firm) he may
earn as much as the
president of the big
and influential bank
in his community, or

DEPT, 10329-HR.

Pays,” without obligation.

Other LaSalle O

LaSalle Extension University

A Correspondence Institution

Opgormnltlu in Accountancy—Check
send you a copy of *‘Accountancy, the Profession that

(] Higher Accountancy:

any extra expensc to

you.
If you are dissatis<

CHICAGO fied with your present
below and we will equipment—if you

recognize the oppor=
tunities that lie ahead

the operating man-

: If more n
of the other fields of busingss indicated below, check here:

of you through home~
study training — you

in one

: Beiincaig = G 1 ‘
ages of a great rail- gModern alesmanship gModern l’omm:nlhlp will do well to sen at
foad. O Trafiic Management O Expert Bookkeeping 1
> O Law: Dedroe of LB, L1C. P 3. Conine S fo‘_',fu“ partic=
T Industrial M ¢ OB English lars. The coupon will
Some Examples O Business Correspondence [ Stenotypy bring thein
[ Credit and Collection O Effective Speaking - = =
Small wonder that ac- ‘Correspondence O Railway Accounting g ny obliga=
countancy offers the : et
trained man such fine Lo i
epportunities—op- Present Position. - ...
portunities well illus- T emea L

trated by the success

of thousands of *Namesavailableon

toyou: -'}f’.
b
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wiZARD OF SKIENcEE

VOL. 2, NO. | CONTENTS FALL, 1940

A Complete Book-Length Scientifiction Novel

THE TRIUMPH OF
CAPTAIN FUTURE

By
EDMOND HAMILTON

Racing to the Ringed Planet in Answer to Earth’s Clar-
ion Call, the Wizard of Science Seeks a Forbidden
Elixir of Life—and Finds the City of Eternal Youth! .... |4

Thrilling Short Stories

URANIANJUSTICE . . ... . ... Wilbur S. Peacock 104 T
KRurt Birkett Yearned for a Place in the Sun : et
BLACKABSOLUY: .- = .-~~~ — = H. L. Gold 109

Dr. Hudson Planned to Slay His Enemy with a Scientific Darkness

Scientifiction Serial Novel
THE HUMAN TERMITES. .. .. ... .. ... . ... Dr. David H. Keller 111

Concluding One of the Greatest Science Fiction Classics of All Time!

Special Features e

THE WORLDS OF TOMORROW.. . .. .. ... ...... ... ... .. Saturn 101
FHEEUIREMEN - . . - = = The Living Brain 107
UNDER OBSERVATION . ... .. .. . Announcements and Letters 121

THE FUTURE OF CAPTAINFUTURE. . .. ... .. . . .. The Editor 128
: Join THE FUTUREMEN, Our New Club for Readers!

CAPTAIN FUTURE, published quarierly and copyright, 1940, by Better Publications, Inc., 22 West 48th Street, New York,
N. ¥. N. L. Pines, President. Single copies, 15 cents. Manuscripts must be Mcompamed by self-addressed, stamped en-
velope, and are submitted at the author’s risk. Names of all characters used in stories and semi-fiction articles are ficti-
tious. If the name of any living person or existing institution 1s used it is a coincidence, October, 1940, issue.

Read our companion magazines: The Phantom Detective, Thrilhna Detective, Popular Detective Thrillmg Spy storles Thrill-
ing Mgstery Thrilling Love, Thrilling Ranch Stories, Thrill ing_ Western, Thrimno Sports, Thrilling Wonder Stories, The
Lone Eagle, Sky Fighters, G-Men, West, Popular Sports Magazine, Pupuh.r Love, Popular Western, Everyday Astrology,
Texas Rangers, Range Riders Western, Startling Stories, Strange Stories, Detective Novels Magazine, Masked Rider Wastern
Magazine, Rio Kid Western, Thrilling Adventures, Black Book Detective Maf‘azme Air War, Exciting Detective, Exeiting
Western, and The Masked Detcc
PRINTED IN THE U.




264 How These Men Got Better Jobs

THEN FIND OUT WHAT RADIO OFFERS YOU ful e

BEFORE COMPLETING YOUR
COURSE | OBTAINED
MY RADIO BROADCAST
OPERATOR'S LICENSE

s AND IMMEDIATELY JOINED

STATION WMPC WHERE |
AM NOW CHIEF )OPERATOR.

_ AHOLLIS F HAYES
- 327 MADISON ST, LAPEER, MICH.

1 OWE MY JOB TO THE N.R.L
COURSE. | AM FOREMAN
WIN_ A RADIO FACTORY,
MAKE MORE MONEY,
AND HAVE TWO
N.R.1. MEN

HELPING ME,

OTT0 CL/FFORD
/2 W. SEMINARY ST
CHARLOTTE, MICH.

present job, feel you'll never make
much more money, if you're in a
seasonal field, su‘t{’ject to ‘lay offs,
IT'§ TIME NO to investigate
Radio. Trained Radio Technicians
make good money, and you don’t
have to give up your ﬁresent job or
leave home to learn Radio. I train
ou at home nights in your spare
ime.

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

Radio broadcasting stations em-
ploy engineers, operators, techni-
ciang. Radio manufacturers employ
testers, inspectors, foremen, ser-
vieemen in good-pay jobs. Radio
iobbers, dealers, employ installa-
jion 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, Commercial Radio ; Loud-
speaker | Systems, Hlectronic: De-
vices are other fields offerinIg
opportunities for which N. R. 1,
§1ves the reguired kitowletige of
adfp. Teledision gpromises to opén
many good jols seon.

Many Make $5 fo $10 a Week Exira
In Spaore Time While Learning

The day you enroll, I start send-
ing you Extra Money Job Sheets

§ WAS WORKING IN A
GARAGE WHEN | ENROLLED

WITH N.R.L

FOR THEIR

/46 SECOND ST°

FALL RIVER, MASS.

MY LOUDSPEAKER SYSTEM

PAYS ME ABOUT $35 A WEEK

BESIDES MY RADIO WORK. (F
iT HAD NOT BEEN FOR
YOUR COURSE | WOULD [§
STILL BE MAKING
COMMON WAGES.

(MILTON 1. LEIBY, VR,
TOPTON, PA,

| will Train You af Home for

RADIO gnd TELEVISION

- If yoo can’t see a future in your

which gtart showing you how to
do Radio repair jobs. Throughout
your Course I send plans and di-
rections which have helped many
make $5 to $10 a week in spare
time while learning. I send special
Radio equipment to conduct experi-
ments and build eircuits. This
50-50 method of fraining makes
learning at home interesting, fasci-
nating, practical. I ALSO GIVE
YOU A MODERN, PROFESSIONAL
ALL-WAVR, ALL-PURPOSH SET
SERVICING INSTRUMENT to help
you make money fixing Radios
while learning &nd equip you for
full time work after yousgraduate.

Find Out What Radio, Television
Offers You
Act Today! Mail the coupon for
my 64-page book, “Rich Rewards

I AM NOW
RADIO SERVICE MANAGER
- FOR Moonnn

FURNITURE CO.

4 STORES.
JAMES E. RYAN

MAILQ'NOW' Get 64 page book FREE

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. OK09

National Radio Institute, Washingfon, D. C.
Mail me FRER, without obligation,
book, “Rich Rewards in Radio.” (
will call. Write plainly.)

CLIPPING YOUR
COUPON GOT ME Q&

OF THE RADIO DE-
PARTMENT FOR THE 1
AMERICAN AIRLINES
AT CLEVELAND.
WALTER B. MURRAY

AMERICAN AIRLINES, MUNKIPAL
AIRPORT, CLEVELAND, ONIO.

1 EARN $10 T0-425
A WEEK IN SPARE
TIME AND ALWAYS
HAVE PLENTY TO
DO. ONLY TRAINED
MEN CAN FIX RADIO
SETS NOWADAYS. |
OWE MY SUCCESS
1o N.R.{.

WILLIAM E RUPP
6/ GREEN ST.
BRIDGEPORT PA.

,.

f HAVE BEEN IN BUSINESS
FOR MYSELF FOR TWO
YEARS; MAKING BETWEEN
$200 AND 4300 A
MONTH. BUSINESS
HAS STEADILY
INCREASED:

ARLIE . FROEHNER
B00 W. TEXAS AVE.
GOOSE CREEK, TEX

in Radio.” T¢ points out Radlo’s
spare time and full time opportu-
ntties and those coming in Televi-

gion; tells abeout my courge in
Radio and Television; shows more
than 100 letters from men I have
trained, telling what they are doing
and earning. Read my money back
agreement. MAIL COUPON in an
envelope or Paste on a penny post-
card—-NOW!

J. E. SMITH, President
Dept. OK09, Notional Radic Institute
Washingten, D. C.

our 64-page
o salesman




*MEN OVER 40

 An Opportunity
Offered YouBy aMan Who

Built a Nationwide Busi-
ness After the Age of 55

Starting from scratch, but with 2 business device that thous-
ands of companies have since installed, the writer of this
advertisement has proved that the seasonend, mature man
has nothing to fear from life if be works in the right field.
So ﬁaany of our most successful men are well beyond forty,
that weare addressing this advertisement to more such men,
fecling that they will be a definitely greater asset to us.

Not A “Get-Rich-Quick” Scheme

Please understand. The only way you can make
money with this proposition is by showing
eesults. But take a look at the following: A. O.
Davis of New York who made $110.77 clear in
one day (SEVEN were REPEAT orders); E. L.
Taylor, Virginia, $58.35 in a single day; L. F.
Strong, Kansas, $163.38 profit in two days. If 2
few others interest you, read about these: C. W,
Ferrell, who passed 1,000 sale mark, each paying
from $5 0 $60 nct profit per sale; 1. J. Keuper,
Delaware, over $1,000 clear his first month, and
¢o forth, more than we can mention here,

Not ““A Morning Glory”

As a sound business man, you ask, *'Is this a flash
in the pan that will be here today, gone tomor-
tow?"” The answer is that we have now been 2
national factor for over ten years, yet have
barely scratched the surface because you can't
get around to sec hundreds of thousands of irzos'

ts even in ten years. We have mea who have

n with us for years, still with us today, busy,
making real money, plenty of it, and happy
¢o be with us.

A Proved, Valuable
Business Device

First, 20d bricfly (oot much space left now)—
We scll an invention that does for anywhere
from less than 29, to 109, of the former cost 2
job that must be done in probably 997, of the
offices in the country, You walk into an office
and put down before your prospect a letter from
a sales organization showing that they did work
in their own office for $11 which formerly could
have {6st"themn over $200., A building suppl
:ﬁoradon pays our maan $70, whereas the bill
d have been for $1,600! An bill

dealer pays our representative $15, whereas the
expense could have been over $1,000. A depart-
ment store has cxpense of $88.60, possible cost
if done outside business being well over
$2,000. And so on. It has been put into use by
schools, hospitals, newspapers, etc., as well as
thousands of large and small businesses in 135
lincs. Practically every line is represented by
these ficld reports we furnish you, which hardly
any business man can fail to understand. And
you make 2 minimum of 67 cents on every dol-
lar’s business — on repeat orders as well as firse
orders — and as high as $1,167 oa cach $1,500
business done.

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
, to H C 5

Nor do you have to know anything about high
pressure sclling, *“Selling” is unnecessary in the
ordinary sense of the word. Instead of hammer-
ing away at th& customer 2nd trying to “'force™
a sale, you make 2 dignified, business-like call,
leave the installation — whatever size the cus-
tomer says he will accept — 2t our risk, let the
customer sell himsclf after the device is in and
working. This does away with the need for

on the — it climi the
Emdicap of u-yri:f to get the money before the
customer has ly convinced himsclf 100%,.
You simply tell what you offer, showing proof
of success in that customer’s particular line of
business. Then leave the invention without a
dollar down. It scarts working at once. In a few
short days, the installation should actually
duce enough cash moaney to pay for the deal,
with profits above the investment coming in at
the same time. You then call back, collect your
money. Nothing is so convincing as our offer
0 :;t results speak for chemsclves without risk
to the :

No Money Need Be Risked

in trying this business out, You can measurs
the possibilities and not be out a dollar. If

you are looking o business that is not over=
crowded —= 2 business that is just coming into
its own — on the upgrade, instead of the downe-
grade — 2. business that offers the buyer relief
from a burd: but unavoidabl

— a business that has a prospect practically
in every office. store. or factory into which
you can set foot — regardless of size — thal is
@ mecessity but does not have any price cutting
to contend with as other necessities do — that
because you control the sales in exclusive terri~
tory is your own business - that pays more on
some individual sales than many men mcke in a
week and sometimes in @ montk's time— if such
a business looks as If it is worth investigating,
get in touch with us atl once for the rights in your
territory — don't delay — because the chances
are that if you do wait. someone else wiil have
written to us in the meantime — and if it turns
out that you were the better man — we'd both
be sorry. So for convenience, use the coupon
below — but send it right away — or wirs if
you wish. But do it now, Address

F. E. ARMSTRONG, President
Dept. 4047-K, Mobile, Ala.
R“ s" FOR EXCLUSIVE
TERRITORY PROPOSITION

F. E. ARMSTRONG. Pres.,
Dept.4047-K, Mobile, Ala.
Without obligation to me, send me full ia~
formation on your proposition.

Nome.

Street ov Route.

Cit;

State.




Step Up Where You Belong

What Is Your Present Level of Preparation?

The FIRST proof of personal ability is your capacity
toseethe need for training and to GET IT. The man
or woman who doesn’t 7eglize that education is
VITAL to success—or who says he or she “doesn’t have
time,” “hasn’t the money” or that study is “too hard”—
simply lacks one of the fundamentals of the ABILITY to
make good. American School (Chicago) graduates by the
thousands have PROVED that anyone who WANTS an
essential education CAN HAVE it. You can, fool

You Are Only HALF a Man Until Training

Rounds Out Your Ability and Experience

To make your natural ABILITY fay you Einoﬁls,
and to ‘g:et jobs that give you the Zind of EXPE-
RIENCE that promotes constant pro; you
practically MUST back that gbility with TRAINING . ..
combine experience with EDUCATION. Using only a PART
of your SPARE time, you can train AT HOME for the
mxtxor_x you want. If it is WORTH having, it DE-
S training and is WORTH your effort!

Write for Facts
| No Obligation

Make up your
mind to enjoy the
GOOD things in
life. Have FAITH in
wyourself, in your coun-
try and in your fu-
ture. Expect Success

and get ready jor ii.
Writg for FREé Bul-
letin TODAY. (See

coupon.)

A3

Pays p to $25 a Week EXTRA!

Government figures show that graduates of specialized
training of college grade average $25 a week more than
high school graduates, $41 more than grade school grad-
uates. But whether you failed to finish college—or failed to com=
plete high school—home study CAN HELP YOU. Basic high
school subjects are included in vocational courses listed below.
More than 150 noted educators, engineers and executives helped
3 prepare American School courses. An Adrisory Board of 20 out-
stgnding authg-_ities—-eachanactiveleaderigtl;iisfﬁglfd—is conS\:'lt.ed
; when our work is prepared or ¢ competent in-
s Pays u to stné‘ctomﬁk‘x]omestudyspa:iah'stsd—worlgcloselywéatheindividg
student. y continue in an underpaid, overwor job—sgubji
16 a week Ex Almme to periodiclayoffs? Step up whereyou belong, intowell-paida?leasant
U. S. Bureau of Education figures work where you command the admiration and respect of others.
prove that the average highschool  For full details, mail coupon RIGHT NOW!
graduate earns $16 a week more
than grade school graduates. A O N O D S R O
Youcan complete oursimplified § Amcgemtan Seho;il. Dent.Gg-'g. gr&g ‘-‘Xf" at -':Bﬂ- St., Chicago, Ill7
it i i n: e coverl
High School Course in SPARE g R miu .ubiec?fch”“ o N(l) ogﬂ:ﬁg’:m myni! special
O High Scheol Course

ts.ly the

“l.eavings” time at home, as FAST as time

: and abilit it. MANY FIN- g i aaAds s A

With only grade school  1SH IN 2 YEARS. Equivalentto  § 3 A e R ana Detie

education, you are virtu-  resident school work—pr es -~ § CJAutomotive Engineering Private Secretary

ally CONDEMNED ta for_ college, pre-professional ex- g CJBusi M: : Mechanical Engin f

the low pay, menial jobs aminations, business, industry. g (l; A ostace ;:ldel‘t:':n::a'gleleﬂ-lon

that others DON'T Stal}dard texts. Dlplpma. Or if B fElec.and Gas%lefrlgemﬂon OHome Econogﬂca Courses

WANT...because Fm ve had seme high school, g [Air Conditioning OBusiness Law

THEY are trained for FINISH now. Credit for subjects g CODiesel Engi ORetail Merchandising

better thin\ggUHoxFe gaf];eagygomplete_d.’Smglesuttgects 1

study can fit YOU too for  if desired. Low on, asy terms. = Bl =

moredésirable, betterpaid  America %hggf Chijih, est. g Y™

positions. 18975 by ed! B 44
et

| Spare Time Training Can Help You in Your Work—and Socially



 MAKEYOUROWN RECORDS AT HOME

With HOME RECORDO you
THink or v1! I JusT rAoe IT's WONDERFUL] can make a record of your sing-
THIS RECORD WITH THE —AND SO SIMPLE ing, talking, reciting or instru-
NEW HONE RECORDO.’ -PLERSE LET ME ment playing right in your own

home, too! No longer need the
high prices of recording ma-
chines or studio facilities pre-
vent you or your family or
friends from hearing their own
voices or playing. No experi-
ence necessary. No “mike”
fright to worry about. No com-
plicated gadgets. In a jiffy you
can set up HOME RECORDO,
play or sing or talk, and imme-
diately you have a record which
you and your friends can hear
as often as you wish.

CHARLIE BARNET

and other famous orchestra
leaders use

- HOME RECORDO

MAKE A RECO

RD.

IT SURE SOUNDSR
LIKE YOUR VOICE!

YOU TOO :i'tdens

RECORDS
RIGHT IN YOUR OWN HOME
Everything is included. Niothing else to buy and
nothing else to pay. You get complete HOME
RECORDING UNIT, which includes special re-
cordm% needle, playing needles, 6 two-sided un-
breakable records. Also spiral feeding attachment
and combination recording and playback unit
suitable for recording a skit, voice, instrument
or radio broadcast. ADDITIONAL, 2-SIDED
BLANK RECORDS COST ONLY 75¢ per dozen.

Charlle Barnet with Judy Ellington and Larry Taylor, yocalists in
his band, listen to a record they just made with Home Recordo.

HAVE RECORDING PARTIES

You'll get a real thrill out of HOME RECORDING.
Surprise your friends by letting them hear your voice or
playing right from a record. Record a snappy talking fea-
ture. Record jokes and become the life of the party.
; Great ‘to help traln your voice and to cultivate speech.
s Nothing to practice . . . you start recording at once . . .
' o ey el Notiae s, o, T
g, speak or play and unit, w!

ANYONE CAN MAKE A RECOR?I Skt op.?{n‘gastgn yaur;ileutric or hz},n?-ﬁ;r;iking typda phm;oznph.

¥f you play a musical instrument, or if you sing, or if you just  ¥ill do the recording on spec'a records we furnish.
l'ec{te, 1;03 can make your own’ records. You’ c#n also use  You can immediately play the records back as often as

# you wish, Mak HOME MOVIE, a talking picturs
Home Recordo for recording letters to your friends, and they I3 TR "o T0F o o 8 ke the record while fitm-

ean play them back on their own phonographs. ing and play back while showing.

SEND NO MONEY! HURRY COUPON! START RECORDING AT ONCE!

Operates on Your A.C. or D.C. Eleciric Phonographs, Record Players, [ = == == = == m == == =n = == == =5em =2 =5 == ==

Radio-Phone Combinations, or Hand Winding Phonographs & Portables | :t?n:li: ::c‘::‘[x:‘j l‘;t?lMS:.ANNYew e :

: Send entire HOME RECORDING OUTFIT (includ- §
£ ing 6 2-sided records) described above, by return mail.
| 1 will pay postman $2.98, plus postage on arrival. (Send I
a8 i cash or money order now for $3.00 and save postage.) i
Send ... ..iicevges dozen additional blank records
INCLUDING SIX TWO-SIDED s e :
i
BLANK RECORDS ONLY S =% =3
e e o et e i
HOME RECORDING CO. e :
3, te
Studio KP ¢ Sl ana Oie 1

Note: Canadian and Foreign $3.50 cash with order
11 WEST 17¢h STREET NEW YORK, N. Y. L____-_-_---—-----J
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EEKS TRAI
A%MEREON ElEOTRlGAI-MAe

Send Today For D
DAY-AFTER-GRADUATION” PLAN !

Are you out of a job? Are you working long hours at low pay in a job you
don’t like? Are you wondering where you can find 2 job that will give you
steady, interesting work with better pay? If this applies to yon and yon are
between 16 and 40 then you owe it to yourself to read every word of this
message. Here at Coyne you have an igspottumtytq get 12 weeks of prag«
tical shop training in ELECTRICITY=—trainiitig that.can hlp it you fos
your start towards a better job and better pay-~and. you can geét this
training first and pay for it after you geadudate. My school is not the
usual kind of school. It’s more like a shop—a place where 4 fellow who
likes to get his hands on machidery feels sight at-home. For that's
exactly how you train, and Because you *“*Léarn by Doing?® righthere in my
shops you don’t need previous experience ot advanced education. You
do real work on real rs and dy You & big, fac-
= tory-type switchboards, wind armatures and da house wiring. You train in
these and other branches of electricity—all with capable instructors to tefl

you and show you how. And right now I’'m including

S EAsv To '-EARN valuable instruction in Diesel, Electric Refrigeration
: = EASY .l.o PAY and Air Conditioning at nb extra tuition cost.
Dosa e eck of money o vou sk Xt swe (Ml Coupon for FREE BOO

pénses while yoll train, my employmentdépart-  Ges ty big free book. 1’ with facts and pj ch
Facnt will help you 840 1t. We 8180 G176 700 ¢t the whole fa.scihatingssﬁig;g..l’ilageo é‘i&fmm g

valusble lferimo employment s 21?  time employment while tsinide, fozole Slectrical oppor:
Sre short of money you can get this train- tunities, and my “Pay After Graduation Qlan.and the 4
ing first and pay for it beginning 60 Wweeks extra Radio Course I'm now including. Mail the
days after you grad in 12 hl for this big free book today.

payments.

“LEARN BY DO'NG” : H. C. LEWIS, President
Not a Correspondence Coursé § COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
Io my lsho‘p:; tyqu ;'lé%'-;'ﬂ, by Doing?? 500 S. Paulina St., Dept 70-84, Chicago, Iil.
O Seal uiactiica e Please send me vour big free Opportunity Book and all
ment, wind armatures, : R,
© X the facts about Coyne traiping, and the plans to help a
L] fellow who wantestz) gét abead.

2 : S
NAME. ..cooseerrovsotsscsssssscctsrssresssassaniane
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GROUP LIFE POLICY THAT
INSURES THE ENTIRE FAMILY

TOTAL COST ONLY
$. 400
A MONTH

GRANDPARENTS, PARENTS,

CHILBREN, AGES 1 T0 75

ALL INSURED IN ONE SINGLE
LIFE INSURANCE POLICY

Genuine Life Insurance —
No Medical Examination

The extremely low cost of this marvelous Family
Group Life Insurance Policy is made possible
because the Bankers Life and Casualty Co. has
reduced selling costs to a minimum ., . this
policy is sold by mail—no high-priced, high-
pressure selling agents will call on you. Book-
keeping costs have been reduced because an
entire family can be insured in a single policy—
requiring only one policy, one premium notice,
etc., etc., for as many as ten persons in a family.

FREE Inspection for 10 Days

Now everyone in your family may enjoy sound
life insurance protection. Regardless of which
member of your family dies . . . or how they
die, after this policy is in full benefit, it pays
cash promptly. You don’t have to risk a penny
to inspect this policy .. . we want you toexamine
it carefully, ask your friends about it. Don’t
delay . . . you never know when misfortune
strikes: Be prepared with safe, sound life insur-
ance for every member of your family.

Send No Money—No Agent Will Call

Don’t send money! Just fill out the coupon and
get the details now, without a single penny of
expense to you. Learn all about the free 10-day
inspection offer.

ACT NOW - SEND COUPON!

$2,000.00

'laxlmuln lndcmnlty for
Auto Accidental Death

33,000.00

Maximum Triple Indemnity
for Travel Death

’1,000.00

° Maximum Indemnity for Nat-
ural or Ordinary Death

LIBERAL BENEFITS SHOWN IN TABLE BELOW

The amount of insurance payable upon the death of any of the
persons insured hereunder ahall be the amount set out in the follow-
ing table[for the attained age nearest birthday at death of such
person divided by the number of persons insured hereunder im-
mediately preceding such death.

Table of amount of insurance purchased by a
monthly payment of one dollar.

Natural

Kcoldental  Mochdemtsl | Accidontat

e Death Death Death
at Death Amount Amount Amount
1-40 $1000.00 $2000.00 $3000.00
41-50 750.00 1500.00 2250.00
51-56 500.00 1000.00 1500.00
57-62 300.00 600.00 900.00
63-68 200.00 400.00 600.00
69-75 100.00 200.00 300.00

ACT NOW—AND RETURN COUPON AT ONCE
BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY CO.
Bankers Insurance Bidg., Jeffersen Sta., Desk. 35, Chicago, il

Please send details and tell me how to get the Family
Group Policy for free inspection.
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\) They Never Knew”
It Was S0 EASY To Play

Thousands Learn Musical Instruments
By Amazingly Szmple Method

No Teacher, No Musical Knowledge
Required. In a Short Time You
Start Playing Real Tunes!
700,000 Now Enrolied

HINK of the fun YOU are missing! The popularity,

friendship, good times! Why? Because you think it's
Aard to learn music. You have an idea that it’s a slow,
tedious task, with lots of boring drills and exercises.

That’s not the twentieth-century way ! Surely you’ve heard
the news! How people all over the world have learned to
play by a method so simple a child can understand it—so
fascinating that it's like playing a game. Imagine! You
learn without a teacher—in your spare time at home—at a
cost of only a few cents a day! You learn by the famous
print-and-picture method—every position, every move before
your eyes in big, clear illustrations. You CAN'T go wrong!
And best of all, you start playing real tunes almost at once,
from the very first lesson.

No needless, old-fashioned ‘“‘scales”
and exercises. No confused, perplex-
ing study. You learn to play by play-
ing. It’s thrilling, exciting, inspiring!
No wonder hundreds of thousands of
people have taken up music this easy
way. No wonder enthusiastic letters
like those reproduced here pour in
from all over the world.

Sound interesting ? Well, just name
the instrument you’d like to play and
we'll prove you CAN! If interested,
mail the coupon or write.

“Thar's Gold In Them Thar Hillbilly Songs.”
Craze for mountain music, “swing’’ and other
popular forms has brought fame and fortune to
many who started playing for the fun of it.
Thousands have discovered unexpected pleasure
and profit® in music, thanks to the unique
method that makes it amazingly easy to learn.

Send for FREE Booklet and
Print and Picture Sample

See for yourself how this wonderful
self-instruction method works. Sit
dawn, in the privacy of your own
home, with the interesting illustra-

Learned Quickly at Home. I didn’t 'z
u. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC dream ‘I could actually learn to play ;%dﬁbog??'t'NoE:?:{esgmum g‘“ﬁsf_"

without a teacher. Now when I play  decide for yourself whether you want

29410 Brunswick Bldg., for people they hudLyl believe lthm I  to play gm{, easy Way. (xnigmmm.
- Jearned to play so well in so- short a supplied at discount when wanted,

New York City time. *H. C. S., Calif. cash or credit.)
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Air Pistols

Alligators

Archery Sets

Banks & Vaults
Barometers

Bicycle Ornaments
Bilifolds & Coin Purses
Boats

Books for Lovers
Bocks on Ventriloquism
Condid Cameras
Chamcleons

Chemistry & Scientific Sets

Cigarctte Cases

Coin Checks

Cowhboy Novelties
Curious Seeds
Disguises

Efectrical Applionces
Elennc'eaubali Game
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Electric Tie Presser
Electric Trains
Electro-Platers
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Hobbies
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- of ALL the
Identification Bureaus
of America!

Send for complete list of our 600 Bureaus where our
graduates have been placed in godd positions as

FINGERPRINT EXPERTS

Then write the nearest Bureau and learn what our

graduates think of us!

‘We have space here to list only a FEW of these more than
B00 institutions, so be sure o send for the complete list!
; State of Idaho Trenton, N. J
State of Colorado Detroit, Mich.
State of Towa El Paso, Tex
tate of Utah Schenee RN
State of Ohio Scranion, Pa.
1, Lincoln, Neb
New York, N. Y. Mobile, Ala.
ittsburgh, Pa. ttle Rock, Ark.
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Mexico City, Havana, Cuba
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St. Louis, Mo. Rochester, N. Y.
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State of Washington
State of Massachusetts Erie Pa. Fort Wor
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Spokane, Wash.
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Oklahoma City, Okla, Shreveport, La.

Want a Regular Monthly Salary?

Be a Secret Service and lIdentification Expert!

Enjoy the thrill of geiting your man—with no personal danger—
PLUS a regular mlmthl{ paid salary and the opportunity to share
in Rewards, Tearn at home, in spare time, and at low cost, the
unique secrets of this young, fascinating and fast growing profession.
You have exactly the same opportunity that was offered the hun-
dreds of our graduates_who now hold splendid positions in more
than 600 institutions. Each of these bureaus has anywhere from
ONE to FIFTEEN of our graduates on regular salaries—and mew
openings develop from time to time.

Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN

in This Young, Fast Growing Profession

Of the thousands of towns in America, three-fourths are still
without identification buresus. Many more are bound to come! That
spells OPPORTUNITY. But you must be READY! It's easy to
master this profession that combines thrills with personal safety, AND
the security of = steady income. We show you HOW—just as we have
already shown the hundreds who now hold good pay positions.

FREE' The Confidential Reports Operator
= No. 38 Made to His Chief
Just rush coupon! Follow this Operator’s exciting hunt for a
murderous gang. Also, get free, ‘The Blue Book of Crime,’” show-
ing the wonderful opportunities in the field of Finger Prints and
Crime Detection. Take your first step TODAY toward a steady
i and Mail Now! 5
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together with your low prices and Easy Terms offer. (Literature
will be sent ONLY to persons stating their age.) i
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A Complete Book-Length’
Novel of the Star Rovers

By
EDMOND
HAMILTON

Author of “Calling Captain Future,”
“Captain Future’s Challenge,” etc.

@
Racing to the Ringed Planet
in Answer to Earth's Clarion
Call, the Wizard of Science
Secks a Forbidden Elixir of
Life—~and Finds the City of

Etermal Youth! Illustrated by H. W. WESSOQ
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led the winged men down
through the mist toward the City of Eternal
Youth (Chapter XVI)

Captain Future

15

CHAPTER 1
Elixir of Ewvil

HE softly lighted room was a
strange one. It had gray metal
walls, and double air-lock doors
that allowed no outside air to enter.
Through the hermetically sealed win-
dows could be seen a dark, vaguely
grotesque forest. Across the black,
star-studded sky cut the  colossal,
gleaming scimitar of the great Rings
that only one planet possesses.

An observer would have found the
room queer, indeed. But he would
not have dreamed that it was the se-
cret heart of a poisonous traffic that
reached out like an octopus to all the
nine worlds of the Solar System.

One of the two men in the room sat
at a chromaloy desk. His whole form
and face were effectively concealed by
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a brilliant blue light or force that em-
anated from a humming little cubical
mechanism at his belt. His voice came
- harshly frem the glowmg cloud that
- shrouded him.

“Are those the sub—leaders now?” he
asked sharply.

“Yes, their ships are landing now,”
answered the other man, peering from
a window. “They’re exactly on time.”

The second man was a Mercurian,
one of the tawny-skinned, catlike race

-native to the inmost planet. With fe-
‘line lightness he turned, his yellow
eyes flashing.

“Here they come, Life-lord,” he said
eagerly.

Clad in the concealing blue “aura,”
the man he called the Life-lord made
no answer. He sat waiting in brood-

_ing silence. :

HE air-lock doors of the room

swung open. A dozen men trooped
in. They also wore the shining blue
Yauras.”

The “aura” was a scientific device

well known throughout the System.
- A cloud of radiated sporicidal force,
it enabled men to pass unharmed
through reglons that were thick with
deadly microscropic life.

They snapped off their auras as they
entered. Without the concealing
cloud of light they stood revealed as
white-skinned Venusians, bald, big-
chested red Martians, one hairy Plu-
tonian, a lanky blue Saturnian.

The tall Saturnian strode to the
desk and inverted a small synthesilk
bag in front of the Life-lord. Out
spilled platinum coins, brilliant gems,
white System Government bank-notes.
~ “Four hundred vials of the Life-
water sold on Venus this time,” he
told the Life-lord. “Here’s the take.
We can use six hundred vials, next
trip.”

“Count it, at once,” the Life-lord
ordered harshly to the Mercurian hov-
ering nearby.

“Three hundred and twenty vials
sold on Mars this time,” another of the
‘newcomers reported, laying down
more money and rare planetary jew-
els. “And we can use more Lifewater
next time, too.”

One by one, the men reported to
the Life-lord their share in the illicit

traffic on Mars, Earth, Venus, and’all
the other worlds. The pile of money,
rare gems and little ingqts of super-
valuable metals grew higher.

The evil gains of the poisonous

jLifewater traffic flowed from all nine

worlds into this secret room! The
catlike Mercurian counted and noted
down the sums brought by each man.
Then one-third of the sum brought by
each of the sub-leaders was pa1d back
to him.

“There are your commissions,”
spoke the Life-lord’s harsh voice
through his concealing aura. “Give
them their new consignments of the
Lifewater, Ybor.”

The Mercurian obeyed. From a
connecting room he brought dozens
of square, racklike metal cases. Each
case held scores of little glassite vials
of opalescent, self-luminous fluid that
scintillated like curdled light—the po-
tent, mysterious Lifewater!

The sub-leaders made ready to carry
the cases out to their waiting space
ships. But one Venusian looked slyly
at his chief.

“You still won’t tell us where you
get the Lifewater?” he asked hope-
fully.

The concealed figure of their chief
stiffened.  His voice grated with men-
ace through his disguising aura.

“Try to find that out, and you’ll find
out what it’s like to die. The secret of
the Lifewater’s source is my secret.
While I hold that secret, I'm master
of this traffic.”

The sub-leaders were cowed by the
infinite menace of those accents.
Hastily they snapped on their auras
and started hauling the cases of Life-
water through the air-lock doors.

From outside came the roar of
rocket-tubes as their space ships took
off on the return voyage to the other

' worlds.

Still shrouded in his aura, the Life-
lord rose and looked from the win-
dow. Across the star-studded sky in
all directions stretched the shining
rocket-trails of the departing ships.

“Master of the Lifewater traffic,”
repeated the shrouded figure in a
brooding whisper. “No man before
me has ever had the money and power
that are mine!”

The shining, diverging trails in the
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sky were like shining tentacles reach-
ing out toward all the System’s
worlds. That thought made him
chuckle triumphantly.

TENTACLE of the insidious
Lifewater traffic reached toward
one of the smaller moons of Jupiter.

It was night on the little satellite, a
tiny globe only a few hundred miles
in diameter. In the heavens bulked
the vast, cloud-belted sphere of Jupi-
ter, the red spot of the Fire Sea burn-
ing like a sullen ruby on its breast.
The great planet cast down a vivid
white light.

Amid a grove of towering ferns, a
palatial mansion of white moonstone
rose proudly. Around it lay pleasure
gardens, swimming pools, game
courts. It was the home of Avul
Kuun, the aged Jovian radium mag-
nate who was sole owner of this moon.

Avul Kuun sat anxiously in his
study, ‘a small room paneled with
flamewood. The Jovian magnate was
green-skinned, bulbous-headed, squat
of figure, and with the queer digitless
hands and feet that were characteris-

tic of his race. But his face was shriv-
eled and wrinkled with age. His
round dark eyes were filmy. His
stooping form was warmly wrapped
in a mantle of heavy violet synthe-
wool.

Kuun had dismissed his servants.
Now he sat taut with suspense, fever-
ishly watching a window that opened
onto the gardens.

He heard the soft, muffied roar of a
small space ship landing somewhere
out in the night. After a few mo-
ments, a yellow Uranian appeared in
the window. His beady eyes glanced
quickly around the room.

“You’re absolutely alone?” he asked
the old Jovian magnate.

“I dismissed all the servants, as your
message stated,” replied Avul Kuun

hastily.
The little Uranian entered.
“Can’t take any chances,” he

snapped. “The Planet Police are try-
ing harder than ever to break up the
Lifewater trade. Not that they’re suc-
ceeding. But it might make things
tough for our customers.”

“You’ve brought it?” old Avul Kuun
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- asked eagerly.

The Uraman nodded. He drew out
a small glassite vial filled with milky,
luminous fluid.

“The Lifewater!” cried Avul Kuun.

His filmy eyes were avid as he
reached a trembling, shriveled green

hand for the vial. -
~~ “First the money,” reminded the

little Uranian. “Two hundred thou-
sand System dollars.”

Avul Kuun paused.
extortionate price!”

The yellow man shrugged.

“The head of our syndicate charges
people for the Lifewater according to
their ability to pay.”

“Charges all they can pay, you

~mean,” retorted Kuun. “But I've got
to have it. I want to be young again,
to enjoy my wealth.”

He handed over a flat packet of Sys-
tem banknotes. The Uranian counted

_it, then handed him the vial.

“Drink it now,” he directed.

With trembling hand, Avul Kuun
uncorked the vial and raised it to his
lips. The shining Lifewater trickled
down his throat.

- The old Jovian stood gasping and
shuddering, as though his entire body

- were being agonized by terrific forces.

He staggered, coughed, clung dizzily

- to a chair for support.

Slowly, as the minutes went by,
Avul Kuun’s withered body straight-
ened. His wrinkled green face rap-
idly became smooth. His age-filmed
eyes cleared. The years seemed to be
__dropping from him, minute by minute.

The Lifewater was making the old
Jovian young!

He stumbled to a mirror, stared un-
believingly at the reflection of his
straight, clear-eyed, vigorous new
self. :

“1 look young—and I feel young,”
he whispered. Then his voice turned
loud and resonant with joy. “I am
young again! Now I can enjoy the
riches I've piled up. Now I've years
of happiness ahead.”

W ith an enigmatic, sardonic amuse-
ment in his beady eyes, the Uranian

- vender of the Lifewater watched him.

“But that’s an

NOTHER tentacle of the Life-
lord’s illicit trade reached to the
great city Venusopolis by Venus’

Eastern Sea.

Than Harthal sat looking sickly
inte his mirror. He still had much of
the handsomeness that had skyrock-
eted him to popularity throughout the
System. But wrinkles had appeared
in his white face around his eyes. His
dark hair was graying.

“Through,” he muttered bitterly to
himself. “I'm through as a telepicture
star. Too old for romantic leads.
iSlipping—"

He rose and went to the window.
With unseeing eyes he stared at the
lovely vista of Venusopolis.

Under the perpetually cloudy sky
ran the streets of white cement.
Graceful buildings and dark green
gardens swept away to the Eastern
Sea, whose green surface was dotted
by floating villas.

Rocket-fliers, cars, and crowds of
pedestrians swarmed gayly in the
streets and parks. The soft, damp
west wind from the Swamplands was
like a breath whispering from the
mystery-laden unknown.

“Through for good,” Than Harthal
said in defeat. “Just because I'm get-
ting old—"

“You don’t need to get old ? said a
rasping voice behind him. “You can
be young again, at once!”

The telepicture star turned star-
tledly. The bald, red-skinned Martian
who had entered the room met his
gaze coolly.

“Young again, at once?” Than Har-
thal repeated. “Who are you? What
do you mean?”

“I mean that the Lifewater will take
fifteen years off your age in only a
few minutes,” the Martian answered
calmly. “Everybody knows you're
slipping as a telepicture star. That’s
why. I came to offer you the Water.”

“The Lifewater?” the Venusian star
exclaimed. “But it’s illegal to sell or
buy it.. It’s prohibited by the Planet
Police !’

The Martian laughed. “Our syndi-
cate doesn’t pay much attention to
them. You can have the Lifewater for
twenty thousand.”

“Twenty thousand? But it’s every-
thing I have!”’

“I know,” the other replied. “But
once youre young, you’ll be able to
make a big salary again.” The Mar-
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tian drew from his pocket a vial of
shining, scintillating white liquid.
“It’s yours—feor that price.”

Than Harthal gazed with dilated
eyes at the vial of Lifewater. He saw
in it renewed youth, popularity, adu-
lation, riches. ., .

“But they say it’s dangerous, habit-
forming, to drink the Lifewater.”

“That’s the kind of propaganda the
Planet Police hands out,” scoffed the
Martian vender. “Still, if you don’t
want to buy—"

“Wait, I’ll buy it!” cried Than Har-

hair at his temples already darkening.-
“It worked!” Than Harthal said
huskily. Tears of happiness misted
his eyes. “I’ll be a star again!”
The Martian, with a hooded smile,
took his leave.

TILL another tentacle of the evil
Lifewater traffic reached to a city

in the Twilight Zone of Mercury.
Perpetual, unending dusk lay over
the narrow, livable region between the
terrific glare of the Hot Side and the
black, mysterious desolation of the

Otho—synthetic android, the fastest being in the Universe

thal suddenly. “I have the money
here in an invisiblg safe.”

At a combination of secret words,
a section of the wall rolled back. He
removed a box of money, gave it to
the Martian. He took the vial, and
with desperate resolution, drank down
the shining liquid.

When the minutes of wrenching,
fiery pain had passed, he looked hope-
fully into the mirror. A cry of joy
broke from him. The fine wrinkles
around his eyes had disappeared. His
face was smoother, the gray-streaked

Dark Side. Here lived and reveled
and quarreled the motley miners who
had been drawn from many worlds.
Few in the dark metal street noticed
a slender Mercurian woman, swathed
in a dark cloak of fine synthesilk. She
stopped at a door that bore a simple
number, before she hesitantly entered.
She found herself in a lightless hall.
A strangled cry of fear escaped her.
A ray of bright light had flashed out
at her. It showed her as a lithe figure
of tawny, feline beauty. Her fine yel-.
low hair was piled above a face whose
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slit-pupiled golden eyes were wide
with apprehension. She was still
beautiful, but soon that lingering
beauty would follow her vanished
youth.

The ray upon her snapped out. A
door opened, and she stepped hesi-
tantly into a lighted room. At a table
sat a gray, peaked-headed Neptunian
whose spectacled eyes surveyed her
with impassive calm.

“You —you sell
here?” she asked.

“Yes, for a price,” the Neptunian
answered flatly. “For you, that price
will be twelve thousand System dol-
lars.”

The woman stiffened. “But I haven’t
that much!”

The Neptunian’s spectacled eyes
flickered to her jewels. She wore a
Martian fire-ruby bracelet and a neck-
lace of black Venus pearls.

“Those jewels will make up the
sum,” he told her.

“But my husband gave me them,”
she cried in distress. “I can’t—" She
stopped, a desperate look on her face.
“But I've got to have the Lifewater.
I must be young again, as beautiful as
I was. I’'m growing old, losing my
husband to another woman.”

With decision born of desperation,
she took off the jewels and handed
them over.

“Give me the Lifewater!”

The Neptunian handed her a vial of
milky, shining liquid and watched her
as she drank it. He watched her slen-
der figure being racked by fiery forces,
as youth and bloom came slowly back
into her faded face. Eagerly she
rushed to survey her renewed beauty
in a glass.

Then, without a word, she left has-
tily. Chucking dryly, the Neptunian
looked after her.

“She’ll be back,” he told himself in
amusement. “Now that she’s drunk
the Lifewater, she’ll have to come
back.”

the Lifewater

ET another tentacle of the Life-
lord’s secret syndicate reached to
Earth. It actually penetrated the
towering building in New York which
housed the headquarters of the Solar
System Government.
James Carthew, President of the

System Government, raised his gray-
ing head. Two men were entering his
office high in the tower.

One was a burly Earthman in dark
uniform—Halk Anders, commander of
the Planet Police. The other Earth-
man was youthful looking, pale of
face, with terror in his eyes.

“Here’s our man, sir,” reported An-
ders to the President. “The employee
of the Government treasury who’s
been embezzling big sums. He’s a
clerk, name of Wilson Webber. We
suspected him months ago and set a
trap for him. Today he fell into it.”

The President looked questioningly
at Webber.

“Is this true?”

The youthful looking embezzler an-
swered hoarsely.

“Yes, I stole the money. But I had
to do it!”

“He’s been buying Lifewater with
the embezzled money, sir,” reported
Halk Anders, his square face grim.

“Lifewater?” Carthew turned pity-
ingly to the trapped thief. “Why did
you do it?”

W ebber wrung his hands.

“I was crazy to do it, sir. But I was
getting old, and there was a girl I
loved and wanted to win. I heard of
the Lifewater, the wonderful elixir
that could make me young. So I stole
treasury funds and bought the elixir
from a secret vender. It did make me
young. I told everyone I'd had a new
rejuvenation treatment.”

His voice choked with emotion.

“Then, a few days ago the Lifewater
vender came back. He told me that
the Lifewater’s effects were only tem-
porary. Unless I had another vial of
it soon, I'd age and die suddenly! So
I tried to steal more money to buy it.
But they caught me. And now I'll
die—” He broke off into convulsive
sobs. :

“It’s the same damned story every
time, sir!” exploded Halk Anders to
the President. “That cursed syndi-

. cate sells people the Lifewater with-

out telling them they’ll have to keep
drinking it or die. That way, they
make people slaves to the stuff.”
Carthew’s fine face turned haggard
with worry.
“Then our broadcast warning to the
System did no good? Do they still

4
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refuse to believe that the Lifewater is
infinitely deadly?”

“Neo, it hasn’t done any good,” An-
ders answered bluntly. “The crim-
inals who sell the stuff tell people that
our warning was false. They say it’s
mere propaganda to break up the illic-
it trade. Some people are so crazy to
get their youth back, they’re only too
ready to believe that.”

Carthew’s hand clenched and banged
the desk.

“Anders, can’t your organization
smash the syndicate that’s behind this
abominable traffic?”

HE commander shrugged help-
lessly.
“God knows we’ve tried, sir. We've

raided hundreds of the syndicate’s

outlets, but the Lifewater venders al-
most always get away. The few we’ve
captured won’t say a word.”

“But I told you to put the best se-
cret agents of the Planet Police on the
search for the source of the stuff.”

“I did,” Halk Anders replied des-
perately. “Two of them are here now.
They’ll tell you themselves what we’re
up against.”

The commander opened the door
and called out. A grizzled, white-
haired man and a slender girl entered.

The man was Ezra Gurney, famous
veteran Planet Police marshal of the
interplanetary frontiers. The dark-
haired, dark-eyed girl was Joan Ran-
dall, ace secret agent of the 1nte111-
gence organization.

“Ezra and Joan can tell you how
much they’ve found out about the syn-
dicate, sir,” - Halk Anders declared
grimly.

Old Ezra Gurney shook his head,
his faded blue eyes discouraged.

“Ain’t found out anything that’d
help, sir,” he drawled. “I’ve been
combin’ the inner planets, tryin’ to
discover where the Lifewater’s comin’
from. I thought a check of space
trafic would work, only it doesn’t.
It’s certain the stuff’s all comin’ from
one single world. But what world is
1t2”

Joan Randall’s ‘brown eyes were
clouded as she also addressed the man
who governed the nine worlds.

“I've been to Mars, Venus and Mer-

cury without learning any more,” she

admitted. “I only found out that the
Lifewater traffic is expanding by leaps
and bounds. Thousands of aging peo-
ple on every world are eagerly paying
extortionate sums for the elixir. I
think the whole traffic is directed by
some ruthless criminal who means to
expand it to the limit. Frankly, Im
getting afraid. Every day, more thou-
sands of youth-hungry people are
drinking the Lifewater, becoming en-
slaved to it. And if the syndicate isn’t
broken up, if the diabolic traffic keeps
on—"

She was interrupted by a shrill, ter-
rible scream. It came from the con-
victed embezzler, Wilson Webber.

They stared at him in horror. He
suddenly began aging at an appalling
rate. His youthful looking face rap-
idly grew parched and wrinkled. His
hair whitened. e

“The Lifewater’s effect—expiring!”
Webber gasped, his thin hand hor-
ribly clutchmg at the air. “I—dy-
ing—" :

He slumped to the floor and lay
there. An old, wrinkled man now,
feebly stirring, his filmy eyes were
swiftly glazing.

“Get a physician, quickly!” cried
Carthew. ’

Halk Anders shook his head som-
berly.

“There’s no help for him, sir. Noth-
ing can help a Lifewater addict who's
been deprived of the elixir.”

In a few moments, Webber lay still,
a shrunken dead figure. There was
utter, shocked silence as the comman-
der pulled down a rich drape to cover
the ghastly body.

“An’ that,” came Ezra Gurney’s
grim drawl, “is what happens to a man
who drinks the Lifewater once and -
then stops drinkin’ it. Only a few have
died like this, so far. But all the thou-
sands drinkin’ the stuff will have to
obey the master of the syndlcate or
die the same way.” '

James Carthew’s hands trembled as
he realized the horrible possibilities
disclosed. ~The Lifewater traffic
played with evil cunning on the wist-
ful desire of aging men and women to
renew their youth. Those deceived
people must inevitably become the ab-
ject slaves of the syndicate that alone
could supply the insidious elixir.
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And behind the hidden, far-flung
syndicate was one “directing mind.
That evilly ambitious individual
~ might enslave tens of millions to the
mysterious youth-elixir. Then he
could use his control of the Lifewater
to command his millions of slaves.

The black potentialities of it made
Carthew’s mind recoil. Moreover, the
menace was growing day by day, min-
ute by minute. The Planet Police

could not penetrate and destroy the.

heart of the spreading cancer. There
was no one else to turn to—but wait!
Carthew’s desperate thoughts swung
suddenly to one whom he could al-
ways turn to in time of dark danger.
“This poisonous Lifewater traffic
must be smashed before more people
become slaves to it,” the President de-
clared, rising determinedly to his feet.
“We’re going to call Captain Future!”

— SRsatiad

CHAPTER II

Coming of the Futuremen

ward in flaring
glory, a great comet

Solar System. Its
vast, glowing coma,
brilliant nucleus,
and million-mile
tail were an awe-
some spectacle as
the celestial wan-
derer raced to com-
plete its parabolic orbit around the
Sun. Space ships cautiously detoured
far around the glowing monster.

But one space ship, a small, stream-
lined craft shaped oddly like an
elongated teardrop, clung audaciously
to the very edge of the coma. Its
rocket-tubes steadily blasting fire, the
little ship boldly accompanied the
great comet on its dizzy rush toward
the Sun. -

The teardrop craft was itself named
the Comet. It was the ship of the Fu-
turemen, most famous of all inter-
planetary adventurers.

Inside its main laboratory cabin,
Captain Future, leader of the strange
guartet, was studying the great comet.

8 PLUNGING sun-

sped through the

“A little closer to the coma, Otho,”
he called, without raising his head
from the compact spectroscope he was
using.

A hissing voice answered from the
control room in the prow of the rac-
ing ship.

“Closer it is! But we’re nearly in-
side the cursed coma right now,
Cmet ™

Curtis Newton, the young man
known to the whole Solar System as
Captain Future, made no answer. He
was intently maneuvering the spectro-
scope that was trained on the comet
through a port.

“There is a solid nucleus inside that
coma, Simon,” he exclaimed finally,
raising his head in excitement. “We're
going inside!”

Curt Newton’s figure was bathed in
the coma’s glare of now harmless white
radiance that came through the filter-
ing parts.

He was lean and rangy, six feet four
in height, with the wide shoulders and
narrow hips of a fighting man. Under
his torchlike mop of red hair was a
space-bronzed face. Its handsome fea-
tures and keen gray eyes bore the
stamp of brilliant intelligence, a
powerful will, and a gay, rollicking
humor. ?

Curt wore a zipper-suit of dark syn-
the silk with a flat gray tungstite belt.
From a holster of black Plutonian
leather protruded the well-worn butt
of a stubby proton pistol. In his left
hand he wore a ring whose nine

“planet jewels” revolved slowly around

a central “Sun” jewel. That was the
unique identifying insignia of Cap-
tain Future.

“What about it, Simon?” Curt eager-
ly asked the Futureman beside him.
“Think we can get inside that coma
without cracking up?”

Simon Wright, the Futureman he
had addressed, answered in a raspmg,
metallic voice.

“It’ll be dangerous, lad. But we can
try it

Simon Wright was known all over
the System as the Brain. For that was
precisely what he was—a human brain
living in a transparent serum case
equipped with solutions, pumps and
purifiers. In the front of his square
case were his glass lens eyes, mounted
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on flexible stalks, and the resonator
with which he spoke. At the sides 2
were his microphene ears.

Qnce He had beén a fameus Earth
scientist. His brain had been removed
from his dying body. Now it lived and
thought in that square case, yet only
Captain Future was a greater sc1entlst
than the Brain.

“We may be able to slip through an
opening in the coma,” he rasped to
Curt. “But if the coma touches our
ship, it means sure death.”

“Okay, we’ll try it,” Curt Newton
declared. “Once we’re inside, we can

land on that solid nucleus and explore.
P11 tell Otho.”

HE ybung, red-haired scientific
wizard shouldered forward from
the main laboratory cabin to the con-

The Brain was exerting all the force of his
movable eyes, pressing back against the trigger
(Chapter VI)
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trol room in the bow. Otho, the an-
droid, manipulated the control throt-
tles. Grag, the robot, was playing with
a small gray animal perched on his
metal shoulder. =

“T’11 take the throttles, Otho,” Curt
announced. “We’re going to try to slip
inside the coma.”

“Devils of space!” swore Otho.
“That coma’s heavily charged. If it
touches us, we’ll be blasted into elec-
-trons!”

Otho was an android, a synthetic
man, who had been constructed arti-
ficially in a laboratory years before.
His body was made of rubbery white
synthetic flesh, yet completely man-
like. His head and face were hairless
but definitely human, and his slitlike
green eyes sparkled with a reckless
light. Craziest of all daredevils, swift-
est and most agile of all men alive, was
Otho.

“Last time we went meddling too
close to a comet, we almost got
scragged by those electric things in-
side it,” he reminded Curt.

Grag, the robot, spoke in his boom-
ing voice.

“If Otho is afraid, we can leave him
here, Master.”

“Afraid?” Otho sputtered furiously
at the robot. “Why, you perambulat-
ing junk-pile—"

Grag sprang erect at that remark.
The robot was huge—a manlike metal
figure seven feet high, with mighty
arms and legs, and a bulbous metal
head. His metal face was made espe-
cially strange by his luminous photo-
electric eyes and mechanical speech
apparatus.

Grag the robot was the strongest be-
ing in the whole System, but he was
also intelligent. He keenly resented
Otho’s scoffing reference to the fact
that he was made of metal. That was
the one thing Grag couldn’t stand be-
ing chaffed about.

“T’'ll stretch your rubber neck out
ten feet and tie a knot in it,” he
boomed angrily at Otho. “T'll—"

“Cut it, you two!” commanded Cap-
tain Future. “Isn’t it dangerous
enough hanging onto that comet, with-
out you two feuding again? I'm
damned if I know why I'm crazy
enough to go careering through the
System with a space-nutty outfit like

CAPTAIN FUTURE

this bunch.”

Curt’s voice was stern, but there was
a glimmering humor in his gray gaze
as he severely eyed the robot and the
android.

The little gray animal on Grag’s
shoulder was glaring at Otho with
bright, hostile eyes. Eek, the little
moon-pup from Earth’s satellite, was a
siliceous, mineral-eating, non-breath-
ing creature which Grag had adopted
as a pet. Eek could sense thoughts
telepathically. Now it echoed its
master’s anger with Otho. :

Captain Future had taken the throt-
tles. He depressed one, steering the
little ship closer to the flaring comet.

“Hang on, you two,” he commanded
over his shoulder, as the rockets
blasted louder. “We’re heading for
that coma.” : =

The comet was an appalling specta-
cle as the ship of the Futuremen drew
nearer to it, with rockets throbbing
steadily. The whole firmament before
them seemed a sheet of glowing elec-
trical flame.

Even through their ship’s super-
insulated walls, the radiant electric
force penetrated. Curt’s red hair sud-
denly bristled. A wviolet brush of
sparks sprayed from the walls, and
particularly from Grag’s metal body.

“Look at the electrical potential
Grag’s working up!” exclaimed Otho,
shouting with laughter. “We’ll be able
to stand him up in a corner and use him
for an electrostatic battery.”

“TI don’t like this, Master,” com-

plained the robot. “And Eek is scared.”
He patted the cowering little moon-
pup. :
“Eek is always scared, the little
sissy,” retorted Otho. Then he peered
ahead in alarm. “Split my atoms—
look at that display!” :

BOILING sea of electric force

glared in front of them. The vio-
let electric brush and snapping sparks
in the control room were becoming
nerve-racking. They were feeling the
fierce breath of the comet’s awful
power. :

Yet Captain Future still drove the
little ship toward the awesome coma.
Looking for an opening in the great
shell of force, his searching gray eyes
refused to be daunted by the glare.
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Simon Wright, the Living Brain

There was a queer smile on Curt’s
tanned face. It was in moments of
peril like this, in audacious defiance of
the blind forces of the Universe, that
Captain Future felt most alive.

“I think I see an opening,” he said
quietly. “Hold tight, boys. TI’ll have
to shoot her through at full speed.”

“Curtis, wait!” came a rasping cry
from the Brain, back in the laboratory
cabin. “Come here and look at Earth!”

Curt turned the ship off. Locking
the controls, he turned with the other
two Futuremen into the laboratory
cabin. The Brain moved his lens eye
from the incredibly powerful telescope
so Captain Future could look through
it

Earth was like a little gray ball in
the heavens, companied by the smaller,
whiter Moon. But even at this dis-
tance the telescope brought into bright
clarity the brilliant point of light blaz-
ing on Earth’s northern pole.

“It’s the signal!” boomed Grag in
his deep voice. “The President is call-
ing you, Master.”

“Hang it all,” said Curt in disap-
pointment. “Just when we were about
to get inside this comet. Now we have
to give it up.”

Simon looked meaningly at Captain

Future with his inscrutable lens eyes.

“It must be important, lad,” rasped
the Brain. “The President never sum-
mons us by that signal, unless he has a
good reason.”

Curt nodded, frowning. “I know.
We’ve got to blast for Earth and find
out what’s up. But why in the name of
a thousand Sun imps did this have to
come up just now?”’

Carrying Simon, he led them back
to the control room.

He swept the little teardrop ship
around, by a vicious jab on the throt-
tles. Then, opening all rocket-tubes to
the limit, he sent the swift craft hur-
tling at dizzily accelerating speed to-
ward Earth.

Otho was more excited than any of
the others.

“Trouble’s afoot in the System. I
smell action ahead. Let’s hope it’s
something serious.” ,

“You space-struck idiot,” growled
Curt Newton. “I can toss you back
into that comet if you want action so
badly.”

Grag grunted agreement.

“Otho is always craving trouble. But
when it comes, we have to pull him out
of=it.”

“When did you ever pull me out of
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any jam?” Otho retorted disdainfully.

“How about that time on Pluto?”
Grag demanded.

Curt Newton stopped listening to
their bickering. His face sobered as.
he and the Brain stared at the gray
planet toward which they were rush-
ing.

“Wish I knew what’s wrong,” Curt
“Things seemed quiet
enough since we cleaned up that mess
out at Neptune.”

The little teardrop ship, the Comet,
blasted on at top speed toward the
Earth and its summoning signal. Cap-
tain Future thought somberly of the
many times he had answered that call.
Each time, he and the Futuremen had
found themselves called on to battle
deadly perils. Was it to be the same
this time?

“We can’t always win,” he thought
grimly, “We’ve been lucky, but the
law of averages eventually has to turn
against us.’

IS mind was going back over

the amazing career that had been

his in the past few years. For his was

the blazing career of Captain Future!

Years ago, at Curt Newton’s birth,

that career had been made inevitable

by an amazing synthesis of events.

Everything seemed to have combined

to produce the greatest adventurer in
all interplanetary history.

Curt’s father had been Roger New-
ton, the brilliant young Earth scien-
tist. But Roger Newton had been too
brilliant for his own safety. He con-
stantly had made discoveries that un-
scrupulous men coveted. To escape
them, Newton and his young wife had
fled for refuge to the barren, airless
Moon. They had taken with them the
living brain that had once been Simon
Wright.

Roger Newton and the Brain
dreamed of creating intelligent liv-
ing beings. In the laboratory home
they built beneath Tycho crater on
the Moon, the two scientists labored
toward that goal. They succeeded.
They first created Grag, the intel-
ligent metal robot, and then Otho, the
synthetic man. At almost the same
time, Curt himself was born.

Curt was still an infant when his
parents were murdered by the un-

FUTURE

scrupulous plotters who had followed
them to the Moon, The Brain, Grag
and Otho swiftly avenged the mur-
ders. And as she lay dying, Curt’s
mother had left the helpless infant in
their care.

The unhuman three reared Curt to
manhood on the lonely Moon. It was
the strangest boyhood and youth any
man ever had. Besides, they gave him
the most exhaustive education con-
ceivable. He learned scientific secrets
from the Brain until he surpassed his
teacher in scientific wizardry. He was
taught swiftness and skill and cunning
by Otho the android. His strength and
powers of endurance were carefully
fostered by the giant Grag.

Thus Curt Newton reached man-
hood. He was a man such as the
System had never seen before. His
strength, speed and endurance were
unmatched by those of any other
human being. He knew a dozen sci-
ences more thoroughly than any spe-.
cialist. He had roamed the spaceways
of the System since boyhood, daring
all the perils of the far worlds with
his three unhuman tutors. In the
hardest manner possible, he learned
the languages and dangers of the re-
motest worlds, asteroids and moons.

Curt Newton saw then the work that
could make best use of his amazing
abilities. The System peoples needed
a defender against evilly ambitious
men who were making use of the ex-
panding powers of science to further
their own unscrupulous purposes. A
champion was needed who could more
than match such scientific criminals.
Curt Newton, remembering how his
parents had died, had resoived to be-
come that champion.

So was born—Captain Future!

When Curt had first flown to Earth
from his lonely lunar home and offered
his services to the President, he had
called himself by that name. The name
was now famous from Mercury to
Pluto. Time after time, Captain Fu-
ture and the Futuremen had come
from their home on the Moon in
answer to the President’s call, to do
battle with criminal men who wrongly
used their scientific powers. And time
after time, Curt and his comrades had,
by sheer scientific wizardry and dar-
ing, beaten down such evil plotters.
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“We can’t always win,” Curt thought
again as he stared at Earth. Then he
grinned. “But it’s a great game while
it lasts.”

EVERAL hours later, the Comet
screamed down through the dark-
ness toward the blazing lights of New
York, on the night side of Earth. Curt
had not stopped at their Moon home.
The emergency must certainly be vital.
He headed the little ship toward the
looming spire of Government Tower
and landed it neatly on the truncated
summit. Only two ships were allowed
to land there—that of the President,
and the Comet belonging to Captain
Future.

“Come along,” Curt said quickly.
“Bring Simon, Grag.”

They hurried down the private stair
that led to the President’s office. The
people in that office sent in an alarm.
Curt instantly recognized the Presi-
dent, Halk Anders, Ezra Gurney, and
Joan Randall.

Those four people, in turn, uttered
relieved exclamations. They beheld
the strange quartet—the tall, red-
haired, young wizard of science, the
metal robot, carrying the Brain, the
lithe android.

“Saw your signal, sir,” Curt said
quickly to the President. “Hello, Joan,
Ezra.” :

“You're a darned welcome sight,
Cap’n Future,” declared Ezra Gurney.
“We’re in the devil of a mess, I sure
don’t mind tellin’ you.”

Joan’s brown eyes were shining with
pleasure as she greeted the tall, rangy
planeteer she had helped in several of
his past cases.

“We've been helpless against the
horrible, mysterious trade that’s going
on, Captain Future,” she cried impul-
sively. “This Lifewater traffic—"

“Lifewater?” Curt’s brows met.
“What’s that?”

“It’s a dreadful poison that’s spread-
ing over the System, Captain Future,”
President Carthew answered haggard-
ly.
Carthew rapidly teld of the mysteri-
ous traffic that had begun months be-
fore. He explained the strange Life-
water which could make aging people
temporarily young again. But he told
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how it also made them addicts of the :

insidious elixir of rejuvenation.

Curt’s gray eyes narrowed as he and
the Futuremen listened. Joan and the
others were watching him with eager
hope.

“So the Planet Police can’t break
up the syndicate that’s selling the
deadly stuff,” Carthew finished. “They
can’t find the heart of this deadly web,
the source of the poison.”

“We’ve learned that the man at the
head of the syndicate is called the Life-
lord,” Joan put in. “But who is he?
On what world does he have his head-
quarters? Where does he get the Life-
water? We can’t find any of that out.”

Captain Future’s tanned face went
hard. He was feeling the cold, bitter
anger that always arose in him when
he crossed the trail of those who dared
to use scientific secrets for evil pur-
poses.

The Lifewater traffic was the most
abominable, vicious traffic he had ever
encountered. Playing upon the wist-

ful desire of aging people for youth
disgusted him. He was horrified by

the callous promise of rejuvenation,
which made them hopeless slaves of
the mysterious elixir.

He turned to the Brain.

“This Lifewater, Simon. Could it
tie up with the Fountain legend?”

“I was thinking of that,” rasped the
Brain. “It’s possible, lad, though the
Fountain has usually been considered
only a myth.”

“What are you referring to, Captain
Future?” the President asked bewil-
deredly. “What’s this Fountain you
mention?”

“Since the first days of space travel,

there have been legends all over the
System. Every race mentions a won-

derful Fountain of Life that’s sup-

posed to exist on some world. The
Fountain pours forth waters that pre-
sumably have the power of renewing
youth. Haven’t you ever heard that
story?” :

“Say, I've heard it, though I'd for-

gotten it!”’ Ezra Gurney declared sud--

denly. “When I was a boy and first
went to space, lots of people still be-
lieved the story. Crazy dreamers were
always going off to search for the
Fountain of Life.” :

A
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URT nodded. “That’s the story.
Some believed the Fountain of
Life was on Mars, others that it was
on Saturn, or Neptune, or Pluto. Near-
ly everyone now considers the tale a
myth. But suppose it isn’t a myth?
Suppose someone actually found the
Fountain of Life, and that it is the
source of this poisonous Lifewater?”
“It seems incredible that an old le-
gend like that could be true,” Joan
Randall said wonderingly. “Yet if it
lS——”

“Let’s have a look at Webber’s
body,” Captain Future interrupted.
“We should learn something from the
body of a man who suddenly aged and
died when the temporary effect of the
Lifewater expired.”

The President led him to the covered
corpse in the corner. Curt bent over
it

“Bring Simon here, Grag.”

The gray eyes of Captain Future and
the glass lens eyes of the Brain keenly
inspected the withered cadaver of Wil-
son Webber.

Otho and Grag had bent over the
pitiful corpse, too. The others in the
room maintained a silence that had a

quality of awe, as they watched the
four strange comrades working to-
gether in their quick, sure way.

“Looks like the Lifewater’s effect
was to step up the rate of his body’s
metabolism tremendously,” Curt mut-
tered. “As a human body ages, its
metabolic processes slow down, weak-
ening the body. I believe the Life-
water’s effect is to accelerate the meta-
bolic processes, both anabolism and
katabolism. That would cause tempo-
rary rejuvenation.”

“Aye, lad,” agreed the Brain. “And
when the Lifewater’s effect expired,
the anabolism, or building-up process
of tissue, returned to its former low

~ 1level. But the katabolism, the destruc-
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tive tearing-down process, remained
at the artificially accelerated level. So
the man’s tissues were burned out rap-
idly when the Lifewater effect was
not renewed.”

“How did the Lifewater step up the
metabolism like that?” Otho asked
keenly. “What chemical agent could
cause that?” :

“We’ll have to conduct research
with this corpse in the Comet’s labora-
tory to find that out,” Curt answered.
“We can do it on the way to where
we’re going now.”

“Where are we going, Master?”
Grag asked.

“Yes, where you plannin’ to head for,
after the Life-lord, Cap’n Future?” old
Ezra Gurney repeated.

Curt Newton spoke crisply. “You
were right when you called this a poi-
sonous traffic. It’s got to be smashed
swiftly and completely. That can be
done only by getting at the head of it,
We must find the Life-lord and his
secret source of the devilish elixir. The
fastest way to penetrate the Life-lord’s

~syndicate is from the inside—as a cus-

tomer. That’s the plan we’re going to
follow.

“We'll try it on Venus. It might
arouse suspicion if we worked it here
on Earth, where the Planet Police
headquarters are. We’ll go to Venus.
Otho will disguise himself as an aged
Venusian millionaire seeking rejuven-
ation. The chances are that the syndi-
cate will try to sell Otho the Life-

~water.” : :

“Then we’ll spring our little trap
on them, eh?” Otho said quickly. His
slitted eyes sparkled. “Once we get
our hands on some of those Lifewater
venders,r we can work back to their
headquarters.” , ,

“That’s the idea.” Curt looked som-
berly at the withered body. “The men
behind this hideous business will wish
they’d never started it, if I can get my
hands on them.” ‘

“Won’t you need us, Captain Fu-
ture?” Joan asked eagerly. “Don’t you
want us to ge to Venus, too?”

Curt shook his head. “I want you
and Ezra to go te Jupiter. Make a
great show of investigating there. The
Life-lord will hear of it and figure that
I'm somewhere around Jupiter. It'll
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throw him off guard.”

He turned to the Futuremen.

“We're starting now. There’s no
time to lose. Grag, take Simon. Otho,
bring that corpse.”

A few minutes later, the Comet
hurtled out from Earth. Swiftly it
headed toward Venus to set the trap
for the mysterious Life-lord’s emis-
saries.

= seccomes o

CHAPTER III
The Trap on Venus

THE STREET of

Scientists lies in
the northern sec-
tion of the great
Venusian city of
Venusopolis. The
white cement av-
enue is bordered by
soaring alabaster
buildings. All those
graceful arches,
slender spires and
gay, green tile roofs show the esthetic
leanings of the beauty-loving Ven-
usians. Here are the offices and lab-
oratories of many of the greatest scien-
tists of the cloudy planet.

It was late morning. The perpetu-
ally clouded sky was softly bright
when a polished rocket-car throbbed
softly amid the leisurely traffic along
the street. - The car came from the east-
ern section, where parks, boulevards
and magnificent estates fringed the
shore of the great Eastern Sea.

The car drew up before a tall build-
ing, and two Venusians emerged. One
was obviously a servant, a tall, stal-
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wart, dark-haired young man in a liv-
ery of white synthesilk. s

The servant solicitously assisted the
other man in clambering out. His
master was an old, white-haired, stoop-
ing Venusian, wrapped in a heavy
cloak. His wrinkled face and senile,
blinking eyes were peering around
myopically.

“Be careful, you fool!” the old man
shrilled angrily to the servant helping
him. “Are you trying to trip me up?
Want to murder me?”

“Yes, sir—I mean no, sir,” stam-
mered the tall servant. “This way, sir.
Doctor Zibo’s offices are in here.”

“I can see the sign for myself. I'm
not blind, you know. Help me up that
step. If you let me fall, I’ll break this
cane over your thick head.”

“Yes, sir,” the servant answered has-
tily. As he bent to help him into the
building, he whispered into the old
man’s ear. “I’ll pay you back for all
this browbeating later, Otho.”

Otho—for it was he who was dis-
guised as the aged Venusian—chuckled
under his breath at Captain Future’s
threat.

“Look where you’re stepping, you
blockhead!” he shrilled, thoroughly
enjoying himself. “Do you want to
trip me again?” 2

He and Curt entered the big build-
ing. Venusians lounging in the lobby
curiously eyed them. The stooped old
man and his servant approached the
attendant. at the televis-announcer
board. =

“lI want to see Doctor Zin Zibo,”
Otho shrilled to the attendant in
crackled tones. “At once!”
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“Sorry, you can’t see him,” the at-
tendant replied.

“And why not, you young whipper-
snapper?”’ demanded Otho, with senile
wrath. “I’m Ros Ovor, the shipping

- magnate from Kaubas. I've read about

this Doctor Zibo’s attempts to reju-
venate animals. I want to see if he
can make me a little younger. I can
pay him—

“But Doctor Zibo isn’t here, sir. He
left Venus some months ago for a
scientific research trip to several other
worlds.”

“Left Venus?” Otho pretended deep
disappointment. “What did the fool
want to do that for? I’d have paid him
more than he could make in five years,
if he could have helped me.”

Muttering ‘in wrath, Otho turned
and hobbled out of the lobby, with his
stalwart servant carefully helping him.

Curt Newton, in his servant disguise,
opened the rear door of the rocket-car
solicitously. Growling and muttering,
Otho clambered painfully inside. Curt
abruptly gave him a surreptitious kick
that sent the disguised android tum-
bling in a heap inside.

“Hey, that’s a devil of a way to treat
your employer!” Otho sputtered as he
scrambled up.

Curt laughed and took the driver’s
seat.

“That’ll teach you not to lay it on
so thick next time.”

E guided the car away from the

Street of Scientists. Through
the leisurely traffic of the big Venusian
city, he sped toward the region of parks
and estates by the eastern shore.

“Do you think that little scene will
lure the agents of the Lifewater syn-
dicate to us?” Otho asked eagerly.

“I feel pretty sure it will,” Curt re-
plied. “They seem to miss mighty few
prospects for their unholy wares. If
my bet is right, it won’t be long till the
local branch of the syndicate hears
about a rich old Venusian named Ros
Ovor who’s interested in rejuvenation.
Then they’ll come around to sell you
the Lifewater.”

“And then we nab them and make
them tell where the headquarters of the
syndicate are. Hope it works, Chief.

But we certainly could have been in a

- 30 - CAPTAIN FUTURE

What if that Doctor
Zibo had happened to be there? Sup-
pose he had agreed to see me?”

“You don’t think I failed to check

fix back there.

that first, do you?” Curt retorted.
“That’s why I picked Zin Zibo’s lobby
as the place to stage our little act.
Zibo wasn’t on Venus, so he couldn’t
see you.”

Curt drove across the Venusian me-
tropolis at a sedate pace. He knew the
city thoroughly, as he knew most
planetary cities.

The air was soft and warm, laden
with the damp breath of the vast
swamps whose edge was only a few
score miles to the west. Tall, graceful,
green pian trees and clumps of bril-
liant fireflowers lined the streets. Men
and women in brilliant silks strolled
the streets. The white-skinned, dark-
haired men were unusually handsome.
The women were all languorous beau-
ties, the by-word of loveliness in the
System.

Nobody seemed to be in much of a
hurry, for Venusians are a leisurely,
easy-going race. Only from the riot-

ous Swampmen’s Quarter and the

bustling, busy interplanetary docks did
the two hear much sound of activity.
Captain Future drove the rocket-car
into the grounds of an impressive
shore estate he had temporarily rented
under the assumed name. A grove of
tall swamp-palms almost surrounded a

~beautiful oblong white mansion. From

its broad porch, velvety lawns
stretched down to the shore of the
green sea.

Grag the robot came clanking hur-
riedly to meet them as the two dis-
guised comrades entered the spacious
hall of the mansion.

“Is Simon still in the Comet 2’ Curt
asked the robot. :
“Yes, he has been examining that
body,” boomed Grag “I have been

helping him.”

“Well, 'l work with him now,” Cap-
tain Future told the robot. “You and
Otho keep your eyes open. But I doubt
if any of the Lifewater sellers will
show up before dark.”

“I hate waiting around,” grumbled
Otho. “It gets on my nerves to sit
and do nothing.”

Even though it was unnecessary



now, Otho spoke in the shrill, cracked
tones of an aged man. He still main-
tained his stooped, senile appearance.

The android was the greatest master
of disguises in the System. His plastic
synthetic flesh could be softened and
remolded by him into whatever new
features he wished. Thus he could
make himself into an exact double of
any person alive, with the added aid of
his stains, eye-pigments, false hair and
other aids to scientific makeup. And
once Otho assumed an identity, he
played it to the hilt.

“While we’re waiting, we could play
a game of dimension billiards,” Grag
suggested to the android.

“You always win. That’s the reason
you want to play. But I'll play. Ac-
cording to the law of averages, I'm
sure to win this time,” Otho declared.

APTAIN FUTURE left them and
strode out into the grove of dense
swamp-palms. The Comet was hidden
in the grove. He entered the little
ship.

The Brain was in the laboratory cab-
in, staring thoughtfully at the body
of Wilson Webber which they had
brought from Earth.

“Find out anything about the nature
of the Lifewater, Simon?” Curt agked.

“Yes, I think so,” rasped the Brain.
“But I want you to make independent
analysis to check my findings, lad.”

“Okay. If we hadn’t rocketed from
Earth in such a hurry, we could have
done it on the way, as I planned.”

He began working silently and skil-
fully. First he drew a sample of blood
from the shriveled form. Then he com-
menced a painstakingly minute analy-
sis of it in a bewilderingly complex
chemical apparatus.

The laboratory of the Comet was a
miracle of completeness and compact-
ness. Most scientists of the System
would have given their right eyes just
for a chance to inspect its instruments.

The super-powered electro-telescopes
and spectroscopes that Captain Future
had designed would have made an as-
tronomer’s mouth water with envy. No
observatory in the System had such a
complete record of star and planet
spectra, and atmosphere samples of
different worlds, as one cabinet con-
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tained. No botanical museum could
boast such rare plant specimens and
vegetable drugs as the Futuremen had
gathered from all the far worlds.

An ordinary surgeon would have
been bewildered by the radically orig-
inal fluoroscopic, X-ray and atomic-
dissector equipment he would have
found here. Most physicists would
have been baffled by the electrical and
atomic apparatus in a single corner of
the flying laboratory. Scientific libra-
rians would have exclaimed with de-
light at the thousands of works of
science recorded on super-compact
micro-film.

Yet all their equipment, Curt New-
ton knew, was little enough for the
task at hand. Lifewater, which effected
temporary rejuvenation with such
snagical speed, was something astound-
ingly new.

He finally looked up from his blood
analysis, and spoke thoughtfully to the
watching Brain.

“It seems our first guess was right,
Simon. The Lifewater tremendously
accelerates the twin processes of build-
ing assimilated matter into new tissue
and of consuming old tissue. The
anabohsm, or tissue-building process,
is only temporarily stimulated. It dies
down again when the Lifewater’s ef-
fect expires. So the renewed youth
caused by accelerated anabolism van-
ishes then.

“But the katabolism, or tearing-down
of old tissue, is permanently acceler-
ated by the Lifewater. It keeps on
at the artificially increased pace even
after the Lifewater’s effect passes.
Thus the body rapidly burns itself out
by its greatly hastened katabolism.”

“But what have you found out about
the Lifewater’s nature and action,
lad?” asked the Brain hopefully.

“There’s a small amount of disinte-
grated radioactive elements in this
man’s blood. I'd say that shows for
certain that the Lifewater is radioac-

- tive in nature. 1 can conceive of a
‘radioactive liquid stimulant that enor-
mously accelerates the metabolic proc-
esses. What do you think? Am I on
the orbit?”

“That was my finding, too,” replied
the Brain. “Though it took me longer
than you to come to that conclusion.”

Wiz
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“What are you trying to do, make
me vain?”’ grinned Curt. His smile
ruefully disappeared. “But where
could any radioactive fluid like this
come from? That’s the big question.”

“That’s the question, indeed,” said
the Brain dryly. “There’s a chance of
checking its planetary origin by
searching our file on radioactive com-
pounds to learn what planets have
similar compounds. But it’s a rather
slim lead.”

UTURE instantly seized on that
possibility.

“Try it, Simon,” he said earnestly.
“I'm hoping the Lifewater syndicate
will contact us tonight. It would give
us a chance to work back to their head-
quarters that way, but they may not
come.”

He turned slowly and looked out the
window.

. “It’s night already,” he said. “I’d
better be getting back to the house.”

When Curt entered the mansion, he
found Grag and Otho in one of the
rear rooms. They were intent on their
game of dimension billiards.

The game was a popular one through-
out the System, for it was a super-
scientific adaptation of the ancient
sport of billiards. The “table” was
three-dimensional — actually a latrge
cubical space whose edges were defined
by walls of light. The spheres con-
tained tiny gravitation-neutralizers so
they could float in the air. Thus the
player had three dimensions to contend
with instead of only one. If he impelled
one of the balls outside the cubed
space, he lost a score.

Otho angrily threw down his metal
cue as Captain Future entered.

“By all the laws of averages, I
should have won this time!” the an-
droid shouted furiously.

Curt laughed. Otho was always play-
ing some game or other with Grag, and
always losing, for the robot’s patience
and precision were superhuman. Yet
Otho invariably came back for more.

“You ought to know by now that
you can’t beat Grag at these games,”
Curt told him. ’

~ Otho shook his head indignantly.
~ “It’s that moon-pup he keeps perched
‘on his shoulder. Its squirming throws

me off 1’

Grag uttered a dCI'ISIVC, booming
sound as he cuddled little Eek protec-
tively in his big metal arm.

“You are a poor loser,” the robot
accused. “Just because you have not
enough mentahty to win a sxmple
game—"

“Why, you pile of spare pa‘rts, you’ve
got the nerve to tell me—

Curt hastily intervened. “Cut your
rockets, you two! It’s night. If our
bait has reached the Lifewater syndl-
cate, some of them will be here soon.”
He gave his orders. “Grag, you hide
and watch outside in the shadows.
They’ll probably come in a rocket-flier,
if they come at all. If they do, get
into their craft and make sure of any-
one they leave in it. We don’t want
any of them to get away.”

Grag departed, with Eek still cling-
ing affectionately to his shoulder.
Captain Future turned to the android.

“Okay, Otho. Remember at all
times that you’re Ros Ovor, a senile
Venusian mllhonazre We cant tell
who’ll be watching.” ;

Otho nodded understandingly, and s
he and Curt returned to one of the spa-
cious front rooms of the mansion.
There the android, the very picture of
a wasping old Venusian, kept up his
part.

He kept Curt on the run, with shrill
orders that he shouted in cracked,
quavering tones. He gave a perfect im-
pression of an aged tyrant bullying his
servant.

An hour passed, then another. Still
no one came. Captain Future began
to experience discouragement. The
Lifewater syndicate was not going to
take the bait he had cast out for them.

Yet it was not Curt’s way to give up
easily. He and Otho maintained their
pretense. As the time passed, Curt’s
mind pondered the discovery he and
the Brain had made about the Life-
water.

E elixir definitely was radio-
active. If it actually came from
the legended Fountain of Life, that
fountain must also be of a radioactive
nature. But was the fabulous Fountain
really the source? It would be ironical
if all the dreamers who had sought it
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The streak of blasting force from the Life-lLord’s weapon grazed Just above Captain Future’s
head (Chapter XVI1i) _
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on far worlds had not been quite so
crazy as the most respected scientists
thought.

A low sound of muffled rocket-tubes
came from outside the mansion. Curt
and Otho tensed, exchanged Iittle
grins. -

“Sounds like a small space cruiser
instead of a rocket-flier,” Curt whis-
pered. “That would be what inter-
planetary criminals would use.”

The televis-announcer on the wall
buzzed a few moments later. On its
screen, by one-way transmission, ap-
peared the faces of two men—a bald,
red-skinned Martian and a little, spec-
tacled Mercurian.

“We wish to see Ros Ovor on im-
portant business,” the Martian said.
“It’s about his call on Doctor Zin Zibo
today.” = s

Curt’s pulse jumped. These two
were members of the Lifewater syn-
dicate, all right! They’d seized his
bait as he had hoped.

“My master will see you,” he said
politely and touched the door-release
stud.

The Martian and the Mecurian en-
tered. The spectacled Mercurian,
staring at Otho and Curt, uttered a
cry. -

“It’s a trap! These men are dis-
guised. That’s Captain Future!”

At the same moment, he hurled a
little sphere to the floor. Impenetrable
blackness instantly shrouded every-
thing.

“A darkness bomb!” Curt yelled, his
proton gun leaping into his hand. “Cut
them off, Otho!”

An atom gun coughed in the dark
and Otho yelled in sudden pain. Curt
shot at the muffled explosion. The
Mercurian screamed. Curt heard the
sound of running footsteps as the
other criminal retreated.

Frantically Curt searched for the

darkness bomb, whose light-neutral-

izing vibrations had caused the pall of
blackness. He found it and crushed
it under his foot. Light returned ab-
ruptly, just as rocket-tubes blasted
outside.

The spectacled Mercurian lay dead,
his atom gun still clenched in his hand.
Curt’s proton beam had found him in
the dark. But Otho was nursing a

scorched shoulder, his eyes blazing
with pain and anger.

“I'm only grazed. Let’s get after
them, Chief!” :

Curt sprang into the darkness of the
night, with Otho swiftly following.
There was no sign of the space cruiser
they had heard blasting away. The
darkness bomb had given it plenty of
time to get out of sight.

“That Martian and whoever else was
with him got clear away,” Otho
snapped in disgust. “But how did that
Mercurian know we were disguised?
And why didn’t Grag stop them?”

“Grag!” called Captain Future.

There was no answer, not could they
find the robot anywhere around the
mansion. Curt felt a sharp, new
anxiety. :

“Grag must have gone into their
craft, as I ordered. They’ve taken him
along with them!” ;

CHAPTER IV
In the Machine City
REALIZING indis-

may that Grag had
been captured by

dicate, Captain Fu-
- ture stood motion-

less for a moment.

His tanned face

turned grim.

“If they harm
Grag,” he said be-
tween his teeth,

“the System won’t be big enough for
them to hide in.” =

“T’11 make the dirty space-scum wish
they had died before we catch them!”
Otho stated furiously.

It had always been so. Let a man
raise his hand against one of the Fu-
turemen, and he had all that formid-
able band against him in a war to the
death.

“Why aren’t we following them in
the Comet?” Otho exclaimed im-
patiently. “Let’s turn this world up-
side down.”

“I believe those criminals have al-
ready left Venus, Otho. They’re prob-
ably speeding to report to the Life-

“the Lifewater syn- .- =
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lord, the head of the syndicate, that
we Futuremen have entered this game.
1f we only knew on what world to find
the Lifewater traffic headquarters.”

Curt knew there was no chance now
to trail the criminals’ space cruiser. It
had too much start on them. Eager
as he was to pursue them and rescue
Grag, there was no use in starting off
blindly.

He hastened back into the mansion.

“Maybe that Mercurian I killed in
the fight will yield a clue to where
they’re going. Then perhaps we can
find out which world is the center of
the syndicate.”

He and Otho bent over the Mercur-
ian who had died in his shrewd attempt
to kill them. Something about the lit-
tle man’s thick spectacles attracted
Curt’s attention. He examined them
more closely.

“This is how he spotted us as im-
postors at first glance. He saw right
through our makeup with these spec-
- tacles.”

The spectacles, in fact, combined

tiny X-ray projectors with fluoro-

scopic lenses that would enable the
wearer to see right through any arti-
ficial disguise or makeup.

“Damned cunning!” Otho said in
unwilling admiration.

Captain Future nodded. “Probably
the Lifewater venders always wear
such spectacles when approaching
prospective customers they don’t
know. Then they can detect disguised
spies at once.” He searched the Mer-
curian’s zipper-suit. “I hope this fel-
low had the Lifewater on him.”

But there was none of the shining
elixir on the dead man. Evidently the
Martian had had the Lifewater.

In the dead man’s pockets, though,
he found a considerable sum in System
bank-notes, another darkness bomb,
and a valuable jewel. The last he ex-
amined carefully. It was a green
Uranian
tiny, grotesque letters

“That’s queer,” Otho remarked,
frowning. “It’s certainly a Uraman
jewel. But the letters on it look like
angient Martign writing.”

Curt’s gray eyes teok on a sudden
‘gleam. The wizard of science thought
he recognized a definite lead in this
inscribed jewel.

sea-emerald, carved with
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“It is some ancient Martian writ-
ing,” he said. “Otho, jump down to
the Comet. Rocket back to the house,
and bring Simon in.”

HEN the android returned a

few moments later, carrying the
Brain’s case, Captain Future held the
jewel before Simon’s lens eyes.

“What do you make of the letters on
it, Simon?”

The Brain’s glass eyes considered.

“They spell the word ‘Fountain’,”
he said qulckly “That is old Martian
writing.”

“I know. But do you recogmze the
peculiar period of the writing?”

The Brain looked more closely.

“Why, they’re in the oldest Martian
writing, that of the Machine-masters
of Mars who perished ages ago.”

“Exactly,” Curt agreed. “Which
means that this jewel came from the
Machine City of Mars.”

“And it says ‘Fountain’ on it?” Otho
cried. “Then maybe the Fountain of -
Life, the source of the Lifewater, is
in the Machine City?” Thoughtfully
the android shook his head. “No, it
couldn’t be. There isn’t anything liv-

_ing there. It’s just a city of cursed
machines.” f

“Still, the Fountain might be in that
city,” Captain Future declared. “And
if it is, that’s where the Life-lord’s
headquarters are. That’s where Grag’s
captors will be heading.” He spoke
tensely to the android. “Get the vac-
uumizer from the Comet. We'll
check the dust in this Mercurian’s
hair and clothes, and see if there’s any
Martian desert sand among it.”

Otho rapidly brought the instru-
ment, drew out every particle of fine
dust from the hair and clothing of the
dead man, Curt and the Brain, in the
Comet’s laboratesy, quickly ran the
dust through an analyzer.

“Saturnian flower pollen, traces of
Martian sand, silicate dust from
Earth, some pian spores from here on
Venus—" Curt read.

“That Mercurian sure got around!”
commented Otho. :
“But ne Martian desert-sand,” Curt
finished. He looked at the Brain, a
little baffled. “Damned queer! This
shows he wasn’t on Mars for a long
time. Yet that jewel came from the
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Machine City. Of course, he may have
got the jewel from some fellow-crim-
inal of the syndicate.”

“Aye, lad,” the Brain rasped in
agreement. His lens eyes stared ques-
tioningly at Curt. “What’s our plan
of action?” —

The red-haired scientific wizard
spoke rapidly.

“We know now we can’t penetrate
the Lifewater syndicate disguised as
prospective customers. The X-ray
spectacles the venders probably use as
routine precaution make that impos-
sible. We'll have to stake everything
on an attempt to find the source of the
Lifewater. Is that source the legend-
ary Fountain of Life? I think so. This
jewel inscribed with ‘Fountain’ is an
arrow pointing that way. So, if we
can find the Fountain, we’ll find the
Life-lord, somewhere near it. And
where he is, Grag will be also—if he’s

- still alive.”

“Clear as outer space,” Otho ap-
proved. “So we've got to find the Foun-
tain, to smash this traffic. And it may
be on Mars.”

“One objection,” rasped the Brain.
“The Lifewater we know now to be
radioactive, lad. And there’s little
radioactive matter of any kind on
Mars. That world is too old.”

“I know,” Curt nodded, his tanned
“But this lead to the
Machine City is unmistakable. We
must follow it.”

“We've been at the Machine City
before and saw no Fountain,” Simon
Wright reminded him.

' “We didn’t do more than recon-

”

. noiter the city from outside,” Curt re-

plied. “It was too dangerous for idle
exploring.”

“The cursed place will still be dan-
gerous to enter,” Otho said. “Those
brainless machine-guards gave me the
creeps when I watched them.”

“I think I can devise a way of get-
ting past them,” Captain Future de-
clared. “But there’s no time to be lost.
We'll rocket for Mars at once. But
first, let’s discard these Venusian dis-
guises.”

HAT done, they put Wilson Web-
ber’s cadaver in the house with the
corpse of the Mercurian. Then Cap-
tain Future called the Venus head-

quarters of the Planet Police to ap-
prise the authorities of the two bodies’
location.

Finally the Comet rose through the
night. It screamed up over the blink-
ing lights of Venusopolis in a steep
slant. With rocket-tubes blasting
white fire-trails, the teardrop ship tore
out through the cloud layers. Abrupt-
ly it burst into the clear, star-jeweled
vault of space.

Otho laid a course for the far red
spark of Mars.

“Good to be out of the clouds and
able to see stars again,” called the
android from the controls. “Though
it seems kind of lonesome without
Grag to argue with. Hope the old boy’s
all right.”

Captain Future smiled to himself a
little. Otho was always the same,
bickering furiously with Grag when-
ever they were together, but the first
on the trail when the huge robot was
in distress. :

Simon Wright turned his gaze to-
ward Curt, from the automatically un-
reeling micro-film book the Brain was
consultmg

“I'm trying to track down all refer- =

ences to the Fountain of Life legend,”
he rasped.

“Find anything?” Curt asked.

“Nothing of value. There seem to
have been scores of wild stories about
the Fountain. Most of them claim
that a race of winged people guard it,
on whatever world it’s located.”

“Winged people?” Curt repeated.
“Sounds like a superstitious myth. The
legends don’t mention which world
the Fountain’s on?”

“No. One story puts it on one world,
and the next tale puts it on another
world. Nobody was scientically sure
about it.” ‘

As the Comet rocketed for Mars,
Curt Newton wondered if the Foun-
tain were really mere baseless fable.
No, it couldn’t be. The evil Lifewater
certainly was no fable, and it surely
must come from the legendary Foun-
tain.

Curt sat brooding, touching the
twenty complex strings of his favorite
Venusian guitar. But he did not hear
the haunting, quivering music as he
stared thoughtfully out the window
into starry space.
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Concern for Grag confused his
thoughts of a grim realization. This
struggle against the Lifewater syn-
dicate had developed into the most
perilous adventure he had ever
entered.

The syndicate was strong, he had
found out. But it was strong not only
on one world, but on all of them. That
disciplined, coldly efficient organiza-
tion enmeshed the whole System. And
at the center of that web of evil, he
knew, was a powerful, remorseless, di-
recting mind.

shadow of Mars’ night side, toward
the region of the red planet near the
southern pole.

VAST, dim desert stretched be-

low them in the light of the two
moons. Far ahead on that darkling
plain rose a city whose brilliantly
lighted towers flung a white glare
against the sky.

The Comet landed softly on the
desert, its rocket-tubes flurrying the
sand in a miniature storm and then
falling silent.

Grag, the metal robot

The Comet hurtled on toward Mars
—and what Curt Newton hoped would
be a mortal blow at the center of the
octopuslike traffic.

“Mars below, I'm cutting the
rockets,” Otho finally called back in
his hissing voice. “How near to the
Machine City do we land?”

“A mile is near enough,” Curt ad-
vised. “It’s on the night side now,
isn’t it?”

“Yes, and all lit up and gay as
usyal,” Otho answered. “You'd think
people were veally living there.”

Captain Future watched with the
android from the control room. Their
ship was spinning down into the

Captain Future picked up a heavy,
boxlike little instrument he had been
working on during the last few hours.

“All right, Otho,” he said, and
turned to the Brain. “You're coming
along, aren’t you, Simon?” :
- “Yes,” said the Brain. “Pick me up,
Otho.”

The android did so, and they
emerged from the little ship into the
biting chill of the Martian night.

The gravitation-neutralizers they
wore had automatically set to the
lesser Martian grawity. Feeling no
change in weight, Curt tramped with
his strange comrades across the soft
sand, toward the dazzlingly illumi-
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nated towers of the distant city.

“Have to watch from here on,” he
cautioned Otho. “There will be real
danger if the syndicate’s headquarters
is here.”

“There’s danger here, anyway,” re-
torted Otho ruefully. “Those cursed
machine guards are still patrolling.”

The brilliantly lighted city, which
the three comrades were approaching,
was one of the strangest and most mys-
terious relics in the whole System.

Long ages ago, a human race with a
highly advanced civilization and great
scientific powers had flourished in this
part of Mars. They were known even
to have achieved space travel and to
have explored other worlds. But with
their passing, this achievement had
been lost.

That ancient Martian people had
had wonderful mechanical aptitude.
They delighted in constructing ever
more complex labor-saving machines
to spare them the necessity of any
drudgery. They had called themselves
the Machine-masters because all labor
in their metropolis was eventually
performed by imperishable, self-pow-
ered machines that worked in fixed,
unalterahle routines.

But the Machine-masters, with no
toil or struggle to stimulate their en-
ergies, soon fell into decadence.
There was no need to worry about
food. It was all raised and brought
to them by machines. Their clothing
was made by other machines. They
had not even any enemies to fear.
Around their city, mindless machine
guards patrolled which would in-
stantly slay any intruder.

So the Machine-masters, sinking
further into decadence, had finally
passed away. But their wondrous
Machine City remained. In it, the im-
perishable machines continued the un-
alterable routine of labor and guard-
ing that their masters had started.
For age upon age, the machines of this
place had been working on in the same
old way. Everyone in the System had
heard of the Machine City. But few
had ever dared even to approach it, so
formidable were the great mechanical
guards that still protected the place.

“See, there’s the patrol making the
Tounds the same as ever,” Otho com-
mented. “Those monsters could make

me grow hair!” :

Captain Future nodded, raising the
box he carried.

“It’s going to be risky, slipping past
them. This contrivance may help us.”

They were within a few hundred
yards of the Machine City. Seen thus
close, the metropolis was a vast city
that covered square miles of the des-
ert, its brilliant towers looming up for
hundreds of feet. Every building
flamed with white light that was auto-
matically maintained by machine en-
gineers.

INSIDE the illuminated city was
ceaseless activity. Moving side-
walks whirred smoothly through the
lighted streets. Elevators in the
buildings ascended and descended.
Big metal trucks lumbered through
the streets, depositing their loads au-
tomatically at their destinations.
Other vanlike vehicles scooped up
only the rubbish of time and carried
it away.

Around the outer edge of the city
there ceaselessly rolled a patrol of
four-wheeled, carlike vehicles. Upon
each was mounted a device like a small
searchlight. The cars moved purr-
ingly, a hundred ‘feet behind each
other. These were the machine guards
who protected the lost city of a dead
race as they had been doing for count-
less ages.

The Machine City of Mars, blazing
brilliant in the lonely desert beneath
the hurtling moons, was tenanted only
by the mindless mechanical devices
who labored still for their dead mas-
ters.

“There’s amoral in this place for the
rest of the System,” muttered the
Brain. “Any people who rely too
much on mechanical devices cannot
but perish.”

“Well, I wish the people who built
this joint had turned off their ma-
chines before they perished,” Otho
muttered. Then he exclaimed: “Look
at that sand-owl!”

Captain Future saw what Otho
pointed at. A small Martian sand-owl
was winging down to investigate the
lighted city., The batlike creature
alighted on a street just inside the
city.

Instantly, with superhuman swift-



ness, one of the patrolling guard cars
dashed toward the owl. The creature
rose startledly on flapping wings.
But the guard car was too quick.
From its searchlight appliance, a pale
ray smote accurately and blasted the
winged creature. Then the guard car
rolled back to rejoin the patrol around
the city.

“Ice fiends of Plute!” swore Otho.
“Did you see that? Those mechanical
guard cars must be intelligent.”

“No, they’re just machines,” Curt
said. “The old Machine-masters were
cold-blooded. They built into their
guards some kind of delicate thermo-
couple instrument that was sensitive
to warm-blooded life. It automati-
cally makes them detect and kill in-
truders.”

Curt Newton was turning a switch
in the side of the box as he spoke.

“This little generator will emit a
heat shield that will prevent the guard
cars from sensing us. But we’ll have
to stay close together. Come on.”

With Otho, who still carried the
Brain, directly beside him, Captain
Future strode forward. As they ap-
proached the patrolling guard cars,
Curt hoped fervently that his theory
was right.

They skipped between two of the
rolling cars. The mechanical guards
made no movement toward them!

“Looks like you figured it right,
Chief,” the android declared with a
sigh of relief.

They entered the lighted streets.
A huge truck was rushing toward
them. They dodged hastily, but the
truck automatically detoured around
them. It was loaded with bolts of

newly woven cloth,

~ Theaters were in full swing, the
three-dimensional illusion shows con-
stantly being made and presented me-
chanically. They heard recorded mu-
sic of the old Martian type, weird, rip-
pling arpeggios. But all the seats
were empty.

ELF-STEERING vehicles rolled
up to the doors of warehouses.
lgaded containers of syn-

thet c fgods and teck away similar
containers whose contents had been
untouched. Other mechanical workers
rolled about, servicing the machines,
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replenishing their atomic
charges, oiling them. '

Curt Newton and his comrades in-
spected the sculptured reliefs and in-
scriptions on the walls of several
mansions and towers they passed.
Presently a great palace of crescent
cross-section loomed directly ahead of
them.

As they entered its semi-circular
court, Captain Future uttered an
eager cry of discovery. On the palace
wall, facing them, was a mosaic pic-
ture of jewels—depicting a leaping,
shining fountain!

“That must represent the Fountain
of Life,” Curt exclaimed. “The in-
scriptions under it should give us the
clue we want.” :

They hastened into the semi-circu-
lar court. Odd metal statues stood
about the court. They recognized the
life-size figures of men. Most of them
were Martians but a few were natives
of other planets. ;

Curt, Otho and the Brain were just
a few yards inside the court when an
amazing thing happened.

A round quartz disk set in the stone
wall ahead suddenly blazed with saf-
fron radiance. It deluged the whole
court with a throbbing, yellowxsh
force.

Curt felt his body freeze! He
couldn’t take a step forward. Directly
beside him Otho was similarly frozen,
in the startled act of drawing his pro-
ton pistol.

Curt could still breathe, though.
His reflex motor-nerves were un-
harmed. Though he could not articu-
late, he managed a humming speech.

“That—disk in—wall,” he muttered
sibilantly, as he stood frozen. “Some
device—to guard—clue to Fountain.”

“Paralyzing force?” hissed motion-
less Otho, unturning.

“Worse—than that. Force that—
will transmute — elements of our
bodies—into metal elements. That—
what happened—to other men—who
entered here. These statues—once
men!”’

The Brain, though unaffected in his
insulated case by the force, could
move only his eyes. Curt and Otho
couldn’t move at all. They were
doomed to stand there until they were
slowly turned to metal statues. . . .

power
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E——
CHAPTER V
Grag Plays Dumb
o

WHEN GRAG the

robot went outside

the mansion in Ve-
nusopolis, to watch
for the coming of
the Lifewater vend-
ers, he took Eek

- with him. Grag sel-
dom left his pet be-
hind him unless it
was absolutely nec-
essary.

The big robot took up his station in
the shadows outside the mansion. He
stood still as a statue, watching and
listening.

“Be quiet, Eek,” he whispered, as
the moon-pup stirred uneasily on his
shoulder. “We must not make any
sound.”

Two hours passed. Abruptly, Grag’s
sensitive amplifier detected the sound
of rocket-tubes. He glimpsed a small,
swift space cruiser spiraling out of the
Venusian night, into the mansion
grounds.

It lJanded near the house. A Martian
and a spectacled Mercurian came from
it. They paused outside the door to
state their errand into the televis-an-
nouncer, and then entered as Captain
Future admitted them.

While the two syndicate criminals
entered the mansion, Grag was already
stealing toward the parked space-
cruiser. He was remembering Captain
Future’s order to prevent the escape of
others. who might have come !with
them. The fact that this was a space
ship with possibly many occupants, in-
stead of the mere flier Curt had ex-
pected, -didn’t change Grag’s orders.
The robot would not have dreamed of
disobeying just because an order meant
peril. 2

He stepped into the cruiser and
started down its main corridor. A
Plutonian operator in the little tele-
visor room looked up at the big robet
in the door. He sprang up with a yell,
tried te escape.

Grag’s metal hand knocked the op-
erator back, stunned. But a motley in-

terplanetary crew of criminals poured
from the fore part of the cruiser. They
had been aroused by the shout of
alarm.

Things happened so swiftly that
Grag could hardly follow them. The
men charged him. Instantly the Mar-
tian who had just gone into the man-
sion came running wildly into the
cruiser.

“Blast off!” the Martian yelled.
“This is a trap of Captain Future’s—"

The pilot in the control room heard.
The cruiser jerked skyward with a
shattering roar of rockets,

The wild lurch of the ship flung
Grag from his feet, into a small cabin
opposite the televisor room. Before
he could regain his feet, the men had
slammed and locked the heavy metal
door. :

Grag heard the hatches of the cruiser
slamming shut. The scream of air out-
side swiftly died away as the ship tore
up through the cloud layers and into
space. The robot, with Eek clinging
frightenedly to him, stood erect and
peered through the window in the
door. '

The motley criminals out in the cor-
ridor were clustered around the scared
Martian, who had barely escaped Cap-
tain Future’s trap.

“One of the Futuremen came into
the ship. We've got him locked in

there. What happened in the house,
Thorkul?”
Thorkul, the Martian, explained.

“That devil, Future, is on our trail,”
he finished. “And he nearly got us,
too!” '

Grag began to beat at the locked
door with his huge metal fists. The
clamor of the angry robot was deafen-
ing inside the ship.

“Quick, dismount one of our atom
cannon and set it up in the corridor,”
Thorkul ordered. “If the robot breaks
out, destroy him.” :

Grag saw them hastily bring and
moeunt the heavy atom gun. He stopped
thundering ‘on the door. Grag was no
fool. He realized that he couldn’t buck
a super-pewered cannen.

E took stock of the situation. He
had lost his proton pistol and
pocket televisor in the struggle. Eek
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was shivering with fright. They were
both being carried off into space.

“I’'m going to call the Life-lord and
report this,” Thorkul said loudly.
“He’ll want to know immediately
about Captain Future coming in
against our syndicate.”

Grag watched through the window
as Therkul went into the televisor
room across the corridor and sent out
a call wave, Presently there appeared
in the televisor screen the figure of a
man shrouded in a brilliant aura of
blue light.

“Yes, Thorkul?” demanded the Life-
lord harshly.

The Martian made a hasty, anxious
report. From the Life-lord’s concealed
figure came a sharp exclamation.

“Captain Future mixing in? I might
have known the System Government
would call him when they found they

The planetary monsters who had invaded the building were stunned by the terrific voltagef
(Chapter X)
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couldn’t break up our syndicate them-

' selves.”

“Dril Iffik, the Mercurian who went
into the house with me, was killed,”
Thorkul told his leader. “I had to
leave his body; toe.”

“He didn’t have Lifewater or any

other clue to our headquarters orshim,
did he?” the Life-lord asked brusquely.

Thorkul hesitated. “He didn’t have
any Lifewater on him. But he did
have an inscribed jewel from the Ma-
chine City of Mars. I gave it to him
a few days ago for deing me a faver.”

“You blockhead!” shouted the Life-
lord furiously. “Bidn’t I tell you to
destroy all those jewels so no one else
could learn the secret from them?”

Thorkul cringed. “I did destroy
almost all of them. But they were so
valuable that T saved a few.”
~ The Life-lord paused, seemed to be
thinking.

“Captain Future will trace that jewel
back to the Machine City,” he said
slowly. “He and that Brain are smart
enough to do that. But it wen’t do
them any goed to go te the Machine
City. They’ll just fall into the trap
that nearly got us.” The voice of the
mysterious leader cleared. “It may be
a good thing this happened, after all.
Future and his friends will surely
perish there.”

Thorkul was visibly relieved.

“We caught one of the Futuremen—
the robot,” he reported. “Shall we
destroy him?”

“No, bring him here to me at head-
quarters,” the Life-lord ordered. “If
by some miracle Future should escape
from the Machine City, we can use the
robot as a hostage.”

‘Thorkul snapped off the televisor.
The Martian’s criminal followers, Grag
saw, had been gathered around, listen-
ing.

One of them, a squat green Jovian,
spoke doubtfully.

“I don’t like this business much if
that damned Captain Future is out to
break it up. That red-headed devil is
bad luck te have against yeu.”

“That’s what I say,” muttered a vi-
cious looking Earthman. “I wish I'd
kept on as a pirate out around Saturn’s
moons. 1 shouldn’t have listened to
this Life-lord when he came enlisting
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men for his outﬁt 5

“Don’t be a fool,” Thorkul snapped
“You’re all making more money than
you weuld have made after years of
harrying the Saturnian commerce. Fu-
ture and his pals have been the doom
of a lot of your pirate friends, haven’t
they? The Life-lord is too smart for
Future. You two keep a watch on the
door there. Blast the robot down if
he tries to break out.”

RAG heard all that. - When the

criminals had left the corridor,

leaving only the two on guard, the ro-
bot felt desperate anxiety.

His anxiety was entirely for Captain
Future. It seemed that the criminals
expected Curt to follow a trail of some
kind to the Machine City. There they
expected him to perish in some unsus-
pected trap.

Grag paced worriedly to and fro.
Somehow he must get to Mars, to the
Machine City, in time to warn Curt.
But how could he?

The cruiser was rocketing at tre-
mendous speed through the void. Grag
looked out the tiny loophole window
in the outer wall, and glimpsed the red
spark of Mars far to the left. The
cruiser was heading toward the dis-
tant, bright speck of Saturn.

“Saturn?” Grag thought. “That
must be where the Life-lord’s base is,
the center of the Lifewater traffic.
These men are former pirates of the
Saturnian moons. They joined the
syndicate, too.”

But the cruiser was on its way to
Saturn. How could he get to Mars in
time to warn the other Futuremen?

To break out into the corridor was
out of the question, for that big atom-
cannon would blast him down in a
twinkling. But Grag patiently kept
pondering until he had evolved what
he thought might be a practicable plan.

The ponderous robot unscrewed
three of his metal fingers from each
hand. He went for a hidden locker in
his torso. From among similar tools,
he chese a set of drills with which he
replaced his fingers.

Then Grag started drilling holes in
the outer wall, the atomic motor of his
powerful robot body operating the
drills. He made the holes contiguous.
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Slowly he cut out a section of the wall.

The guards in the corridor came now
and then to the window and looked in
at him.

Each time the robot stood impas-
sively hiding his work.

“Quiet, Eek,” he whispered as the
little animal pawed his face in fright.
“Grag is busy now.”

Eek was a scared moon-pup. The
little beast had been absent when
courage was given out. He could put
up a bluff of ferocity, but anyone could
tell it was all bluffi. Now even that
bluff had evaporated.

Presently Grag had cut a large
square through the outer wall. The
air inside the little room puffed out.
But that didn’t bother either Grag or
Eek. Both of them were non-breath-
ing.

Grag waited, then, standing in front
of the hole so the guards couldn’t see
it through the door-window. He
waited for hours, till he judged the
cruiser was crossing the Earth-Mars
space ship lane.

Clutching E ek carefully, Grag
squirmed through the hole. Suddenly
he leaped far out into empty space with
all his superhuman strength.

He shot floating into the void, out
of the ship’s gravitation pull.

The cruiser throbbed on through
space and vanished toward Saturn.
The robot’s escape would not be dis-
covered for another half hour., Grag
and the moon-pup drifted in the vast
vault of space.

Grag was not alarmed. He had been
in this position more than once. Be-
sides, he knew he was right on the
Earth-Mars space lane. A ship would
be along sooner or later. They had to
sight him, because his metal body re-
flected sunlight so brightly. They
would think him a space-suited human
castaway and pick him up.

But he did hope that a ship would
come soon.

OURS passed before he finally

saw the lights of a big space
liner on its way to Mars. Grag
watched-anxiously, and felt great re-
lief when the liner slowed down. A
space boat put out toward him. It was
as he had hoped. They thought him a
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castaway from some wrecked ship.
The boat came up to him, and he
was dragged in through the air-lock.
The space-sailors in the boat stared at
him amazedly.
“Why,

'9’

this isn’t a man!” one ex-
claimed. “Looks like an ancient au-
tomaton. And there’s a moon-pup
hanging onto it.”

Grag quickly decided to play dumb.
If he shewed life, they might be afraid
to take him into the ship.

Of course he might tell them he was
one of Captain Future’s aides. But
would they believe him? People were

usually afraid of him, Grag knew. He’d
better be an automaton untll he got to
Mars.

So Grag did not move or speak as
the space boat took him back to the
liner.

Eek seemed bewildered by his im-
mebility.

The sailors hauled Grag’s great
form into the promenade deck of the
space liner. Curious interplanetary
passengers gathered around, and the
captain of the vessel came over to see
him,

“@bviously an old-type robot,” the
captain said dubiously. ‘It probably
was designed merely to walk.”

At the word “walk,” Grag rose stiff-
ly to his feet and took a few ponder-
ous strides. He gave a good imitation
of an antique automaten, staring
straight ahead and moving jerkily.

“Say, it can walk!” a passenger ex-
claimed. ‘“The word ‘walk’ starts him
going by selective vibration.”

“Try the word ‘talk’ on him,”
other suggested.

At that word, Grag opened his
mouth jerkily.

“I—talk,” he boomed, still staring
straight ahead.

“Why, that antique dummy should
be valuable,” a Venusian woman en-

an-
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thused. “It must have been lost from
an ald ship.”

Grag féit burned up at being called
a dummy. It hurt the robot’s pride.
But he determined to play the part till

~ they reached Mars.

A stout Earthman clad in a flashy
red zipper-suit stepped forward and
spoke importantly to the commander
of the liner.

“I’'m Hurl Adams, showman ex-
traordinary, taking a freak-show to
~Mars for exhibition. How about sell-
ing me this automaton for my show?
As space flotsam, he’s yours.”

The captain shrugged. “If you
want him, you can have him for noth-
ing, Mr. Adams. The museum’s full
of old junk like this.”

“Thanks?’ the stout showman ex-
claimed. He inspected Grag apprais-
ingly. “He’ll be the hit of my show.
Walk, old boy!”

Grag again took a few stiff, clumsy
steps. And when the showman or-
dered “Talk!” he again boomed.

“I—talk.”

The stout showman called his as-
_sistants.

“Put him down in the hold with the
other freaks till we reach Mars. Bet-
ter put some strong chains around him,
so a chance word won’t start him go-

ing at the wrong time. He looks
strong enough to break right through
the ship.

The assistants brought heavy chains
of unbreakable inertrite, and bound
them around Grag. The big robot was
angry at this, but he submitted without
moving. He d escape somehow when
they reached Mars.

They loaded him on a wheeled truck
and took him down into a section of
the hold, in which Hurl Adams’ freaks
were housed. They unloaded Grag
and stood him up against the wall.
He made no sound or movement.
Eek, still clinging to his shoulder, was
badly bewildered.

“What about the moon-pup, Mr.
Adams?” a man asked.

“We'll take him along for the show,
too,” the showman replied. “They’re
pretty rare little beasts, you know.”

THE huge robot wa s left standing
there. Without moving, he

looked at the freaks that were caged
or quartered around him.

There was a three-headed hydra
from the Jupiter seas, crawling omin-
ously in a transparent tank. In a strong
cage nearby were several of the glis-
tening, Creeping Crystals of the moon
Callisto.

A simple looking Mercurian, who
had happened to be born with four
eyes instead of two, lay sleeping on a
cot. A Venusian swamp rat and a
Plutonian ice tiger in a refrigerated
cage snarled at each other with mutual
dislike. There were other oddities of
planetary animal life, curious freaks
that nature had experimented with on
far worlds.

It galled Grag to be part of this
third-rate freak circus. He imagined
how Otho would laugh if he knew, and
decided that the android must never
learn. That made him think of Cap-
tain Future, who by now might al-
ready be nearing Mars and the trap in
the Machine City.

Grag wished the liner would go
faster. There was nothing he could
do till it reached Mars. And even
then he would have to escape from his
unbreakable chains.

He remained patiently motlonless,
hour after hour. Eek went wandering
off in search of metal to eat, was roared
at by the Plutonian tiger, and came
scurrying back in terror to Grag’s
shoulder,

Finally the ship shuddered with
breaking rocket blasts. They were
landing on Mars. Grag heard the
bustle of disembarking passengers,
and then the stout showman, Hurl
Adams, came down with his assistants.

“Hurry up and unload ’em!” Adams
directed. “We’ll take them right to
the hall I hired and start our shows
at once.”

Still chained, Grag was lifted and
taken out with the other freaks, and
piled into a big rocket truck.

It rumbled through streets closed in
by red stone towers of the peculiar,
top-heavy Martian architecture. Grag
recognized the city as Rok. It was in
the southern hemisphere, not far from
the Machine City.

He was unloaded on the curtained

_stage of a theater and left alone. Pres-
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ently he heard the distant tones of
Adams barking about the show.

“Greatest collection of planetary
freaks in the System, folks!” the stout
Earthman was shouting in the street.
“Rare Creeping Crystals of Callisto!
Living stone snakes of Umbriel! The
ancient machine that still walks and
talks — the only antique robot still
functioning!”

Grag’s indignation at this descrip-
tion of himself was terrific. He heard
the theater being jammed with the
eternal suckers.

Then Hurl Adams hurried in, drew
the curtain and started exhibiting his
' freaks. Finally he came to Grag.

“The antique automaton is still so
strong, it has to be chained up, folks!”
Adams declared. “Watch its childish
performance when I unchdin it. The
ancients of Earth used to marvel at its
ingenuity.”

The stout Earthman unfastened the
chains around Grag. Then he pointed
commandingly. “Walk! Talk!”

Grag stepped to the front of the
stage. He spoke to the audience.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this is a
terrible show. If you paid to get into
it, you have been swindled. As for
me, I am so disgusted with it that
my resignation is dated now.”

The audience and showman gaped,
frozen with amazement. Grag stalked
deliberately out to the street, with
Eek on his shoulder.

He entered the nearest rocket-flier
before anyone in the street could stop
him. In five minutes he was flying
over the red Martian desert, toward
the distant Machine City. . . .

CHAPTER VI
Trail of the Life-lord

CAPTAIN FU-
TURE felt savage
anger with himself
for blundering into
this peril. He and
Otho still stood
frozen in the court-
yard of metal stat-
ues at the center of
the Machine City.

The quartz disk
in the wall facing
them still blazed with yellow radiance
that paralyzed Curt and the android.

In time it would slowly transmute

every atom in their bodies into metal.

Then they would become metal figures.

Curt made a tremendous mental ef-
fort to move his body. He couldn’t
stir a muscle. He could breathe, be-
cause the paralyzing force did not af-
fect involuntary nervous action.

“Might have known the ancient Ma-
chine-masters would have some device
to guard that mosaic from theft,” he
thought bitterly. “But I had to go
barging ahead without thinking.”

Curt could barely include Otho and
the Brain in his field of vision. Otho
stood as frozen as he, in the act of
raising his proton pistol. The android
had snatched it out just as the freez-
ing radiance struck.

The Brain’s case was in the grasp of

Otho’s other hand. It dangled from
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the frozen android’s grip, almost
touching the half-raised proton pistol.
Simon Wright’s square case was in-
sulated against most conceivable
forces, so the Brain was unaffected.

Simon’s lens eyes turned on their
flexible metal stalks toward Captain
Future.

“Lad, can’t you move at all?” he
~asked.

“Not—a muscle,” Curt breathed in
struggling, unarticulated speech.
“But—if we stand here—much longer
—the transmutation effect—will begin
—to operate.”

“Ten thousand space devils—take
men who—built this—cursed thing!”
Otho managed to curse.

“If only I could do something!” the
Brain exclaimed. “I’'m the only one
unaffected, and I can do nothing.”

Curt Newton desperately racked his
brain. Some expedient must permit
them to escape from this deadly cap-
tivity before the slow force began to
transmute them into metal.

His alert mind considered every
phase of their situation. He and Otho,
‘unable to move a muscle, could do
nothing. Therefore the only hope lay
in the Brain. But the Brain was dan-
gling from Otho’s grasp. Simon could
move only his flexible eye stalks.

A wild hope came into Curt’s mind.

The Brain was hanging very close
to the half-raised pistol in Otho’s
other hand. In that fact there might
just be a chance for salvation.

“Simon—Ilisten!” he breathed. “Can
you—touch Otho’s—proton pistol—
with your eye stalks?”

Puzzledly the Brain extended the
flexible metal stalks of his strange
eyes to their full length. Then he an-
swered.

“Yes, I can do that,” he rasped.
“Why, lad?”

“Qur only chance,” Curt breathed.
“Try to raise Otho’s pistol-hand a lit-
tle—to make the pistol—point at that
—blazing disk in the wall—I'll direct
you.”

The Brain suddenly understood.
He exerted all the power of his flex-
1ible eye stalks to raise the other hand
of the paralyzed android.

Slowly Otho’s hand and proton pis-
tol rose a little, Curt watched hope-
-fully, then called out in a panting cry.

“That’s—enough, Simon!”

The Brain stopped his efforts. The
proton pistel in ©Othe’s hand ‘now
pointed directly at the quartz disk in
the wall, from which the paralyzing
radiance was streaming on them.

“Now—try to pull—trigger!” Cap-
tain Future breathed.

THO’S arm was frozen in the

new position. The Brain insert-

ed its eye stalks into the trigger open-
ing of the pistol.

Curt saw that Simon was exerting
all the force of his movable eyes,
pressing back against the trigger.
Could he do it?

The trigger of the pistol clicked
back suddenly. A pale proton beam
lanced from the weapon:.

Squarely it struck the
quartz disk in the wall! '

The disk was shattered. The par-
alyzing transmutation force vanished.
Curt Newton and Otho instantly re-
gained their powers of movement.

“Split my atoms, it worked!” Otho
yelled. “Chief, that idea was a life-
saver! If you hadn’t thought of it—"

Sweat was standing out on Curt’s
brow. He mopped his forehead.

“I don’t want another five minutes
like that! That device must have been
set there by the Machine-masters to
protect the precious jewels in that
mosaic. All these metal statues
around us are men who were caught
by the thing, and turned into metal.”

Carefully, now that they had been
taught caution by their unnerving ex-
perience, Curt and the two Future-
men advanced to the wall. They
stared with new respect at the won-
derful mosaic of precious jewels.

The mosaic picture undoubtedly de-
picted the legendary Fountain of
Life, Curt thought. It showed a glow-
ing, geyserlike fountain, composed of
white Uranian diamonds set in the
stone wall.

Below it, other jewels had been set.
On each jewel was carved a word in
the ancient Martian writing. '

“The secret of the Waters of Im-
mortal Youth,” Curt read from the
jewel-writing. “We, the mighty Ma-
chine-masters, found the Fountain of
those waters far out on the world
of—)’

radiant
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“That’s all there is to the writing!”
Otho exclaimed disappointedly. “The
rest of the jewels are gone.”

In fact, the jewels, on which had
been written the rest of the secret,
had been pried out of the wall. They
were gone,

Curt’s gray eyes narrowed.

“Those missing jewels were taken
so long ago,” he declared. “See how
unweathered the stone sockets are?”
He looked at the Brain. “The mys-
tery is beginning to unravel, Simon.
The Life-lord is someone who heard
that the secret of the Fountain of Life
was here in the heart of the Machine
City. So he came here with others.
Somehow they evaded the paralyzing
force, and read the secret from this
wall. He took the most of the jewels
with him so nobody else could pene-
trate the secret.

“Once he had the secret of the
Fountain of Life’s location,” Curt
continued his keen reasoning, “the
Life-lord went to whatever world the
Fountain lies upon. There he found
the Fountain. Then he set ‘up the
criminal syndicate that now is poison-
ing the System with the Lifewater
taken from the Fountain.”

“Aye, lad, I believe you have the
truth of it,” the Brain rasped thought-
fully. “But the secret seems lost to
us now.” i

“Yes, we're as ignorant as ever of
what world the Fountain is on, curse
it!” Otho swore.

_ “No, we’ve narrowed it down,” Cap-
tain Future contradicted. “The last
words of this writing say: ‘We

found the Fountain of those waters
far out on the world of—’ That indi-

cates the Fountain’s on one of the

planets outward from Mars.” .

“Which narrows it down to Jupiter,
Saturn, Uranus, Neptune and Pluto,”
Otho said sarcastically. “That helps
a lot.”

“Uranus, Neptune and Pluto are
out, because archeologists know the
ancient Martian expeditions never
visited them,” Curt retorted. “So the
Fountain must be somewhere on Ju-
piter or Saturn. I'd say Saturn is the
best bet. We found Saturnian dust
and pollen in that dead Mercurian
criminal’s clothes, remember.
found no Jovian dust.”

But we

HE android’s eyes kindled.
now we’re really getting some-

“Say,

where. Saturn, you think? Okay,
we’ll rocket for there. Let’s turn that
world upside down till we find the
Life-lord’s hangout, huh?”

“Not so fast, my impatient friend,”
grinned Captain Future. “Saturn is
just a guess, so far. And there’s
something I still want to inspect here.
Did you notice that a couple of these
human statues are a lot brighter than
the others?” _

“Sure, 1 noticed that,” Otho an-
swered. Then the android stiffened
with amazement. “I get it, Chief!
They’re brighter because they haven’t
been here long enough to corrode.
And if they haven’t been here long,
they may be some of the men who
came with the Life-lord.”

“That’s the idea,” Curt Newton
nodded. “Come along and we’ll have
a look.”

There were perhaps two score metal
figures in this court—men who had
been caught in the past by the deadly
force and held paralyzed until they
were slowly transmuted into solid
metal. They stood immovably near

the outer edge of the court. None had

got farther than that.
Captain Future found one whose‘ '
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metal was bright and uncorroded by
time and weather. It was a Venusian.
His metal face still wore an expres-
sion of frozen horror. Even his cloth-
ing was metal now.

Curt took a compact stereoscopic
camera from his belt and photo-
graphed the metal man. He noticed

another uncorroded figure nearby, a
tall Earthman in metal. He photo-
graphed that man, too.

“Here’s another, Chief—a big one!”
Otho exclaimed, advancmg toward a

~ bright metal figure towering above the
others.

To the horror of Otho, and the
‘amazement of Curt and the Brain, the
~ third metal figure suddenly turned
- and grabbed Otho.

“It’s alive!”’ screeched Otho.
got me!”

A burst of laughter came from Cap-
tain Future.

- “It’s Grag,” Curt cried, relief throb-

*It's

. bing through his mirth.

~ The big robot was standing, holding
- Eek. His joy was manifest all over
his rigid bearing.

~ “How did you escape from those
syndicate men who captured you,
Grag?” demanded the Brain.

Grag explained how he had escaped
from the criminal’s ship in mid-space
and had been picked up by a liner and
brought to Mars. He didn’t tell about
his experience in the freak-show, for
that was a chapter in his life that Grag
meant to keep secret.

“I grabbed a rocket-flier and came
down here full speed to this Machine
City,” Grag concluded. “The machine
guards didn’t sense me when I enter-
ed, since I’'m not flesh and blood. I
hunted until I heard your voices just
now. When I saw you searching
among these metal statues, I thought
I’d play a little joke on Otho.”

“Is that your idea of a joke?” Otho
demanded furiously.

~ The android began to swear, calling
on his exhaustive knowledge of inter-
planetary profanity. He referred sav-
agely to Grag’s unhuman nature, to
his thick-headedness, his general all-
round worthlessness.

Grag just made the booming sound
that was the nearest to a chuckle he

- could ever utter.
“You are angry only because I

scared the life out of you,” he accused
Otho.

““Me, scared?” Qthe hissed. “Why,
I knew it was you all the time. No-
body could mistake a big junk-pile
like you—

APTAIN FUTURE cut off the
android’s torrent of denuncia-
tion. He addressed Grag keenly.

“You say those syndicate men were
going to report back to the Life-lord?
They were heading for Saturn?”

“Yes, Master,” the robot boomed.
“From their talk, I learned that they
had formerly been pirates of the
Saturnian moons. The Life-lord en-
listed them as followers when he
formed the Lifewater syndicate.”

“Then there’s no further doubt
about it,” Captain Future declared,
with a triumphant flash in his gray
eyes. “Saturn is where we’ll find the
Fountain of Life. Andif we find that,
we’ll also get the Life-lord behind the
syndicate.”

“Aye, lad, every clue so far points
that way,” rasped the Brain.

“Come along, we’re getting back to
the Comet,” Curt ordered. “No time
to waste now!”

The intrepid quartet hurried back
through the blazingly illuminated Ma-
chine City. Easily now they threaded
its bustle of useless mechanical activ-
ity. Curt’s protective mechanism still
guarded them from discovery. They
slipped between the patrolling guard

- cars and tramped away from the weird

metropolis, across the black desert
that was red by day.

Phobos and Deimos were setting,
one in the west and the other in the
east. The two moons cast weirdly
forked shadows around Curt Newton
and the Futuremen as they hastened
toward the Comet.

Inside the little ship, Curt immedi-
ately went to the powerful televisor.
He sent a call to Planet Police head-
quarters, far away on Earth.

The magic name of Captain Future
brought Commander Halk Anders
hastily to the screen. Anders’ bulg-
ing eyes stared inquiringly from the
screen.

“Commander, I’ve a couple of stere-
ophotos here that I want you to check
in the identity files,” Curt requested.
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“The men in these pictures have been
changed to metal. But their features
are the same as when they were alive,
of course.”

“Changed to metal?” Anders repeat-
ed wonderingly. “What in the world?
But go ahead and shoot the pictures,
Captain Future.”

Otho had taken the self-developing
stereophotos from Curt’s tiny camera.
The wizard of science held them in
front of the televisor.
identity clerk, whom Anders had
called, rephotographed them from the

other end of the connection.
- Halk Anders reappeared on the
screen a short while later, with a
couple of identity cards in his grasp.

“Both of your men had interplanet-
ary Police records,” he told Curt. “The
Earthman was Roscoe Arns, space-
sailor, former miner on Mercury. Our
last data on him was that six months
ago he sailed as crewman on a small
space cruiser to the outer planets. His
employer was Martin Graeme, an Earth
Ethnologist. The Venusian had a slight
record, too, and was another tough egg.
He was Vasc Cay, Venusian adven-
turer. He also went off on a scientific
expedition some months ago, with
Doctor Zin Zibo, a Venusian bio-
physicist.”

APTAIN FUTURE'’S tanned face
was thoughtful as he spoke.

“Marshal Ezra Gurney and Joan
Randall are on Jupiter, where they're
creating a smoke-screen of activity to
deceive the Life-lord. Will you call
them and ask them to wait for us to
pick them up there?”

“Of course,” the commander replied.
He spoke hopefully. “Do you think
the Lifewater syndicate has its center
on Saturn?” :

“Perhaps,” Curt Newton answered
noncommittally. “I am not in a posi-
tion to say at the moment.”

Halk Anders nodded understand-
ingly. There was a quality of desperate
appeal in the burly commander s voice
as he replied.

“I hope you’re getting somewhere
against that syndicate, Captain Fu-
ture! The nine worlds are literally
being flooded with that cursed Life-
water now. God knows how many

The Police:

poor devils are becoming addicts to the
stuff every day.”

“I know,” Curt Newton said bitterly.
“We’re working as fast as we can,
Commander.”

He switched off the televisor and
turned to the Futuremen. They had
been listening attentively. -

“So Doctor Zin Zibo, the bio-phys-
icist we pretended we wanted to con-
sult on Venus, has been here in the
Machine City!” Otho cried.

“Yes, and one of his men was caught
by that hellish transmutation force,”

Curt declared. He went on, broodingly.

“Zin Zibo was interested in scientific
rejuvenation.  That’s why we pre-
tended to call on him. He was inter-
ested in rejuvenation!”:

“Then perhaps it was Zin Zibo who
came here and got the secret of the
Fountain of Life’s location,” the Brain
sugested.

“Maybe Zin Zibo, or maybe the
Earth ethnologist, Martin Graeme. He
must have been here also. Or maybe
they came later than the real Life-lord,
for all we know.” :

He jumped to his feet.

“We’re rocketing for Saturn! The
heart of this web lies somewhere near
there. We’re going to find it.”

A few moments later, the Comet rose



e

from the dark desert with a blast of
_rocket-tubes. Swiftly it screamed up
into the stars on its way to Saturn.

CHAPTER VII

Murder on Saturn

SHROUDED in his
concealing aura of
~blue force, the
Life-lord sat in the
secret metal room
with the air-lock
doors. The master
of the Lifewater
syndicate was re-

of Thorkul, the
Martian criminal,

and his crew.
“And so,” Thorkul finished, his red

- face anxious, “the robot escaped from

us on our way here. We searched
around when we found him missing,
but we couldn’t find him. Some other
ship had picked him up.”

“You blundered badly, Thorkul,”
came the Life-lord’s harsh accusation.

“Still, there’s no harm done,” the
Martian protested. *“Captain Future

“certainly must have perished by now
in that trap of transmutation-force in
the Machine City.”

“I hope so,” brooded the Life-lord.
“If not—"

The televisor on his desk buzzed
sharply. He pressed its switch. On
the screen appeared a Saturnian, who
spoke excitedly.

Thorkul and the other criminals
listened. Outside the hermetically
sealed windows, thin sunlight trickled
down on a grotesque, monstrous
forest. The Rings were a pale sword
of radiance in the sky.

“Life-lord, I’ve got bad news!” the
man in the televisor was babbling.
“One of our men spying on the Planet
Police just reported. Captain Future
and the Futuremen are headed for
Saturn, to the city Ops.”

“That red-headed devil didn’t perish
at Mars, then,” the Life-lord muttered.
His shrouded body tensed. “He’s
striking like lightning, as usual. He’s

ceiving the report
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the biggest danger our syndicate has
yet faced. He’s got to be smashed be-
fore he can smash us!”

The Life-lord rose to his feet, a
blue-shining figure of mystery. He
spoke rapidly to Thorkul and the
other criminals.

“I'm returning at once to the city
Ops. Future will be there soon, and
I have a plan for getting him. Lis-
ten—"

* ok ok ok %

T that very moment Captain Fu-

ture, the Futuremen, and old
Ezra Gurney, whom they had picked
up on Jupiter, were rocketing toward
Saturn. :

Grag had the controls. Expertly
the robot sent the Comet flying
through the thronging moons, toward
the sunward side of the giant sphere.

Soon they were cutting above the
Rings. Under them stretched colossal
whirling bands that were composed of
millions of meteors and tiny plane-
toids. Forever jostling and crowding
each other, they raced around the big
world. From this close above, the
Rings were an awesome sight.

“Head straight for Ops, the capi-
tal,” Curt Newton told the robot. “I
want to see the Governor first.”

Curt and Otho were stripping off the
disguises they had worn in the pirate
stronghold. As Curt worked, he
talked to Ezra Gurney.

“The center of the whole Lifewater
traffic is somewhere on Saturn, Ezra.
That’s certain. But it’s a huge planet.
It’s going to take all our cunning to
ferret out the heart of the web before
millions of people in the System be-
come addicts of the Lifewater.”

Ezra nodded his white head sol-
emnly. “The syndicate is selling more
of the cursed poison every day, on
every world. Not that I can blame
people too much for falling for it
They don’t know its fatal effects. I'd
like to be young again myself, to tell
the truth.”

Ezra’s faded blue eyes lighted a
little.

“Yes, I'd like to be twenty years old
again, with the wild interplanetary
frontiers callin’ like they called me
when I was a youngster. That was
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At a desk sat a shining, aura-shrouded shape (Chapter XI)

when space was new, and life was
worth livin’. I can see how people
are foolish enough to drink the Life-
water, all right.”

The Comet screamed down through
the deep atmosphere of Saturn at a
speed no other shop would have dared.
Presently they were rushing over the
sunlit, tumbled valleys and scrubby
forests of the equatorial regions. The
plant life was of all shades of blue
and purple.

The city Ops came into sight ahead
—a sprawling black blot on the blue
plain. It lay in the oblique rays of the
little Sun setting at the western hori-
zon. The great Saturnian metropolis
would never lose its archaic look. It
had been old long before the first
Earthmen came pioneering through
space to open up interplanetary com-
merce. : :

Ops covered nearly forty square
miles of the blue plain. A vast mass
of flat-roofed buildings of black ce-

ment, it was cut by crooked, narrow,
old streets. Its central section rose to
big, square, black structures of many
stories. The black Hyrcanian River
wound lazily through the city like an
ebon snake, beneath many massive
bridges. ;

Captain Future looked thoughtfully
at the ancient, far-flung black city
brooding in the sunset. Was the Life-
lord, his antagonist in this great duel
across the System, controlling the flow
of insidious elixir from somewhere in
this city?

“Land in the court behind the Gov-
ernment Building, Grag,” directed
Curt. “I want to see Khol Kor, the
Governor.”

“He’ll be mighty glad to see you,”
Ezra drawled. “This Lifewater traf-
fic’s got him worried, same as all
planetary officials.” :

The looming, black cement build-
ing, which housed the System Govern-
ment’s offices on Saturn, stood in a



small park of blue grass and pale-
trunked trees with purple foliage.
Rocket-cars and pedestrians flowed
through the nearby streets. Twilight
was quickly deepening.

Down through the soft Saturnian
dusk, through the swarming rocket-
fliers of local city traffic, sank the
Comet. It came to rest in a paved
court behind the vast Government
Building, where a number of small of-
ficial space cruisers and fliers were
parked.

A Planet Police officer in black uni-
form came hurrying up as Curt New-
ton and Ezra emerged from the little
ship.

“No landing permitted here except
by official ships—" the officer began.
Then he glimpsed the ring on Curt’s

hand. “Oh, Captain Future!” He
stepped back respectfully. “I didn’t
know.”

Curt turned puzzledly to the old
marshal.

“Why isn’t Joan here to meet us,
Ezra?” :

“I forgot to tell you, Captain Fu-
ture,” Ezra said quickly. “Joan
thought maybe she could get a line on
the Lifewater traffic right here in Ops,
by making herself up as an agin’
woman and goin’ into the city to buy
the filthy stuff. She left me on Jupi-
ter.”

URT NEWTON felt sharp alarm.

“The syndicate men would spot
her as a spy in a minute, Ezra!” He
told the old veteran about the X-ray
- spectacles used by the Lifewater
venders to inspect their clients.
“Where was Joan going?”

“I don’t know, exactly,” Ezra an-
swered anxiously. “She said she’d
start workin’ through the beauty
shops first, to try contactin’ the Life-
water salesmen.”

Captain Future turned quickly to
Otho, who was emerging from the
ship with Grag and the Brain.

“Otho, slap on enough of a disguise
to make yourself unnoticeable. Hunt
through the city for Joan. Bring her
back at once!”
~ “Okay, Chief!” Otho cried, his eyes
sparkling at the prospect of getting
off on his own.

In an amazingly short while, the
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android resumed the Mercurian dis-
guise he had used at the pirate hide-
out. He slipped away into the swarm-
ing streets of Ops. —

Darkness had fallen. " Lights were
blinking from thousands of buildings
all over the far-flung city. Other
lights streaked along with soft hum-
ming through the upper darkness, as
fliers passed. From the field north of
the city, trails of shining fire arched
toward the zenith as vast space ships
took off for other worlds.

The starry sky was a stupendous
spectacle, Across it marched a royal
procession of five large moons— Jape-
tus, Titan, Tethys, Dione and Mimas.
And dominating all, across the
heavens just south of the zenith,
soared the tremendous shining arc of
the Rings. It was like a pathway laid
down by the gods through the sky.

Curt Newton paused momentarily
to look up at that wonderful spec-
tacle. >
“He who has not seen the nights of
Saturn has not travelled,” he mused.
His face hardened. “Come on. Some-
where under that sky are the men
we’re hunting.”

A few minutes later, Curt, Ezra, and
Grag, who carried the Brain, entered
the office of the Governor. A brightly
lit room it was, of course, on the first
floor of the enormous building.

Khol Kor, Governor of Saturn, was
a native of the ringed planet. Tall,
lanky, blue-skinned, and with bris-
tling black hair and pale, hard eyes,
he looked so tough and wiry that he
must have ridden stads across the
Great Plains for thirty years.

He stuck out his bony hand and
roared out his greeting in an explosive
bass voice.

“I'm plenty glad to see you, Cap-
tain Future! And those are two of
your Futuremen everybody talks
about? Well, they’re damned queer
to look at. But from what I hear,
they're worth fifty ordinary men.”

Curt Newton liked this lanky, rangy
Saturnian, but he knew better than
to trust superficial impressions.

“We might as well get right down
to cases,” the red-haired wizard of
science declared crisply. “You know
about this illicit Lifewater traffic
that’s going on, naturally.”
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“I surely do!” Khol Kor replied in
his explosive voice. “They’re selling
the stuff secretly in every city of
Saturn, the same as on all the other
worlds. And we don’t seem to be able
to break the traffic up.”

“The center of the Lifewater traffic
is somewhere on Saturn,” Captain Fu-
ture informed him. “The elixir is
shipped from here to branches of the
criminal syndicate all over the Sys-
tem.”

HE Saturnian Governor looked
stupefied.

“But who’s doing it?” he asked in
bewilderment.

Curt smiled mirthlessly. “I wish I
knew—I'd have him in Cerberus prison
pretty quick. The job that brought us
to Saturn is tracking down this Life-
lord, as he calls himself. We must
shut off the flow of Lifewater and
smash the whole evil syndicate.” Curt
continued quickly. “You’ve heard of
the Fountain of Life?”

“Sure, everybody’s heard that

myth.”

* “P'm afraid it’s no myth. I think the
Fountain exists here on Saturn, and
that the Lifewater comes from it.”

Curt’s statement staggered the Sa--

turnian.

“Name of the Ten Moons!’ Khol
Kor shouted. “I always thought that
Fountain was just a story.”

“Tell me,” Captain Future went on.
“Do you know, or can you find out, if
two men have been here on Saturn re-
cently? They are Doctor Martin
Graeme, an Earthman ethnologist, and
Zin Zibo, a Venusian bio-physicist.”

Khol Kor scratched his bristling
black hair, frowning as he pondered
the names.

“Why, yes. Now I remember. Both
of them called on me, at different
times, some months ago. They asked
for permission to study the old
archives over in the Ops Museum.
Each of them said that they were in-
terested in the old Fountain of Life
legend.” He stared at Curt. “You
think one of them—"

“I think I want to question them, at
once,” Curt Newton interrupted. “Has
anyone else asked for permission to
study the Ops Museum archives?
Was anybody else interested in the
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Fountain of Life?”

Khol Kor locked up slowly.

“Yes, come to think of it, there were
a couple of others some time ago. One
was Sus Urgal, a Martian who said he
was writing some kind of book and
wanted data. The other’s Renfrew
Keene, a young Earthman hunting for
his lost father. He said his father was
seeking the Fountain, and he wanted
to trace him.”

“Can you have all four of those men
brought here quickly?” Captain Fu-
ture asked.

“Sure I can, and I will,” the lanky
Saturnian replied emphatically.

He went to a televisor on the desk.
He called Planet Police in the nearby
building, and rapped out ‘a series of
sharp orders.

“They’ll fetch all four in,” the Gov-
erner told Curt. “Strangers on Saturn
have to keep their addresses on filé,
you know.”

Presently four men—the Venuszan
Martian, and two Earthmen—were
ushered into the office.

Curt’s eyes flickered over them
quickly. Was one of these four the
Life-lord behind the vast criminal
syndicate?

“What is the matter, Governor?”
Zin Zibo was asking anxiously. “I
hope nothing’s wrong with my inter-
planetary passport.”

Zin Zibo was a middle-aged man.
Handsome in a dark way like most
Venusians, Curt saw he was a studious
looking, quiet-eyed scientist. ,

“Captain Future wants to ask you
all a few questions,” Khol Kor replled
curtly.

“Captam Future?” :

Zin Zibo turned curiously. He and
the other three men stared wonder-
ingly at Curt, Grag and Simon. :

“Is this really Captain Future?”
‘Martin Graeme asked doubtfully. “He
looks so young.”

Martin Graeme himself was not
young. He was a sour-faced, graying
Earthman with suspicious, hostile
eyes and thin lips.

Sus Urgal, the Martian author, was
a jovial individual. Big-chested and
stilt-limbed like all his race, his red-
skinned bald head gleamed as his

round eyes stared wonderingly at the = =

Futuremen.
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- Renfrew Keene, the other Earth-

man, was clearly the youngest of the
four men. Though a clean-cut blond
youth of twenty, there were lines of
haggard anxiety on his face.

“I'm Captain Future,” Curt said
quietly. “And I need some informa-
tion from you gentlemen. You can
help me solve a problem.”

IN ZIBO, the Venusian bio-physi-
cist, answered for all.
 “We’ll tell you anything we can,
Captain Future. I deem it an honor
to meet the greatest scientist in the
System, the man who—

Curt waved aside the eager praise.
He shot a sharp question at the Venu-
sian.

“You were on Mars several months
ago, in the Machine City.”

“Why, yes, I was,” Zin Zibo ad-
mitted in surprise,

“What were you after?” Curt New-
ton demanded.

“I've been specializing in research
on rejuvenation a long time, Captain
Future,” Zin Zibo explained. “I'd
heard of the mythical Fountain of
Life, of course. It occurred to me
that behind the myth might be some
truth. Perhaps one of the ancient
planetary civilizations had discovered
a practicable method of human rejuve-
nation.

“The old Machine Masters of Mars
were supposed to have found the
Fountain, That’s how the legend
started, you know. So I devised a way
to enter the Machine City, hoping to
get a clue. Well, my secretary, Educ
Ex, our guides, and I, ran into a dread-
ful trap. One of our men was turned
to metal. And it was all for nothing.
Someone had been there ahead of us.
He had torn out most of the inscribed
jewels that contained the secret of the
Fountain’s supposed location.

“The little left of the inscription

placed the Fountain on an outer

world,” Zin Zibo concluded. “I de-
cided to investigate the outer planets.
I started with Jupiter, but found
nothing there. So I came on to Saturn
and have been searching the Museum
archives here for a clue. So far, I’ve
found nothing.”

“The man you lost in the Machine
City had an interplanetary Police rec-

ord,” Curt said sharply. “Did you
know that?”

Zin Zibo shrugged. “All my guides
were tough characters. Ordinary

men wouldn’t dare to go near the Ma-
chine City.”

“And you say,” Captain Future
pursued, “that somebody had been to
the Machine City before you, and got
the Fountain secret?”

“That’s possxble lad,” rasped the
Brain. “But if it’s true, who was at
the Machine City before Zin Zibo?”

Curt looked at Martin Graeme. He
questioned the Earthman ethnologist.

“You were there, Graeme.”

The sour-faced Earthman started.

“Well, yes. But I went there after
Zin Zibo, not before him. I found no
more than he. But, like him, I started
to follow the faint Fountain clue to
the outer worlds.”

“You’re not a biologist,” Captain
Future said sharply. “Why are you
interested in the Fountain of Life?”

“The Fountain is just a fairy tale,”
Graeme scoffed. “But the tale says
the Fountain is in a country of winged
people. Such a winged human race
might actually exist on one of the
planets. As an ethnologist, that pos-
sibility interests me tremendously.
That’s why I've been trying to track
down this old legend—to see if such
a winged people ever did exist. I lost
one of my men, too, at that trap in the
Machine City. I also had to hire
tough space-adventurers with crim-
inal records. No ordinary guides
would go.”

Future turned to Sus Urgal, the
genial looking Martian author. :

“And why are you interested in the
Fountain?”

Sus Urgal smiled at him good-
naturedly. .

“I'm wrltmg a book on ‘Legends of
the Solar System.” This Fountain of
Life legend is one of the best known
of all interplanetary myths. That'’s
why I've been gathermg material on
it at the museum here in Ops.”

“Were you also in the Machine
City?” Curt demanded.

“Not on your life,” Sus Urgal de-
clared. “We natives of Mars know
too much to go near "that accursed
place. No, I’ve just been traveling
from world to world, gathering data
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on the old legends wherever I go.
I've found masses of information here,
and I’ve been working it up for some
months.”

UTURE looked questioningly at
Renfrew Keene, the blond young
Earthman.
~ “What made you come all the way
out to Saturn to investigate the old
Fountain story?”

“I’'m looking for my father,” Ren-
frew Keene answered earnestly. “His
name was Thomas Keene, and he was
an inveterate dreamer and space-ad-
venturer. He believed in the Fountain
of Life legend. He thought if he
could find it, its waters would make
him young again. So he spent years
searching for it over all the System.
Just last year, he came out to Saturn
on his quest for the Fountain. We
couldn’t keep him from it, and he
never came back. I came out here to

try to find him. I've been trying to -

ascertain where he went by running
down the Fountain legend myself.”

Khol Kor, the Governor, spoke up

to Captain Future.

“I can corroborate this young fel-
low’s story. His father, this Thomas
Keene, was in here to see me a year
ago. The old man told me he was
hunting the Fountain of Life, and
wanted permission to go into the un-
explored areas. I wouldn’t give it to
him, but I guess he went anyway. He
was this fellow’s father, all right. I
can see the resemblance now.”

Captain Future kept silent for a
moment, surveying the four men who
faced him. Inwardly Curt felt a little
baffled.

All these men had good enough ex-
cuses for their interest in the Foun-
tain of Life. But was one of them
lying?

“Someone has found the Fountain,”
he told them. “That man is selling the
poisonous Lifewater that comes from
it.”

It was as though a bombshell had
burst among the four men, their sur-
prise was so great.

“You mean—the illegal Lifewater
elixir comes from the Fountain?’’ burst
Sus Urgal. “Why, I’'d heard of the
illicit traffic. But I didn’t think of con-
necting it with the old legend!”

“I still don’t believe it,” snapped
Martin Graeme. “The Fountain en
Life is a myth. Lifewater can’t come
from something that doesn’t exist.”

But Zin Zibo showed excitement.

“Captain Future, if someone did find
the Fountain, I think I know who it
was. It’s someone in this room!”

“What?” Curt exclaimed, stiffening.

The Venusian scientist explained
with nervous eagerness.

“In going through the archives in
Ops Museum, I found one old set of
records had been stolen. I learned
that the man who had stolen them
was—" :

Suddenly darkness crashed on them.
In that utter blackness, every ray of
light was smothered.

“A darkness bomb!” Curt yelled.
“Grag, comb the floor for it!”

But on the heels of his command
came a horrible, stifled scream, then the
thump of a body falling to the floor.

“Got it, Master!’ boomed Grag in
the dark. ' :

The blinding pall vanished as the
robot smashed the darkness bomb he
had found. That ended its light-
damping effect.

Zin Zibo lay on the floor, stiff and
unmoving. Curt knelt swiftly. The
Venusian’s body was frozen! His con-
torted face and limbs were cold and
hard as ice. A tiny blue wound stood
out on his neck.

“Plutonian freezing-venom!” Curt
Newton stated harshly. “Someone in
this room used it, to murder Zin Zibo!”’

CHAPTER VIII
Secret Syndicate

IT WAS several
hours earlier that
same day that Joan
Randall had de-
cided to try pen-
etrating the Life-
water syndicate on
Saturn by under-
cover work.

In the Planet Po-
lice office in Ops,
she and Ezra Gur-
ney had reported after arriving from

P sm—
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Jupiter. The girl secret agent eagerly
explained her plan to the old inter-
planetary marshal.

“Captain Future’s message indicates
that the heart of the Lifewater syndi-
cate is here on Saturn,” she said ex-
citedly. “I’'m going to try contacting
the Iocal venders of the elixir before he

~ arrives.”

“Mebbe you’d better wait for Cap’n
Future to get here, Joan,” Ezra replied
dubiously. “That syndlcate s pmson
to fool with.”

“Pll disguise myself as an aging
woman and pretend I want to buy the
Lifewater. They won’t suspect me.
And think how much it would help
Captain Future if we could tell him
where the local branch of the syndicate
is.” Perhaps we can even give him a
sample of the Lifewater!”

Ezra shook his white head at her
understandingly.

“You’d do anything to help Future,
wouldn’t you?”

Joan flushed. The dark-eyed Earth-
girl knew that Ezra was well aware of
her' feelings toward Curt Newton.
Since she had first met and worked with
the wizard of science, he had inspired
her with an emotion that she realized
was more than mere hero worship.

She remembered every moment she
had spent with the debonair, brilliant,
red-haired planeteer. Moments of peril,
most of them had been. In the great
jungles of Jupiter, Curt had fought to
crush the Space Emperor. She recalled
the dreaded Hall of Enemies on Pluto’s
illusion-moon, that Black Isle in Nep-
tune’s sea, where Captain Future had
saved her from a ghastly fate. Perilous
moments, they all had been, yet she
cherished their memory.

“T’ll report back as soon as I find out
anything,” she told the old marshal.

“But you can’t just go through the
streets of Ops, shoutin’ that you want
to buy the Lifewater.”

Joan smiled. “Don’t be foolish,
Ezra. Of course I have a plan.”

The girl agent locked herself into
one of the rooms in Planet Police
headquarters. Rapidly she began dis-
guising herself.

Joan was mot quite as adept at the
art of disguise as was Captain Future,
or Otho, the supreme master of make-

up. But she was skilled enough to
change her appearance radically in a
short time. »

A chemical wash made her shining
dark hair look dull and tinged with
gray. A cosmetic acid-paste, which she
applied to her face, quickly roughened
and wrinkled the skin, adding years to
her apparent age. She changed the
carriage of her lithe body, and made
her voice huskier. Finally she dontied
a synthesilk dre8s of a flowery, frivo-
lous pattern.

An aging Earthwoman, who seemed
to be making a pathetic attempt to look
young, slipped out of the building.
She started into the swarming streets
of the great Saturnian city.

It was late afternoon, and the wide
shopping streets of Ops were thronged.
Blue-skinned Saturnian men and
women were vastly in the majority, of
course, though there was a sprinkling
of other planetary peoples. Many of
the Saturnians were tall, tough look-
ing herdsmen from the Great Plains,k
staring wonderingly at the noisy cxty S
rocket-cars, fliers and crowds. =

OANRANDALL had a keen,
quick intelligence. No one with-
out it could last as long as she had as a
secret agent of the Planet Police. She
knew she was dealing with a deadly
and efficient criminal organization be-
hind the Lifewater syndicate. She
must not arouse their suspicions by
crude methods.

Therefore she directed her steps to-
ward the fashionable street of Ops.
There stood most of the beauty-science
establishments. Joan entered one of
the smaller places.

She recognized all the super-scien-
tific devices and perparations common
to such shops. The powerful ray pro-
jectors were meant to stimulate the
skin, Martian ato-surgical appliances
made possible the daring plastic sur-
gery now carried on. She saw creams
and perfumes from far-away Venus,
dyes from Uranus, beauty preparations
from half a dozen other worlds.

To the suave Saturnian proprietor,
Joan gushed the story on which she
had decided.

“I’ve just arrived on Saturn with my
husband. He’s a high official of a
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Marshal Ezra Gurney—crime crusher of the space patrol

shipping company. I've heard so much
about your accomplishments as beau-
ticians that I came at once to try them.

Do you think you can make me look :

young again?”’

The suave Saturnian she had to ad-
mit, was tactful.

“We can do much to help you,
madam. A three-months’ course of
skin-stimulation treatments, and
also—"

“But I don’t want just ordinary
treatments!’ Joan interrupted. “I
want you to make me look twenty
years younger, at once.”

The Saturnian shrugged. “I’'m sorry,
but you ask the impossible.”

“Then I'll go somewhere else!”
Joan declared indignantly.

She left, hoping someone would stop
her. But no one did.

She tried two more of the beauty-
science establishments, using the same
approach. Each time she met no suc-
cess. At none of these places could
anyone suggest how she could become
younger looking at once.

Almost ready to give up, she entered
another shop.

The tall, sleek, blue Saturnian girl
to whom she told her story eyed her
narrowly. Then she made a smooth
suggestion. :

“No ordinary - scientific beauty-
methods can make you look young,
madam,” the girl told her. “But there
is a way in which you can not only
look young, but be young—immedi-
ately.” :

“What is this way you talk of?”
Joan asked eagerly.” :

“It is a wonderful elixir, which you
drink. It makes you young at once. -
It’s called the Lifewater.”

Joan pretended to recoil, though in-
wardly she was excited with her suc-
cess.

“The Lifewater?” she repeated.
“But everybody says it’s a poison. If
you start taking it, you must keep it
up. That’s what the System Govern-
ment said when it broadcast a warn-

_ing not to drink the Lifewater.”

The girl smiled scornfully and made
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a scoffing gesture.

“The Government’s warning is a lie,
madam. Naturally the Government
doesn’t want people to drink the Life-
water. If everybody remained young,
there’d be such a huge increase of pop-
ulation that all the worlds would be
crowded. Of course it would make a
problem for the Government. That'’s
why they put out this lie about the
Lifewater.”

Joan Randall heard with intense in-
terest. So this was how the Lifewater
syndicate lulled the fears of those who
hesitated to drink the elixir! She knew
it was an effective method.

“It would be wonderful to be young
-again, if I could be sure the elixir is
harmless,” she said doubtfully. “How
much would I have to pay you for the
Lifewater?”

“We do not sell it here ” the Sat-
urnian girl replied hastily. “But I can
direct you to a place where you can
buy it. You will have to be discreet,
however.”

FFUSIVELY Joan promised. The

girl gave her a card on which was

printed an address in the northern
section of Ops.

Joan left, thrilled with excitement.
Now she was getting somewhere! She
realized that the Lifewater syndicate
must have planted “steerers” in beauty
establishment everywhere, to encour-
age youth-hungry women to buy the
elixir. She had guessed that was their
method of operation.

Night had already fallen. Beneath
the bland, brilliant glow of the Rings
and the five hurtling moons, Joan made
her way over a bridge across the som-
ber black" Hyrcaman River, into the
northern section. .

The address that had been given her
was in the shabby and disreputable
section near the spdceport. Here were
ill-lighted streets of one and two story
black cement structures. Many of
them specialized in providing enter-
tainment and liquor for the space-
sailors who came drifting into Ops
from all over the System.

Joan heard a babel of planetary
languages as she hurried along. Mar-
tians, stalking Neptunians, lounging
Venusians, even a few white-furred

Stygians from Pluto’s third moon—all
the System’s races were represented
here. Nobedy noticed one Earthwoman
more or less. The crash and clamor
of weird music spilled from drinking
shops. At frequent intervals the streets
shook to the thunderous reverberation
of great space ships, blasting skyward
from the neighboring field.

Joan found the address belonged to a
dark, two-story building. On its front
was a battered sign:

DOCTOR QARTH
PLANETARY PHYSICIAN

She rang the buzzer of the televis-
announcer. The door-release clicked.
She stepped into a small, feebly lit
hall. A cold-eyed blue Saturnian man
of indeterminate age confronted her.

“Yes?” he asked noncommittally.

Joan showed the card the beauty
shop girl had given her. “I—I want
to buy some of the Lifewater,”
stammered.

“This way,” he said shortly.

She followed him through a door at
the back of the little hall. They en-
tered a more brightly lighted room.

She saw a table, on which stoed a
rack of vials that contained a milky,
opalescent liquid. Her heart leaped
at sight of that glowing fluid.

Two other men were in the room.
One was a wizened, yellow Uranian.
The other was a big Jovian who, as she
entered, was putting on a pair of thick-
lensed spectacles. .

Joan felt exultant. She had found
one of the Ops outlets of the elixir
syndicate! Now she could report it
to Captain Future. And if she could
take him a sample vial of the Life-
water, too—

“How much will the elixir cost me?”
she asked with pretended anxiety.

The Jovian answered, in a deep
voice, staring at her through his curi-
ous spectacles as he spoke.

“It will cost you nothing, because
you are not going to buy any. You are
a spy. Grab her, Qarth!”

she

EFORE Joan could flash out the
atom pistol she had concealed in
the pocket of her dress, the Saturnian
seized her arms from behind. The
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Uranian jumped startledly to his feet.

“A spy?” Qarth exclaimed, holding
the girl. “Are you sure?”

The Jov1an took off the thick spec-
tacles.

“Take a look for yourself. You'll
see that her aged appearance is just
makeup. She’s a young girl masquer-
, admg as a middle-aged woman. Search
her.”

The search discovered for them the
little Planet Police emblem hidden in
the sole of Joan’s slipper.

“A Police agent!” the Saturnian ex-
claimed.

“You'd have got away with it,” the
Jovian told Joan mockingly, “if it
hadn’t been for the X-ray spectacles.”

Joan understood then. Those curi-
ous spectacles were designed to permit
their wearer to see through any make-
up. Apparently the Lifewater ven-
ders used them as a routine check on
their new customers.

Her heart sank. She had accom-

plished nothing by her scheme to help
Captain Future, except to get herself
captured by the syndicate. And she
‘had been so confident of success a mo-
ment ago!
- Doctor Qarth, the Saturnian who
seemed to be the leader of the three
syndicate criminals, took command of
the situation.

“This is serious. We’'ll take this
girl at once to Rendezvous One and
hold her for the Life-lord to question.
If the Planet Police have spotted our
branch here, we mustn’t linger. You
tie the girl and take her out to the
car. I’ll gather up everything here.”

After the Jovian and Uranian has-
tily bound and gagged Joan, they car-
ried her out of the room by a rear
door. She glimpsed Doctor Qarth
hastily gathering up papers, Life-
water vials, and money.

Her two captors emerged with her
into a dark court behind the building.
Here a rocket-car was parked, a
vague metal bulk in the shadows. The
two criminals took her into the
vehicle, tossed her on the floor. The
Uranian started the atomic motors of
the car, while he and the Jovian
waited for their colleague.

Minutes passed, but Doctor Qarth
did not appear. The two criminals
became restless.

“Why is he taking so long?” hissed
the Uranian. “This girl may have
sent word to Police headquarters be-
fore she visited us. They may raid
the place any minute.”

“Qarth will be here soon,” Joan
heard the Jovian answer. “He’s tak-
ing care to clean up every clue in the
place.”

A moment later, Joan Randall saw
the Saturnian physician hasten from
the building, out to the rocket-car.
Carrying a bulging case in his hand,
he seated himself beside the bound
girl.

“All right, get going,” Qarth or-
dered. “I’ll watch this girl.”

The Uranian started without delay.
The rocket-car hummed out of the
court and into the noisy street. Then
it started threading through the an-
cient streets of Ops, traveling speed-
ily in an eastward direction.

Doctor Qarth bent over Joan, in the
rear of the car. Apparently he was
making certain that her bonds were
tight. To the girl agent’s amazement,
the Saturnian Wh1spered in her ear.

“Take it easy, Joan.”

The voice was that of Otho the
android!

OAN RANDALL was stupefied

into astonished speechlessness.
She looked up at the Saturnian who
was bending over her. He didn’t look
like Otho in the least, yet that hissing
whisper was unmistakable.

As he kept whispering, the sound
was effectively covered by the hum-
ming of the rocket-car’s motor.

“We reached Saturn a few hours
ago,” Otho explained swiftly. “When
Captain Future heard where you’d
gone, he knew you’d be in danger and
sent me after you. I trailed you
through the beauty shops you'd vis-
ited. Finally I found you’d gone to
this Doctor Qarth’s address, to buy
the Lifewater. I came after, and
realized they’d already discovered you
were a spy. I saw them taking you

- out to this car.

“Docter Qarth had stayed behind to
gather up his papers and money,”
Otho chuckled. “I jumped the cursed
Saturnian, overpowered him, and
then hurriedly copied his appearance.
And these simple criminals are taking
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us right to the secret headquarters of
the Life-lord! We'll be waiting there
when the Life-lord comes. It’ll be
easy to grab him.”

Joan felt a surge of relief and new
hope. The resourceful android’s plan
was a real chance to capture the Life-
lord!

The car had left Ops and was racing
eastward over the rolling plain, be-
neath the brilliant moons and Rings.

“Where are they going?”’ Otho
murmured puzzledly. “There’s noth-
ing in this Vdirection except the fun-
gus forest.”

The disguised android stiffened in
horrified amazement.

“The Life-lord’s headquarters can’t
be there! It’s death even to enter the

"’

fungus forest!

CHAPTER IX

Horror in the Museum

BACKIN THE
Governor’s office in
the city Ops, Cap-

» tain Future stared
down with danger-
ous gray eyes at
the frozen body of
Zin Zibo, the Ve-
nusian bio - physi-
cist. :

Curt’s eyes lifted
like a knife-slash
to the faces of the appalled men in the
lighted room. His voice sounded like

a whiplash.

“Someone murdered Zin Zibo to
keep him from revealing his killer’s
name. The murderer tossed a dark-
ness bomb. In the impenetrable ob-
scurity, he jabbed Zin Zibo’s cheek
with a needle tipped with Plutonian
freezing venom.”

“What a horrible way to die!”
breathed young Renfrew Keene, star-
ing down at the body.

The famous “freezmg-venom of
Pluto was such a ghastly poison that
the very mention of it always pro-
duced a shudder. The venom was
taken from a peculiar sea-snake found
in the icy ocean of Pluto, the Sea of
Avernus. It had never been success-

“ room!

fully analyzed, but it was known to
act as a chemical catalyst inside living
blood, which it changed into an effec-
tive refrigerant compound that froze
the whole body instantly.

There was revulsion, horror, fear,
on every face that Captain Future
scanned. Khol Kor, the tall, blue Sa-
turnian Governor, had been trained to
hardship, but he was shocked. Sus Ur-
gal, the jovial Martian author, now
looked far from happy. Martin
Graeme, the sour-faced Earthman eth-
nologist, could not hide his horror.

" Blond young Renfrew Keene was pale

with loathing. All seemed frozen
themselves by the breath of alien ter-
ror that had entered the office.

Graeme ‘ound his voice first.

“You don’t think one of us is re-
sponsible for the murder, do you?” he
demanded, his acidulous face anxious.

“Zin Zibo was about to reveal some-
thing,” stated Curt Newton. “Zibo
said he believed the man who found
the Fountain of Life, the man who is
now the Life-lord, was right in this
He was starting to tell us
about a set of records in the Museum
archives that had been stolen by some-

one in this room. At that mstant theff '

darkness bomb was thrown.”

Curt Newton knelt and examined
the stiff, contorted body of Zin Zibo.
Beside it lay a broken glass needle
with a thin metal haft. !

“Ezra, search every one in thls
room,” he ordered over his shoulder.
“Grag will help you.”

By the time Curt had completed his
examination of Zin Zibo, the search
had been finished.

“Nothin on any of them, Cap’n Fu-
ture,” reported old Ezra Gurney.

Curt spoke to Khol Kor, the Gover-
nor.

“Zin Zibo mentioned a secretary.
You’d better notify him of this.”

The lanky Saturnian official went to
the televisor on the desk and spoke a
few words into it. Then he quickly
returned.

Captain Futures gray eyes swept :
over the men facing him. Curt felt
that this tragedy had been engineered
in his presence as a persenal challenge
to him—a challenge that was almost
contemptuous. His voice was harsh-
ly accusing.
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“The man who did this is someone
who, like Zin Zibo, had been search-
ing the Museum archives. Graeme, you
admitted studying those archives.”

Martin Graeme, the sour-faced eth-
nologist, hastily replied.

“Yes. But Keene and Sus Urgal
have delved into those archives, too,
remember! All of us were searching
the journals and maps of old expedi-
tions into the unexplored Saturnian
lands. We were all looking for some
clue to the supposed whereabouts of
the Fountain.”

URT knew that was true. Zin
Zibo’s reference, just before the

tragedy, might have apphed to any of

these three men.

“Danged if this ain’t a puzzle,” mut-
tered Ezra Gurney to Curt. “One of
’em’s lyin’, but which?”

“Shall I knock their heads together
till they all tell the truth, Master?”
asked Grag helpfully in his booming
voice.

The men paled at the robot’s sug-
tion, Martin Greame cried out has-
tily.

“You have no right to threaten us,
Captain Future! Someone outside
this room might have flung in the
darkness bomb and then entered and
killed Zin Zibo.” :

“Yes, that may be it,” supported
young Renfrew Keene. “Someone
might have wanted to throw the blame
on one of us in the room.”

“Whoever did it, I know it wasn't
me,” said Sus Urgal, the Martian au-
thor, nervously. He added emphatical-
ly: “I wish I'd never heard of the
Fountain of Life legend.”

Simon Wright, the Brain, broke his
brooding silence. His voice rasped to
Captain Future.

“I don’t think it was anyone from
outside the room, lad. I heard no door

open, and my ears are sharper than

human ones.’
- They were intérrupted by the hasty
entrance of a young Venusian.  He
stopped and stared in horror at Zin
Zibo’s frozen body.

“You're - Zibo’s - secretary?”
Newton demanded.

“Yes, I'm Educ Ex,” the young man
stammered shakenly. “Who killed
Doctor Zibo?”

Curt

remain silent.
carry en the syndicate’s poisenous

“We don’t know yet,” Curt an-
swered decisively. “But I think we
will, before long.”

“This is frightful!” Educ Ex ecried.
“Doctor Zibo left a big scientific prac-
tice on Venus to follow this search for
a rejuvenation method. He was
eager to add the discovery to scientific
knowledge. And it’s brought him only
a horrible death.”

“Did Zin Zibo ever mention to you
the theft of certain records from the
Museum archives?” Curt asked.

“Never,” the pale secretary an-
swered dully. Then he addressed Fu-
ture in a broken voice: “Can I take his
body now? There’s a liner leaving for
Venus tomorrow. He—he would want
to be buried on his native world.”

- Curt nodded sympathetically. “I
understand. You can take him.”

Silently they watched as the griev-
ing secretary had the corpse removed.
In that interval, Curt came to a de-
cision. He looked at the Brain.

“We may be able to find out just
what records were stolen from the Mu-
seum archives, and by whom. That
seems to be our practical line -of in-
vestigation now.

The Brain seemed astounded

“Why, yes, lad. But—

Captain Future spoke sharply to
Graeme, Renfrew Keene and Sus Ur-
gal. - :

“P'm letting you go for the time be-
ing. ‘But none of you is to leave th’e
city of Ops. Understand?”

Surprisedly the three men hastxly
agreed. Then, glad to be getting
away, they departed.

HOL KOR, the tall Governor,
was staring at Curt Newton in
amazement.

“You let them go?” he cried. “Why,
one of them must be the murderer of
Zin Zibo. You freed the man you’re
after!” ' ;

“It won’t do any good to leck them
up in prisen cells,” Curt Newton
pointed out. “If one of them is the
Life-lord, he’d just sit in his cell and -
His lieutenants would

traffic. We'd get nowhere that _way.
But by letting them go, we're giving
the Life-lord a chance to betray him-
self.”
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“I think I understand,” Khol Kor
said dubiously. “You mean to have all
three of them shadowed?”

“Of course,” Curt replied. “We’ll
go over to Planet Police headquarters
at once and arrange to have three of
their best men trail those suspects.
Grag, bring Simon. Come along,
Ezra”

The Brain, Grag, and old Ezra Gur-
ney all looked wonderingly at Captain
Future. They rapidly crossed from
the Government Building to the
smaller neighboring structure, where
the Planet Police of this world had its
central offices. But only when they
were in an office of the Police head-
quarters did the Brain voice his won-
der to Curt,

“Lad, are you losing your wits?”
Simon demanded. “Why did you let
all those suspects know we’re going to
the Museum to investigate? The
guilty one will know just what we’re
doing!”

Curt grinned at Brain.

“I wanted the guilty man to know
we're going to the Museum, Simon.
Unless 'm wrong, the murderer will
seize the opportunity to visit the
Museum. He will try to scrag us be-
fore we can learn more. When he
comes—we’ll be waiting for him.”

“Imps of space, I see your idea!”
exclaimed Ezra Gurney, his faded eyes
lighting. “You’re settin’ a little trap
for the murderer, who'd show himself
up to be the Life-lord. The Museum
visit’s just a blind.”

“Not entirely a blind, < Captain Fu-
ture replied earnestly. “I really want
to investigate those Museum archives.
I’m pretty sure now that the Life-lord,
whoever he is, got his first clue to the
Fountain from the inscription in the
Machine City. -But that inscription

probably told only that the Fountain'

- of Life was somewhere on Saturn. It
may have given a general, vague loca-
tion, but probably not much more.

“So the Life-lord came to Saturn
and searched old records in the
Museum archives. He found a clue to
the exact location of the Fountain.
To prevent anyene else from finding
the’secret, he abstracted those records.
So, if we can find out just what records
were stolen, we may find out for our-
selves where the Fountain is.”

“Say, that’s smart!” Ezra said ad-
miringly. “But you still want me to
have men shadowing all three of those
suspects?”

“All four of them, Ezra,” Curt said
gravely. “Khol Kor, the Governor,
was in that room, too.”

The old marshal stared.
think that Khol Kor—"

“It’s not what I think or don’t think
that matters,” Curt Newton replied.
“In a matter like this, we can’t over-
look any chances. Have Police agents
shadow all of them.”

Curt scribbled a few words on a
piece of paper and handed it to Ezra.

“Send this message to Commander
Anders at General HQ of the Planet
Police at Earth,” he asked. “Save his
answer for me.”

Ezra stared puzzledly at the writ-
ten words.

“I’ll do that, though I don’t see what
good this information can be to you.”

Captain Future delayed a moment
longer, his tanned face worried.

“Otho should have been back by now
with Joan. I can’t understand it.”

“That crazy android is probably off
on another of his hare-brained jaunts,”
suggested Grag vindictively.

“If he gets back with Joan, tell him
to wait for me here,” Curt told Ezra.
“We’re going to the Museum. Come
along, Grag.”

“You don’t

RAG picked up the Brain and fol-
lowed Captain Future out of the
building.

First I want something from the
Comet,” Curt said.

The Comet still rested in the dark,
paved court behind the Government
Building. From a locker Curt took
a delicate thermocouple.

“Leave Eek here,” he ordered Grag.
“Then set the lock.”

Reluctantly Grag deposited the lit-
tle moon-pup in his cage of invulner-
able metal in a corner of the ship.
The robot set the device which would
repel intruders from the ship. Para-
lyzing forces were automatically re-
leased by the prowlers themselves.

With Grag carrying the Brain’s
case; Ca’pt‘a'in Future and his two com-
rades started toward Ops Museum.

The hour was late. The stupendous
Rings still slashed the starry sky south
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of the zenith, but only two moons re-
mained in the heavens. When Ops
slept, it was a vast silent pattern of
blinking lights.

Curt Newton and the two Future-

men met no one as they rapidly made
their way to their destination. The
Museum stood in a large park that was
surrounded by a high wall. Inside
that wall were zoological and botanical
gardens, and the massive, oblong, black
bulk of the Museum itself.
The Saturnian guard at the gate
- started to warn off Curt Newton.
“No one allowed inside after sun-
set. You can’t—" ‘
As the man made out the mighty

metal shape of Grag and the watching

eyes of the Brain, he stopped short.
His own eyes popped in amazement.
Curt held out his left hand, showed
the big ring of revolving planet-
jewels.

“Captain Future!” gasped the Satur-
nian. “Why, what—"

“Call all the guards here at once,”
Curt ordered crisply. :

The guard obeyed without question.
That strange ring was a talisman iden-
tifying the one man whom few people

~in the System would have dared to
question.

A dozen guards assembled rapidly.
They were uniformed Saturnians who
stared in awe at Curt and the two Fu-
turemen. Curt spoke incisively.

“You’re dismissed for the night. T’ll
be responsible to your superiors. Is
everything locked up?”

“Yes, sir,” a captain of guards
answered quickly. “Here’s the master

CAPTAIN FUTURE 63

electro-key to every door and gate.” :

“Good,” said Curt, taking the elec-
tro-key, which was a thin metal tube.
“You can all go home now. Speak to
nobody about this.”

When the guards had gone, Curt and
his comrades started through the
grounds toward the looming bulk of
the Museum.

They passed through the botanical
gardens. Here were collected repre-
sentative plants, trees and flowers
from all over the System. Jovian cop-
per trees shone metallically in the
Ring-light. Venusian swamp lilies
cast their heavy fragrance on the night
air. The varied scents of beautiful
clumps of Earth roses, Martian fire-
flowers, Uranian air-blossoms, were
all mingled together. And they saw
purple and blue blooms that were na-
tive to Saturn. All the vegetation of
Saturn was represented  except the
dread fungus-forests.

The zoological gardens lay nearer
the Museum. In cages and tanks were
strange beasts from every world.
Huge, furry six-legged korlats came
from Charon, moon of Plute. Gliding,
jellylike crawlers had been captured in
the Jupiter jungles. Big, scaled, fero-
cious marsh-tigers came from Venus
alongside the royal, maned lions from
Earth. Even two of the rare, arma-
dillolike sun dogs from the Hot Side
of Mercury were present., In a tank
of great size swam an enormous-
mouthed swallower from the Neptu-
nian sea.

Besides these beasts from other
worlds, the animal life of Saturn was
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fully represented. Hornless deer of
the Great Plains had learned to live
in enclosures near the cages of their
enemies, huge blue grass-tigers. A
lumbering giant chameleon reared up
its full twenty feet and darted its
looping tongue vainly through the
bars. A colony of the semi-intelligent
great ants, or myrmidonia, swarmed
restlessly in a glassite cage. Penned
nearby was one of the great gray Sili-
cae, or metal-eating monsters of the
south.

LL the planetary beasts were
roused by the unfamiliar scent of

Captain Future. They made the night

ring with blood-chilling howls, hisses
and screams of ferocity as Curt and his
comrades passed.

“Nice, quiet little place,” Curt said
ruefully. “It’s well you didn’t bring
Eek, Grag. He'd have been scared out
of his wits.”

“Eek is not as cowardly as every-

body thinks, Master,” Grag defended.
“He just doesn’t like excitement.”

Captain Future chuckled. But he
said no more, for he knew how deeply
attached Grag was to the mischievous
moon-pup.

The dark facade of the Museum
loomed before them. The door was
locked. But a thin beam from the
master electro-key was swiftly tuned
to the frequencies of the electro-lock.
It set the door swinging open.

They entered a dark enormous hall
of metal statues of the heroes of Sa-
turnian history. Their heels rang on
the metal floor, and the metal walls
sent the echoes bouncing back.

“Grag, I want you to stand guard
here,” Curt instructed.
good job of imitating a statue when
you played that joke on Otho. You
can repeat the performance here.”

“I don’t like to be a statue, Master,”
sulked Grag.

“You’ll be one and like it,” Curt de-
clared. “Get on a pedestal. Let any-
one come in who wants to enter the
Museum—but don’t let aniyone leave!”

Unwillingly Grag lifted one of the

- statues from its pedestal. He set it
aside and took its place. Standing
motionless in the semi-dark, the big
metal robot looked exactly like one
of the statues.

“You did a

Curt picked up the Brain and started
through the Museum for the archives.
They passed first through the Gallery
of Science, in which loomed exhibits
of ato-generators, rocket-motors, and
other energy devices.

The Museum was a silent, awesome
place, its great metal galleries illu-
mined by shafts of Ring-light from
the windows. Vague, strange shapes
of the exhibits that had been brought
from far worlds towered high all about :
them. :

In the Gallery of Planetary Archae-

ology, a great stone head from one of

the cities of the Ancients on Jupiter
leered down at them. A fishlike idol,
dredged from Neptune’s sea, glared
ahead with jeweled eyes. Two basalt
monsters from under Pluto’s ice
seemed about to spring at each other.

As they went through the Gallery
of Native Saturnian Archaeology,
Curt Newton stopped to play his
fluoric flashlamp on a carved relief.
Crumbling with time, it dep’icted s
group of men with large wings, flying
high above the ground. He read the‘ =
inscription under it. :

Ancient Saturnian relief, origin unkhown,
found in the Northern Plains. It is believed
to depict the mythical winged men, or Qualus.

“The winged men who, legend says,
guarded the Fountain of Life,” mut-
tered Curt thoughtfully “And if one
legend is true—" '

“The other may be true?” the Bram -
finished. “I doubt it, lad. Nobody’s
ever seen or heard of winged people
on this world.”

“A lot of Saturn is still unex-
plored,” Curt reminded him. “Stili,
that can wait. The archives are really
what interest me.”

He soon found the room of archives,
a great hall crowded with racks of

metal filing-cases, and with an exhaus- '

tive card-index system.

Curt put Simon Wright's case on
a table, and adjusted the thermocouple
instrument from the Comet beside the .
Brain. e

“Watch this, Simon,” he asked.
““This thermgpcouple's sensitive enough
to warn us if any other warm-blooded
being enters the building. I got the
idea from those mechanical guards of
the Machine City.”
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“A good idea,” Simon approved. “If
the Life-lord and his criminals try to
surprise us, as you expect, we’ll have
sufficient warning.”

Y the masked ray of his flashlamp,
Curt quickly inspected the
archive records. Anyone who bor-
rowed files from the archives must sign
for them, he knew. He discovered
that Zin Zibo, Renfrew Keene, Sus Ur-
gal, and Martin Graeme had all studied
records from the section of archives
titled: “Ancient Accounts of Satur-
nian Exploration.”

Captain Future went to that section
of the files. He started riffling through
the folders, which contained faded
documents and transcripts that had
come down from the dim past of Sat-
urn’s history. He wanted to find out,
if possible, just which of the records
had been stolen.

His keen eyes scanned the labels
on the folders. “Account of an At-
tempted Expedition into the Northern
Mistlands.” “Journal of Re Elam’s
Exploration of the Equatorial Fungus
Forest.” “Brai Balt’s History of Mar-
tian Visits to Saturn in Prehistoric
Times.”

Curt Newton suddenly straightened

_ sharply, listening. A queer, simultane-
~ - ous clicking sound from many direc-
tions had reached him.

“What’s that?” he exclaimed.
“Sounded like a lot of doors opening

~all at once.”

“I heard it, too,” Simon rasped. They
listened. Then the Brain exclaimed in
surprise. “Lad, the thermocouple
device shows that someone is enter-
ing here!”

_ Curt extmgu:shed his flashlamp and
drew his proton pistol. Though they
waited tensely in the dark they heard

- not the slightest sound for entire mo-
ments.

Then the sounds of advancing
padded feet reached their ears. A low,
fierce snarl split the dark. Curt flashed
his beam. It showed an appalling
sight—

A horde of fierce planetary beasts,
korlats, crawlers, lions and others,
were entering the dark hall!

“The beasts in the zoological gar-
dens have been released on us!”’ Curt
cried. “The Life-lord did this!”

~ the first ferocious attackers

CHAPTER X

Amazing Impersonation
e e

AS THE snarling
planetary monsters
crouched to spring,
Captain Future
heard the crescendo
humming of a
rocket-flier. It had
been hovering
above the Museum
and now began
speeding off in the
night. He under-
stood instantly the meaning of it.

“Simon, the Life-lord hovered over
this place in a flier. He released those
beasts on us by unlocking every door
and gate here! He knew the beasts
would scent us and follow the trail.”

“How could that devil unlock all the
doors from a flier hovering above?” the
Brain cried.

“He could do it easily,” Curt ex-
plained, without taking his eyes off the
crouching creatures.
of a certain frequency opens every
electro-lock here. The Life-lord knew
that secret frequency. He played it
down on the Museum and cages from
a big projector—

There was no time for further ex-
planation. With a nightmare cacoph-
ony of blood-chilling shrieks, a
group of the beasts started charging.

Two huge, furry, six-legged Char-
onian korlats, a scaly,’ fanged Venusian
swamp tiger, and a roaring Earth lion
charged viciously at the scxentlﬁc
wizard.

Curt’s proton pzstol blasted out a
pale beam that swung from one fierce,
onrushing shape to another. It knocked
into

stunned, unconscious heaps. ;
But others kept coming on-—a glid-
ing « Jovian crawler, whose one eye
glared at Curt from its protoplasmic
body, and a slinking, Saturnian blue
grass-tiger. More of the great carniv-
ora from the unlocked cages were en-

~_tering the Museum at every moment.

The creatures, released from their
confinement, couldn’t get out of the
grounds. The gates of high surround-

“A master-wave -
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ing walls had not been unlocked by the
Life-lord. So the beasts, scenting hu-
man prey inside the Museum, were
- streaming in through its opened doors.
Now they padded through the dark
halls in their bloodthirsty search.
Curt heard fearful screams and roars
as some of the animals fought among
themselves in the halls and outside
grounds. But most of them pressed to-
ward the hall of archives, in which
Captain Future and the Brain were
trapped.

- Curt’s proton beam piled a heap of
stunned nmionsters in front of him. As
“he held off the creatures, he was men-
tally damning the Life-lord’s diabolical
~cunning. Twice now he had set traps

- for the Life-lord. Twice had the syn-
dicate master 1ngemously turned his

own trap against him.

Over the bedlam of shrieks and
howls of crowding planetary monsters,
Curt Newton heard a distant, booming
cry.

“Grag’s m trouble!” he exclaimed.
“Simon, we've got to get to him!”

Snatching up the Brain’s case with
his free hand, Curt triggered ahead
swiftly. His pale proton ray cut a
path through the raging animals. He
plunged among them, and fought his

way through the Galleries of Planet-

ary and Saturnian Archaelo gy, to-
ward Grag’s voice,

Grag was in the big, dark Galleryr

of Science. The robot writhed on
the metal floor, gripped by an enor-
mous, formless, metal-eating Silicae.
The whiplike cilia had seized the
robot, and the powerful digestive acids
were already play1n<r on him to ingest
him.

APTAIN FUTURE'S proton ray,

set to full strength, blasted the

gray monster in half. Grag rose to
his feet, furiously.

“The creature meant to eat me,
Master!” the robot boomed wrathfully.
*] was trying to get to you—

“Grag, take my pistol and fight to
hold the things off a few moments. I'm
going to try something.”

Curt’s keen eyes, roving desperately
to find a way out of this appalling situ-
ation, had lighted on one of the spheri-
cal ato-generators. Though it was an

- plastic that was a dielectric.

exhibit of the Gallery of Science, it
was in perfect working condition.

Hastily, while Grag held off the cir-
cling monsters, Captain Future ripped
wires from another machine exhibit.
He connected the output terminals of
the ato-generator to the metal floor of
the vast hall.  He started the atomic
motor of the machine humming. Then,
before switching in its electric gen-
erator, he shouted to Grag.

“Get up on a pedestal, Grag. Quick!”

The pedestals were constructed of a
They
would insulate them from the floor.

Curt, holding the Brain, had already
climbed on the pedestal of the hum-
ming ato-generator. Grag hastily
scrambled onto another nearby ped-
estal. All at once the roaring animals
charged forward.

But Captain Future threw in the
dynamo of the powerful ato-generator.
The mechanism delivered all its tre-
mendous electric current through the
wires—into the metal floor!

The terrific voltage was conducted
through the metal floors of all the
Museum’s halls and corridors. The
planetary monsters who had invaded
the building were stunned or so pain-
fully startled that they beat a hasty re-
treat from the building. .

In a few moments, all the terrxﬁed e
~ animals were either gone or senseless.

Curt Newton turned off the ato-gen-
erator. ;

“Quick. Out of here before they get
over it and attack us again.”

“The archives, lad—" the Brain ex-
claimed.

“I learned what I wanted to find out

~ there,” Captain Future replied, “Come

”

on, Grafr

Grag hastily picked up the Brain.
They emerged from the Museum, into
the dark grounds. A hellish din of
shrieks, howls and roars told of re-
leased beasts prowling and fighting
amid the vegetation.

Curt and the two Futuremen
pressed toward the street gate. The
scientific wizard used his pistol to
clear the way of animals that still
sought to attack them.

They reached the locked gate in the
wall, passed through it, and relocked
it behind them.
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“Whew, that was a nasty place to be
trapped in!” Curt breathed, mopping
his brow in relief. “Damn the Life-
lord for his cunning! Simon, we’re up
against one of the most deadly antag-
onists we’ve ever had.”

“Aye, lad, worse than the Wrecker
or the Moon Master. The man who
could find the Fountain of Life and
organize the System-wide Lifewater
syndicate is no mean enemy.”

“I found out in there what record
was stolen from the archives,” Curt
said keenly. “The ‘History of Martian
Visits to Saturn in Prehistoric Times’
was missing from the file, Simon. That
must be the record Zin Zibo mentioned
as having been stolen.. That record
must have contained forgotten archae-
ological evidence by the old Martian
Machine-masters when they reached
Saturn. They found the Fountain of
Life.

“A man who knew that fact, as the
Life-lord did from the Machine City
inscription, could figure out the Foun-
tain’s location from that ‘History.” It
would be of no value to an uninitiated
person. The Life-lord must have done
that.”

IMON pondered that theory before
he added his own.

“And then he stole the record so no
one else could figure out the secret
from it. He had already stolen the
jewel inscription in the Machme City
If we knew who did that

“We’d have our man,” Curt agreed
“But it might have been any of our
suspects. They all did some research
in these archives. Even Khol Kor
would have easy access to them. That’s
a blind alley now. What’s more im-
portant right now is to find out just
where all our suspects have been in
the last hour. If one of them’s the Life-
lord, and if it was the Life-lord who
staged that deadly attack on us just
now, the Planet Police agents trailing
our suspects may be able to tell us
which one is our man.”

They returned hastily toward
Planet Police headquarters. The
short Saturnian night was almost
over.

But the streets and parks still lay
sleeping and deserted under the shin-
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ing Rings and changing moons.

When they entered the Police of-
fices, Ezra Gurney showed amaze-
ment at s1ght of Curt’s appearance.

“What in the world’s been happen-
ln’?”

Captain Future explained Crlsply
“Better call the authorities at once,’
he concluded. “Those beasts roaming
in the Museum grounds must be put

back in their cages.”

The old marshal hastily made the
call. There was excitement in his
faded eyes as he swung back to Curt.

“Haven’t Otho and Joan returned
yet?” Curt demanded.

“No, and I’'m gettin’ plenty worried
about them,” Ezra confessed.

Curt’s face tightened. What had
happened to Otho and Joan? He was
concerned about the girl. She was
pretty important to Captain Future.
As a matter of fact, while he had been
fighting the monster horde, it was al-
most as though she had been next to
him, helping him and Grag.

“The Life-lord struck quickly at us
in the Museum, Ezra,” Captain Fu-
ture’s voice hammered. “We've got to
get that devil, or he’ll get us. What
about the agents you set to trail our
four suspects? Any report?”

Ezra’s face fell. “Martin Graeme
and young Renfrew Keene slipped
their trailers. Don’t know where
those two are. Khol Kor’s in his of-
fice, an’ Sus Urgal is at his hotel.” He
picked up a slip of paper from the
desk. “An’ here’s the answer of Com-
mander Anders to that message you
had me send him.”

Curt glanced at the brief reply he

had asked Ezra to send to Planet Po-
hce General HQ at Earth.

“Just as I expected,” he muttered
He raised ?157 gray eyes again to the
old marshal. “Send out a general or-
der to pick up Graeme and Renfrew
Keene at once. I'll see Khol Kor and
Sus Urgal later.”

“You've a clue to the Life-lord’s
identity, 1ad?” the Brain asked quick-
Iy in his metallic voice.

“Maybe—I’'m not sure,” Curt New-
ton said, his tanned face thoughtful.
“But I want to question Keene.”

While they waited, they knew that
night would soon be over. Curt paced
to and fro. The wizard of science
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chafed at this enforced inaction, and
in addition he was worried about the
missing Otho and Joan. B S

Finally Ezra Gurney answered a tel-
evisor call. When he turned, there
was a little hope on his weather-beat-
en face.

“The Police have picked up Ren-
frew Keene at his lodgings. They’re
bringing him here. But they haven’t
been able to find Graeme.”

HEN the officers brought Ren-
frew Keene into the office, the
young Earthman’s blond face looked
haggard and desperate. His eyes
were haunted, almost wild, as he faced
Captain Future.
“Where have you been tonight?”
Curt demanded.
“I’m not telling,”
swered sullenly.
- “Hear that, Cap’n Future?” cried
Ezra. “He’s the man you’re after. He
made the attack on you in the Mu-
seam.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking
about,” Keene denied.
“He could be the Life-lord, all
right,” Simon muttered thoughtfully.
“Though Graeme’s been missing, t00.”

young Keéne an-

“Me, the Life-lord?” Young Keene .

laughed mirthlessly. “You must be
crazy.”

“You told us you came to Saturn to
look for your father, Thomas Keene,”
Captain Future stated.

Renfrew Keene nodded sullenly.

“That’s right. My father disappeared
here while he was searching for the
Fountain of Life.”
- “You'’re lying, Keene!” Curt New-
ton declared harshly. Thomas Keene
never disappeared. You are Thomas
Keene!”

The others were thunderstruck by
the charge. Then Ezra Gurney found
his voice.

“But, Cap’n Future, Thomas Keene
was an elderly man. Khol Kor re-
membered talking to him. He told us

this boy’s father was old.”

“Yes, Thomas Keene was an elderly
man.” Curt nodded grimly. “Until
he drank the Lifewater.”

“Name o’ the Sun!”’ Ezra exclaimed,
aghast. “You mean, this young feller
is really the old man, Thomas Keene?”

“Of course he is,” Curt Newton said.

“I suspected it when Khol Kor said
that Thomas Keene, though an old

“man, had remarkably resembled this

young Renfrew Keene. That message
I had you send to Earth was a code in-
quiry. I wanted to learn if Thomas
Keene had ever had a son. He hadn’t,
the answer stated conclusively. So I
knew this was Thornas Keene him-
self.”

Thomas Keene—the blond young
Earthman who had been masquerad-
ing as his own son—seemed to wither
before the charge.

“Yes, it’s true,” he said dully. “I'm
Thomas Keene. I drank the Lifewater
here, months ago, and it made me
young. T've been drinking it ever
since.’

His voice continued w1thout emo-
tion as he stared hauntedly into space.

“lI came here months ago, hunting
for the Fountain of Life, wanting to
be young again. I tried to find the se-
cret in the Museum archives, but the
essential record had been stolen.
Then, as I wandered around in vain
search, the syndicate secretly began to
sell the Lifewater. 1 realized then that
somebody else had already feund the
Fountain. I bought the Lifewater. It
made me young again. To prevent-
anyone from knowing what I'd done,
I pretended to be my own son, come
from Earth to search for—myself.

“Then I learned that I must drink
the Lifewater every few months
thereafter, or die horribly. I’ve spent
all my money since then, buying the
stuff from the syndicate’s secret
agents here in Ops. Now my money
is gone, and they won’t give me any
more. I’ll die soon. I wish I'd never
heard of the Lifewater!”

Captain Future’s eyes narrowed.
Was Keene’s story true, or was he
really the Life-lord, cunningly cover-
ing up the exposure?

“You say the record you wanted
from the archives was gone when you
looked for it months ago,” he repeat-
ed. “What record?”

“The old ‘History’ of Martian visits
in the far past. If it hadn’t been gone,
I might have learned the location of
the Fountain myself.”

Despite his apparent sincerity, the
old planeteer was entirely uncon-
vinced,
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“He’s tellin’ a pack of fancy lies,
- Cap’n Future!” Ezra Gurney cried.
“He came here lookin’ for the Foun-
tain. He found it. He drank the
Water and became young. Then he

started organizin’ a syndicate to sell

the Lifewater everywhere. Tonight
‘he tried to kill you!”

“I didn’t!” Keene denied heatedly.

“Where were you the last two
hours?” Curt pursued.

“I went to one of the secret syndi-
cate outlets here in Ops, to beg them
to give me the Lifewater before I die,”
Keene answered desperately. “That’s
why I shook off the Police shadow.”
~ “Did they give you the Lifewater?”
Curt demanded.

Keene shook his head. “No one was

there! It looked as if there’d been a
fight of some kind. Doctor Qarth, the
syndicate vender of the Lifewater, lay
murdered. The others were gone.”

Captain Future stiffened at this in-
formation. He swung swiftly to Ezra
Gurney.

“Ezra, we’re going to that place
- Keene mentions. If it’s one of the
syndicate outlets, or has been, we may
learn something there. Return to the

Comet, Grag, and wait for orders. I'm

taking Simon with me.”

“If I take you to the place, will you
get me some Lifewater somewhere?”
Thomas Keene said desperately.

“Can’t promise that,” Curt an-
swered, with his usual honesty.

“But I'll die without it!” raved the
Earthman.

Captain Future looked at him in
half pity.

“Simon, we’ve got to find some med-
ical formula that will permit people
to quit drinking the Lifewater and yet
not die.” ‘

“Aye, lad,” muttered the Brain.
“But we can’t devise such a formula
without having some Lifewater first
to analyze.”

“Rocket-car’s waiting,” called Ezra
from the door.

“Come on, Keene,” Curt ordered.
“You’re guiding us.”

The Planet Police rocket-car, with
Curt at the wheel and Thomas Keene
directing the route, drummed swiftly
through the black, sleeping streets of
Ops. Dawn was beginning to pale in
the eastern sky. They flashed across

the bridge over the Hyrcanian River,
and into the shabby section near the
spaceport. A big space liner was tak-
ing off.

“There goes the Venus liner,” said
Ezra, who sat in back with the Brain.
“That young secretary must be on it,
takin’ Zin Zibo back to Venus in his
coffin.” =

“This is the place,” Keene said.

It was a two-story building. Qarth’s
shingle hung outside.

Captain Future went in with his
proton pistol in his fist. Keene fol-
lowed and Ezra Gurney brought in

. the Brain.

In the rear room of the building,
on the floor, lay a cadaverous blue
Saturnian with an atom pistol in his
hand. :

“His neck’s been broken,” Curt de-
clared, examining him. Curt’s pulse
jumped. “It was done by a super-ju-
jitsu twist of the vertebra. The only
person besides myself who knows that
twist, is the one who taught it to me—
Otho!”

“Then Otho has been here?” Ezra

Gurney cried excitedly. “But where’d
he go? Was he captured?”

Curt’s keen eyes had found on the
floor a drop of chemical oil and a
crumb of blue pigment. He began to
understand.

“Otho killed this Saturnian, who
was trying to kill him. Then Otho dis-
guised himself as the Saturnian. He
was trying to find Joan. He must have
done this as a desperate expedient to
save Joan from some deadly danger!”

CHAPTER XI
In the Fungus Forest

i —

FUTURE had felt
worried about Otho
and Joan Randall

- for the last few

. hours. Now, with
this discovery, his
worry sharpened
into urgent anxi-
ety.

“Something hap-
pened here, and we
don’t know what it

was,” Curt muttered, his gray eyes
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sweeping the disordered room. “We
know that Joan was searching for one
of the syndicate’s branches. ' She must
have located this place. And Otho,
-searching for Joan, must have fol-
lowed her here. Now they’re both
gone, Otho 'in disguise. Where did
they go?” :

“Danged if I can understand this,”
declared Ezra Gurney bewilderedly,
scratching his white head.

Captain Future made a swift search
of the bujlding. He found nothing
that would show where the missing
ones had gone.

Thomas Keene, his youthful face
- desperately eager, clutched Curt’s
~ sleeve as he returned to the room.

“Did you find any of the Lifewater,
Captain Future?” he asked avidly.

The tall, young scientific wizard
shook his flaming head. :

“No, Keene. They must have taken
it all with them.”

“But I've got to have Lifewater
soon, or I'll die!” Keene cried shrilly.
“I guided you here because I thought
you’d get the elixir for me. If you
won’t, I'll have to get it elsewhere!”

“Quiet down,” Curt ordered sharply.
“We’ll do what we can for you. But
right now there are other things that
are more urgent.”

Keene sank into a chair, covering
his face with his hands. Leaving Ezra
to watch him, Captain Future went
~ out into the small court behind the
building. He inspected it thoroughly.
In the first faint dawnlight, he de-
tected unmistakable tracks on the ce-
ment paving.

“They left here in a rocket-car,”
Curt muttered to himself. “Whatever
happened here must have alarmed
them. They hastened off to report to
the syndicate’s headquarters. If we
only knew where that was!”

At that moment he heard the sound
of scuffling from inside the building,
and then a yell in Ezra Gurney’s voice.

Curt Newton raced back inside.,

Ezra was picking himself up from the
floor, his faded eyes flaring with anger.

“What happened?” Curt shot at
him. “Were’s Keene?”

“He got away, the devill” yelled
Ezra furiously. “Pretended to be sit-
~ tin’ there broodin’. Then when I

turned around to say somethin’ to Si-

mon here, Keene knocked me down
and ran out.” '

With the old marshal, Curt Newton
plunged out into the front street.
Thomas Keene was not anywhere in
sight.

“See if you can find him, Ezra,” Cap-
tain Future ordered sharply. “He
must not escape.”

Simon Wright was calling from in-
side. Curt returned to the building
while Ezra started searching along
the street.

“Lad, see what you make of this,”
the Brain asked.

Curt knelt down beside Simon to
examine the dead Saturnian. In the
wrinkles of the dead Doctor Qarth’s
zipper-suit clung tiny, microscopic
brown specks—

“Dead fungus spores!” Captain Fu-
ture exclalmed His face lit up. “Si-
mon, we've got a lead here. This Sat-
urnian has recently been in a fungus
forest—undoubtedly the forest near
this city!”

ZRA came back, swearing with
practised thoroughness.

“Keene got away, Cap’n Future. I
televised headquarters to broadcast a
new alarm for him.”

Curt’s tanned face became thought-
ful.

“Keene seemed to have been pretty
desperate for the Lifewater. Maybe
he knows of another syndicate branch
here in Ops and has gone there to try
to get the elixir.”

“Or else Keene’s the Life-lord him-
self,” said Ezra.

“Maybe so,” Curt admltted “But
I’'m more interested in trailing Otho
and Joan, and making sure of their
safety, right now. The trail leads to
one of the fungus forests, Ezra!”

Curt told him of the clue of the dead
fungus spores.

“But it’s death to go into those fun-
gus forests!” Ezra protested. “Those
spores kill anything they touch.”

“Yes, but scientists and explorers

have penetrated the fungus forests,
by wearing auras of sporicidal force.”

“That’s so,” Ezra admitted. His
faded eyes flashed. “Blazin’ meteors,
maybe the Life-lord has had his head-
quarters in the fungus forest, all
along! He and his men could go in

=
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and out by wearin’ auras. The space
ships that take the syndicate’s Life-
water to other worlds could land in
there, and nobody’d ever see them.
Maybe the Fountain of Life itself is
in that forest!”

“I'm going to find out,” Captain Fu-
ture declared. “Ezra, I want you to
get me one of those aura projectors.
Can you?”

“Sure, there’s a supply of ’em at
Government Building,” the old mar-
shal replied.

“Bring me one, and get Grag from
the Comet. I want him to help Simon
on a job here.”

When Ezra had gone speeding off
in the Planet Police rocket-car, the
Brain looked inquiringly at the tall
scientific wizard.

“What do you want me to do here
while you’re searching the fungus for-
est, lad?”

“Keene must be recaptured,” Curt
explained quickly. “Now, if he was
telling the truth, he’s actually desper-
ate for the Lifewater. After slipping
away from us, he’d go to another
branch of the syndicate in Ops. If he
~ knew of one, he’d try to get the elixir
there.”

“He would, if he was telling the
truth,” the Brain amended.

“What I want you and Ezra and
- Grag to do,”
“is to stay in this place. Customers of
the syndicate—people who want to
buy the Lifewater and don’t know
what’s happened here—will be com-
ing to buy the elixir, Grab all those
customers. Try to find out from them
where there is another syndicate out-
let in Ops. Some of them are sure to
know. When you find out the location
of another branch, raid it at once. You
may find Thomas Keene there.”

“I understand,” rasped the Brain.
“Though if Keene is the Life-lord, as
Ezra thinks, our calculations are all
awry.”

“Keene’s only one of our suspects,”
Curt reminded him. “Where did Mar-
tin Graeme disappear tonight? Has
that Martian, Sus Urgal, really been
at his rooms all night? And where’s
Khol Kor?” -

“It’s a bewildering tangle, lad ? Si-
mon admitted.«“While we are trying
to penetrate it, the poisonous Life-

Captain Future added,

water traffic is going on unhindered
all over the System.”

1 know I know,” Curt snapped.
“But we’re working as fast as we can.
The paramount necessity now is to
learn whether the Lifewater syndi-
cate’s. heart is really in that fungus
forest, and if Joan and Otho are
there.”

Ezra Gurney reappeared, breathless
with haste. Grag came stalking be-
hind him. He handed Curt a little
cubical mechanism, an aura projector.

URT f{fastened the device to his

belt, under his flat gravitation-

equalizer. Then he rapidly told Ezra
and Grag his plan.

“So we’re to stay here and keep shop
for the Llfewater syndicate and nab
its customers,” Ezra said grimly.

“I’d rather go with you, Master,”
pleaded Grag.

“Simon will need you,” Captain Fu-
ture replied soothingly. “If I want .
you, I’ll call back by televisor.” :

Curt hurried out to the rocket-car.
He entered the tubular, wheeled ve-
hicle, slammed shut its door. Furi-
ously he sent it racing with a crescen-
do roar of tubes through the dawn-lit
black streets of Ops.

Curt swung past the spaceport.
Soon he was out of the great Saturn-
ian city and heading eastward over the
rolhng tarm-fields. The Sun had now
risen, a small, brilliant disk. The
Rings were a pale white arc across the
high southern heavens.

Quickly Captain Future left behind
him the broad cultivated fields and
pastures that surrounded the city.
Before him stretched the blue, grassy
plain, undulating away to the far hori-
zon. Here and there the treeless flat-
lands d1pped into valleys. The only
vegetation were low black shrubs with
purplish blooms.

Curt knew that the fungus forest
lay eastward from Ops hardly more
than an hour by fast rocket-car. It
was the only fungus forest in this
whole part of Saturn. The others
were thousands of miles southward.
Therefore this must be the one the
dead Saturnian had been visiting. It
would be a perfect hideout for the
Lifewater syndicate’s base. :

Capta‘n Futures heart pounded
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with hope. If the Life-lord had his
headquarters there, was the Fountain
of Life itself somewhere in the deadly
forest? That hardly seemed likely.
After all, explorers protected by auras
had sometimes penetrated the forest.
Yet it might be. There was no telling
what he would find among the fungi.

An hour after leaving Ops, Curt
Newton’s car crested the rim of a deep,
broad valley that stretched away for
many miles. :

Down in this valley, filling it from
rim to rim, sprawled a choked forest
of fantastic, mushroomlike yellow

growths. They made the valley stand

out like a bright yellow blot on the
rolling blue plain.

“The fungus forest, all right,” Curt
muttered. His eyes swung shrewdly
along its edge. “Now, how do I pick
up the trail in it?” :
_ Curt finally adopted the plan of
cruising slowly along the whole east-
ern rim of the valley, searching for
the tracks of passing vehicles. Com-
ing from Ops, they must enter the val-
ley from this side.

He finally discovered a track. Crush-
ing down the blue grass, it led direct-
ly down into the fungus valley. The
Life-lord and his criminal henchmen
must have habitually traveled from
Ops to the forest by this path. Prob-
ably, Captain Future thought, they
had usually made the trips by night
to avoid being noticed.

Curt Newton decided to leave the
rocket-car and enter the fungus forest
on foot.

“Rocket-car’s too easy to hear com-
ing,” he thought. “Hope I won’t have
far to go in that cursed forest.”

He ran the car into the concealment
of a small dip in the plain. Then, mak-
ing sure that the aura projector at his
belt was in operating condition, he
started descending into the valley.

As he climbed down the grassy slope
into the deadly yellow forest, Curt
switched on the projector. At once, the
shining blue aura of force shrouded
his whole body. The blue cloud was
capable of killing the fatal fungus
spores instantly, before they could
even touch him. =

Curt could see out through the
wavering blue force of the aura,
though dimly. Despite the protection

of the device, the skin on his back
crawled as he strode among the fungi.

REAT, yellow, bulbous, fantastic

mushroom growths towered on
all sides of him. In the air drifted
golden, beautiful, terrible clouds of
spore dust, bursting constantly from
popping spore pods and raining upon
the purple soil.

There was no ordinary vegetation,
and no animal life whatever, in this
deadly place. For anything those gol-
den spores settled on instantly became
a crawling mass of devouring fungi.
Only the fact that the spores were
heavier than air kept them from drift-
ing devastatingly over the whole of the
planet.

“Sure hope my aura doesn’t give
out,” Curt prayed fervently. “If it
does, I'd last about ten seconds.”

Through the yellow gloom of the
enormous, crowded fungi, through the
drifting clouds of golden, deadly
dust, Captain Future indomitably fol-
lowed the trail worn by passing rocket-
cars.

Suddenly he glimpsed ahead a small,
oblong metal structure. At sight of
it he crouched back quickly out of
sight. :

“The Life-lord’s rendezvous!” he
breathed. “This is the place, all right.”

The little metal building stood in
the concealment of towering fungi, at
the edge of an open clearing. The pur-
ple soil had been scarred and blasted
in the past by powerful forces.

“Space ships landing and taking off
marked up that clearing. This is where
the syndicate’s ships from all over the
System have come to get the Lifewater
from the Life-lord.”

He drew his proton pistol and crept
forward, still shrouded by his blue
aura. He reached the side of the small
building, and peered cautiously in
through an hermetically sealed win-
dow.

Curt Newton’s blood leaped at the
sight inside. The room he looked into
had double air-lock doors and sealed
windows. He saw cases packed with
vials of shining, opalescent Lifewater.

At a desk sat a shining, aura-
shrouded shape.

“The Life-lord—at last!” Curt whis-
pered fiercely.
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His eyes moved unwillingly from

the concealed, shining shape of the
master of the illicit elixir traffic, to the
others inside the room.

Three of the criminal syndicate
stood near their master. Curt recog-
nized the red Martian as Thorkul, the
man he’d nearly trapped on Venus.
Also there were a brawny green Jovian
and a Uranian.

Tied hand and foot, lying on the
floor, were two helpless people. One
was Joan Randall, her face pale under
its disguising makeup. The other was
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Qarth destroyed all the evidence in
the branch. Then Doctor Qarth came
out, and we started for here.

“But on the way here,” the Jovian
continued, “I happened to bump
against Doctor Qarth inside the car.
He was wearing a gravitation-equal-
izer hidden under his jacket! Why
should a native Saturnian be near-
ing a gravitation equalizer? I
realized he wasn’t Qarth but some-
body doubling as him. So I
jumped him when he wasn’t looking,
and knocked him out. We found out
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a Saturnian. Curt instantly recog-
nized him through the disguise as Otho.

“Devils of space, again they dis-
covered that Otho was an impostor!”

He listened. The Jovian was re-
porting to the shrouded Life-lord, who
apparently had only recently arrived.

“That’s how it happened, Life-lord,”
the Jovian explained. “That girl came
to our branch in Ops. She wore that
disguise, wanting to buy the Life-
water, I saw by the X-ray spectacles
she was a spy. We grabbed her and
took her out to the rocket-car to bring
her here. We waited while Doctor

that he was one of ;the Futuremen!
We brought him and the girl here,
and have been waiting for you.”

B MUTURE sucked in his breath

~ sharply. So that was how Otho
happened to be exposed! He began
to understand—

“I don’t like this,” the Life-lord was
saying harshly. “One thing after an-
other has gone wrong since that devil,
Captain Future, reached Saturn. So
far, we've scraped through. But that
red-headed fiend never gives up when
he gets on a trail. He must be
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stopped!”

“What about those two!”
shall we do with them?”

“We’ll put them out of the way, of
course,” the Life-lord snapped. “But
first we’ll make one more effort to get
them to talk. I want to know if any-
one else suspects our rendezvous.”

Captain Future waited to hear no
more. He realized now the imminent
and deadly peril of Joan and Otho. He
must get in there and fight to save
them. But he would be one against
four. . ..

“Invisibility — that's my only
chance!” Curt thought swiftly. “If
I can get Otho loose—"

He hastened around to the air-lock
entrance of the building. Noiselessly
he opened the outer door and entered
the air-lock.

The lock was pervaded by a constant
glow of the blue sporicidal force. That
was to keep any of the deadly spores
from getting through the lock. Curt
could safely switch off his aura here.

Standing in the narrow air-lock,
Captain Future hastily drew a disklike
instrument from his belt and held it
above his head. From it an unseen
force tingled down through his body.

It was one of the red-haired scienti-
fic wizard’s greatest secrets. That disk-
shaped instrument gave his body a
charge of energy that refracted all
light around it and so made him in-
visible. But the charge lasted only
ten minutes before it would dissipate
and he would become visible again.

Curt Newton felt darkness closing
in on him, until he was in utter black-
ness. He was invisible now. But, be-
cause all light was refracted around
him, he could see absolutely nothing.

Yet Captain Future, from long prac-
tice and by aid of his remarkable sense
of hearing, could move blindly and
with great skill.

He groped to the inner door of the
air-lock and softly opened it.

Listening, he gathered that Joan
had been ungagged and hauled to the
desk behind which the Life-lord sat.

“Are you going to tell us who else,
besides the android, knew where you
went?” the Life-lord was demanding.

“T’ll tell you nothing!” Joan’s voice
flashed.

“What

Curt groped silently along the edge
of the wall. He reached Otho, bent
over the bound, gagged android.

“It’s Future!” Curt breathed. “I'm
going to untie you. Be ready to help
me jump the Life-lord and his men.”

THO’S body twitched eagerly in

answer. Curt began to work at

the android’s bonds. Then he heard
the Life-lord’s voice.

“Bring that Futureman over here
too!”

Curt Newton, hearing that com-
mand, leaped soundlessly away from
Otho to avoid discovery. But his blind
leap sent him caroming squarely into
a solid body.

“Somebody just bumped into me!”
yelled Thorkul, the Martian. “Some-
body invisible! "’

“It’s Captain Future!” cried the
Life-lord. “They always said he could
make himself invisible. Look out!”

Curt, still unable to see anything,
had drawn his proton pistol. He shot
at the sound of the Life-lord’s voice.
But the arch-criminal had moved
aside, for his voice came shrilly from
another part of the room.

“Out of here, before the invisible
devil gets us!” the Life-lord shouted
“Snap on your auras!”

Curt heard the air-lock door slam
and knew that the Life-lord and his
criminal followers were escaping. Still
hampered by his inability to see, he
shot at the door as it slammed shut.

Then he heard the crash of smashing
glassite, followed by the roar of a de-
parting rocket-car outside, as the
criminals sped off.

Joan’s voice came frantically to
Curt.

“Captain Future, they'smashed a
window from outside to let fungus
spores in on-us! And Otho and I are
tied and can’t do anything!”

Curt Newton had been about to pur-
sue the escaping criminals. He
stopped short. Vision was coming
back to him as his invisibility faded.
He saw that the window in the west
wall was shattered.

Already a few of the deadly spores
were drifting inside!

Curt snapped on his aura and dashed
to the window, He stood against it,
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his blue aura preventing the spores
from entering. But he couldn’t leave

. the window or the deadly dust would
enter.
The Life-lord had effectively pre-
vented Curt from pursuing him!

CHAPTER XII
Weird Mystery

EZRA GURNEY,
GRAG and Simon
were in the offices
of the dead Doctor
Qarth, which had
been one of the
Lifewater syndi-
cate’s branches. The
Brain spoke, after
Curt Newton had
departed.

“Curtis wants us
to stay here while he’s searching the
fungus forest. He thinks Thomas
Keene may have gone to some other of
the syndicate’s secret outlets to try to
get Lifewater. He wants us to recap-
ture Keene.”

“So we’re to grab any people who
come here to buy the Lifewater,” Ezra
Gurney drawled. “We find out from
’em where the elixir can be bought in
the city. Then we raid any other out-
let we learn of, to capture Keene.”

“That’s the idea,” Simon Woright
said. “There must be more than one
place, in a big city like Ops, where the
syndicate sells the elixir.”

“But we won'’t find Keene anywhere
in Ops,” Ezra predicted. “Why?
’Cause Keene himself is the Life-lord
that Cap’n Future is after!”

“I do not think so, Ezra,” boomed
Grag, the robot. “Martin Graeme, that
Earthman ethnologist, is our man.
Why else would Graeme disappear
right after we reached Saturn and be-
gan to question him? It was Graeme
who killed Zin Zibo in the Governor’s
office. Then he shook off the shadow
trailing him, and vanished.” :

“I wonder,” muttered the Brain
thoughtfully. “That Martian author,
Sus Urgal—where does he figure in all
this? And is there any real reason for
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suspecting Khol Kor, the Governor?”

“Hardly seems likely that a man of
high office like Khol Kor could be the
Life-lord,” dissented old Ezra Gurney.

“Domination of the System through
the Lifewater traffic might tempt even
a Governor,” the Brain retorted. “Re-
member how that Space Emperor on
Jupiter turned out to be the vice-gov-
ernor.”

Ezra nodded. He well remembered
that terrific struggle in the Jovian jun-
gles, in which Captain Future finally
defeated the man who had unloosed
a blight of atavism on Jupiter.

“Listen, I hear someone entering!”
Grag declared.

The morning was by now far ad-
vanced, and an increasing bustle of
traffic from the street had become audi-
ble. The bell of the televis-announcer
rang sharply.

“You take it, Ezra,” directed the
Brain. “Grag or I would scare anyone
away.”

Ezra Gurney went into the front
office of the late Doctor Qarth, and
touched the door-release switch.

It was a pretty, youthful Saturnian
girl who entered. She looked hesitant-
ly at the weather-beaten old marshal.
Ezra had thrown a cloak over his dark
uniform, but the girl appeared suspi-
cious.

“I want to see Doctor Qarth,” she
said quickly. :

“He’s not here,” Ezra told her. “If
it’s the Lifewater you want, Doctor,
Qarth left me in charge of that.” X

The Saturnian girl seemed relieved.

“Yes, I want another vial of the

-elixir. They told me I'd have to have

it by now. I’ve brought money to pay
for it—all I could get together. Will
it be enough?”

Ezra looked at the money she anx-
iously held out. Then he raised his
voice.

“Grag !”

HE girl screamed in terror as the
great robot stalked into the room
from the rear. j '
“No one’s going to hurt you,” Ezra
told her with rough kindliness. “But
we want you to answer a few ques-
tions.”
“You’re not Lifewater sellers! You're
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the Police!” gt

“We're that, but we’re not after
you,” Ezra informed her. “Come back
in here.”

He and Grag led the frightened girl
into the rear office. She shrank in in-
creased fear from the searching eyes
of the Brain.

“You’ve been drinking the Life-

~water?” Ezra said.

“Yes, I drank it once,” the glrl fal-
tered. “I was an actress, but I was get-
ting middle-aged. I heard of the Life-
water, and Doctor Qarth sold me it.
Then, later, he said I must keep drink-
ing it or I would die!”

"“The same pitiful story,” Ezra com-

mented, and swore aloud. “Cerberus
~ prison is too damned good for those
cursed elixir venders.”

“Do you know of any other place in
Ops where the Lifewater can be
bought?” the Brain asked the girl.

“This—this was the only place I
knew of. A beauty-science shop sent
me here.”

The Brain turned his strange eyes
to Ezra.

“Nothing to be learned from her,
Ezra. But maybe other customers can
tell us something. You watch for them.
We’ll hold this girl here for a while.”

As the next few hours of the morn-
ing passed, a half dozen other people
furtively entered Doctor Qarth’s offices
to buy the Lifewater. Ezra Gurney
and Grag instantly detained them as
they came, and the Brain questioned
them. ‘

Two of them were aging men who
had never drunk the Lifewater but
- had heard of it and come to buy it.
The others were men and women, ap-
parently youthful, who had drunk the
elixir once and had then learned that
they must continue drinking it or meet
a terrible death.

These, fike the girl, recoiled in the
most frightful terror when they found
themselves unable to purchase the
elixir. They cried that they must have
the Lifewater, pleaded frantically with
Ezra Gurney for it.

“This is the rottenest, vilest traffic
I ever heard of in the System!’ Ezra
burst out violently. “And to think it’s
goin’ on right now in hundreds of
cities, on all nine worlds. Thousands

(s
W

an’ thousands more every day, be-
comin’ hopelessly enslaved to that
poisonous stuff!”

“That’s why Curtis is working so ur-
gently to stop the poison from spread-
ing, Ezra,” commented the Brain som-
berly.

“But isn’t there.any way these ad-
dicts can stop drinkin’ the Lifewater
without dyin’?”

“I’'ve already tried to find an antidote
for the insidious effects of the Life-
water. But until I have some of the
Lifewater itself to analyze, I can’t find
such an antidote.”

“We’re gettin’ nowhere here,” Ezra
declared. “None of these people we've
caught knows of another syndicate
branch in Ops.”

“And while we’re here, Master may

‘be in trouble in the fungus forest,”

Grag boomed anxiously.

BUT their next customer changed
their luck. This was a foppish
Saturnian youth who was really an
elderly, rich man who had been reju-
venated by the Lifewater.

Terrified by the unhuman aspect of
Grag and Simon Wright, the Saturnian
stammered an answer to their question.

“Yes, I know of another place in Ops
that sells the Lifewater. One of my
friends bought it there. It’s on the
Street of Ten Moons. A chemical shop
there is the blind for the elixir sellers.”

“That’s all we want to know!” Ezra
declared jubilantly. “I'll bet Thomas
Keene is there now. I'm callin’ head-
quarters and we’re goin’ to raid that
place right now.”

A few minutes later, four Planet
Police rocket-cars screamed through
the streets of the fashionable shopping
section between the Hyrcanian River
and Government Park.

Ezra Gurney was in one car with
Simon Wright and Grag. The old
marshal had given detailed orders to
the uniformed officers in the other cars,
which they now proceeded to execute.

Two of the four cars split off to block
the rear entrance of the chemical shop,
which was an impressive looking estab-
lishment, ostensibly dealing in rare
planetary drugs. The other two cars
drew up in the busy street in front of
the place.
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- Whistles screamed and a gaping
crowd began to gather in the street.
Ezra and Grag, the robot carrying the
Brain, plunged toward the door of the
shop. They led the rest of the Police
officers, as usual.

The door had been hastily locked by
the occupants of the place.

“Bring that ato-torch!” Ezra yelled.
“Cut through there!”

An officer wielded the hissing atomic
flame, which seared through the heavy
metal door like cheese. They burst
inside.

The interior of the shop, lined with
shelves of planetary drugs, was empty
of human beings. Police were bursting
in from the rear.

“Where the devil are they?” KEazra
cried.

“Look in the sublevel,” rasped the
Brain. “They’d conduct the Lifewater
business from down there.”

They poured down the stair into the
sublevel rooms. Here the Lifewater
business had indeed been conducted.
Empty racks, overturned tables,
showed that the elixir and money had
just been taken.

Eventually they found a secret tun-
~nel through which the Lifewater ven-
ders had escaped. They had blocked it
by pulling out an underpinning and al-
lowing the passageway to cave in.

“Got away, curse them!” Ezra swore.
“And if Thomas Keene was with them,
he got away with them.”

“If they’d just left one vial of the
Lifewater!” muttered the Brain. “I
could have analyzed it, perhaps even
have found an antidote—”

At that moment, a televisor in the
wall broke into loud buzzing, a call-
signal. Grag stepped warily toward
the instrument with Simon.

“This televisor is set to a non-stand-
ard wave, Simon,” declared the robot.

“Then it must be the secret wave-
length used by the syndicate!” the
Brain exclaimed. “Those criminals
who just escaped didn’t have time to
smash this instrument. Turn on the
receiver, Grag —but not the trans-

mitter. Then we can hear and see,
without being seen.’

Grag switched on the receiver of the
televisor. In its screen appeared a
man shrouded in a glowing blue aura.

“That’s the Life-lord!” Grag whis-
pered excitedly.

E Life-lord was rapidly giving
harsh orders from under his dis-
guise.

“All syndicate branches and space-
ships. General order. Rendezvous
One in the fungus forest has been dis-
covered by Captain Future. He raided
it and nearly captured us, though we
managed to leave him trapped there.
Use of Rendezvous One will be dis-
continued from now on. We will use
Rendezvous Two henceforth. All syn-
dicate operatives, and all space ships
coming from the other planets for new
consignments of the Lifewater, will
report at Rendezvous Two at the regu-
larly scheduled times. That is all.”

The screen went dark, as the Life-
lord clicked off. Grag, Simon and Ezra
Gurney stared at each other.

“Rendezvous Two?” Ezra repeated.
“Where can that be?”

“The Life-lord was too cunning to
give its location on a wave that might
be tapped,” muttered the Brain. “He’s
been operating from a headquarters in
the fungus forest. But he had another

rendezvous in readiness somewhere, to

be used if anythmg went wrong at the
other one.

Grag twitched thh extreme anxiety.

“Simon, you heard what he said. He
left Master trapped in Rendezvous One
in the fungus forest. Master may be
in deadly peril!” '

“We’re going to find Curtis?” the
Brain declared, sharing the robot’s
fear. “Ezra, take us to the Comet.”

Some twenty minutes later, the
Comet rose from the landing-court be-
hind Government Building. Reckless-
ly it dashed up through the swarming
local traffic of rocket-fliers. Then it
hurtled eastward, over the sunlit
streets of the great black Saturnian
city.

Grag sat nervously at the controls.
The big robot’s anxiety made him main-
tain a speed that set even the super-
insulated ship’s friction alarms ringing
wildly. Over the rolling fields and
grassy blue swales they sped. Finally,
in the thin, bright noonday sunshine,
they glimpsed the ominous yellow blot
of the great valley of the fungi.



Low above the fantastic growths of
the fungus forest swept the Comet.
The photo-electric eyes of Grag and
the faded blue eyes of old Ezra Gurney

eagerly searched the grotesque, deadly .

forest for sign of Captain Future.

“There’s a clearin’ that’s been used
for a landin’-field!” Ezra cried. “An’
there’s a metal buildin’ of some kind
near it.”

At that moment, the televisor in the
Comet’s control room broke into a
buzz, Grag flipped the switch. To
their relief, the resonant voice of Curt
Newton came from the instrument.

“Grag! Simon! T just spotted you
coming. Otho, Joan and I are in the
metal building directly under you.”

“You’re all right, 1ad?” asked the
Brain worriedly.

“Right as can be,” reassured Captain
Future. “Listen, I want you to land
near this building. But don’t come out.
We'll come to you.”

HE Comet came to a flawless land-

ing in the clearing. Then they saw
Captain Future, Otho and Joan Ran-
dall, all wearing protective blue auras,
hurrying to them. The three entered
the Comet taking care not to admit
the deadly golden spore-dust.

“You can kick me from Mercury to
Pluto for a blundering fool,” Curt de-
clared. “I let the Life-lord get away
when I should have been able to col-
lar him in there.”

“The chief only let the devil escape
because he stopped to save Joan and
me!” Otho protested loyally.

“So Otho gummed the works, as
usual,” Grag snorted.

Curt swiftly explained what had hap-
pened. “The Life-lord smashed a win-
dow as he sped off,” he concluded. “I
had to stand with my aura against the
window to keep the spore-dust out, till
Otho could roll over and let me untie
him. By that time, the Life-lord was
clean away.”

“Yes, lad, we knew he had escaped
you,” the Brain replied, and told of the
general televisor alarm the Life-lord
sent out.

“So they’re going to operate now
from another headquarters—Rendez-
vous Two, as they call it,” Curt re-
peated. His tanned face tightened,

on
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“We’ve got them on the run, Simon.
But till we find it, we can’t stop the
cursed elixir traffic while they operate
from a new rendezvous.”

He drew from his jacket a dozen
vials of milky, opalescent-shining fluid
—Lifewater!

“They left plenty of the elixir in
there when they escaped,” Curt said.
“I destroyed all the poison except what
I saved for you to analyze, Simon.”

“Good. Now maybe I can find an
antidote.”

“But who is the Life-lord?” Ezra
persisted. “Keene, Graeme, or Sus
Urgal? Until the slippery devil is
identified an’ caught, the traffic’ll go

“I know,” Curt Newton rapped out
savagely. “We've got to work on
those suspects fast. Keene and Graeme
must be found without further delay.
And I want to see that Martian, Sus
Urgal.” :

“This business gave you a new
lead?” Ezra cried eagerly.

“Maybe,” Curt parried. “Head back
for Ops, at once.”

CHAPTER XIII
Legendary Clue

JUST AS the Comet
landed again in the
court behind the
Government Build-
ing, a tall, rangy
man hurried tomeet
them. It was Khol
Kor, the Governor.

“Any luck, Cap-
tain Future?” the

‘Saturnian cried.

“Not much,” Curt

Newton answered, eying the Governor.

“Have the Planet Police found Graeme

or Thomas Keene yet?”

“No, they haven’t,” Khol Kor re-
plied. The Governor swore explosive-
ly. “Both those damned men have been
around Ops for months and know
every cursed alley. They've managed
to keep out of sight.”

“What other place, besides the
fungus forest, would be a good secret

Vi
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hideout around here?” Captain Future
~asked the Governor. v
Khol Kor deliberated. “Well, I
don’t know. North of here, there’s
nothing but the Great Plains for hun-
dreds of miles, and then the Mistlands

that nobody ever enters. West, there’s |

the Hyrcanian and Katalbian River
valleys. Southward’s the Wandermg
Lakes country.”

“Will you try to find out if anyone
has noticed unusual activity at any iso-

lated points in those regions?” Curt :

asked.

“I’ll find out from the Planetogra-
phy Bureau if they’ve heard of any-
thing,” Khol Kor puzzledly assented.

When the Governor had gone, Curt
Newton rapidly explained his plans to
the Futuremen, Ezra and Joan.

“I’'m going to search Graeme’s rooms,
and then perhaps see Sus Urgal,” he
stated. “Simon, you’ll want to start
analyzing the Lifewater at once.”

“Aye, 1ad,” rasped the Brain. “Grag
can help me.

“It’s always Grag who has to stay
and help,” complained the big robot.
“Why not Otho? He’s no good for
anything else.”

“Listenn to what’s talking!” Otho
sneered. “A big hunk of old iron that
goes wallowing off in space when he’s
needed. He drifts around with that
moon-pup while we’re in trouble on
Mars.”

The two Futuremen’s voices rose.
Joan Randall, laughing, asked Curt
a question that had often puzzled him.
7 “Don’t they ever get tired of scrap-
ping?”

“They don’t, but I do,” Curt sighed.
“Cut your rockets, you two! You're
both staying here in the Comet. Ezra
will ‘go with me.”

Ezra Gurney and Captain Future
were soon threading the teeming, an-
cient, narrow black streets of Ops. The
old marshal knew where to find Mar-
tin Graeme’s rooms, which were not
far away.

“Danged if I like to see so many blue
faces,” Ezra growled as he and Curt
shouldered through the ' Saturnian
throngs. “Makes me remember the
first time I ever landed on this world,
long before you were born. I had a
hangover from the Martian liquor we’d

fully.

drunk the night before to celebrate our
successful voyage. I wake up to find
we’ve already landed, and I look out
an’ see a thousand blue men. Blazin’
meteors, what a shock!”

Curt grinned. “You don’t sound

very repentant, you old reprobate.

Those were the good old days, eh?”
“That they were,” replied Ezra with

a wheezy chuckle. Then he sobered

“Here’s where Graeme’s apartment is.’

HEN they entered the ordinary
apartment building of black ce-
ment, they found Graeme’s door
locked. No one answered the televis=
announcer. But Curt deftly mani-
pulated the electro-lock txll its bolt
slid back.
Martin Graeme’s rooms were empty.

The Earthman ethnologist was not

here, but some of his baggage and be-
longing were.

Captain Future began a swift, thor-
ough search. He found a number of

abstruse ethnological reference works

in various planetary languages, some
large-scale maps of Saturn, a note-book
in which had been jotted many refer-

—ences to the possibility of a winged

race having existed.

“Looks innocent enough,” muttered,

Ezra. “You'd judge from this that
he’s just what he claimed—an ethno-
logist hipped on the idea that once
there was a race of winged men on this
planet.”

“Maybe,” Curt answered thought-
“Look at these, Ezra.”

He had found two papers. One was
a scrawled note in Martian handwrit-
ing. '

Thank you for reading the manuscript of
my “Legends of the Solar System,” Doctor
Graeme. Your criticisms are most welcome,
and agree with those made by Doctor Zin
Zibo when he read the ms. I am grateful
for your expert assistance.

- SUS URGAL.

The other paper Captain Future had
found was a receipted bill from an Ops
company which rented rocket-fliers.

Captain Future went to the televisor

and called the rocket-flier company.
“Doctor Graeme rented a flier from
us a few days ago, and took off in it

this morning, heading north,” they

told Curt. “No, we don’t know his
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destination. But he said he wanted
a flier capable of non-stop flight to the
north border of the Great Plains.”

Captain Future repeated the in-
formation to the old marshal, who
dropped his jaw puzzledly. ’

“What would Graeme think he could
- find north of the Plains? There’s noth-
ing up there but the Mistlands!”

“I know,” Curt said abstractedly.
“We’ll investigate that angle later.

Right now I want to see Sus Urgal.”
~~ The building in which Sus Urgal,
the Martian author, had his rooms was
only a few blocks away. A secret
Planet Police agent lounged outside.

“The Martian hasn’t been out all
day,” the agent reported. “I've been
watching the entrance.”

Captain Future and Ezra went up
to the Martian’s rooms and rang the
televis-announcer. They got no an-
swer.

“I’ll bet Sus Urgal skipped, too!”
exclaimed Ezra.

“We’ll soon ‘see,” Curt said, and
started working on the lock.

In a few moments; they entered the
rooms.

“Name o’ the Sun!” yelled the old
marshal. “Sus Urgal’s been mur-
~dered!” '

The Martian author lay on the floor,
his body hideously contorted and stif-
fened. A glass needle projected from

his neck. . =

Captain Future knelt swiftly.

“The Plutonian freezing venom!” .
he rapped out. “The same poison that
was used on Zin Zibo!”

Sus Urgal’s face was ghastly, for the
venom that had caused his blood to
freeze had burst the capillary veins un-
der his skin. :

“Never saw a man killed by freezing
venom look so horrible as that, and
I’ve seen plenty on Pluto.” Ezra shud-
dered.

“It’s because Sus Urgal was native
of a smaller, lower gravity world than
Pluto,” Curt explained. “His blood-
vessels ‘were thinner, more lightly
built. So his blood burst them when it
froze.”

URT NEWTON’S brown face
was taut, his eyes gray slits, as he
. realized the implications of this new
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murder. S

“But who could’ve done it?” cried
the old marshal. “And why was he
killed?”

Captain Future straightened and be-
gan a rapid search of the rooms. Ina
brazier, he found some charred papers
that had recently been burned.

On a desk, he noticed a bulky manu-
script in Martian writing. Its sheets
had hastily beenscattered. Hesnatched
it up. It was titled, “Legends of the
Solar System.”

Swiftly he leafed through it. It was -
a popular account of the more famous
myths and legends of the nine worlds,
which the Martian author had ap-
parently spent years in collecting.
There were chapters on the Sargasso
Sea of Space, the legends about the Ci-
ties of the Ancients on Jupiter, the
strange fables of fiery Sun-folk that
are told on Mercury, and on many an-
other weird myth of the System.

One chapter was headed, “The Foun-
tain of Life.” Captain Future started
reading aloud.

- The Fountain of Life is one of the most
fascinating of all the legends of the System,
and it is one of the oldest. It has been cur-
rent on my own native Mars for countless
generations. Almost every other planet has
some version of the story.

Briefly the legend is, that, hidden on one
of the nine worlds, there is a miraculous
Fountain whose glowing waters have the
power of restoring youth to anyone who
drinks them. Some versions of the tale as-
sert that this Fountain is guarded by a race
of winged people who let no one approach it,
and who do not drink its waters themselves.

Since the beginning of interplanetary
travel, men have sought on almost every
world in the System for the legended Foun-
tain. Some believed that it was on Mars,
others that it was in the unknown lands
north of the Fire Sea on Jupiter, others still
that it was hidden in the vast ice-fields of
distant Pluto.

For myself, I believe that if such a Foun-
tain exists at all, it is on Saturn. For, while
traveling in the extreme north of the ringed
planet to collect legends about the mysteri-
ous Mistlands, I heard— :

Captain Future stopped reading.
The chapter ended abruptly there. The
rest of the pages of that chapter were
missing.

“The missing pages were burned by
the murderer of Sus Urgal!” Curt de-
clared. “That’s why the Martian was
killed. His book, if it had been pub-
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lished, might have given away the
secret location of tge Fountain of
Life. The murderer was too pressed
for time to burn the whole manuscript.
He Just had time to destroy the vxtal
pages.

“But then the Fountain must be
located somewhere in the north, near
the Mistlands,” Ezra exlaimed. The
old man’s eyes flashed. “An’ Martin
Graeme’s gone north! Graeme had
read this manuscript and knew it con-
tained a lead to the secret of the Foun-
tain.”,

Curt searched through the rest of
Sus Urgal’s papers. He found a journal
in which the Martian had kept an
itinerary of his travels on Saturn in
search of material for his book. ,

“According to this,” Curt stated,
“Sus Urgal spent a few days in Tobor.
That’s a little ranch-town in the ex-
treme north of the Great Plains, not
far from the edge of the Mistlands.
Tcbor must be where the Martian
picked up whatever information he put
in that chapter.”

“If we only knew what was in those
burned pages, we might know the
Fountain’s location!” the old marshal
cried. “Wonder if anybody else be-
sides Graeme had read the manu-
script.” -

“Zin Zibo had read it, according to
the note we found in Graeme’s rooms,”
reminded Captain Future.

- “Yes, and Zin Zibo’s dead and on his
way to Venus in his coffin,” Ezra said
dismally.

T took Curt only a moment to reach

a decision.

“What’s the name of that Venus

liner on which Zin Zibo’s secretary
was taking the Venusian’s body back
home?” Curt asked.

“It’s the Space Blazer,” Ezra an-
swered wonderingly.

“I’'m going to put through a televi-
sor call to that ship,” Captain Future
told him,

“You think maybe Zin Zibo’s secre-
tary read this manuscript, too, and
could tell us what was in the burned
chapter?”

Instead of answering, Curt Newton
went to the Martian’s body and drew
out the venom-needle. He held it up.
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“See the faint fingerprints on that
plunger, Ezra?”

“Why, they’re an Earthman’s
prints!” Ezra said. “No two planetary
races have prints that’re at all alike.
These are unmistakable.”

Captain Future nodded. “An Earth-
man killed Sus Urgal. The Police
agent can describe any Earthmen who
have been in here. See what he says,
while I put through my call to the
Space Blazer.”

Ezra Gurney hurried back down to
the street. The Planet Police agent,
appalled to hear of the murder, vehe-
mently denied that any Earthman had
entered the building.

“Not by this entrance, anyway,” the
agent said. “But he could have en-
tered by the tunnel driveway in a
rocket-car without me seeing him. The
driveway wasn’t watched because Sus
Urgal had no car.”

Captain Future came down and
joined them at this moment, having
finished his call to the distant Venus-
bound space liner. Ezra gave him the
agent’s report. s

“We’ll see what the attendant in the
rocket-car garage under the building
has to say,” the scientific wizard deter- .
mined. ,

Beneath the apartment house was
an underground garage in which were
kept the rocket-cars of tenants. A tun-
nel driveway, out the rear of the build-
ing, was used to enter and leave it. A
dull-faced Saturnian attendant came
up to answer Captain Future’s sharp
question.

“Yes, an Earthman drove in here
just a little while ago. He went up-
stairs, said he wanted to visit Sus Ur-
gal. The Martian told him over the
televis-announcer to come on up.”

“What did the Earthman look like?”

“He was a blond, haggard lookin’
young fellow,” was the attendant’s
answer. , .

“Thomas Keene!” Ezra said excited-
ly.

“That’s it, Keene was his name,” the
attendant replied. “I heard Sus Urgal
say on the televis-announcer, ‘Come on
up, Keene’!”

“Then Keene murdered Sus Urgal,”
Ezra Gurney cried fiercely to Curt. “I
knew Keene was the Life-lord!”
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“Keene murdered the Martian, all
right,” Curt said somberly. He added
- with intense bitterness: “I’ve been a
blundering fool, net to see what was
right under my nose all the time!
Come on, Ezra.”

He led the way back to the Comet
almost on the run. It was sunsetagain.
A whole brief, ten-hour Saturnian day
had passed.

‘When they entered the Comet, in
its parking-place behind Government
Building, they found Simon Wright
intently analyzing a vial of the Life-
water. The opalescent liquid was boil-
ing furiously in an atomic retort, while
the Brain studied its spectrum. Grag
was assisting the Brain,

Otho and Joan Randall sprang up
eagerly to meet the red-haired scienti-
fic wizard and the old marshal.

“Things are rushing to a climax;”
Curt rapped out. He told swiftly what
had happened. “I know now who the
Life-lord is.”

TUNNED, they were silent. Then
everybody began talking.

“It’s Graeme, isn’t it, Master?” Grag
boomed. “The fact that Graeme has
flown north is proof enough.”

“You're off your orbit a million
miles!” Otho told the robot. “You
heard what the chief said. Thomas
Keene killed the Martian. That
clinches it. Keene’s the devil behind
the elixir trafhc.”

“Listen to me,” Captain Future said
earnestly. “We're working against
time, and we’ve got to work from two
different angles, to miss no chance of

smashing this cursed traffic at once.

First, there’s the angle of this new
headquarters the syndicate is using
—Rendezvous Two, as they call it.
Where is it? We’'ve got to find that
out. And there’s a way in which we
can find out.

“We know that the syndicate’s
space ships are coming from the other
worlds to get new consignments of
the Lifewater. Those space ships, in
obedience to the Life-lord’s general
order, will land at Rendezvous Two.
If the ships could be trailed through
space to Saturn, Rendezvous Two
could be located in that way.”

“I get it, Chief!” Otho interrupted.

“We’ll go out in the Comet and lie in
hiding off the Rings. When we spot
one of the Saturn-bound syndicate
ships, by listening for their secret-
wave televisor calls, we’ll trail it right
in to the rendezvous.”

“That’s the idea,” Captain Future
nodded. “But you will do that, Otho.
You, Grag and Simon, who can con-
tinue his efforts to formulate an anti-
dote for the Lifewater, at the same
time.”

“You mean you’re not coming with

us?” Otho demanded. “What's the
idea, Chief? 'What are you going to
be doing?”

“I said there were two angles to -
work on,” Curt reminded. “I’'m going
to work the second. That’s the angle
of the Fountain of Life’s location. It
is probably not anywhere near the
syndicate’s Rendezvous Two. But if
I can find the Fountain, T’ll be able to
grab the Life-lord when he comes
there for the Lifewater.”

“But how can you hope to find the
Fountain in any reasonable time, lad?”
asked the Brain.

“I have a strong clue to guide me
now. The clue of the burned manu-
script! Those burned pages held in-
formation about the Fountain’s loca-
tion—true information, we know, even
if Sus Urgal didn’t. For if it hadn’t
been true, the Martian wouldn’t have
been killed and the pages burned to
conceal that clue, Sus Urgal got that
information, whatever it was, in a lit-
tle ranch-town named Tobor, in the
north of the Great Plains, near the
Mistlands.

“All right, I'm going up to Tobor in
a fast rocket-flier, and find out what
Sus Urgal discovered. It should lead
me to the Fountain. If I do find the
Fountain, I'll have penetrated the in-
most core of this damnable traffic.”

“But what are Ezra and I to do?”
Joan Randall appealed. “Why can’t
we go with you, Captain Future?”

Curt shook his head. “I want you
to stay here. If the Futuremen can
locate Rendezvous Two, they’ll tele-
vise you. You can answer with a flock-
of Police and smash the syndicate’s
organization there, while I'm trying
to pierce its heart at the Fountain.”

Ezra Gurney procured a fast rocket-
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flier., Darkness had come. The great
Rings and marching moons again were
glorious to see. The old marshal and
the lovely girl agent watched as Curt
Newton and the Futuremen separated.

The Comet, with Grag and Otho and
Simon aboard, lifted skyward. It shot
out into space toward the gleaming
Rings. ,

The rocket-flier, with Captain Fu-
ture at its helm, raced across the Ring-
lit metropohs toward the far, mys-
terious north.

CHAPTER X1V
Into the Mistlands

LIKE A METEOR,
hurtling at high al-
titude over the dim,

Rings and moons of
Saturn, Curt New-
ton’s speedy rocket-
flier raced north.

Captain Future
set the automatic
pilot of the craft to
maintain constant speed, altitude and
direction. Then he stretched out in
the cramped little cabin. Almost at
once he fell asleep. Curt had not slept
for many hours, and even his iron
frame needed rest.

The drumming drone of the unfal-
tering rocket motor was like a lullaby.
The red-haired planeteer was carried
through the brilliant skies of Saturn.
Swiftly he neared the enigmatic land
where he hoped to come to grips with
the master of the criminal syndicate.

Curt snapped into wakefulness hours
later, to find it was morning. The flier
was still throbbing northward.

He went to the controls and looked
out. Far beneath, the unthinkably
vast expanse of the Great Plains
stretched in blue flatness to the distant
horizons. He was almost at the north
pole, for the Rings’ pale arc was low
in the southern sky behind him.

“Can’t be far from that ranch-town,
Tobor,” Curt estimated.

The grassy blue plains under him

rolling plains be-
neath the flaring
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abounded with life. Great herds of
horned Saturnian deer, purple animals
that had eight slim legs and were in-
credibly fleet, were browsing here and
there on the plain. Curt glimpsed a-
herd stampeding as two blue grass-
tigers charged into it.

Now and then he sighted a lonely
Saturnian ranch. These ranches were
of vast size. Centering around cement
or metal dwellings, they contained
herds of thousands of the vicious, blue,
one-horned Saturnian cattle, guarded
by herdsmen riding the black; eight-
legged stads, or Saturnian horses.

Captain Future knew that the
ranches of these vast plains were the
greatest source of meat in the System.
Space ships took frozen beef from here
to all the other worlds.

“Ah, there’s Tobor,” Curt exclaimed
soon after, peering ahead. “And be-
yond it—the Mistlands!”

He looked down eagerly. The ranch-
town of Tobor was a sprawling blot-
on the blue plain, a mass of ramshackle,
hastily built structures of cement and
metal, with a big spaceport at its edge.

Far beyond the town, on the dim
northern horizon, the rolling blue
prairie suddenly came to an end. A
wall of impenetrable white mists,
which towered miles high, shut off
sight of all beyond.

That was the boundary of the mys-
terious Mistlands, the eternally fog-
shrouded lands of enigma in the far
north of Saturn. Not a single man
in the System had ever gone into them
and returned. Captain Future himself
had never penetrated those cloudy
lands of mystery. ~

“The - Mistlands!’ he whispered.
“Does the Fountain of Life exist some-
where in there? But if it does, how
could anyone reach it? How could the
Life-lord ever have found it?”

Then he came back to the immediate =
necessities.

“No use speculating,” Curt told hxm—
self. “I've got to stick to the lead T've
got—find out what it was that Sus
Urgal learned at Tobor.”

Curt Newton landed his flier at the
spaceport of the town. The big ships
parked here were all space freighters,
designed to carry, in vacuum compart-
ments, frozen meat to other planets.
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Curt twisted his planet-jewel ring
out of sight. Hitching up his belt to
keep his proton pistol handy, he started
into the town. He had covered his red
hair with a space cap, to make it less
conspicucus.

HE tall planeteer strode by the

packing plants adjoining the space-
port. He passed the labyrinthine
stock yards, in which the vicious blue
Saturnian cattle milled and seethed
and butted the heavy bars. He entered
the roaring main street of the ranch-
town.

This interplanetary frontier town
boomed with life, even now at noon-
day. Tough, rangy, blue Saturnian
herdsmen were riding in and out on
their eight-legged black stads. A wild-
locking crew, all were wearing heavy
atom pistols. Meat-buyers from many
worlds, swaggering space-sailors from
the nearby spaceport, merchants and
gamblers and a few black-uniformed
Planet Police—it was a motley throng
that crowded the narrow, muddy
street.

Captain Future had a definite aim in
visiting this place. He meant to learn
what Sus Urgal, the Martian author,
had found out about the Fountain of
Life legend. To do that, Curt knew
that he must first ascertain the Mar-
tian’s source of information.

“Better start at the drinking-places,
I suppose,” the scientific wizard rea-
soned. He grinned.  “Here’s where I
become just another tough Earth ad-
venturer on the loose.”

Drinking-places and gambling-
houses abounded here, as in all inter-
planetary frontier towns, where hardy
men gather and wealth comes and goes
easily. Curt Newton entered a noisy
saloon.

Herdsmen, space-sailors and idlers
lined the metal bar. Saturnian brandy,
Martian desert-liquor, Venusian wine
were flowing. Curt ordered Earth
whisky, and scrutinized two rangy blue
Saturnian herdsmen who stood beside
him. He offered to buy a drink-—an
offer which was quickly accepted.

“Space-sailor?” one of the herdsmen
asked.
~ Curt nodded. “Have been. I'm just
wandering around now. Came up from

Ops to look at these Mistlands that
people all talk about.”

“Look at them is all you’d better do,”
warned one of the Saturnians. “Lots
of strangers think maybe they’ll go
inside the Mistlands. A few of them
do it—but none of ’em ever come out
again.”

“What do you suppose is in there?”
Curt asked. '

The blue herdsman shrugged.

“Nobedy really knows. They tell
plenty of queer stories, though, do the
old-timers.”

“Pm interested,” Curt admitted.
“Anybody around here who could tell
me some of these stories about the

‘Mistlands?”

The herdsman pointed to an aged,

withered Saturnian. Sitting alone at
a corner table, the old man was watch-
ing the crowd with bright, wrinkle-
webbed eyes.
- “Old Nik Iro there knows every yarn
ever told on Saturn. And if there’s
anything he likes to do, it’s spin ’em
to strangers.”

Captain Future thanked the herds-
man and strode over to the corner ta-
ble. Nik Iro, the aged Saturman,
looked up at him shrewdly. :

“They tell me you know just about
every queer tale and legend ever told
about the Mistlands,” Curt said to the
old man.

Nik Iro uttered a wheezy chuckle.

“That’s right, Earthman. Nobody
on Saturn knows more about this coun-
try than I do.”

“Did you spin some of your yarns
to a Martian writer who was here re-
cently—a man named Sus Urgal?”

Nik Iro stared at him.

- “That’s queer,” the old man said.
“You're the second Earthman who'’s
asked me that same question.”

Curt stiffened. “Who was the other
Earthman?”

“Fellow who called himself Graeme,
Doctor Graeme,” the aged Saturnian
replied. “He also wanted to know
what I'd told Sus Urgal.”

UTURE’S mind considered that
fact quickly. So Martin Graeme
had been here, trying to trace Sus
Urgal’s discovery!
“What did you tell the Martian?”
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Curt asked.

“Why, I told him lots of things,”
wheezed the old Saturnian. “He was
most interested in my stories about
the Mistlands—especially about the
man who came out of the Mistlands
once, a long time ago.”

“You say a man returned from the
Mistlands?” Curt repeated sharply. “I
thought no one who entered had ever
returned.”

“That’s what people say, but it ain’t
so,” Nik Iro asserted in his cracked
voice. “I saw this fellow come out my-
self. It was near fifty years ago, when
I was a young herdsman. I was riding
up along the edge of the Mistland
thirty miles east of here, looking for
some lost animals. There’s a kind of
ravine comes out of the Mistland at
that point.

“I was riding past there when I saw
this man stagger out of the Mistland
along that ravine. He was a native
Saturnian, like me. And he looked like
a young fellow about my age. He'd
had a pretty hard time and was near
played out. I rode up to him, and gave
him some water. He was kind of de-
lirious and he babbled out a queer
story.

“He said he’d gone into the Mistland
hunting for the Fountain of Life that
people talk about. And he said he’d
found it! He said he’d been an aging
man, but that drinking the Fountain’s
waters had made him young again. He
lived in there for awhile near the
Fountain, in some placed he called
“The City of Eternal Youth’. Then he
said he got sick of it and wanted to
get out into his own world again. He
made his way out, in spite of the
winged Qualus.”

“The winged Qualus?” Curt almost
shouted.

Old Nik Iro nodded.

“That’s what he said. It seems like
these Qualus had been after him for
some reason. Anyway, he got out. But
he said he was going to die pretty
quick, now that he couldn’t drink the
Fountain water. I told him he was
crazy. But sure enough, he died soon
after—queerest way you ever saw a
mah die. He just withered up and got
terrible old and died in a minute.
That’s the story I told that there Mar-

- excitement.

tian, Sus Urgal. He seemed mighty
interested in it and said he was going
to put it into a book. He bought me
a drink for telling it.”

Curt Newton, with a grin, took the
hint. He called for Saturnian brandy,
which the old man quaffed eagerly.

Curt was sure now that he had dis-
covered the legendary clue to the
Fountain, which Sus Urgal had em-
bodied in his manuscript, and which
had caused his murder.

“And you say the ravine that man
followed out of the Mistlands lies
thirty miles east of here?” he asked.

“That’s where it is. According to
this fellow who came out of the Mist-
lands, he followed the ravine straight
to the outside. He said that was the
only thing that made him able to get
out.” Nik Iro added gloomily: “Peo-
ple have never believed me when I
told ’em all this, though. That Mar-
tian, and this Graeme fellow, are abotit
the only ones who didn’t seem to think
old Nik Iro was a liar.” :

“I believe you, Nik Iro,” Curt as-
sured him. ;

He thanked the old man. Rising, he

hastily left the crowded drinking-place.

Captain Future was throbbing with
He had tracked down the
clue that had caused Sus Urgal to be
murdered. Now if he could only fol-
low it farther, into the Mistlands them-
selves—

E went down the street of Tobor

to an outfitting shop. Quickly
he bought one of the stads, or Saturn-
ian horses. A gaunt, black, eight-
legged brute, its vicious red eyes in its
elongated skull made Curt wonder at
his choice.

“Don’t know whether you can ride
him or not, Earthman,” said the seller
dubiously. “Takes a Saturnian to con-
trol the damned beasts.”

Curt smiled. “I’ve ridden stads be-
fore. Give me a couple of thermos
canteens and a saddle-bag of food.”

He vaulted lightly into the queer
saddle. The stad reared up, squealing
viciously at the unfamiliar smell of
an Earthman.

Curt jerked back firmly on the reins,
which were fastened to the animals
sensitive ears. For some minutes there
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was a hot struggle between man and
beast. Then the stad, recognizing the
Earthman’s mastery, suddenly became
docile. Curt spurred out of town and
rode north. The stad’s eight legs
drummed the blue plain toward the dis-
tant, foggy wall of the Mistlands.

Curt munched dried Saturnian beef
from the saddle-bag as he rode, revel-
ing in the freedom of the vast, sunlit
plain. But after a few hours’ riding,
the misty wall of the unknown loomed
close ahead.

A barrier of solid looking white fog
towered skyward for miles, hiding all
within it. East and west marched the
misty rampart, reaching far out of
sight. The Mistlands, Curt knew, cov-
ered much of northern Saturn.

The accepted theory was that the
eternal fog of the Mistlands was
caused by steaming water vapor. Ex-
haled from orifices in the ground, it was
condensed into mist upon meeting the
colder air above the surface. As long
as history recorded, the Mistlands of
Saturn had existed and always they
had been a mystery.

Curt Newton rode up to the very
edge of the mist, then turned his stad
eastward. He did not check the easy,
tireless lope of the creature until he
came to a ravine. Issuing from the
Mistland, it ran from north to south.

“Must be the ravine old Nik Iro
mentioned,” Curt muttered. “Hope it
doesn’t peter out in there and leave
me lost.”

He urged the stad northward up the
ravine toward the mist. The Saturnian
mount began to buck and hang back as
they neared the fog.

He forced the unwilling stad along
the ravine and into the mists. At once
they were lost in solid white fog. He
could hardly see the head of the stad
in front of him.

A man lost in this mist was doomed.
Compasses would not work because of
radioactive magnetic currents. But
Curt pushed onward, following the ra-
vine that ran almost straight north like
a giant crevasse.

T was deathly silent in ‘the mists.
No familiar life seemed to exist
here. Day or night were little differ-
ent. It was as though he had stepped

out of the familiar Universe and into
a strange new one. Did the Fountain
of Life really exist in this foggy
mystery?

Curt Newton estimated that he had
followed the ravine ever deeper into
the Mistland for two hours. Suddenly
he heard the first sound since entering
—a sound as of threshing wings swoop-
ing down toward him.

. “What the devil, birds couldn’t live
in here!” he exclaimed wonderingly.
“They couldn’t see to—"

He broke off with a cry of amaze-
ment. Out of the mists above him,
winged creatures were swooping down
on him—winged menl!

Curt glimpsed them as pale-skinned,
hairless men with great, featherless
white wings extending from their
shoulders. Their eyes were strangely
luminous, and seemed able to penetrate
the mists. They wore tunics of woven

fiber, and carried metal knives in their

belts.

They were swooping straight down
on him, with® hands out-stretched,
clawmg. Captain Future drew and
shot his proton pistol with the speed
of light. But the stad, bucking in panic,
made his aim go wide. =

Next moment, he felt himself
grasped by a pair of hands and torn
from the saddle! One of the winged
white men was ' carrying him up into
the mists with the others.

Curt Newton struggled in the grasp
of the winged man. He started to turn
his proton gun on his captor. He
realized that if he shot the winged man,
he, too, would fall to death. - »

“They’ve got me, all right,” he
thought grimly. “Nothing I can do but
to stick it out till they put me down.
Then maybe I can do something.”
Abruptly another thought came to him.
“The Qualus, the winged men who
were supposed to guard the Fountain!
These must be they!”

The winged men flew through the
mists, rising constantly, for more than
an hour. Finally they broke from the
fog into a vast, clear area that was
completely surrounded by the mists.

Curt glimpsed a round valley, ringed
by precipitous, craggy cliffs.. His
winged captors were carrying him
toward those jagged towers of rock. .
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CHAPTER XV
With the Winged Men

WINGED HUMAN
captors were car-
rying- Curt up to
the precipitous
cliffs surrounding
the hidden valley
in the Mistlands.
He glimpsed the
small white town
that lay at the cen-
ter of the blossom-
ing valley.

“A town, in here?” Curt marveled.
He remembered something the old
Saturnian, Nik Iro, had mentioned in
his tale. “What was it he spoke of—a

City of Eternal Youth? Is it pos-
sible—
Curt’s speculations were _inter-

rupted. His strange winged captors
were now approaching their destina-
tion.

The towering, perpendicular rock
cliffs were honeycombed with round
openings, he saw.

Toward one of these openings, the
Qualus who had captured him were
flying. The winged men flew right
through the opening and alighted in-
side, setting-down Captain Future but
still holding him firmly.

The rock cavern in the cliffs, in
which Curt now stood, held scores of
the Qualus. Others were running up
in answer to a call by the captors of
the wizard of science. They were all
of the same race. Men and women
alike were white-skinned, hairless, not
unhandsome. But they were made
bizarre in appearance by the great
featherless white wings, which they
kept folded close against their backs
when not actually in flight.

Curt Newton noticed the rough
furniture of metal and carved rock in
the chambers. All the Qualus wore
tunics of woven grass-fibers and car-
ried metal tools and weapons.

They were chattering to each other
excitedly about this new capture.
Curt found that he could understand
them. Their language was merely an

archaic variant of the familiar Sat-
urnian tongue.

A Qualu male, taller by a head than
the others, appeared and surveyed
Curt with gloomy, hostile eyes.

“Are you the ruler of these folk?”
Captain Future asked him calmly in
the basic Saturnian language.

The Qualu nodded his hairless head.

“I am Yuru, king of the Qualus.
And you, wingless man, are another
deluded one who has come here in a
wicked attempt to find the sacred
Fountain.”

A chorus of fierce, muttered excla-
mations went up from the winged peo-
ple. They eyed Curt Newton in vis-
ible hatred.

“Aye, another devil come to join the
sinful ones in the City!” they spat.
“But this one will never join them.”

Captain Future began to under-
stand. He was remembering the
legend he had read in Sus Urgal’s
manuscript. The Fountain of Life was
supposed to be guarded by winged
men who did not drink its waters
themselves and who let no one else
drink them.

“I did not come here searching for
the Fountain,” Curt said levelly. “I
have no desire to drink its waters.”

- “You are lying!” charged the Qualu
king. “But it will do you no good.
We Qualus abide by our sacred duty
of guarding the Fountain.”

“Listen to me, Yuru,” Curt said
earnestly. “The waters of that Foun-
tain have gone forth all over the Solar
System and have spread like a subtle
poison. My friends and I have been
trying to stop the flow of those deadly
waters of youth. I came here search-
ing for the Life-lord, the man who has
been selling the waters of the Foun-
tain for profit.”

URU’S fierce expression changed,
became less savagely hostile.

“It is true that the arch-sinner who
calls himself the Life-lord has been
doing that,” the winged king mut-
tered. “We Qualus have known it,
though we have been unable to stop
him from doing it. If you tell the
truth—"

“I am telling the truth!”’ Curt de-
clared. “I’ve no dearer desire than to
bring vengeance to the Life-lord for
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his misdeeds.”

For a long minute, Yuru studied the
mobile, tanned face of Captain Fu-
ture. Easily he read the sincerity in
Curt’s flashing gray eyes.

“I believe you, stranger,” Yuru said
suddenly. He called an order to the
other winged men. “Free him. He is
no sinful seeker as we deemed.”

Curt was released. His proton gun
was restored to him. Breathing more
freely now, he felt he could ask Yuru
a quick question.

“Yuru, where is the Fountain of
Life?”

The Qualu king pointed through
the round opening in the cliff, to the
white town lying far down in the
darkening valley.

“It is in a pit at the center of that
sinful town, whose inhabitants eall it
the City of Eternal Youth,” the
winged king answered. “There bub-
bles forth the glowing, wonderful
Fountain whose waters restore youth.
But those waters are forbidden to be
drunk by men.”

The Qualu went on, his voice sol-
emn, as Curt listened intently.

“Stranger, we Qualus have always
inhabited this land inside the Mists.
Of old, we dwelled down in that flow-
ering valley, and there were no others
here but ourselves. We knew of the
Fountain of Life which gushed there.
But never did we drink its water, for
our wise men had told us that drink-
ing it was forbidden by the gods. We
learned that while the waters might
restore youth, they would eventually
kill the soul. Thus we knew they were
evil.

“We Qualus heeded the ancient
commandments of our wise men, and
never touched the waters. But long
ago a wingless stranger from outside
the Mists came blundering into our
land. We treated him kindly. He saw
the Fountain of Life, and wished to
drink of it and become young again.
We forbade that, and thrust him out
of our land. He must have first car-
ried to the outer worlds the tale of the
Fountain of Life.
passed, more and more wingless men
from many worlds came searching
through the Mists for the Fountain.

“They became so numerous that we
could no longer prevent them. They

As the years

had powerful weapons with which
they slew us and drove us away from
the Fountain. And those sinful stran-
gers settled down around the Foun-
tain, and drank its waters and became
young again. When they found by
experience that they must continue to
drink the waters or die, they knew
they could never leave this land. So
they built the town which they call
the City of Eternal Youth. In it they
live, eternally youthful.

“We Qualus were driven away from
the Fountain by their weapons. We
settled in new homes here in the great
cliffs, where no one could reach us.
With sore hearts, we saw the ancient
commandments broken by the sinful
strangers reveling in eternal youth in
their wicked City. And ever more
strangers have come in through the
Mists as the years passed, seeking the
Fountain. Some of them we seized
and imprisoned, as we seized you.
But more of them escaped us and en-
tered the sinful City.

“Then, not many months ago, a man
came into this land and found the
Fountain. But he did not drink its
waters. He was too cunning to be-
come addicted to its poison. Instead,
he wanted to sell the waters, the Life-
water as you call it, to others on far
worlds. He said they would pay great
prices. That man, whom you name the
Life-lord, went out of the land. He
came back with a few other men in a
flying-craft, which he loaded with the
Lifewater. That cargo he took back
to the outer world.

“Since then, that Life-lord has
flown here many times in his craft for
new loads of the Lifewater. The sin-
ful dwellers in the City of Eternal
Youth let him take the water. He
gives them in exchange certain weap-
ons and supplies which he brings them
from the outer world. And we Qualus
cannot successfully attack his flying-
craft. We are unable to stop this
wicked traffic which he is carrying
on!”

APTAIN FUTURE had ‘listened
with keenest attention to this
saga of the winged race. He realized
by now that these Qualus were an evo-
lutionary offshoot of the Saturnian
human race. Developing in this iso-
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lated land in the dim past, they had
met the rigors of nature by develop-
ing wings.

He turned over in his mind their
superstitious belief that the Foun-
tain’s waters were evil to drink. In-
_stinct or bitter experience, he thought,
must have warned the winged men
long ago to avoid the Lifewater.

“You say the Fountain lies in a pit
at the center of the City?” he asked
the winged ruler. “Tell me, does the
glowing water of the Fountain spring
from a shining mass of mineral at the
bottom of the pit?”

“How did you know that?” Yuru
asked wonderingly. “Yes, it is so. At
the bottom of that pit is a mineral mass
that blazes always with a great self-
contained light. The shining waters
of the Fountain gush up through that
mass.”

“Radioactive matter,” Curt mut-
tered to himself. “A geyser of ordi-
nary water, forced up through that ra-
dioactive mass.”

He had quickly fathomed the nature
of the Fountain. In that pit must lie
a mass of intensely radioactive matter
that had been heaved up from the ra-
dioactive core of Saturn. Ordinary
water, gushing up through that mass
under pressure, carried with it in sus-
pension enough of the radioactive
minerals to give the Lifewater its po-
tent qualities. :

Curt Newton’s mind kindled to a
possibility of ending the evil Life-
water traffic forever! If the Qualus
would agree, he saw a way of remov-
ing this poison from the Solar Sys-
eI o .

“Yuru, listen to me,” Curt said ear-
nestly. “I could prevent anyone from
ever again drinking the waters of the
Fountain, by irrevocably destroying
the Fountain.”

“You could not do that,” Yuru re-
plied incredulously. “There is no way
by which any man could destroy the
Fountain.”

A chorus of agreement went up
from the other winged people. But
Captain Future persisted.

“Suppose I could do it. Would you
help me?”

Yuru did not hesitate. “Yes, we
would help you. For the Fountain is
evil, as we have always known. It

'
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would be better for it to be destroyed,
so its waters would no longer tempt
sinful men.” Then the winged king
demanded: “But how could you hope
to destroy the Fountain?”

Curt had had a plan in mind from
the first moment he had understood
the nature of the Fountain.

“It could be done,” he replied. “But
there are certain instruments that I
will need in order to build the mech-
anism. Most of all, T would need a
small, powerful atomic generator.
Have you one?”

Yuru shook his head. “We Qualus
do not use such machines as that.”

Curt’s hopes sank. But the Qualu
king continued talking.

“There are such things in the City
of Eternal Youth. Some of our young
men could steal one for you, after
darkness has fallen.”

“Good!” Captain Future exclaimed.
“T’ll go with them.”

“No,” Yuru replied decisively.
“They can move with more stealth and
quiet without you. Tell them what
you need, so that they will know what
they are to get.”

two young Qualu males, Cap-

tain Future carefully described

just what he wanted. By this time,

the strange diffused sunlight of the

hidden land was already deepening
into dusky twilight.

When complete darkness fell, the
two young Qualu men left on their
mission. They swooped from the cliffs
into the gathering darkness and were
gone, winging down through the
misty moonlight toward the distant
lights of the City of Eternal Youth.

Impatiently Curt Newton waited
their return. The Qualu people, ex-
cited by the imminence of great
events, had lighted the torches that
gave the only illumination to their
strange rookery-city. They prepared
their evening meal of cooked herbs
and the flesh of small animals and
birds.

Curt ate with them at one of the
carved rock tables. He thought, fleet-
ingly, that even he had seldom eaten
with stranger company than these sol-
emn, winged people in the cavern-city
high in the dizzy cliffs. But that was
less important than the danger of de-



90 4 CAPTAIN FUTURE

lay. What if the Qualu boys failed—
With a rush of wings threshing the

air, the two young Qualu men re-

turned. They carried between them a
small, compact, heavy atomic genera-
tor and wiring, and the other mate-
rials that Curt had asked for.

“You got everythm% 1” Captain Fu-
ture cried in approval. “Now to get
to work. I'm gomg to build a mecha-
- nism that will forever put an end to
the Fountain.”

The two young men were SO €X-
cited that they could hardly speak.

“The one called the Life-lord is in
the City of Eternal Youth,” they re-
ported to Yuru. “And he was fol-
lowed by three beings in a strange
ship—three strange creatures whom
he discovered were trailing him. He
and the men of the City have made the
three strange beings prisoners. Also,
the Life-lord’s allies are guarding
their ship.”

“What are those three prisoners
like?” Curt asked sharply, with sud-
den premonition.

The descriptions given by the two -

young Qualus fulfilled Curt’s premo-
nition. They were descriptions of the
Futuremen. . ..

“Grag, Otho and Simon— pris-

oners!” he cried.
e e e

CHAPTER XVI
City of Eternal Youth

DISMAY STRUCK
sharply at Captain
Future. He realized
that the Futuremen
must have located
Rendezvous T wo.
Daringly they had
tracked the Life-
lord to this place,
and had been dis-
covered by him.
Now they were cap-

tives of the arch-criminal and his allies,

the ‘5 eople of the City.
hat have they done to the three
prisoners?” Curt cried. “Have they
harmed them?”
The two young Qualus shook their
heads.

“The three captives have not yet
been harmed. They are held with
another prisoner who was recently cap-
tured. But we heard the Life-lord
speak to them. We heard the Life-
lord say, ‘Unless you decide within an
hour to tell me where that devil Fu-
ture is, you’ll all three die by slow
torture’.”

When Curt Newton heard that, cold
flame sprang into his gray eyes.

“The Life-lord said that? He'll
learn where Future is, damn him!”

Curt looked down with anxiety at
the materials and instruments the two
Qualus had stolen for him.

“An hour,” he muttered. “Not much
time for me to build the mechanism 1
need. But I've got to do it in that time.
This is a chance to end both the Life-
lord and the Fountain, tonight!”

He started to work with fierce reso-
lution, by the light of the flickering
torches. The winged people watched
wonderingly as the red-haired scien-
tific wizard fitted together the instru-
ments that had been stolen for him.
He was swiftly wiring them to the
heavy atomic generator to form a com#
plex machine.

Curt was working against time. An
hour—Iless than an hour now—was all
that remained if he was to come to the
aid of the Futuremen. Could he put
together the intricate mechanism in
that short time?

Less than a third of the hour re-
mained when Curt Newton finished his
frantic labors. He had constructed a
large gunlike mechanism that was cap-
able of ejecting a concentrated stream
of free protons.

“Hope this can do the work,” he
panted, straightening. “We’ll have to
risk it. There’s no time to test the
thing now.”

He chose the two young Qualus,
who had stolen the materials, and four
other strong, young, winged men, to
accompany him.

“All our fighting men are going with
you,” Yuru declared. The Qualu king’s
eyes flashed. “We intend to help you
end the Fountain whose curse has long
blighted our land.”

“All right, but you’ll have to keep
up out of sight until I need you,” Cap-
tain Future said rapidly. “You four
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take that machine.”

The four strong young Qualus he
had selected picked up the improvised
mechanism. Carrying it effortlessly,
they leaped out from the cliff-city into
the night. Curt heard the beat of their
wings as they flew, holding the ma-
chine between them.

The two other young winged men
grasped Curt’s arms. They leaped out
into darkness, upheld by his two
strange bearers, Curt was carried down
through the misty moonlight toward
the valley.

He looked back. The four with the
machine had dropped back close behind
him. And behind them, in turn, came
hundreds of Qualus. The winged men
were gripping metal swords and fly-
ing silently after him in a grim, pur-
poseful formation.

Curt Newton thrilled to the weird-
ness of the experience. He led the
winged men down through the misty
moonlight toward the bright lights of
the City of Eternal Youth.

“Straight to the Fountain,” he or-
dered his own six men. Then he
turned and called back softly to Yuru.
“Remain with your men out of sight
above the City till I call for you.”

HE six Qualus carrying Captain

Future and the proton machine

glided down toward the City lights.
Yuru and the other Qualus remained
circling silently on their wings high
above the City.

Bright gleamed the lights of the City
of Eternal Youth as Curt’s small party
planed down toward it. Clear through
the night rose throbbing music, the
sound of laughter and gay shouting.

“The wicked ones make merry at
feasting as they do each night,” grated
one of Curt’s winged bearers.

“There is the Fountain of Life,” the
other told Captain Future. “There are
no sinful ones around it at this late
hour.”

Curt Newton’s heart leaped. At last
he looked upon the legendary Foun-
tain that he had won to by such toil
and hazard!

The City of Eternal Youth had been
built around a circular plaza of large
size. At the center of that plaza
yawned a pit, a deep shaft in the rock,

CAPTAIN FUTURE 91

no more than thirty feet in diameter. -

Out of that pit ceaselessly spurted

a glorious geyser of shining, self-lu-
minous water. Bursting high above the
surface of the ground, it kept falling
back into the pit, with a dull roaring
sound.
" This was the Fountain of Life, eter-
nally jetting the Lifewater whose in-
sidious poison had been spread by the
Life-lord to every world of the Sys-
tem! It gushed from the darkness in
hell-born, maleficent beauty, a luring,
beckoning thing whose shining loveli-
ness masked unutterable evil.

“Land the machine at the edge of
that pit,” Captain Future ordered his
Qualus in a sharp whisper. “Quickly!”

And quickly the winged men obeyed.-
Curt presently stood with them at the
very brim of the shaft. The proton-
machine had been set down beside him.

He peered into the pit. It was per-
haps a hundred feet in depth, a natural
shaft dropping through solid rock. At
the bottom blazed a great mass of solid
radioactive mineral, shining like a
softly glowing sun.

Through a fissure in that radioactive
mass, the shining waters of the Foun-
tain were forced upward by interior
pressure. Then the shining waters,
falling back into the pit, drained away
through underground channels.
Around Curt Newton, on the edge of
the pit, lay queer metal cups with long,
polelike handles. - With these the peo-
ple of the City reached out and took
the shining water from the Fountain.

Captain Future felt his confidence
soar. The glowing radioactive mass
down there, if he could destroy that—

He adjusted his improvised proton
machine so its nozzle pointed straight
down at the shining mass in the pit’s’
depths. Then he turned to the Qualus.

“When I start this thing, it will
arouse everyone in the City. There’ll
be no chance then to rescue my three
prisoned comrades. So I am going to
try to find them before I operate this
thing. Their hour is almost up.”

One of the Qualus who had stolen
the materials for him answered in a
quick whisper.

“We two can guide you to the place
where the prisoners are!”

“Then you two take me up over the
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city,” Curt said. “Otherwise we
couldn’t get through it undiscovered.
You other four men wait here and
guard the machine—TI’ll be back quick-
ly.”

The four other Qualus nodded un-
derstandingly. The two winged men,
who had spoken, picked up Captain
Future by the arms. They rose rapidly
into the night on whirring wings,
started flying low across the roofs of
the noisy City.

URT NEWTON Ilocked down

from the darkness upon the City

of Eternal Youth, as he was borne
across it.

The City of Eternal Youth must be
the strangest city in all the Solar Sys-
tem. Its people were all young. Some
of them had lived many life-spans. All
these men and women had come here,
_drawn by the lure of the Fountain.
\And they had found that once they
drank its waters they could not depart.
Now they must stay here and drink
the waters forever.

This was the City of loud, joyless
revelry, feasting and drunkenness.
Among the hundreds who peopled it,
Curt could distinguish Earthmen and
women, Martians, Saturnians, Jovians
—men and women of almost every
planet. Their dwellings blazed with
lights as they made merry to forget

their inevitable, ghastly fate.

- “They are bitter of heart, these sin-
ful ones who drink the waters of
youth,” whispered one of Curt’s Qualu
bearers. ‘“They have learned that eter-
nal youth is a curse. Many of them
become so satiated with it that in time
they kill themselves.”

“Aye,” muttered the other Qualu.
“They have found out what our people
always knew. It is evil to challenge
nature’s laws.”

Captain Future silently agreed. They
were indeed tragic, these men and
women who had become slaves to the
waters of youth.

“There is the prison,” a winged
bearer whispered as they flew on. “See,
one of the Life-lord’s men stands guard
outside it.”

Curt glimpsed the low white cement
building. It had no windows. Out-
side its heavy door lounged Thorkul,

the Martian criminal. ,

“Drop me on that Martian!” Captain
Future ordered. ;

The Qualus zoomed downward.
Thorkul looked up, startled, as his
ears caught the whir of wings. Then
Curt Newton dropped on him.

Curt’s proton pistol hammered the
Martian te unconsciousness. Swiftly
he searched Thorkul’s pockets. He
found an electro-key which he hastily
applied to the lock of the prison door.

The door swung open. Curt pushed
into a cement room, lighted by a sin-
gle uranite bulb. A relieved exclama-
tion burst from him.

“Simon! Grag! Otho! I was afraid
I was too late.”

“It’s the Chief!” Otho hissed ex-
citedly to his comrades. “Didn’t I tell
you he’d show up?”

The Brain was resting on a table,
unable to move, of course. Otho and
Grag were secured to the cement wall
by unbreakable chains. Another cap-
tive was chained beside them, an elder-
ly, sour-faced Earthman.

“Martin Graeme, eh?” Curt said,
without amazement. ‘I had an idea
you were the other prisoner the Qua-
lus told me about.” :

Captain Future found that the
chains were locked. The door’s elec-
tro-key would not open them. He
snatched from his belt-kit a tiny,
atomic-driven file.

“Have to get out of here in a hurry,”
he rapped out as he started working
on Otho’s bonds. ‘“I’ve made alliance
with the Qualus, the winged men.
Some are waiting now at the Fountain
with a device I built to destroy that
cursed thing.”

“The Life-lord will return any min-
ute,” warned the Brain calmly. “His
ultimatum to us has almost expired,
1ad.” '

“Master, do you know if Eek is all

right?” Grag asked anxiously. “I left

him in the Comet.”

“Listen to the big metal lummox!”
Otho exploded. “That damned moon-
pup is all he’s been worrying about!”

While Curt worked on the chain,
Otho told him that they had inter-
cepted the Life-lord’s space ship as
they hovered above Saturn to give
Simon time to discover an antidote.
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“But it seems that the Life-lord
noticed the guide beam blinker we’d
put on his flier, when he landed here,”
Otho said. “So he knew someonée was
trailing him. He got the people of this
damned City to help him set an am-
bush for us. We walked right into
the trap! We’'d have fought our way
out, Grag and I. But the Life-lord
grabbed the Brain and threatened to
destroy him unless we surrendered.
When they penned us up here, we
found Martin Graeme already here. So
we knew then that Graeme couldn’t be
the Life-lord.”

-Martin Graeme found his voice as
Curt released Otho and started to
work on Grag’s chains.

“I told you from the first I wasn’t
the Life-lord!” he babbled fearfully to
Captain Future. “I was only hunting
for the Fountain to find the winged
people that were suppésed to guard
it

“I know,” Curt stated as he worked.
“When you read Sus Urgal’s manu-
script, ‘Legends of the Solar System,’
you saw a clue to the 'winged people
in what Sus Urgal had found out up
at Tobor.”

“That’s it— How did you know?”
Graeme cried wonderingly. “Sus Ur-
gal himself put no faith in that story
he’d heard at Tobor. But I thought it
might be a real clue to the Fountain,
I'd already decided to follow it up
when you arrived on Saturn, Captain
Future. After Zin Zibo was killed and
I was suspected with the others, I
feared I'd be detained indefinitely.
So I slipped away and flew north to
Tobor. I followed the old Saturnian’s
clue in through the Mistlands here,
and—!) 1

“And you were captured by the Life-
lord’s allies in the city when you ar-
rived here just before the Futuremen,”
Curt finished for him. “I figured al-
_most from the first that you were not
the Life-lord, Graeme. I knew that
when I found out at the Ops Museum
that you had not consulted the
archives until after Zin Zibo, Keene
and the others.”

“That devil Keene, he’s the Life-
lord!” Grag boomed. “If I get my
hands on him—"

“Here’s your chance,” Otho hissed
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excitedly from his place at the door.
“The Life-lord’s coming now!”

Captain Future severed the last of
Grag’s chains and leaped to the door.
The Life-lord, with a score of armed,
youthful men of the City, was ap-
proaching the prison. Curt recognized
him as the aura-shrouded man in the
lead.

“We'll close the door, let him enter
and then grab him!” Curt declared.

“Too late, Chief!” Otho yelled.
“The game’s up!”

Thorkul, the stunned Martian, had
recovered. Now he voiced a thick cry
of warning to the approachking Life-
lord. ' S

The disguised criminal stopped and
recoiled, shouting an alarm that spread
quickly over the whole City. . . .

CHAPTER XVII
Batile at.the Fountain

MEN of the City
were pouring out
into the streets in
answer to the Life-
lord’s alarm. The
blue-shrouded
arch - criminal had
darted behind his
allies and was re-
treating quickly.
But his harsh voice
was still urging the
youthful people of the City to attack
Curt and his comrades.

“It’s Captain Future!” the Life-
lord was yelling. “Get him!”

Another cry of alarm came from
near the center of the City at the same
moment.

“There are Qualus at the Fountain!
They’ve got some kind of machine—"

“It’s a plot of Future’s to destroy
the Fountain!” the Life-lord shouted.

A roar of fury went up from the
youthful throng. Though they might
regret that they had ever drunk the
waters of the Fountain of Life, they
knew that without those waters they
would die.

“Death to Captain- Future!” they
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screamed, and surged forward, with
atom guns blazing streaks of fiery
death.

Curt Newton had already snatched
out his proton pistol. He had not
the heart to kill these crazed addicts
of an unholy poison. He merely set
the proton beam at stunning strength
as he triggered swiftly into the ad-
vancing horde.

Men in the furious crowd dropped
unconscious, hit by the pale beam.
Atom-flashes from the guns of others
were searing into the cement wall of
the prison as Curt dashed out with his
comrades.

“We’ve got to get to the Fountain,
or my whole plan’s ruined!” Curt
shouted to the Futuremen. “Fight
through them!”

Otho was on one side of him. Grag,
carrying the Brain in one hand, was
on his other side as they dashed for-
ward.

It was appalling to watch the blaz-
ing-eyed, lithe, white android, and the
huge robot whose free arm was
menacingly raised to strike. The
sight seemed to daunt even the furious
men of the City.

_ Captain Future had with unerring
accuracy and quickness picked out
those of the horde who had atom guns.
Those were felled with the proton
beam. But the others surged forward
with knives, fists and nails to pull
down Curt and the Futuremen.

Curt hammered at raging, youthful
faces with the butt of his pistol. He
heard Otho fighting like a white
demon beside him. He heard the
booming battle-yell of Grag as the
great robot’s free hand descended
crushingly and smashed opponents
out of the path to the Fountain.

“Can’t — make it — Chief!” panted
Otho in the wild uproar. “Too many
—of them!”

Curt and his comrades were so
hemmed in that they could go
no further. But they could not much
longer remain on their feet. The Life-
lord had disappeared, hurrying toward
the plaza of the Fountain.

In this desperate moment, Captain
Future remembered. He raised his
face to shout with all his force into
the upper night.

“Yuru, now!” he yelled.

For a moment there was no answer.
Then from out of the upper darkness,
like white, weirdly thronging eagles,
the winged Qualus swooped down into
the fight.

“We come!” rang Yuru’s cry from
the upper air. “Smite the sinful ones,
my people!”

HE addicts of the City found

themselves assailed from all sides.
Avenging demons plummeted on them
from the night like striking hawks.
The winged Qualus had caught their
enemies without weapons. Now they
could utilize the overwhelming advan-
tage of their wings.

The battle became a crazy chaos ex-
tending through the whole City of
Eternal Youth. Winged white attack-
ers from the upper air were plunging
at the eternally youthful horde. The
Futuremen smashed them from the
ground.

“Devils of space, what a ﬁght"’ ,
gasped Otho.

“To the Fountain!” Curt cried to
the Futuremen. “I saw the Life-lord
making for it. Hurry!”

They fought their way forward
through the wild melee of combat. The
fists of Curt and Otho smashed raging
faces out of the way. The great metal
arm of Grag sweépt human beings aside
like leaves.

Carried by the robot’s other hand,
the Brain watched the battle around
him with cold, imperturbable Iens-
eyes. He broke his impassive silence
only to call warnings now and then
to his comrades.

Captain Future and the Futuremen
reached the central plaza. Here, too,
the crazy battle between the Qualus
and the people of the City was going
on. They forced forwar toward the
Fountain of Life, whose shining gey-

ser towered above the whole wild com-

bat.

A blond, wild, young face—an
Earthman’s face — appeared before
Curt in the throng. Abruptly it sank
away, distorted by agony. The atom-
flash of one of the City people had
missed its mark and hit the owner of
that face. Startledly, Curt had recog-
nized that man.

e
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~ “There’s the Life-lord!” Otho was
yelling wildly. “What’s he doing?”

Through the battle, Curt glimpsed

the blue, aura-wrapped figure of the
Life-lord at the edge of the pit of the
Fountain.

The Life-lord had seized Curt’s big
proton machine. He was straining to
1ift it and topple it into the pit! The
arch-criminal was unnoticed for the
moment by the crazy hordes battling
around him. :

“Look out, Chief!” Otho yelled at
that moment.

Captain Future had sprung through

~ the conflict into full view of the Life-
lord. Glimpsing him, the arch-crimi-
nal had released his hold on the ma-
chine. He snatched out his atom pis-
tol and fired.

Curt flung himeelf flat at the same
instant. The streak of blasting force
from the Life-lord’'s weapon grazed
just above his head. In the next
second, Captain Future was furiously
triggering his own weapon.

His proton pistol, set now at highest
power, drove a thin, pale beam at the
Life-lord. Right through the master-
plotter’s aura, through his body, it
seared. The Life-lord staggered, then
slowly crumpled. '

“Got him!” Grag boomed, his photo-
electric eyes blazing. -

“Hold everyone back till I get my
machine operating,” Curt cried to the
Futuremen.

He sprang over the unmoving, dis-
guised shape of the Life-lord, raced
to his improvised mechanism. He had
to tug it around to reset its aim. He
pointed the nozzle directly at the
radioactive mass below the gushing
Fountain.

Captain Future started the atomic
generator. Its whining drone built up
to a scream that was audible even over
the roar of combat. Curt Newton
waited — then quickly depressed a
lever.

SHUTTER opened. A terrific

W stream of free protons lanced

down like a lightning-belt. Thunder-

ously it struck the radioactive mass
at the base of fhe Fountain.

An explosion rent the ground, shook

the whole City of Eternal Youth. The

/

95

flash of furiously released force that
puffed up from the pit at the same mo-
ment was blinding. It lighted up the
whole City, the struggling men and
swooping Qualus, brighter than day.

Then the flash of force was gone.
The shaking of the ground ceased.
Curt saw that the great radioactive
mass in the pit had disappeared. The
Fountain of Life was now no longer
shining, luring, glorious.

It was a dull, dead geyser of ordi-
nary muddy water.

“The Fountain of Life is de-
stroyed!” screamed a heart-fearing cry
across the City. /

Stricken by horror, the people of the
City ceased fighting. They stared

frozenly at the dead, muddy waters

now jetting forth. And the winged
Qualus, equally amazed, stopped bat-
tling and gazed at the dead Fountain.

“Chief, how did you do it?” Otho
cried excitedly, as he and the other two
Futuremen reached Curt.

Captain Future, shaken by reaction
from the tremendous upheaval he had
caused, explained to them. -

“The mass of radioactive mineral
down at the base of the Fountain gave
the waters their potency. You know
as well as I do, that radioactive matter
slowly disintegrates through the ages
at a fixed rate. It degenerates into lead
and other non-active matter. But cen-
turies ago it was learned that the dis-
integration of radioactive matter could
be accelerated millions of times by fir-
ing into it a concentrated stream of
free protons at terrific velocities.”

“So that’s what you did?” Otho ex-
claimed. “You improvised a proton
ejector, and—" '

“And turned loose a proton stream
that started the radioactive mass dis-
integrating billions of times faster,”
Curt Newton finished for him. “The
whole mass disintegrated into lead and
other end-products in less than a min-
ute. The waters bursting up through
it are no longer charged with radio-
active elements. They are no longer
the Lifewater.”

Yuruy, the Qualu ruler, had swooped
down with some of his winged subjects.
He stood beside Captain Future and
heard the end of his explanation.

“Then no one will ever again drink
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the sinful waters of eternal youth!
the Qualu ruler cried joyfully.
“The Fountain and its poisonous

elixir are gone for all time,” Curt as-

sured him. “And there is no more rea-
son for battle between you and these
people of the City. Tell your men to
desist.”

Yuru obeyed, shouting the great
news up to the winged horde circling
in amazement overhead. From the
Qualus came a wild cheer of joy.

But from the youthful people of the
City came a chorus of wailing cries.

“We are doomed!” they cried.
“There is no more Lifewater to drink.
Soon we must all perish.”

“Simon, were you successful in de-
vising the antidote we planned?”
Captain Future asked the Brain.

“Aye, lad,” answered the Brain.
“Once I'd analyzed the Lifewater, it
wasn’t hard to devise an antidote
formula.”

Curt raised his voice. “People of the
City, you are not doomed to die! We
shall give you an antidote that will
counteract the effects of the Lifewater.
You will return to your natural ages,
but you won’t die. And you can go
back into the outer world again, back
to your native planets.”

OPE lighted the haggard faces of

the Lifewater addicts when they
heard that promise.

“And we Qualus will again possess

this valley for our home, when these

sinful ones have departed!” cried Yuru

in reverent ecstasy.

Curt turned to the Futuremen.

“I saw Thomas Keene wounded in
the battle over there. I want to find
him.”

“Keene?” Otho exclaimed bewilder-
edly. “But that’s Keene there!”

He pointed to the motionless, dis-
guised form of the Life-lord.

Curt shook his head.

“It isn’t. Help me find Keene.”

Unable to believe him, Grag and
Otho helped Curt search across the
plaza. They found Thomas Keene ly-
ing on the ground. His blond, decep-
tively youthful face was stlffenmg in
agony. A great wound gaped in his
‘breast.

“Fiends of Pluto, then Keene isn’t

the Life-lord!” Otho cried, aghast.
“But who—how—"

Curt Newton was kneeling by the
dying Keene. The Earthman looked
up at him with glazing eyes.

“There’s no help for you, I'm afraid,”
Captain Future told him gently.

“I've—been a fool,” Keene answered
feebly. “Wasted my life, seeking
eternal youth—I see it now— To get
the Lifewater I even—committed mur-
der.”

“You murdered Sus Urgal. T know.

You did that for the Life-lord, to get

the elixir, didn’t you?”

Keene nodded weakly. “I was frantic
for the Lifewater—had to have it or
die—and couldn’t buy it— So I went
to the second branch—of the syndicate
in Ops—in that chemical shop—and
contacted the Life-lord through it—
Told him I'd do anything—for the
elixir— The Life-lord—told me that
if P’d kill Sus Urgal—he’d take me to
the Fountain of Life itself— I could
live there forever, eternally youthful—
He said he’d discovered that Sus Urgal
had—unwittingly found and put into
his manuscript—a clue to the Foun-
tain’s location— I was to kill the Mar-
tian—burn part of the manuscript—
And I was to let myself be seen enter-
ing and was to leave my fingerprints on
the poison needle—so you would know
that it—was I, Keene, who murdered
him— That was to divert your sus-
picions to me—make you think I was
the Life-lord—

. “I agreed,” whispered the dying =

Keene. “I figured even if you thought
me the Life-lord— I’d be safe at the
Fountain— I killed Sus Urgal— The
Life-lord kept his promise—brought
me north to this City of Eternal
Youth— But in the battle just now,

= I—I—’ 4

Thomas Keene’s voice trailed away.

The Earthman who for decades had
sought the Fountain of Life had come

to the end of his quest.

Captain Future spoke somberly,, -

looking down at the now peaceful face,

“I knew well enough the Life-lord
wanted me to think Keene was the
head of the syndicate. Keene’s mur-
der of Sus Urgal was too openly done.”

“But who in the name of ten thou-
sand sun-imps is the Life-lord?”
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,gaspéd Otho. _“If it isn’t Graeme, or
Keene, it must be the only suspect left
—Khol Kor, the Governor!”

URT NEWTON, walking back
toward the dead, disguised figure
of the Life-lord, shook his head.

“No, Otho, it’s not Khol Kor. 1
never seriously thought it was, though
I followed my rule of not overlooking
any bets.”

“But, Master!” protested Grag.
“Khol Kor is our only remaining sus-
pect, since it isn’t Graeme, Keene or
Sus Urgal.”

“We had five suspects when we ar-
rived on Saturn,” Captain Future re-
minded him.
usian, Zin Zibo.”

“But Zin Zibo’s dead!” Otho pro-
tested. “He was murdered that first
night in Khol Kor’s office. His body’s
on its way to Venus now.”

“Zin Zibo is dead, yes,” Captain Fu-
ture agreed. “But his body is right
here P

Curt reached down to the aura-
“shrouded body of the Life-lord. - He
umbled untll he found the little belt-

mechanism that projected the blue
force, and snapped it off. The conceal-
- ing aura vanished.

~The face of the Life-lord, unmasked

_at last, looked up at them with dead,

~ empty eyes. It was the face of a Ven-
usian, a middle-aged, darkly handsome,
studious looking man.

“Zin Zibo!” Otho yelled. “But how
could he be the Life-lord? He was
murdered in front of our eyes in that
office, by the Plutonian freezing
venom.” "

Curt shook his head. =

“That murder was a fake, Otho. It
was staged by Zin Zibo himself for the
double purpose of diverting suspicion
to others. It enabled Zin Zibo to dis-
appear conveniently so he could carry
on the nefarious traffic of the Lifewater

“The fifth was the Ven—,

syndicate while everyone thought him
dead. He himself threw that darkness
bomb. Then he stabbed himself with
a needle. It injected a chemical which
produces effects that are almost iden-
tical with those of the freezing venom.

“That chemical stiffens the body,
halts circulation and respiration, causes
a deathlike suspended animation. But
it doesn’t freeze the blood as the freez-
ing venom does. And when its effect
wears off, in less than an hour, the vic-
tim is as good as ever.”

Captain Future looked around at
his comrades before he continued.

“Zin Zibo left Venus many months
ago, in search of the Fountain of Life.
I believe we’ll find that Thorkul, the
Martian, informed him that the secret
of the Fountain’s location was in the
Machine City of Mars. Anyway, Zin
Zibo went to the Machine City. He
read the inscription which located the
Fountain on Saturn, then destroyed
most of the inscription. He went on
to Saturn, after making a stop at Ju-
piter to avert suspicion.

“Here on Saturn, Zin Zibo consulted
the records in the Ops Museum ar-
chives. He found that the ancient Mar-
tian Machine-masters who found the
Fountain here had visited the Mist-
lands. Therefore Zin Zibo could guess
that the Fountain was somewhere in
the Mistlands. He stole the record
from the archives so no one else could
guess the secret. Remember, the ar-
chives file showed that Zin Zibo, first
of the four suspects, had borrowed that
particular record!

“He penetrated this land inside the
Mistlands, found the Fountain and the
City around it. So he made an alliance
with the people of the City to let him
take all the Lifewater he wished in ex-
change for the weapons and supplies
he would brmg them. 1In that way,

Zin Zibo set up the far-flung syndicate
_organization. Enlisting a band of out-

law space pirates as his followers, he
swiftly extended the Lifewater trafﬁc
to every world. >
“He was too smart to drink the Life-
water himself, for suddenly acquired
youth would have given him away. He
meant to get a grip on the whole Sys-
tem by making tens of millions of Life-
water addicts. He himself could
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drink the elixir later, whenever he
wanted to!”

MID intense silence, Curt New-
ton concluded,

“His ‘secretary,” Educ Ex, was one of
his criminal followers and his accom-
plice in staging his pretended murder.
Educ Ex claimed his pseudo-dead
body, and supposedly took it to Venus
in a coffin. In reality, Educ Ex re-
vived and released his master immedi-
_ately. Zin Zibo attacked us in the
Museum less than an hour after his
“murder’! Educ Ex took nothing but an
-empty coffin to Venus.”

Otho voiced a baffled questlon

“But you said, after Sus Urgal’s
murder, that you knew the Life-lord’s
— identity. How did you?”

Curt grinned tiredly.

“I was a numskull not to see it be-
fore then, but the Martian’s murder
opened my eyes. Sus Urgal was killed
with the freezing venom—the real
freezing venom. Freezing of his blood
burst all his capillary veins. His body,
being from one of the smaller inner
planets, was more lightly built than
~the body of a native of the great outer
worlds. I suddenly remembered that
Zin Zibo, who also came from a smaller

= planet, had not had his veins burst by

the poison.
“Why not? Had he been really poi-
soned or was it a fake of some kind?

I put through a televisor-call to the

captain of the Venusian space liner
taking Educ Ex and the body of Zin
Zibo back to Venus. The captain, at
my order, had the coffin opened. It
was empty. He reported back to me in
a return message, and I knew then
that Zin Zibo was our man.’

“Brilliant work, lad,” approved the
Brain warmly. “I never dreamed my-
self that Zin Zibo was the guilty one.”

Curt Newton ran his hand wearily
through his disordered red hair. He
looked somberly from the dead Ven-
usian to the strange, silent throng
watching them. 5

“P'm glad it’s over,” Curt said heav-
ily. “We’ll destroy any Lifewater
left in this City, make sure Ezra and
the Planet Police clean up the syndi-
cate everywhere. And then—we’re go-

{ £

ing home!

CHAPTER XVIII
Triumph of Captain Future

QUICK AS a hom-

ing hawk of space,
the Comet swept
with rocket - tubes
pluming white fire
toward the barren,
rugged sphere of
Earth’s Moon. The
little ship glided
down on a descend-
ing slant over the
towering craters,
peaks and dead plains of the airless
satellite.

Otho was steering toward the moun-
tain-ringed crater Tycho,
droid turned a moment toward Curt
Newton and the other two Futuremen.

“Seems like a year since we left here
to do some research on that comet!”
he exclaimed. “We’ve sure burned up
space since then.”

“T’d forgotten all about our comet
research,” Captain Future admitted
ruefully. “We’ll have to resume that
before the comet leaves the System.”

Grag, standing and holding Eek, ut-
tered a sound that might have been a
groan.

“Aren’t we gomg to get a little rest
here at home first, before we start
fooling with that comet again?” the
robot queried.

“What’s the matter, Grag, getting
old?” Otho demanded snappily.
“Looks like a little shot of that Life-
water wouldn’t have done you any
harm. Maybe it would have kept you
from rusting away.” :

“I don’t rust, and you know it,” the
metal man retorted angrily. “I just
like to spend a little time at home here
on the Moon once in awhile, that’s
all.”?

Curt and the Futuremen had
stopped at Earth on their way home
from Saturn. They had left Ezra Gur-
ney and Joan Randall on Earth. There
Captain Future had reported the
whole adventure to the President.

“The Fountain of Life is gone, and
the Life-lord is dead,” Curt had re-

The an-
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ported “The syndicate leaders, whom
Ezra and the Planet Police captured,
- have confessed the names and ad-
dresses of every branch of the organ-

ization on every world. The Police

~ have already raided them. All the
Lifewater seized has been destroyed.”
~ “And the people who have already
become addicts of the Lifewater—
what about them?” James Carthew
asked. “Must they all die?”

Curt Newton had shaken his head.

“No, sir. They’re not going to die.
Simon found an antidote for the Life-
water’s effects. It will cure them.
Here’s the formula.”

“Captain Future, you’ve stamped
out the most poisonous traffic in his-
tory!” Carthew had cried. “I wish I
knew how to express—”’

Don’t try to thank him, sir,” Ezra
Gurney had advised dryly. “That’s
the one thing Cap’n Future just can’t
stand, nohow Look at him squirmin’
there

“Just for that next time we go out
m not calling you in, Ezra!” Curt
had threatened. “Good-by, you old
reprobate. Good-by, Joan.”

Curt was thinking of those fare-
wells as the Comet slanted down into
sunlit Tycho crater. He was remem-
bering Joan Randall’s eager, hopeful

= oy

“We’ll see you again, Captain Fu-
tur'ev!”i

~ The Comet dropped straight toward
the barren surface of Tycho crater. In
the crater floor glittered the big glass-
ite window of the Moon laboratory
that was home to the Futuremen.

SECTION of the rock crater

floor, mounted on a metal frame-
work, lifted aside automatically as the
ship sank toward it. The Comet

dropped into its big underground
Softly the door above slid

hangar.
shut.

The red-haired wizard of science
strode with the Futuremen through
the corridor of solid rock, into the
sun-lit main laboratory. In the flood
of light from the big ceiling window
loomed the crowded instruments and
- mechanisms, the bewildering equip-
ment of the System’s supreme masters
of science.

“It’s good to be home again, all

right,” Curt Newton declared, his gray
eyes relaxing.

Then he took out of his Jacket a
glassite flask full of a milky, opales-
cent, self-luminous liquid. He looked
at it quizzically.

“I saved this much Lifewater when
we destroyed the rest of the stuff,” he
told the Brain. “We may need it
sometime. Who knows when?  It’s
the only Lifewater in the System now,
you know.”

“Put it in the trophy room, lad,” ad-
vised the Brain. “It’ll be safe there.”

“Might as well be in there with the
rest of the collection,” Captain Fu-
ture agreed, with a grin,

He approached one of the doors in-
the wall of the laboratory. That door
in the solid rock was of invulnerable
metal and it _had no visible lock or
knob.

The lock was a concealed telepathlc
one. Curt stood in front of it, think-
ing the combination. The heavy door
swung slowly open.

He entered the room beyond, Grag
and Otho following with the Brain.
The room was a chamber in solid
Moon rock. In it was stored a variety
of baffling objects, weapouns, instru-
ments, odd curios.

This was Captain Future’s trophy
room. Here he had placed for safe-
keeping the strange weapons, drugs
and mechanisms which he brought
back from his hazardous struggles
against unscrupulous criminals. Here,
indeed, was a record of his whole per-
ilous career!

Curt was thinking that as he looked
musingly around at the strange col-
lection. The cylindrical mechanism
was one of the illusion projectors with_
which Doctor Zarro had almost de-
ceived the System into tragic deci-
sion. That beltlike affair, with a hem-
ispherical instrument attached to it,
was one of the immaterializers invent-
ed by the Ancients of Jupiter. With
it Eldred Kells, the so-called Space
Emperor, had terrorized a world.

In a corner loomed a big, enigmatic
machine. That was the mind-ex-
changing mechanism the sea-folk of
distant Neptune had used in their plot
against the gravium industry. An in-
nocent looking wand held the weapon
with which the Moon Masters had al-
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most spelled death for two planets.

All these, and other instruments

with terrific potentialities, had been
~ wrenched by Captain Future from
those who sought to use them for evil
ends.

Curt Newton put the flask of shin-
ing Lifewater on a table, and then
looked thoughtfully at the Brain.

“If we ever need it, we’ll have it,”
he said. “But like everything else in
this room, it’s too deadly dangerous
to be used except in direct emergency.
The secrets in here mustn’t get loose
again!”

“No, lad,” brooded the Brain. “And
you are the only man in the whole Sys-
tem who could be trusted to hold all
these tremendous powers and not
make use of them selfishly.”

IMON WRIGHT’'S lens eyeés

swung slowly around, lookmg at
the mute array of emgmatlc instru-
ments and objects.

“Each of these things represents

CAPTAIN FUTURE

one of your great triumphs, Curtis,”
the Brain said. “But the fact that
you guard these powers safely for the
System—that is the real triumph of
Captain Future.”

“As though I could have won even
one of these fights without you and
Grag and Otho!” Curt Newton ex-
claimed loyally.

His eyes traveled over the trophies.

“It’s been a long road that we've
roamed together, we four?”

“Aye, l1ad,” said the Brain. “And
that road still stretches ahead, peril-
ous as ever. The System will need us
again, you may be sure.

It was the truth, Curt knew. val
ambition was hydra-headed, never
completely crushed. Soener or later
its threat would cause the signal to
flash again from Earth’s pole to sum-
mon him and the Futuremen.
~ Silently Curt renewed the vow made
long ago. His life-purpose was
chosen. When the call came, Captain
Future would answer.
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SATURN, the sixth planet outward from
the Sun, is unique in several respects
among the nine worlds. People who travel
there from other planets find it a world of
wonder, especially at night. 2

For the night sky of Saturn is a spectacle

matched nowhere else in the System. Not
even the wonderful nights of the asteroid
zone, whose skies always are ablaze with
meteors, can compare with the splendor of
Saturn’s thronging moons moving in state-
ly procession across the starry heavens that
are bisected by the tremendous arc of the
shining Rings.

Saturn is known throughout the System,
not only as the ringed planet but also as the
“prairie planet.” That is because so much
-of the surface of this vast world is covered
by seemingly endless flat grasslands. The
Great Plains of Saturn, undulating gently
away to the distant horizon, are a sight such
as no interplanetary traveler forgets.

Vast herds of hoofed and horned animals
evolved naturally in such a habitat, and still
exist on the remoter plains in countless num-
bers.
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SATURN, THE PRAIRIE PLANET

swift enough to catch the swift Saturnian
ungulates. The grass-tiger, the giant cha-
meleon which uses cunning protective col-
oration to stalk its prey, the strange myr-

-midonia or antlike creatures who work in

unison to pull down large beasts, and the
terrible cor and other giant birds of prey
are well known to planetary zoologists.

Early Planetary Travel

The first Earthmen explorers who visited
Saturn, back in the early days of the inter- -
planetary travel, were surprised to find that
the planet was comparatively warm. Con-
sidering its distance from the sun, they had
expected it to be cold. Only later did they
learn that Saturn, and Jupiter and Uranus

.and Neptune, possess cores of radioactive

matter which warm those worlds from
within.

Those first Earthmen explorers were also
surprised, as they had been on the other
planets, to find a human race on Saturn.
The Saturnians, though blite of skin be-
cause of certain chemical elements in the

_atmosphere, and though differing in other

respects from the men of Earth, were still
undoubtedly human. Of course, we know
now that the human races found on every
planet are descendants of a race that long
ago colonized Earth and all the other plan-
ets of the System. But it was a great rid-
dle to the first visitoers.

The Saturnians had already developed a
fairly high civilization before interplanetary
travel ended their isolation. They had built
Ops and Cronos and other such ¢ities, ap-
But most
of the Saturnians were not city- dwellers but
plains-dwellers—nomads revelling in the
free life of the Great Plains, riding vast dis-
tances on their stads or Saturnian horses,
hunting the herds of hoofed animals, look-
ing down with contempt on the c1ty-dwell—

€rs.
Saturn's Great Herds -

As interplanetary trade and. commerce
grew, Saturn gradually became a great
source of supply of meat for the other
worlds of the System.” The vast plains were
ideally adapted for ranching. So many of
the plains-dwellers forsook hunting for the
raising of meat, and today great herds of
tame animals are raised on the Saturnian
ranches, to be shipped frozen in the vacuum-
compartments of large spaceships to all the
other worlds of the System.

Few of the denser metals are found on

/’U‘”ﬂ"é” e -
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Saturn, and the mining operations are not
extensive. A peculiar cemeént made from
minerals guarried in the country west of
Ops is much in demand throughout the Sys-
tem, since it can rapidly be de-solidified and
remolded by application of certain forces to
it. Also, t {ere were formerly some mines
of the rare metal gravium in one of the
great gorges near the southern pole—a for-
bidding country infested by the fierce, inor-
gamc creatures called the Silicae. But these
mines were completely destroyed at the time
that the man, Carson Brand of Neptune,
tried to gain control of the gravium supply
of the System.

The Fungus Forests

On the other hand, precious metals
abound in the vast swarms of meteors and
tiny planetoids which compose the Ri
The difficulty is in getting at them. It ta es
a bold space-sailor to dare entering the
whirling stone-storm of the Rings. A few
desperate souls can be found who will try
it in hope of quick wealth, but the Rings are

severely avoided by most nawgators and
adventurers. =~ -

Much of Saturn is still quite unknown,
even to the Saturnians. The fungus forests
which exist at several places can be entered
only after taking most thorough precau-
tions, so deadly are their floating spores.
Those spores were once used by criminals
throughout the System as a deadly poison,
and that fact led Saturnian authorities to
prohibit anyone from entering the fungus
forests without permission.

Another remarkable natural phenomenon
of Saturn are the so-called Wandering Lakes
of the southern hemisphere. These are sev-
eral large bodies of water which “migrate”
to and fro through the valleys of the south,
apparently because of the constantly chang-
ing powerful tidal pull of the ten moons.
They make that country penlous and little-
known,

Greatest mystery-land of all on the rmged
planet has always been the Mistlands in the
far north. That region of eternal fog h
always been shunned by the Saturmans.
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They learned by experience that a man who
once entered it might wander until he died
in the blinding mists without being able to
find a way out. Legends about the Mist-
lands and the strange things they were
supposed to contain have long been cur-
rent on Saturn, and are usually retailed to
any curious interplanetary traveler.

The Planet's Ten Moons

Saturn has ten moons, though the small-
est is so -tiny it sometimes is not counted.
Titan, Dione, Japetus and Rhea of the larger

~moons are inhabited. Tethys, also a large

moon, contains strange ruins that are one
of the great mysteries of the System:. En-
celadus is called the Moon of Screaming
Stones because of its peculiar vibrating crys-
tals. Mimas is remarkable for its vegetation
that “dies” to protect itself when anyone
lands there. The other moons are little-
known.

The Saturnians, being a hardy, daring
race, make good space-sailors, and wher-
ever you go throughout the System, you are
sure to meet some of the lanky, blue-skinned
men. Being accustomed to the vast open
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plains, they dislike the luxuriant swamp-for-
ests of Venus and the mighty fern-jun-
gles of Jupiter, and feel uneasy amid the
sky-tewering mountains of the planet
Uranus.

Furthermore, Saturnians almost without -
exception hate all Jovians, and the feeling
is reciprocated. This is one of the deepest
feuds in the System, and one of the most
puzzling. = Historians believe that it orig-
inated in the dim past, when there may have
been a period of interplanetary contact be-
tween the two races, some sort of inter-
planetary war that is still dimly remem-
bered. o

On the other hand, the Saturnians have
a strong admiration and liking for  Earth-
men. Unlike the aesthetic Venusians, who
consider Earthmen toe aggressive and hur-
rying, and unlike the Martians, who by rea-
son of their immeasurably ancient history
are apt to look on Earthmen as a too-
youthful race, the Saturnians who are them-
selves reckless to the point of foolhardiness
admire the daring and courage of Earth’s
space-pioneering sons, who first opened up
the System.
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JUSTICE

By
WILBUR S. PEACOCK

Author of “The Dead Die Twice,” “Blueprint
for Murder,” etc.

Kurt Birkett Yearned for a
Place in the Sun Even if He
Had to Travel to the Coldest
Planet to Attain His Purpose!

URANIAN

HE sky was: a dirty gray, its

dimness brightened but little by

the tiny orb that was the setting
Sun. The minor moon, Ariel, moved
across the horizon in a retrograde mo-
tion, but a few minutes ahead of its
companion satellite, Titania.

Rurt Birkett scowled to himself,
scuffing his feet soundlessly over the
frozen terrain. So this was Uranus!
Well, he hated the place, although he
had been on its surface less than
twenty-four hours, He hated this
world’s frozen surface, its dirty sky
and its blinding storms that descended
with monotonous regularity in batter-
ing waves of force.

And, more than anything else, Bir-
kett hated the man plodding ahead
of him.” He despised him with a sav-
agery that he had not thought possible
for a human being to feel. For it was
due to Frank Mason’s insistence that
he had made this special flight from
his comfortable outpost on Jupiter to
this bleak planet of eternal winter.

“It’ll do you good, Birkett,” Mason
had said cheerfully, “to live in a space
suit for awhile. Since you will be

comptroller here before long, and;

since Uranus is within your inter-
planetary province, you should become
familiar with its environment.”

So Birkett had accompanied the
famous explorer through space to a

S v e

BurKett ﬂred wnthout warn!ng

world on which nothing organic could
survive. And now, here he was, fa-
tigued, cold, stumbling behind Mason,
the both of them seeking the outcrop-
ping of hykalium.

Birkett swore luridly as his leaden
feet stumbled in a rock fault and threw
him to the ground. He lay helpless
for a moment, shaking with rage. The
bulky figure ahead turned suddenly.
Then hands yanked at the fallen man’s
suit and raised him to his feet.

“Easy, Birkett,”” Frank Mason’s
voice crackled in the earphones. “This
would be a devil of a place to rip your
suit.”

“How much farther?” Birkett asked
ungraciously, jerking himself free of
the helping hands.

“Can’t be much more than a mile;
another hour should do it.”

Frank Mason, still alert and erect
despite the clumsiness of his suit,
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turned back to the original trail, went
slogging ahead. Birkett paused mo-
mentarily, then went forward, afraid
to lose sight of/the man ahead.
Birkett scowled, bit his lips. He had
made up his mind, and nothing could
swerve him from his purpose. Frank
Mason, he decided deliberately, had to
be murdered. For but a mile ahead lay
a fabulous fortune in hykalium. The
value of this new element had pyra-
mided in the past few months to an
unbelievable height. Hykalium was
rare and valuable because all of the
known sources of this atomic catalyst
were slowly dwindling. In a few years
there would barely be enough left for
even scientific purposes.
Kurt Birkett had never liked his ap-
pointment to Jupiter, had fought it
bitterly without success. He had taken
~ it only because the salary had been
good for the three-year contract he had
signed. Now that his three years were
up, he had his choice of signing again,
or of returning to Earth. Foolishly,
he had gambled away his pay months
before. Now he had no alternative but
to sign up again. He shuddered at the
prospect of the same weary grind for
three more years.

Yet, ahead, lay a fabulous fortune,
known to but himself and Mason,
ready to be taken by a man daring
enough to risk breaking a few laws.

Kurt Birkett grinned suddenly; he
was not afraid of breaking a few man-
made laws. He still remembered how
he had murdered the bookkeeper who
had been about to expose the short-
ages in the books. He laughed silently,
as he remembered the clever way in
which he had made the investigation
prove that the slain man had been the
embezzler, had committed suicide.

That murder had not hung heavily
on his conscience, and yet it had been
for a few thousand dollars. Now, a
short distance ahead, lay a deposit of

—crystalline rock that would make him
the richest man in the Solar System.

Birkett’s gloved hand eagerly ca-
ressed the frosted butt of the gun at his
side, ready for instant action the mo-
ment that it was needed. He reviewed
his plans as he walked along, consider-
ing them with a calmness that sur-
prised himself. :
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He would kill Mason, then return to
Jupiter with the story that the ex-
plorer had died from a fall. When his
time was up, he would return to Earth.
There he would organize a group of
men as crooked as himself to help form
a smuggling ring to dispose of the
catalyst.

Within a few years, at the most, he
would have more wealth than he could
spend in a lifetime. He chuckled harsh-
ly at the thought, his eyes hot and
feverish behind the cellu-visi-plate,
He would have to slave away for an-
other three years. But what a price he
would collect for his toil!

“Did you say something?” Mason
asked.

Birkett’s head shook in negation, al-
though he knew the other could not
see the action.

“No, I just coughed.”

“Oxygen okay?” Mason’s voice grew
a bit worried. “You should have at
least seven hours of it left.” :

IRKETT flicked his eyes to the
helmet gauge.

“It’s okay,” he said. “I only hope it
lasts.” :

“It will,” Mason said reassuringly.
“We’ve been out but four hours; we’ll
have more than enough to find the out-
cropping and return to the ship.”

“If we can find the ship in this
storm!” Birkett said pessimistically.
“How the devil would we ever find it
if we had no compass?”

Frank Mason’s voice rang in the ear-
phones, the laughter strangely youth-
ful for a man who had faced death so
many times on alien planets.

“The ship’s due west of us,” he said
easily. “A few hours of steady walk-
ing and we could see the perma-flare.”
Then his voice scaled in sudden ex-
citement. “Birkett, here it is! We’'ve
found it! There’s enough hykalium
for centuries to come.” '

Birkett stumbled forward eagerly,
his eyes straining to see the discovery.
His breath rasped in his helmet as he
plowed through the snow, and hot
blood pounded at his temples.

“Is that all it is?” he asked disap-

pointedly, seeing nothing but a small

mountain of crystalline rock.
“That’s it.” Mason’s voice was
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strangely soft. “That one hill means
that pleasure crafts and expeditions
will still be able to travel in space for
a dozen centuries.”

Kurt Birkett knew then that his
murder plan had to be carried out. He
_ knew instinctively that Mason would
never consent to keeping the discovery
a secret, nor to going into a partner-
ship to control the price of the hyka-
lium. :

His hand sought the butt of his gun,
then stopped when he saw that the
other was scratching a crude map on
a sheet of visi-plate. He waited, know-
ing that the map was necessary if he
was to find the deposit again. He was
grimly thankful that Mason had
thought to make a map without being
prompted.

And then, just as Mason finished the
map and began rolling it into a tube,
Kurt Birkett lifted the muzzle of his
squat gun. His face impassive, he
pressed the firing stud. -

Mason caught the movement out of
one corner of his eye. He whirled with
pantherlike speed, throwing himslf
flat, his right hand darting for his
holstered gun.

But he had moved too slowly. The
blasting concussion of the explosive
bullet pressed him flat to the ground,
snuffed him into unconsciousness.

Birkett gasped at the speed with

which the job had taken place, then
lurched forward. He ripped the map
from a slack hand, then aimed the gun
for a finishing shot.

As he was about to fire, he hesitated.
Instead, holstered the gun, a thin grin
on his sly face. Then he leaned over,
bled the oxygen tank on the prostrate
man until the pressure gauge indicated
that but three hours of life-giving gas
was left. This was perfect. If anyone
found the body, it would look like an
accident.

Satisfied that the man would not be
able to make the four-hour return trip
to the ship, Birkett fumbled for the
wrist compass on Mason’s hand. As
Birkett glanced at the mechanism his
face went utterly white. The terrific
blast of the explosion had wrecked
the delicate instrument.

Birkett staggered back, his eyes
wild and terrified. Then, slowly, the
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fear left his face. He didn’t have to
worry. He knew how he could make
the ship. It was easy. All he had to
do was use some knowledge that was
common property of civilized people.
Smiling satisfiedly, he swung on one
heel, started swiftly through the snow.

SRANK MASON stumbled through
“a rocky terrain that tripped him
agam and again. He lurched heavily,
his face blue with near suffocation.
For three hours he had used failin‘g
strength to reach the ship, moving
with a speed that was not hampered
by Kurt Birkett’s stumbling presence.
He fell heavily . near the ship, heard
the final gasp as his tank went empty.
Holding his breath, then breathing
shallowly, he fought to his feet again,
stumbled against the ship’s frosted
side. He fumbled at the airlock, finally

.made his numbed hands work the right

combination.

The veteran explorer fell through
the door, swung the portal shut, then
literally ripped open the tiny door that
led into the air-filled interior. His
fingers were all thumbs as he tugged
at his visi-plate. Then the tiny port
flipped open, and he drew sweet air
into lungs that were afire.

Mason lay there for minutes, feeling
life creeping back into his oxygen-
starved body, sleepiness deadening

- every thought. He heard the first blast

of the storm outside, felt the ship rock
a bit from the titanic blasts of snow-
filled air. He knew that it would be an
impossibility to find Birkett until the
storm let up. Rolling tiredly to his
side, he drifted into slumber.

Mason woke just as the storm faded
over the horizon, stumbled to his feet,
every movement a torture. He slipped
from his suit, went forward to the
controls. Lifting the ship, he headed
toward the hykalium deposit.

The explorer flashed past it in a few
seconds, hovered high in the air,
searching for his murderous shipmate.
For two minutes he searched without
luck, then finally sighted the black
spot on the white ground. He whipped
the ship toward it, landed with frantic
speed.

Kurt Birkett was dead, his face black

(Concluded on page 127)



NO®. 3—~THE LIVING BRAIN

IMON WRIGHT, known by repute to

all the peoples of the System as the

Brain, is the oldest and perhaps the
strangest of the Futuremen. His gueer his-
tory goes back many years in the past.

In that past time, he was a normal man,
Doctor Simon Wright of a great Earth uni-
versity. Acclaimed as the greatest biol-
ogist who had ever lived, Simon had as his
goal the creation of intelligent life by arti-
ficial means. He worked on it for decades,
with all the brilliant power of his intellect.

Simon was already old when he discerned
at the university a young student who gave
great promise of a biological career. This
young man was named Roger Newton—he
was to be the father of Captain Future.

The aging Simon Wright took the young
student as his assistant, then as his colleague
in the researches to create artificial life.
Newton had already made some brilliant
discoveries. The old scientist and the young
one now prepared to attack this supreme
problem.

Then tragedy struck the elderly scien-
tist., Simon Wright discovered he was the
victim of an ailment that would definitely
cause his death within a few months—a
blight contracted by a too reckless experi-
ment with microscopic creatures. He would
die, and his mind would perish without ever
completing his great attempt to create life.

THE BRAIN IS REBORN

Simon Wright decided that even though
his body must die, his mind, his brain, must
not die. He proposed to Roger Newton

MEEFT THE FUTUREMEN!

In this department, which is a reqular feature
of CAPTAIN FUTURE, we acquaint you further
with the companions of CAPTAIN FUTURE
whom you have met in our complete book-length
novel. Here you are told the off-the-record
stories of their lives and anecdotes plucked from
their careers. Follow this depariment closely,
for it contains many interesting and fascinating
facts to supplement those you read in ocur fea-
tured novels.
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that his brain be transferred into a special
serum-case in which it could live and think
and work. -

Newton recoiled from the idea at first.

“To live as 3 brain in a box, without any

body? It would be too uncanny!”

“No, Roger,” the dying scientist told him.
“T have lived a full life already, as a normal
man. My only interest now is in keeping
up my work, my researches. And I could
do that, as a living brain, without being
hampered by this dying body of mine. 1
would be happy so!”

Roger Newton finally saw the force of the
old scientist’s reasoning, and agreed to per-
form the remarkable operation.

All the biological genius of both men went
into the preparation of the case in which
Simon’s brain was henceforth to live. It
was made of transparent, indestructible
metal, so that the interior mechanisms could
be inspected at a glance.

In it were placed tiny, compact atomic
pumps which would pump the serum that
would ncurish the isolated brain and carry
away fatigue-poisons. Repurifiers were in-
stalled to keep the serum always pure. An
atomic heating apparatus with thermostatic
control automatically would maintain a con-
stant body-temperature inside the case.

When all was ready, Roger Newton per-
formed the operation. Working rapidly, he
lifted Simon’s brain from his skull and
placed it in the serum-case. Quickly, he
connected to its optic nerves the electric
connections of the artificial lens-eyes in the
front of the case, and to other nerves the
connections from the microphone-ears and
the resonator by which the Brain speaks.

Ever since, Simon Wright has lived as the
Brain, in the serum-case. He has many lim-
itations, of course. He can speak, through
the power-operated resonator whose con-
trol is connected to one of his motor-nerve
centers. Another motor-nerve control al-
lows him to turn his eyes in any direction,
and focus them. But he cannot do any-
thing else. He can’t move himself about
—Grag, or Otho, or Captain Future him-
self has to carry the serum-case by its at-
tached handle. !

But mentally, Simon is completely free.
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He can read, or study, or observe, or think,
~without ever needing rest or sleep. He
never needs food. The only refreshment
he ever takes is a certain stimulating vibra-
tion, which he has played upon him,

THE MASTER OF THE TRIO

When Simon wishes to make records, he
dictates them into a special recording-de-
vice. And when he wishes to conduct one
of his many scientific experiments, he uses
Grag or Otho to carry out the physical
work, Usually it is Grag who is his helper,
for the great robot can be trusted upon to
obey orders with implicit fidelity, whereas
Otho will often get restless and try to hurry
things along.

Both Grag and Otho regard their fellow-

Futureman, the Brain, with profound re-
spect. For it was Simon and Roger New-
‘ton who created the robot and the android,
in the lunar laboratory to which they and
Newton’s bride had fled for refuge. Neither
Grag nor Otho ever try chaffing the Brain
—they know that he can silence them with
a few well-chosen words in his cold, rasp-
in% metallic voice.

n fact, though he was once a human man,
Simon often seems more unhuman than
either Grag or Otho. That is because to
the Brain, the pursuxt of knowledge is al-
most the most important end of existence.
He is prone to lose himself in scientific ab-
stractions and overlook the practical ne-
cessities of the situation, until awakened to
realization by Captain Future.

All Simon’s human feelings, indeed, seem
wrapped up in Captain Future. To him,
Curt Newton is not only the daring inter-
planetary adventurer famed all over the
System, he is also the child whom the
three Futuremen reared to manhood. No
father could watch over Curt more anx-
iously than does the Brain, yet Simon would
scoff at the idea that he could be sentimen-
tal about anything.

CAPTAIN FUTURE'S MENTOR

Simon’s great aid to Captain Future and
the other Futuremen is in his encyclopedic
scientific memory and wonderful ablity in
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research. Only the young wizard of science
whom he himself taught has ever excelled
him in scientific ability. For many decades,
the Brain has been learning and has forgot-
ten nothing—and there is hardly a fact
known to human science which he cannot
recall accurately and instantly from mem-
ory.

Simon has had some strange adventures
during the course of some of the Future-
men’s exploits. Once, on an asteroid whose
people were inimical to Captain Future,
these hostile asteroidans raided Curt’s camp
when only Simon was there. The asteroid-
ans found the Brain, but did not realize he
was a living individual. They thought him
only a small scientific apparatus of some
kind, and Simon had the wit to keep silent
and not enlighten them. They took the
Brain back with them as a puzzling curio,
and, for many weeks, Simon’s serum case
rested on a shelf in a dingy shop, no one
dreaming he was alive. Finally Captain
Future found him and rescued him from the
strange situation.

Another time, on Venus, the Brain was
vitally helpful to Curt in a precarious situa-
tion. Curt needed the aid of a remote tribe
of the ignorant swamp-men, but could not
prevail on them to follow him. These
swamp-men worshipped a small idol of an
octopus-god. Captain Future secretly put
the Brain’s case inside the idol, and then
Simon spoke to the people and ordered them
to obey the red-haired Earthman, which
they hastily did.
~ Simon is most often to be found in the
elaborate laboratory in the Comet, his
square case resting on the special pedestal
which Curt designed for him, his strange
eyes perusing a scientific micro-film book
or observing the course of an experiment
which Grag patiently conducts under his di-
rection. And more than one ambitious in-
terplanetary criminal has come to grief be-
cause of the scientific magic wielded by the
Brain in that laboratory! For the Brain’s
great powers are one of the Chief reasons
why Curt Newton and his band of Future- -
men are feared by evil-doers from Mercury
to Pluto.
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‘Black Absolute

' By H. L. GOLD

Author of “Hero,” “Jewel of Mars,” eic.

Dl'. Hudson Planned to Slay His Enmemy with a Scientific
Darkmness—~but Black Magic is the Devil's Game!

R. HUDSON was trembling
with eagerness when he opened
the door of his office. Years

of habit made him pick up the mail,
throw it on his assistant’s desk, pull
up the shades, and switch on the elec-
tric radiator. He was unconscious of
those routine actions, just as he scarce-
ly realized he had hung his heavy
overcoat in the closet and was rubbing
his cold hands.

Walking down the long corridor to
his private laboratory at the rear of the

His hand firmly clenched the dial of the auto-
< matic switch

five-room office suite, he forced him-
self to grow calm. He had only thirty

minutes to get everything ready for

his vengeance!

“Thirty minutes,” he whispered im-
patiently. “It’ll seem longer than the
fifteen years I've spent hating him.
Every second of my life, all those
years, I’'ve dreamed of this. I've had
to greet him pleasantly, chat with him
while I had to look into his mouth,
smile when I wanted to torture him in
the chair. But in thirty minutes he’ll
be here, with his jaw swollen and ach-
ing—I made sure of that, all right—
and begging me to fill that tooth imme-
diately. I certainly will! And that

will be my means of vengeance.”

Carefully Dr. Hudson pulled down
the shades and turned on a single red
bulb. It was only twenty watts, so he
knew it couldn’t be dangerous. But he
made certain that no light seeped past
the heavy black shades over the closed
windows.

He slipped a yellow ring on the
middle finger of his right hand. The
metal was yellow as gold, but it was
an alloy whose formula he would never
reveal, except for an enormous price
as a weapon of destruction.

“And I'll get my asking price, too!”
he muttered vehemently. “As soon as
Carter is disposed of, and there’s no
chance of connecting his death with
me, I’ll approach the war departments
of any country who can afford my
price. And I don’t care what country
it is, as long as the money’s sound and
there’s enough of it.” :

E left the red-lit laboratory and

entered the next room off the
corridor. The shades of that room he
also pulled down carefully.

Then he went to the door again and
stood on the threshold. A single large,
compact generator and short-wave ma-
chine occupied the room, standing at
the distant right-hand corner.

He fixed the position of the machine,
closed his eyes tightly, and walked di-
rectly to it. When he opened his eyes,
his hand was firmly clenching the dlal
of the automatic switch.

“No chance of a slip,” he grinned.
“If it doesn’t turn off in time, I can
find it and turn it off myself.”

With a single violent wrench he
turned the dial to the last notch.
Swiftly he clicked off the light and
went back to the blood-red laboratory.
He stood trembling in the center of
the room, facing the door.
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“Four minutes to warm up,” he whis-
_pered eagerly, glancing at his watch.
“Then twenty minutes to prove that I
will have my revenge! Exactly twenty
minutes—not nineteen or twenty-one.
That smug scum has never been late
in his life. His appointment is for
nine, and even the agony I made sure
he’s suffering won’t make him get here
earlier or later. And I'll be on time,
too!” :

Hudsoen’s eyes glittered with antici-
pation as wispy veils of darkness be-

gan to dim his vision. Swirling more,

rapidly with every second, the veils
met, became a ragged shroud through
which the red light filtered vaguely.

The rents in the shroud of darkness
closed quickly then, and blackness
clothed him in an utterly opaque robe.

. He whispered experimentally. No
sound reached his ears. He shouted
with all the power of his deep lungs,
yet heard nothing. The completeness
of the dark that surrounded him ter-
rorized him although he was its crea-
tor.

He had to fight to stay calm.

“Absolute black!” he thought tri-

umphantly. “It works—it works!
T’ve done what every other scientist
has failed to do. They called it a theo-
retical postulate, like the ether and
minus-one, but I've made it exist.
Blackness that absorbs all radiation
.and most energy forms, yet radiates
and refracts nothing at all! God, it’s
horrible—to see absolutely nothing
but more complefe blackness than even
the blind suffer, to hear less than the
deaf hear! It’s like being buried alive
in a perfectly sound-proofed grave.”

He turned in the blackness and
walked to the red bulb. When his ex-
ploring fingers found the switch, he
clicked it off. His pall of absolute
blackness absorbed so  thoroughly
every bit of radiation that even the
dim red light might be dangerous. He
had begun to feel warm, and the bulb’s
twenty watts could have been respon-
sible,

“It’s ghastly!” he thought, but en-
joying his sense of horror. “I thought
I could imagine what complete ab-
sence of light and sound would be like.
Nobody can, without experiencing it.
He'll gomad. Even I would go insane

-after a few hours of this!

- CAPTAIN FUTURE

He'll trem-
ble in his cloud of absolute blackness
until panic drives him out into the sun-
light, The blackness will absorb the
radiation—and he’ll be cooked! Then
I’ll have my vengeance, and the fool
won’t know I did it, nor why. . . .
“For fifteen years he’s been in my
way. He married the woman I didn’t
even have the courage to take out.
Without him to defeat me constantly,
I could have been top student and ath-
lete at college. ;
“He took me in as partner when he
started his company. But it wasn’t
making money, and I sold out. It
wasn’t making money! He must have

. been turning down orders deliberately

—a company certainly doesn’t be-
come the biggest in its field two years
after it’s almost bankrupt! :
“I’ll make him pay for all that. I've
had to struggle along with just my
dental practice, while he has a beauti-
ful wife, a town home and two country
estates, a hunting lodge, yacht, and six
cars. . . . He’ll pay for his treachery!
I’ll put a filling in his aching tooth—
but it’ll be of the same alloy as my ring
—which acts as antenna for my absoc-

"9

lute black machine!

UDSON gritted his teeth as he

peered into the wall of ut-
ter darkness. Was he beginning to
see? He had been keeping count of
the minutes, and he knew he could not
be more than a few seconds off. The
twenty minutes were almost over. He
would have just time enough to walk
down' the corridor, as the blackness
was fading, and greet Carter.

He took seven steps, felt the thresh-
old of the laboratory under his left
foot, and with the next step he knew
he was in the corridor. Slowly he
walked toward the office, carefully
counting each step. There would be
eighteen, and he would be inside the
office at precisely nine, just as Carter
would be coming in. By then the ab-
solute black robe would be a ragged
shroud, and again veils of darkness
vanishing into welcome light. He felt
for the threshold of the office, crossed
it. The automatic switch, of course,
could not really fail. It was the best

(Continued on page 126)
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Hans Souderman

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE

Hans Souderman, a scienfist who has spent the
greater part of his life studying the white ants, or
- termites, comes fo America to enlist aid in a battle
against them. He has learned from communication
with them that they intend to eliminate man from the
earth. He enlists the aid of Adam Fry, a young scien-
tist, who n turn enlists Bailey Bankerville, a wealthy
banker, and his sister, Susanne. Souderman goes to
Canada to wait word from Fry.

The latter, together with Bankerville and his sister
outfit a scientific expedition to study the termite. They
reach the coast of an island near Australia, and a
number of ftheir expedition and crew who go ashore
to_study the fermites disappear.

Susanne, determining to solve the mystery, swims
ashore, and is captured by them. She meets the
Central Intelligence of the termites who fells her that
they have billions of twenty-foot “soldlers!* especially
bred to fight man. They will conguer the earth and
Susanne will be his queen. Susanne kills him.

- She escapes from the island, rejoins her companions.
All flee to San Francisco, where they learn that the
:grmdes have already begun thelr invasion of civiliza-
ion.

Adams and Susanne decide to get married. Banker-
ville proposes to Anna Ruth, and is accepted, making
it a double ceremony,

NOW G0 ON WITH THE STORY

‘

CHAPTER XIII
The Parting

IT took the preacher only a few minutes
to perform the double marriage.

“T suppose we all ought to kiss each other
now,” said Bankerville, “but this is my plan.
I am going to give Adam about fifty thou-
sand in gold and tell him and Susanne to
beat it and join Souderman. Little Anna
Ruth and I are going to drive through to
Petroit and then we are going to fly to New
York. I do not want to bury myself up
‘north somewhere if there is any chance of
the termites or our human enemies attack-
ing New York. I want to see that fight. If
and when things get too hot for us, we'll fly
up and join you and Souderman,”

“I don’t like that plan,” said Susanne, now
Mrs. Fry. :

“I guess your plan is all right,” said Su-
sanne, “but it is going to be hard on Anna
Ruth. All alone in New York with no
woman to help her shop.”

“I don’t want to shop,” replied the little
girl. “I am going to be too busy taking care
of Mr. Bankerville.” ;

One hour later the baggage was carried
~ down the back way and put into the two
automobiles. The sacks of gold were di-
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vided. Then, after brief farewells, the four
started on the next part of their trip.

The quiet journey was a great change and
relief to Adam Fry and his bride. It was a
real honeymoon. Through the Canadian
Rockies, past wonders that seemed without
end, pausing now and then at a hotel
strangely out of place amid mountains of
grandeur and lakes of mysterious quiet. Fin-
ally they came into Ontario and still later
to the Province of Quebec where their auto
trip ended at the Chateau Frontenac,

At the hotel they found a night letter from
Bankerville announcing their safe arrival in

~New York and stating that everything was

normal again; the riots had been checked
and the entire nation was preparing for fur-
ther trouble with the termites who, after
making an appearance in California, had sud-
denly withdrawn without trying to capture
any of the larger cities.

Fry spent the next day chartering a
steamer, supplying it with thousands of dol-
lars of provisions.

Promptly with the tide, the little, well-
loaded steamer slid from the wharf and out
into the main current. It was late autumn
and there was a chill on the river that made
the two adventurers glad they wore their fur
coats. -

Dusk came and a million stars. Supper
for two was served in a little cabin as the
ship went up the Saguenay. Fresh salmon
was the choice part of this wonderful meal.

Soon after dinner they came to a wooden
image of the Madonna and Child, white
against the blue sky and a thousand feet
above the river, Fry had a hurried confer-
ence with the captain and fifteen minutes
later the ship slowly approached a small
wooden dock and anchored there. At once
the entire crew busied themselves unloading
the ship and placing the supplies in secure
piles under tarpaulins.

“Where are you going to take these, Mr.
Fry?” asked the captain,

Fry pointed up to the peak, twelve hun-
dred feet above them.

-“The boat’s engine and a pulley will lift
the stuff,” he said.

HILE they were talking, a small,

white-haired man was descending a
goat path. It was Hans Souderman. He
had started when the ship stopped, but it
took him over half an hour to reach the
river. He rushed with joy at Fry.




~ “My dear boy,” he said. I am so glad
‘you have come. It is certainly lonely here
all by myself—and you have come to stay?

< Must have, with all these su?plies. What? |

Married? That is better yet.”

“You don’t look a day older than you did
in New York,” Adam Fry said warmly.
“Yes, this is my wife. Susanne, this is our
friend Hans Souderman, one of the greatest
scientists who ever lived or who ever will
He is the man who put the termites on the
map. Well, old chap, we have a real story
to tell; but first we want to start these things
gl?%‘ng up to our new home—the top of the

P c .’, =

On the second day the ship left, after the
crew had helped move all the supplies to the

cliff-top. When everything was done, Adam -

and Susanne were living in a stone shelter
at what seemed to be the top of the world,
The top of the mountain was peculiarly flat
for an area of over fifty acres. Then the
sides dropped down almost perpendicularly,
on the river side over twelve hundred feet
and on the shore side from four to eight
hundred. There was just one place where a
road could wind its way up to the top. That
road in one place could be easily shattered
to afford complete isolation for those living
on the sky top, if an emergency happened.

Souderman took the young married cou-
ple over the entire place as soon as they had
some leisure.

“It is a wonderful place,” enthused Su-
sanne, “How did you ever find it?”

“I hunted for it,” said the old man, sim-
ply. “When I left New York I knew just
what T wanted. A cold place that is almost
inaccessible to every form of life but espe-
cially to those Giant Termites. I am an old
man, Mrs. Fry, and the idea of those things
catching me and eating me, perhaps before
I am dead, was too much for my nervous
system. I bought this place for a song; it
is just what T wanted.”

SOUDERMAN, after the young married
couple had become settled, had insisted
that they have their meals by themselves.
He felt that he should not, in any way, inter-
fere with their happiness. So that evening
it was nearly eight before they arrived in his
sitting-room made comfortable by a coal fire
blazing in the fireplace.

“I have just been listening te the radio,”
said the old scientist, “and they are surely
making a mess out of things. Everybody is
mad at everybody else and they are killing
each other off just as far as they can. The
Gérman-Japanese coalition has conquered
all of Europe and Asia is waiting until the
time is ripe to sweep over the British Isl-
ands. The greatest fleet Great Britain has
ever assembled lies waiting for the enemy
fleet. If it were not-for that fleet the war
would be over in a week. To me, sitting
here in this quiet room, the entire panorama
seems to be an impossible nightmare. Wha
is making it?” :

“Well, we thought perhaps the people
fought because they could not help it. Su-
sanne, you are a good talker. Tell him about
ildfea’s in regard to a uniform pattern of all -

=hie”

So Susanne talked till ten p.m. and then
Adam started and talked till one in the

Adam Fry

morning. They drank wine and smoked
cigarettes, discussing meanwhile, the incred-
ible termite invasion. Finally they retired
to bed.

In the morning, Souderman woke Adam
at six.

“I just had to wake you, Adam,” the old
man said. “I’m not quite certain that we
are saie. The three of us are the worst ene-
mies that the termites have and I think they
will try to get us. I want you to eat a little
breakfast and then help me dynamite the
road. There is one place where a few hun-
dred pounds of dynamite will make 3 gap
that even those termites might find it hard
to cross. It:will be an ideal place to defend -
with your elephant guns.” ;

All that day the three worked and just at
dusk exploded the dynamite. There was no
doubt as to their success. The only ap-
proach to the mountain top was now by air.
The old man was so fatigued by the day’s
work and excitement that he went to bed
as soon as he had supper. The young peo-
ple talked well into the night. Susanne
could not become accustomed to the idea
that it was impossible for her to go to town.

“It is just one of those things that will
never happen to me, unless brother comes
and takes us in his airplane.”

However, they finally went to sleep.

After breakfast the mext morning they
went out for a stroll. It was their habit to
take a telescope with them and search the
river for boats; this morning, as usual, they
turned the glass on their old landing. Su-
sanne looked long and carefully, and then
turned the glass over to Adam. He looked -
where she pointed, at a miass of swarming
creatures. Then he said: :

, “Let’s get Souderman and our express
rifles. - He wouldn’t miss this for anything.”

THE scientist came as fast as he could.
With him came the young folks carrying
some guns and ammunition belts. When
they came to the side of the cliff overhang-
ing the old landing they gave him the tele-
scope and asked him to give them his opin-
ion. Finally he put the glass down and
turned to them. ‘
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“Those things down there are different
from any form of life that has ever existed,”
he -announced. “They loock a little like a
hypertrophied termite solider, but no ter-
mites ever had faces like these animals!”

“How did they get here?” asked Fry. “I
~did not think they could live in that cold
water.”

“T’ll answer that,” said Susanne. “You re-
member those earthen tubes that they made.
The little termites ran some out to our ship
and then ate out the bottom and sank it.
They have simply run tunnels from the trop-
ics to every part of the world. They knew
we were here—at least they knew you were
—and they simply ran a tunnel up the river
bed and broke it open on the shore near the
landing. They are not moving very fast
- and I should not wonder but that they are
cold down there. They do not seem cer-
tain what to do next. They must be a long
distance from the Guide that gives them or-
ders. Let me have that glass,

“It’s just as I thought,” she said a moment
later. “There is something down there like
a man, only with a black skin.  He is with
them. Perhaps that is some poor Negro
whose brain has been replaced by the Ruling
Power of a Giant Termite. See! He is
_ pointing up the path. Perhaps he is giving
- them orders to come up here and kill us.

Let me have that gun. Are these explosive
bullets, Adam?”

“Yes, and one of these rifles has a tele-
scoge sight.”

“You take the telescope and watch that
glack man. I am going to put a bullet in his
, ea E2]

“That is a small mark at twelve hundred
feet. Better aim at his body.”

“Head or nothing,” whispered the girl, as
she pulled the trigger.

And she hit. The commanding Thing,
whatever it was, spun around and fell off the
landing into the water. Susanne put the
rifle down. 2

“Now let’s keep quiet and let me try
something.”

- In a few minutes the insect-soldiers, one
by one, disappeared down a hole in the sand
near the side of the mountain,

“But they will come back again,” said
Adam Fry ominously.

CHAPTER XIV
{ With Bankerville

T was a rather sober trio that walked
back to the stone house. Above, the sky

seemed as brilliantly lighted as ever; the

cows were as contented, the goats as lively.
- But the three human beings were decidedly
different. They could not forget that tunnel
down at the bottom of the pathway. .. .
Bailey Bankerville traveling with little
Anna Ruth went swiftly east over a far dif-
ferent route from the one followed by Adam
Fry. Occasionally he paused for food, never
for sleep. "When he reached Detroit, he was
utterly tired and his bride more so. He en-
vgagedy a suite at one of the smaller hotels,
registering under an assumed name. Be-
fore he allowed himself to sleep, he sent for
~his business representative in that city.
“Hello, Jones,” he said. “How are things?

Do you know if the Government is after
me?” ,

“I do not think so. After the excitement
in California they seemed to lose all interest
in you. What was the matter?”

“Too much to tell you, You buy me a
good two-passenger plane, and put some
firearms and about a hundred thousand in
gold in it and have it ready for me. Tell the
New York office to carry on and, one week
from today, phone me on my private line.
I am here under another name and I do not
Lvat}"t any publicity. How is the stock mar-

et??

“Bad. A person can buy anything he
wants for any price.”

“You tell the New York office to use their
own ‘judgment, Don’t forget about the
plane. I will want it in about five days.
You get it all ready and then come here
for me. Any kind will do. I drive them
with my eyes shut nowadays.”

That was no idle boast, for Bankerville
was one of the best amateur pilots.

His business attended to, he wearily
shaved and took a bath. Then he fell into
bed, and was asleep before he hit the pillow.
When he awoke, refreshed, he decided upon
a plan of action.

“I have a plane and we are leaving tomor-
row for New York,” Bankerville announced.

“They won’t arrest you there, dear?” she
asked, anxiously.

“Not where I am going. You see, I am,
or rather I was, a rather rich man.
financed and erected the tallest. building in
New York City. It stops at the 90th story.
Then comes fifty feet of just steel frame-
work and on top of that there is a large roof.
On that roof is a little bungalow. Every-
thing is there to enable us to live a long
time. There is an excellent landing ficld for
a plane, if a man knows how to land one.
Only a few people know this house is up
there. We are going there, Anna Ruth, and
we are going to stay there until we see how
things are going to end. When the time
comes we are going to go and join Susanne
and Adam and that fine old man, Souder-
man.

65] HAVE an idea that the next move of
the Giant Termites will be to capture
some one of the great cities of the world. It
is hard to estimate how many millions of
warriors they have in reserve; but it is go-
ing to take more than they have to capture
the human race if the men and women fight.
So long as the race goes down fighting, it
will never go all the way down; but, if panic
hits them, if they feel that the struggle is
hopeless, if the women feel that death is
better than mutilation at the hands of these
insects, then all the termite warriors will
have to do is to form a line across the con-
tinent and sweep it clean, killing and eating
as they go. There will be no resistance.
More people will kill themselves and die of
starvation than will ever be killed by insects.

“Suppose we look at the situation from
the standpoint of the leaders of the Termites.
It might be more logical for them to start
in Central America and come north through
Mexico or start at the Gulf and come north,
east, and west through the Mississippi Val-
ley. But all these lines of attack would give
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- ample warning to the great cities. On the
- other hand, if they simultaneously attacked
New York and San Francisco, they catch
the nation between two jaws. And if they
can depopulate a city like New York, the
rest of the world will realize the helpless-
ness of the struggle.”

“And you are not going to give them any
warning?”

“I would if I thought it would do any
good. You saw what happened every time
I tried in the past. I think that I told you
how we were driven out of New York when
we started on our voyage. I am still uncer-
tain as to whether this United States is a
single large animal with a Central Ruling In-
telligence, or whether we are a self-gov-
erned collection of independent units.

“There is another way to look at it. Sup-
pose I give the people of New York City
warning ; would they believe me? If they
did, would they be any better off? Can they
protect themselves? If twenty million of
those giant warrior termites suddenly at-
tacked the city from all sides, can the city,
the state, the nation, successfully defend it?
If the fifteen million people in the city have
to die would it not be better for the nation
to have them die in one place in one mass,
rather than run panic-stricken over the east?

“I ‘have felt pessimistic about the entire
matter since the very start, and when Su-
sanne came back with her story of those

enormous barracks with long rows of war-

riors simply waiting for the signal, I felt
that humanity was doomed unless some new
discovery made it possible to kill them in
their barracks before the attack began.

“Then, when all the nations in the world
started to cut each other’s throats and, even
in the United States, the Regular Army had
to be used to kill our own citizens to pre-
vent the overthrow of the Government and
the establishment of an anarchy, I felt more
helpless and hopeless than ever; for if every
nation in the world were united perfectly
against this threatened terror, I doubt if
they would be sufficient to drive it back. I
feel that humanity is doomed.

“At the same time I feel that we, as a race,
will not perish from the earth like the cave
bear and the saber-toothed tiger. Some of
us will survive. There will be little isolated
groups remaining alive, holding the torch of
the human race, seeing that it does not go
out. The termites will rule but they will
some day die. They will go on growing each
century in greatness and power and, finally,
they will reach the height of their destiny.
Then something will happen—perhaps a new
micro-organism will grow inside them——and,
within a generation, they -will pass away
:and live on only in the history they have
written in their termitaries and ther tunnels
traversing the entire earth. :

“They will die, but man will survive—and
gradually he will repopulate the Earth. A
new civilization, a better culture, a purer
humanity will grow on the decay of older
selfishness, New York, Chicago, London,
Paris, Canton, will be one with Nineveh and
Tyre. That is what I think of the situation
and, because I think so, I see fully the part
the four of us will play.

“In that City of Refuge, prepared for us
by Souderman, we will, as best as we can,

keep humanity alive. We will make records
of our culture. We will live on. Day after
day we may have to battle with the deter-
mined termites, who realize that in us they
have to battle with the frustration of their
dreams; but we will survive. They may
come against us in tunnels, on foot, even in
the air, but in some way we will survive.

“And in that victory lies the hope of our
eternity and the future of the gemus homo.
If we had a million, ten million men with the
determined spirit of the two of us, and each
man had a wife like you and Susanne, then
we would be able to make a successful fight.
At least we would go down fighting; there
would be no panic, no overwhelming de-
spair.”

MNA RUTH crept into the arms of the
big man.

“Dear,” she said, “I am frightened. Please
stop at the Souderman place on your way
to New York and let us see just how things
are there. I want to see Susanne and talk
things over with her.” :

Bankerville smiled, kissed the girl's tears
away and promised her that he would do as
she wanted him to. The next morning their
plane left for Quebec.

“Keep your eyes open for a large Ma-
donna on top of a mountain on the left
side,” cried Bankerville. “Souderman lives
near it, on thé only place to land for thirty
miles.”

In a few moments the Madonna was seen
and, on the other side of the river, hundreds
of feet above the water level, was the land-
ing field with a few houses on one side.

“That’s the place,” said Anna Ruth. “It
answers the description perfectly.” And in
fifteen minutes the two women were madly
kissing each other and Bankerville was be-
coming acquainted with Souderman.

“We are on our way to New York,” said
the banker. “Anna Ruth wanted me to stop
here and see how you were located; we are
going to stay but a few hours. What kind
of place have you? Can you defend it in
every way? How many people could you
keep up here if they had food? How are
you going to keep warm in winter time?
Have you any late news about the ter-
mites?” e

“Is that all you want to know?” answered
Adam, %“That is easy. We have fifty acres
here on top of 2 mountain. We have blasted
away the only path. The sides of the moun-
tain go down precipitously from 300 to 1200
feet. 'No human being can climb up here.
I have never assured myself that one of
those six-legged, twenty-foot long termites
could not. All depends on the kind of feet
they have. They might jump across the gap
in the path but that is a place that can easily
be defended. There is a lot of easily worked
stone up here and ramparts could be built
and houses also. If we had food we could
care for fifty small families. Lots of coal
for winter use if we have stoves; and we
have seen termites down at the boat landing
but they did not try to come up. Anything
else?”

“Yes. How much food have you?”

“Enough for the five of us for three years.
Perhaps a little less. Lots of fish in the.
river if we could get down there,”
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“Could you use more food and ammuni-
tion and real men?”

“Certainly.” :
~ “Good. Let’s visit with the girls awhile
and then Anna Ruth and I will be on our
way.” : S

In spite of every reason for gloom the

five made a jolly party as they sat in Sou-
derman’s cozy library. However, the time
soon passed and the New Yorkers rose to
~ start on the last lap of their journey. For
Bankerville it was going to be a complete
circumnavigation of the world. Brother and
sister strolled toward the airplane.
“Well, Buddy,” she asked with a twinkle.
“How is little Anna Ruth?” :
. “Oh! She’s not so very little,” was his
smiling reply.

CHAPTER XV
A Big Order

THE next morning they circled over New

8 York and finally landed quietly on the
top of the United Bankers’ Building. Anna
Ruth looked in wonder over the city.

The girl was delighted with the inside of
the penthouse. It was nearly perfect in all
‘of its arrangements, and especially well sup-
_plied with everything necessary to do light
-housekeeping. While she was busy experi-
menting with the electric stove her husband
tinkered with the radio and finally was able
to get one of the news bulletins. It seemed
that, on the whole, the day previous had been
devoid of interesting news. While he was
listening to the radio the telephone rang.
- It was the general manager of Bankerville’s
New York office calling up as per instruc-
tions from the Detroit office.

“Get a memo pad,” Bankerville greeted
him. “I want you to find twenty-five young
men for me that have the following quali-
fications. Are you ready?”

l‘YeS.,) =

“Clean, healthy family history—under thir-
ty—married—each with a different profes-
* sion—wife with a clean, healthy family his-
tory—men and their wives fond of the open
—fond of roughing it—each man and wife
with a baby under two years old—both ac-
customed to firearms and hunting big game
—man must know how to pilot a plane—man
and wife both college graduates—financial
condition no object—get the idea? I want
a doctor and a dentist and a chemist—and
so on right down the line. Now how soon
can you find those twenty-five men for me?”

The man at the other end of the line
whistled.

“That is a big order, Mr. Bankerville. Do
you want me to advertise?”

“No, I want you to pick them. Hunt them
out of the clubs and banks and business
houses. After you find three or four they
can help you find the rest. Tell them confi-
dentially that I am back of it. That I want
them to join me in a new business that will
pay them big. Get the idea? You find
them in twenty-four hours if you can and
have them meet me Sunday afternoon over
on Long Island Sound. I will be there with
my wife. Yes, with my wife! Certainly, I
am married, why not? Have them brin
their babies. Attend to this immediately.

‘New York society.

~ we hope not, but it is entirely possi

one to the great surprise of the caretaker
and his wife. It was a beautiful day in early
autumn. The banker ordered fifty chairs
put on the lawn in a very small semi-circle.
Then machines began to arrive and by five
minutes of two the fifty chairs were occu-
pied by twenty-five young men and their
wives. Most of them had brought babies,
which they left asleep in the cars or in the
charge of nurses. Anna Ruth sat on the
grass as Bankerville stood up. -

“I am glad to see you people this after-
noon,” he started simply. - “You no doubt
want to know why I asked you to come here
and so I am going to start at once and tell
you.” :

For the next two hours he talked about
the Giant Termites and the belief that he
and his associates had that New York and
all the rest of the world was doomed. He
’;oﬁl the story simply, logically and force-
ully.

“Now, up in Canada, Fry, Souderman and
I have what we believe to be a perfect
fortress. If we have food it will hold all
of us. It may have to be defended by force;

- ﬂle that
these termites can climb the wall. If they
do all of us, including the women, will have
to fight—that is why I selected men and
women who were accustomed to big-game
shooting. If we have food we can live up
there indefinitely if we can protect ourselves.

“Now my offer is this. I will buy each
of you a plane. I will buy all the supplies
of every kind you can carry for as many
trips as you have time to make. Each of
you is a specialist in some line. Take a
small library of your specialty and the neces-
sary instruments of precison. Be prepared
to practice your specialty in a community
of less than a hundred people that are going
to be isolated from the world for an in-
definite period. Get everything there. Ar-
range to build your houses. Take your wife
and children there if you want to as soon
as you have a place for them. Above all
take big-game guns, lots of ammunition and
all the food that you can carry. Keep at it.
Remember all the time that what you are
doing is not only to save your wives and
children and yourselves from a horrible
death., We will form a new nation. We
may easily be the only civilized group left
alive on the earth, and we will have to carry
on for the future of humanity. Any ques-
tions?” :

A big bronzed man stood up, and there
was a baby in his arms, a biggish baby with
flaxen hair and blue eyes like the father.
The man said:

“I never saw Bankerville till today—but
I know him by reputation. There is not a
single big-game hunter but has read his
books. He has never lied in his books and
I do not believe he is lying now. His wife
certainly is not. I am going to go with
him. I am worth five millions but I would
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~ will be at my summer house at two on Sun-
day afternoon.” e 2

UNDAY came and at eleven Bankerville
left for his Long Island estate. His
home on Long Island was a small place,
rather out of proportion to his station in




burn it all to save this little fellow in my
arms and his mother by my side. His mother
and I hunted tigers in Bengal when we were
first married. e know what danger is. I
am going to get in this game. Any more
that will? Stand up.”

The general manager of the Bankerville
interests in New York City had been select-
ed because of his efficiency. He had person-
ally chosen these men to attend this meeting,
and a proof of his efficiency was shown in
the fact that every man stood up

“Fine!” exclaimed the multi-millionaire.
“Now, let’s get to work. Is there a banker
here? Yes—well I will give you a letter of
- credit for ten million te start with. Men,
you go to Mr, Jenkins af the First National
tomorrow and he will finance you. Suppose
we men organize intc a few committees and
arrange everything, while the women get
acquainted with each other and admire the
babies. First, I want to tell you how to get
to Souderman’s place.”

All that week and all the next week twen-
ty-five planes were making regular trips to
Souderman’s mountain. Small houses were
built, some of the women moved there and
started housekeeping. The plateau hummed
with life; and still nothing happened. Ban-
kerville was at his private phone, almost all
the time, arranging details of every descrip-
tion. Then, one night, they came—

IT was an extraordinarily warm day for
that time of year; enough so, in fact, to
send several thousand people to Coney
Island and the other bathing beaches. The
sky, blown clear by a steady wind, was re-
markably clear. Then the phone rang.

“Is this Bankerville?”

“Yes"’

“Well, they are having a panic down on
the beach at Coney Island. I cannot get
the details but, whatever is the matter, it’s
bad. Two thousand of the Police Reserve
have been ordered down. From my house
I can hear a constant discharge of firearms.
Do you think things have started?”

“I think so,” answered Bankerville. “Send
the code warning to every man, telling him
to get up in the air with his wife and baby.
He can stay over the city if he wants till
morning, but- ‘I think they had better beat
it for Canada. This is the way it started
at Sydney and Venice. They came out of
the ocean there. Get busy. Tell them I
said to get out and stay out. I am going to
stay here till the end. Someone has to see
it, but not you men. Hurry! Have each
man signal to me as he flies over my place
on his way north.”

He came back to Anna Ruth and sat down
on the arm of her chair. A little wearily,
he sighed as he took her hand.

“T guess They have come,” he said finally.
“There is a big panic over at Coney Island
and the entire police reserve has been or-
dered over. I have sent out the order for
our men to get their families up in the air.”

“Are we going to stay here?”

“I think so. Someone ought to stay here.
We can see over some of the city if we use
our glasses. Let’s sit here a while. I told
the planes to fly over and give the signal
on the way to Canada.”

They leaned back so they could see the

sky. Soon a plane sounded overhead and

‘a little fire balloon dropped, blazed a while,

and then went out.

“That is Number One,” said Bankerville.

And so they counted till the twenty-fifth
one went over and then they went to bed.

“I wish I had something to think of ex-
cept termites,” said the man. “I have thought
so much about termites that I am just tired
of them.”

“Suppose I give you something new to
think %out ” whispered Anna Rutli and she
kept on whlspenng to him. :

“Well, I declare;” he said as he kissed her.
“No wonder you're interested in babies.”

The next morning, the radio bulletins gave
the news. All during the night the city had
been attacked on all sides by a new form of
insect life. Various descriptions were given,
none of them even approximately accurate.
A number of people had tried to leave New
York, but every avenue of escape was either
wrecked or blocked. The President of the
United States had been notified, regular
troops were on the way—the reserve militia
had been ordered out. People were barri-
cading themselves in office buildings; filling
the stairs with office furniture and stopping
the elevators. There was bad news ifrom
New Orleans and San Francisco; it seemed
that the same things were happening there.

Bailey Bankerville left the radio and went
out on the roof with a high-powered glass.
Far below him he could see the street and
little people driving and running over if.
Now and then came the sound of a rifle.
From the south, he saw a black mass ad-
vancing. It was too far away to get the
details, but the street seemed clear beyond
that mass. A similar mass was seen a few
miles at the north end of the street.

The people were leaving their machines
and running into the houses and down into
the subways. The two black masses came
nearer. Finally Bankerville could see the
details of one; from one side of the street
to the other it was a solid line of termite
warriors, slowly marching forward. Occa-
sionally they caught a man or woman and
cut him' in two; once dead, they paid no
more attention to the victim. At eVery open-
ing of a house they broke in and entered.:
The average door was powerless against the
five-foot jaws. 3

)ACK of them came another black mass.
The banker focused carefully on these.
As he expected, they were the scavengers,
the workers. As they came to a mutilated
body they stopped and devoured it. In the
entire movement there was no haste, no
indecision; they simply went on. Finally
the two groups of giant warriors met; that
street was clear. Other groups came up,
moving rapidly to a3 new attack. In the dis-
tance there began a steady roll of fire. “Ma-
chine guns! The army has come!”’ muttered
the banker.

He ran into the house, crying:

“I have just got to see thls, Anna Ruth;
I am going up in the plane.”

“I am too,” said his wife, and nothmg he
could say could change her mind. So they
started to fly over the city. It was hard to
tell what was really happening. Central
Park was a dense mass of people; thousands
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could be seen trying to enter the Metropoli-
tan Museum. All of Fifth Avenue was a
dense line of blocked automobiles. Out on
the river boat after boat was sinking, some
exploding as the water reached the boilers.
The bridges and tunnels were interesting;

the entrances were guarded by a solid mass

of termites. Thereé was no doubt that an
extremely intelligent effort was being made
to shut New York off from the rest of the
world.

“It is going to go on like this for a few
days, and then the fighting will be over and
they will clean up. For weeks these people
will hide in subways and houses, but hunger
will drive them out finally; and when they
come out they will be killed. If this is hap-
pening all over the world, you can see for
yourself how helpless mankind is to protect
themselves.”

He started up the engine and slowly sailed
up the Hudson River valley. They went
back to the cottage on top of the building;
went back there and prepared to leave New
York. There was stiﬁ occasional firing, but
it seemed that all organized opposition had
ceased. >

“I want to leave, Bailey, and go up to
Suzanne and the other women,” Anna Ruth
said. “There is nothing more that we can
do here. I do not know what is facing us
in Canada, but anything will be better than
this dreadful city of the dead.”

‘Without speaking, Bailey warmed the con-
trols of the ship and they sailed up into the
moonlit sky.

CHAPTER XVI
Waiting

EFE in the Souderman Colony was a busy
one that fall, for extensive preparations
had to be made for winter. On the hilltop,
stone houses were built and the cracks
stopped with cement. Coal was dug ‘and
stored inside and outside the houses and
storehouses were built to protect the sup-
< Elies of food. A small hospital was erected.

verything possible was done to make it a
comfortable winter for the eighty-one per-
sons composing the colony.

After that was done, the men put in long
hours completing the defenses of the colony.
At necessary places stone ramparts were
built. A supply of stones was laid handy,
to be hurled over the top; stores of ammuni-
tion and dynamite were cached at intervals
all around the edge of the hill. Electric
lights were placed at regular distances and
a twenty-four-hour schedule of sentry duty
established. =

Nothing was left undone to ‘keep up the
morale of the colony. Concerts were a
regular feature of the long winter evenings.
Regular courses of study started by the vari-
ous specialists were enthusiastically attend-
ed. irst-aid lectures were given by the
physician.  Finally, every man and woman
was drilled in their duties in case the hill
was attacked.

All that winter they waited and nothing
happened. When they had first come to
-the hill radio messages were common, Now
for several weeks none came. They felt
that this was an ominous sign. They had

no definite proof, but they felt that the
termite invasion of the civilized world had
been a complete success. Their supposition
was more than correct. =

Aided in every way by the stupidity of

the human beings they faced, the Giant Ter-
mites had experienced no difficulty in over-
whelming the human termites. The entire
world had been swept clean of practically
all life except that of the birds and smaller
insects. i =

Only on Souderman’s hill remained a last
remnant of the once proud beings that had
called themselves the rulers of the earth.
Winter passed and spring came. The ice
melted in the river, the grass sprouted on
the hill, the snow ran off the Madonna,
washing her white robes and bathing the
face of the Infant in her arms. Spring
came, and with it came a few new babies
in the colony. Spring came—and with. it
the termites.

They had been expected; for many days
a careful watch had been kept on the sand
around the boat landing. One morning the
termites were seen running out of the hole
in the beach like sc many little ants. Banker-
ville waited till there were several hundred
there, and then ordered the rocks rolled
down on them. Many of the rocks hit their
mark, but at once the insects sought shelter
in the cracks and further bombardment was
useless. They kept on coming out of the
hole and then it was seen that they were
climbing up the old pathway. On the hill-
side a barricade had been erected.

A gap of over thirty-five feet separated
the two sides of the road. At this barricade
some of the best trap shooters of the colony
had been stationed with shotguns. It was
thought that, if the warriors tried to spring
across the gap, the best plan would be to
blow their heads off with explosive buck-
shot, The path was so narrow that no
more than one could come up at a time
for the jump.

The men had guessed right. One after
one the insects came and jumped for the
other side of the road. One after one, their
heads were blown off with explosive buck-
shot and their lifeless bodies fell six hun-
dred feet below on the beach. This kept
on till guns were hot and shoulders sore
and trigger-fingers weary, and finally an
end came. The watch was continued but
never again was an attempt made to break
through the old pathway.

AND now came a slow and careful process
of preparation. Below, the termites ate
every tree. The land was made as smooth
as a table and, on that ring around the hill,
an army of Giant Termites gathered. Every-
thing necessary for a successful attack was
there. Even termitaries to protect the
Things that ruled and gave commands were
erected. None of the men could tell how

~ many warriors were stationed there in silent

rows, waiting week after week for the word
of command. .
On the top of the mountain the men slept
on their arms. The women went from post
to post with food and ammunition. Ar-
rangements had been made that, when the
attack began, all but five of the women
should take a place back of the ramparts

118 -



with the men; the five were to care for the

babies in the nursery house. Humanity had

to stand or fall on Souderman’s hill.

IT was three days later, exactly at nine

in the morning that the first wave came
up the hill. It was slow climbing and often
a warrior wouid fall, crushing a dozen more
in his pathway to the foot. Tweénty men
-and women were slowly picking off the war-
riors, using the elephant guns with the soft
explosive bullets and always aiming for the
head. The crawling movements of the in-
sects were so slow that they made perfect
marks. Others of the defense used the ma-
chine guns or hurled stones down the side
of the mountain. The attack kept on for
three hours and then came to an end. Fry
glances curiously over the top.

“What horrible efficiency!” he exclaimed.
“They have ordered the scavengers out to
eat up the dead and the wounded. They
are going to have everything neat before
another attack.”

At two in the afternoon another wave
came. One again a determined effort was
made to destroy all the warriors. The kill-
ing was deliberate and almost systematic,
but the attack was just as persistent. It
kept up for three hours and then died away.
Once again the scavengers devoured the

three hours. T}us tlme several of the in-
sects reached the top, jumped over, and died
on the inside of the wall. But ﬁnally it
came to an end at dusk, and the dead war-
riors were pulled to the edge and thrown
OVer.

A searchlight thrown down on the plains
showed the same carnivorous cleansing of
the battlefield. All that night an anxious
watch was kept on the ramparts. The women
made regular trips with nourishment and
food, and some of them even took their hus-
bands’ turn at sentry duty. In the hospital
the doctors and nurses anxiously waited.

MORNING came at last. The guard over
the wharf reported that new warriors
and scavengers were constantly coming out
of the hole. On the other side, where the
previous attacks had been, a curious condi-
tion existed. As before, the waiting war-
riors were drawn up in battle order waiting
for the orders to advance. Scavengers and
feeders marched down the rows feeding the
fighters their breakfasts by throwing quan-
tities of gastric contents into their opened
maws.

Souderman, Fry, Bankerville and the
pathologist were carefully watching the pro-
cedure through spy-glasses. Every few sec-
onds they saw a warrior or a worker roll

Join THE FUTUREMEN-

Our New Club for Readers!

See Full

Details in "Under Observation'—Page 121

bodies of the slain. Within two hours there
seemed to be as many waiting to attack as
there were at first. 7

Souderman took Fry aside.

“Of course we are killing them,” he said,
“but we cannot keep on forever. They have
the entire world to draw on for reinforce-
ments. All we are doing is furnishing them
with meat for the new forces. Something
has got to happen or we are lost.”

They decided to call Bankerville to a con-
ference. But he was busy with the patholo-
gist of the colony,

“We will try it,” they heard Bankerville
exclaim. “Anything is worthwhile at this
point of the battle. I am sorry to sacrifice
the cows and the goats, but it has to be
done. Now men, this is our last hope. The
doctor is going to inject something or other
into these animals with a hypodermic and
then over the top they go. But don’t throw
them over till the animals seem to be very
sick. Is that the idea, Doctor? You want
to be sure that it is working?”

So twenty-five sick and dying animals
were thrown over and were at once eaten
by the scavengers. They, in their turn, went
_around during the lull and fed the waiting
warriors with the regurgitated contents of
their distended stomachs. Now the attack
began again; like the other two, it lasted

-~ over, apparently dead. At once he was

pounced upon and eaten by the scavengers,
and his place was taken by another warrior
from the rear. At eight a. m. the attack
began, but Bankerville had given the order
that no more ammunition be used. Rocks
could be rolled down the hill, but no more
shooting; at least not till he smd so.

This attack seemed, slow compared with
the previous day’s advances. The warriors
seemed weak and uncertain and very often
one would lose his hold and fall down. They
came within a hundred and even within fifty
feet of the top and there they hung. They
were close enough so that their faces, their
eyes, could be seen. They came just so
far and then they came no nearer; they hung
::ihex(‘ie just so long and then they dropped off

ea

Down on the level a new lot of scavengers
started to eat the dead and feed the hvmc
with the digested juices of the warrior’s
bodies. Bankerville turned to the pathol-
ogist and took him by the hand.

“In the name of our colony I thank you,”
he said simply. “I thank you for our wives
and for our children. Souderman, take com-
mand. Adam and I want to go and see how
our wives are doing.”

The men of the colony crowded around
Souderman and the pathologist.
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“It was really very simple,” said Dr. Jones,
- the pathologist, “Souderman and the others
told me of the habit these insects have of
eating their dead. They also said that the
warriors cannot feed themselves but have to
be fed by the workers; the warriors have
such enormous bills they can only fight.
Now, I felt that if I could find a new and
deadly germ and get them to eat it, and
feed it to each other, that I might introduce
an epidemic among them. I might even
rid the entire world of them. I had some
germs of bubonic plague with me when I
came here. I cultivated them until they
became about ten times more virulent than
ordinarily—and they kill quick enough then.

“These termites have absolutely no na-
tural resistance; they have been free from
disease for so many centuries that they
simply did not know what disease was. But
this new race they bred had quite a little of
the human nature in them. T simply in-
jected the cattle and goats, and threw them
over. You see how it worked. They are
going to keep on dying and their bodies are
going to be eaten and fed to more warriors
and, finally they are going to spread the
disease to the whole world of termites.

“Right now some of them are carryingit
back to Canada and the States and that is
the way it will spread. They do not know
yet what has happened to them., Even the
Things that govern them are going to get
sick and die. I would keep guard, but I do
not believe there will be another attack. In
a year or so it will be safe for us to go
back into the world and start a new race.”

When they came near the hospital the
two men, Fry and Bankerville paused.

“In a way,” said Adam softly, “this takes
more courage than that fighting did. Sup-
plgse they are dead? Things are quiet in
there.” '

Just then two of the women came out
carrying little, funny little crying bundles
in their arms. :

“You must be congratulated,” they cried.
“Here are two of the finest girls you ever
saw :;md their mothers are inside waiting for
you.’ : ‘ =

“More girls!” exclaimed Bankerville.

“My child a girl?” cried Fry.

The two men looked at each other. Then
they started to smile.

“Just what I wanted, Bailey,” said Fry.

“Me too,” cried Bankerville. “I would have
beéen disappointed had it been:a boy. We'll
be mighty proud of these girls some day.”

“Hell’s bells!?* cried Fry. “Proud of them
some day? Why, I am proud of my girl
right now. I am not going to wait till she
grows up.” =

The next ten minutes were spent telling
their wives what fine daughters they had and
how proud the fathers were of them. Not
a word about anything else. Finally Souder-
man walked in, proud as he could be, telling
everyone that he was a double grandfather.

He bent over each young mother and
kissed her on the cheek.

Susanne smiled.

“Grandpa,” she said, “just what does my
little girl look like?”

“As far as I could see, she looks like a
little human termite,” was the unexpected
reply.

Just then the doctor came in.

“You men had better go now. I cannot
have anything happen to my patients. We
have to keep them well in every way. There
is work to be done; we have to start a new
nation.” -

“Well, we four have done our part toward
it,” said Adam Fry.

Copyright, G, P., 1929
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T last—a chance for you to join that merry band of space-roving adven-
turers—the Futuremen! Devotees of Captain Future the world over have
expressed their interest in joinin g-an organization dedicated to the ex-

ploits of the Futuremen. And so we’re pleased to announce the formation of
the most individual and exclusive fan organization in the werld — The Fu-

turemen!

Members of The Futuremen will have an active voice in determining the
number of Captain Future’s companions. They will tell us which planet to

“select as the scene for forthcoming novels.

They will cooperate with the

author in planning the work of the Fu turemen—whether they should explore
time, the fourth dimension, the outposts of infinity, etc.

There are many other exciting duties ex-
pected of every member. We want The
Futuremen to be the greatest organization
of fantasy followers in America. Join today
and be a Futureman yourself!

Free Silver Certificate

We have prepared a beautiful FREE
membership certificate, on a silver card, for
all members. This attractive card neatly
fits your wallet, and is yours for the asking.

To obtain this membership card, tear off

the namestrip of the cover of this magazine,.

so that the date and title of the magazine
show, and send it to THE FUTUREMEN,
CAPTAIN FUTURE MAGAZINE, 22 W.
48th St., N. ¥. C., N. Y, enclosing a
stamped, self-addressed envelope.

Fill out the membership coupon on page
123.

And readers—shoot in your suggestions
for the scope and plans of our new club.
We’ll carefully consider them all. More
news in the next issue.

A New Industry

CAPTAIN FUTURE scores another “fa-
mous fantasy first” in our next number!

For years scientifiction authors have re-
ferred to the space craft of the future as
“rocket fliers,” “space ships,” etc. Sure,
they've given their vessels names—the Pe-
gasus, the Wanderer, etc. But those appel-
lations were individual ones, specifying one
particular ship.

What the scientifiction writers have over-
looked is that the biggest industry of the
future will be the space ship business—and
that various competing manufacturers will
have different types of models,

Our automobile manufacturers today
give us Buicks, Cadillacs, Fords, Dodges,
Chevrolets, etc., each made distinctive by its
own group of individual patented features.

Our airplane plants give us our Spitfires,
Hurricanes, Curtiss Hawks, Boulton Paul
Defiants, etc., each with its own set of char-
acteristics,

In the centuries to come, each rocket ship
that cruises space will belong in different
classifications. = Edmond Hamilton gives
you a preview catalogue of cosmic craft in
his next novel!

A "Blessed Event"

Fireworks in the next issue, when Eek
meets Oog! Make the acquaintance of the
latest—and strangest—addition to the Fu-
turemen’s family—Qog, a little asteroid-
creature that Otho has adopted for a pet.

The synthetic android’s intention, of
course, is to get Oog to feud with Grag’s
pet, Eek. There’s a cargo of interplanetary
chuckles in store for you aboard the Comet
when Grag and Otho get Eek and Oog to-
gether in a fantasy-fun-feud-fest. And we
won'’t tell you who gets the last laugh!

Dimension Billiards

When we presented the Futuremen’s ver-
sion of “Compound Chess,” their scientific
game of tomorrow, in our last issue, we said
there would be accounts of similar games
forthcoming.

Well, we’re keeping our promise, and
yowll find full details concerning “Dimen-
sion Billiards,” a new skill game of the fu-
ture, in the feature novel for this issue.

You’ll need more than instructions to play
“Dimension Billiards,” we’re afraid. You'll
have to own the patience of Grag, the dex-
terity of Otho, and the cleverness of Captain
Future. At any rate, a new game next time!

Our Departments

Scientifiction readers everywhere are ac-
claiming the departments in CAPTAIN FU-
TURE as the most interesting special fea-
tures any magazine has to offer.

The department, THE WORLDS OF
TOMORROW, represents what a geog-
raphy of the future will look like. The stu-
dents of tomorrow will have to memorize
the continents, countries, capitals, cities,
rivers, and populations of all the planets.
Some job. But we’re helping pave the way.
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- Next issue, Captain Future wins the lime-
light in THE FUTUREMEN. And THE

ORLDS OF TOMORROW focuses the
spotlight on Mars.

i

Best in a Decade! ,
If you were to ask us which scientifiction
story we consider the greatest interplane-
tary classic published in the last ten years,
we would have no choice in our answer.
For thousands of readers have already
made that decision for us in the years gone
by. Their selection was THE MUTINY IN
SPACE, a strongly poignant story of men
against the stars, by the famous writer
Gawain Edwards. : 3
Gawain Edwards is the brilliant author of
the popular novels, “A Rescue From Jupi-
ter,” “The Earth Tube,” etc. We are proud
to present the first part of THE MUTINY
‘IN SPACE in our next issue. It’s 3 novel
that you’ll never forget!

LETTERS FROM READERS

CALLING ALL FUTUREMEN

By Harry Schmarje

THE third issue of CAPTAIN FUTURE is

an improvement over the second issue.
Cover—magnificent!  Let’s have more like it.
It was much better than the dull cover of the
second issue. Feature Otho on the next cover.

“Captain Future’s Challenge” was great.
Please have more full-page illustrations,
about one to every ten pages.

I favor giving Otho a pet that rivals Eek.
Keep Otho and Grag feuding. Don’t give
Captain Future any more comrades.

The department, the Futuremen, in which
you describe more in detail one of the Fu-
turemen each month, is swell, I wish vou'd
leave out the short, stories. - Have only the
novel plus many features. For instance, pub-
1ish all of the letters you receive. Don’t have
any uninteresting departments, though.

I like the idea of Otho hissing, Grag boom-
ing, and the Brain rasping. I'm in favor of a
giaﬁ)l&ain Future Club. Call it THE FUTURE-

I lfke the way you alternate scenes in the
Captain Future novels—318 Stewart Road,
Muscatine, ITowa.

A PET FOR OTHO
By Ralph Swerdlow

In my own humble opinion the third issue
of CAPTAIN FUTURE was the best, although
I have still got some suggestions and critic-
isms to offer,

First of all, T want to conmipliment you on
your covers. They certainly are tops, and
win the “Blue Ribbon.”

The short stories are fair, and the serial,
“The Human Termites,” is also good. But
there are too many mistakes in the novel.
In the third chapter Captain Future hypno-
tized a man that had an TUndersea Man's
brain in him. Yet when “The Brain” tried to
hypnotize the prisoner, which also had a
Undersea Man’s brain in him, he could not
do so. {(Captain Future’s hypnotic powers
are greater than Simon Wright's.—Ed.)

I think Captain Future gets into too many
jams that he gets out by himself. Why don’t
vou have one of the Futuremen help him out
occasionally? =

If the Brain were given a robot body it
would not brag of some of his glory. But
if he were equipped with a small rocket en-
gine, attached to his case, and a degravitizer,
also connected to his case, and could control
both by his mental commands, he could get
around without being carried. S

I would enjoy very much to have Captain
Future travel in time or to remote parts of
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NO MORE FUTUREMEN

By Martin Anderson

Congratulations to the best of them all—
CAPTAIN FUTURE! I have every issue yet
published, and have read them all twice.

Please tell us more about the compound
chess game, and, if you form a Captain Fu-
ture Club, count me in. By all means keep
printing the “Worlds of Tomorrow.” 1 think
it would be a great idea to give the Brain a
robot body. He could then be of more help
to Captain Future. But no more Futuremen.

Another bit of advice—keep this a quar-
terly mag. For some reason, weekly and
monthly mags are not so interesting. But
Captain Future certainly hits the right spot.
—25 Elm Street, Truro, Nova Scotia.

READ ABOUT ROCKETEERS, EH?
By William Hall

Have just finished reading the Summer is-
sue of CAPTAIN FUTURE and I think it is
a crime when I have to wait three whole
months for the next issue. How about mak-
ing it a monthly or at least a bi-monthly?

lease leave the Futuremen the way they
are.

How about publishing a brother magazine
for CAPTAIN FUTURE? A good title would
be “The Rocket.”

Here’s for more and bigger issues.—28
Broad Street, Truro, Nova Scotia, Canada.

GAME DEPT. COMING!

By Jesse Metzger

I have read every issue of CAPTAIN FU-
TURE up to date, and have enjoyed them all.
I also like Mr. Hamilton’s idea of running
complete novel in each issue, for a seria
makes the story drag. Dr. Keller's story,
‘“The Human Termites,”’ seems a little deep,
but so far all the short stories are both un-
usual and different. The departments you
have are very good, and the new one, “Do
You Believe?”’ is especially good.

You requested opinions on the game Otho
and Grag played, called compound chess. I
for one would like to know more about this
game and how it is played. Why not have a
regular department on games of the future?
This seems to me a fascinating subject, and
I feel certain there are others who would de-
sire articles on the subject. Here’s hoping
you turn monthly or at least bi-monthly
soon.—2512 N, Bouvier Street, Philadelphia,
Pennsylvania.

SCORNS SOLAR SYSTEM SAVING
By John Paich

I surely do favor a club for Captain Future
fans! You might call it simply, “Futuremen.”
If you do form a club, consider my applica-
tion as made here and now. 2

And please give us the rules and instruc-
tions fer playing compound chess. Sounds
interesting and educational, but a thousand
squares and ninety-odd pieces, whew! The
rules had better be simple, or it will take a
genius fo play it!

‘Whether the Brain gets a body or not is
immaterial to me, As it-is, his chief purpose
seems to be scientific research, and the pos-
session of a body would not be a necessary
thing. But if the Brain did have a body he
might be of more help to Captain Future.

For the Universe' sake, stop those petty
quarrels between Grag and Otho! They make
these aides to Cagtain Future seem childish.

How about publishing one issue of the
mag without the long novel. Instead, have
several short stories about some of these ad-
ventures of the Futuremen that are hinted
at every so often. Perhaps Hamilton can’t
save the Universe (or the Solar System) in
ten or twenty pages, but I think these ad-
ventures would be a welcome change from
Solar System Saving.—New Concord, Ohio.
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FUTURE'S FISH STORY
By D. B. Thompson

The short stories and the reprint serial
continue to hold my interest more than the
feature novel. “Lunar Parasites” is one of
the best short stories by Gallun that I have
recently read.

The ‘‘solar ﬁsh" in the story “Captain Fu-
ture’s Challenge” are positively absurd. A
very rough and hasty approximation shows
that these fish would have to travel about
6000 miles per hour to travel around Neptune
in its day of sixteen hours. I'll let you figure
how hot they would get, how much energy
they would have to develof» and how dense
they Would have to be to withstand the pres-
sure, ete.

I still think it ridiculous for the highly in-
telligent Brain, with everythin necessary in
the way of intellect. and mechanical equip-
ment available for the construction of a prac-
ticalyl fool-prcof robot body, to remain a
physically helpless ‘“Brain in a box.” There
would need to be no conflict in the activities
of Grag and the Brain, since the latter is far
more intelligent thah Grag; also the “Brain”
rieed not, in fact should not, have a humanoid
body.—-3136 Q Street, Lincoln, Nebraska:

WHERE'S BRICKBAT?

By David Edward Schroer A

I just bought the third issue of CAPTAIN
FUTURE and think it is swell. T have a few
comments—and one brickb £

First, I thought ‘“‘Captain Future's Chal-
lenge” Hamilton's best mnovel to date. I
found it impossible to abandon the story
once I started it.

Please leave the Brain as he is. A robot
body would spoil his cold personality, Won't
vou please publish CAPTAIN FUT E more
often? I hate to wait three months for every
issue.

I am hoping to join the Captain Future
Club. Please fell me how in the next issue;
why not call the eclub the “Futuremen o
America.” g 2

Here’s wishing you continued success with
CAPTAIN FUTURE, a fine companion to
STARTLING STORIES and THRILLING
WONDER STORIES.—1406 Monroe St., N.E,
Washington, D. C.

FUTURE A DOUBLE FEATURE!
By Ray H. Allen, Jr.

I wish to take advantage of both of your
offers printed in the Summer issue of CAP-
TAIN FUTURE and am therefore enclosm%
fifty cents in coin for my copy of Garr

(Continued on page 124)

THE FUTUREME
22 W. 48th St., New York, N. Y.

I wish to apply for membership in
THE FUTUREMEN. I pledFe myself to
abide by all rules and regulations.

NAME cocescscvscsvanns ssessnsssrsses T
(Print Legibly)

AdAress .oieossssnsssssssssanss ABC.svss

OIY cvcicascvainnsssiceses SIRIC v asoss

I am encloging a stamped, self-ad-
dressed envelope and the name-sirip
from the cover of this magazine (tear off
name-gtrip so that the name CAPTAIN
FUTURE and the date can be seen). You
will send meé my membership certificate
and a list of rules promptly.
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Why continue tosuffer with rupture?’
Stop your worries and fears. Send for
the facts about my perfected truss
invention—the Brooks Appliance for
reducible rupture —with the aute-
matic AIR-CUSHION support that
gives Nature a chance to close
the opening. Thousands bought by
doctors for themselves and patients.

Sent on Trial-Made-to-measure, individnal fitting for man, woman
or child. Low-priced, ganitary, durable. No obnoxious springs or hard
pads; no metal girdle torust. 'Safe and comfortable. Helps Nature get
results. Not sold through stores—beware of imitations. Write today
for full information sent free in plain sealed envelope.

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO.

NEW BENJAMIN AIR RIFLES WITH HAND PUMP

480-P State St.
Marshall, Mich.

22
HARD
GGURATE SHOOTING

WiTH CHAMBERED AIR
u can use new model BENJAMIN AIR RIFLES j79
WITH LEVER HAND PUMP anywhere, for practice fir- %

ing - or _just plinking, around the house or camping,
ﬁshing‘. huntmg, ete., at lowest cost. Shooting force is ad-
Jjustable with -nazmg maximum power and accuracy—no
1 lunge ‘to disturb your aim. Bolt Action-

r Trlgger-safety Lock-Hand Pump. i B

; Single Shot Cal 177 or .22 with

03 5 Shot §9 Also a complete line of BEN~
JAMIN GENUINI OMPRESSED AIR PISTOLS from dealer

A For Full Details and FREE Targets.
B!NJAIS{N AIR R|FL§ €O., 876 MARION ST., ST. Lgms. Mo., U.S A.

DICE. CARDS.

Specialties for Magicians use.- Inks,
Shiners, Check-Cop, Daubs. Catalog
ten cents, stamps or coin.

HILL BROS., Box T, Salida, Colo.

STOPS PYORRHEA

AND TRENCH MOUTH
Or No Cost!

New Guaranteed
Home Treatment
Astounds Medical
Profession

You can belleve the sworn affidavits of doctors and dentists whe
heve tried this new discovery on most stubborn cases of pyorrhea,
trench mouth and bleeding gums.

was used with startling success many times In cases
that seemed hopeless . . . where everything else failed. PYRO
is almost uncanny in getting quick and sure results. It gets to the
Toot. of the trouble because PYRO has a penetration of % in
in 5 minutes and it corrects and heals as it penetrates the diseased
areas, If your gums are sore or bleed when brushed . . . If your
teeth are Jocose or pus pockets have formed, order PYRO tod
for quick correction . . . act now before you lose your teeth entirelv.

Read This Proof
W, H. Kirby, 45 East 66th
St., New York, writes: “For a num-
ber of years 1 suffered with an ad-

A Doctor Writes:

A well-known physi-
cian . . . a member of
the American Medical

vanced ~case of pyorrhea, constant
Assn. and many other § treatments seemed only to arrest the
professional  organiza- § disease. I was told I weuld lose my
tions, says: “I do not } teeth, Then I heard of this new rem-

hesitate to state that

this solution has saved :ztdy Afle‘lvlgrydeﬁg;;aitehogdeigy tﬁﬁ
me from the nightmare | aro healthy, teeth tight, and write this
of false teeth. l;)ymﬁg_’tha.t others suffering as I, will

DON'T LOSE YOUR TEETH, ORDER NOW!

We have 45 pages of affidavits attesting to the wonderful powers
of PYRO. So positive are we that it will bring you the health and
happiness you have been seeking, that we will gend it to you with~
out 2 single penny of risk. Send $2 today for the full home treat-
ment or we will send C.0.D. for $2 plus postage. Use PYRO as
directed and if not 100% delighted with results, return the unused
bottle and we will refund the purchase price in full. (Canads
$2.25 cash with order.)

E. T. CABLE PRODUCTS, BOX 4,
Hamilton Grange Sta., New Yerk Post Office

(Continued from page 123)

Smith’s “Between Worlds,” as well as your
offer of eight baoklets, assorted as per your
advertisement, for which I enclose an addi-
tional twenty-five cents.

Needless to say, CAPTAIN FUTURE has
my vote as being the best magazine of its
type on the market today, both in idea and
in presentation. ILone champions of justice
are with us in plenty, as are magazines deal-
ing with the future, but yours is the first to
combine the two inte a magazine that has
no equal, and, I can sincerely say, is as satis-
fying ‘a magazine as any I have ever read.
I was fortunate in obtaining one of the first
copies published, and will make it a point of
being one of those who buy each and every
copy from now on.—1423 So. Nadeau Drive,
Los Angeles, California.

FAVORS TIME-TRAVELING
By Harry Harrison

I have just finished the third
CAPTAIN FUTURE from cover to cover and
think it’s the best yet. C. F. has carved him-
self a niche in the Hall of Scientifiction and
is rapidly enlarging it. Now for the—

Brickbats: Correspondent K. K. in his let-
ter stated, “Keep C. F. out of time-traveling;
it’s an old theme and it bores me.” Old or
not, it would be interesting to see how the
Futuremen would cope with problems from
a different age than theirs. One more thing.
The printers have insulted that icy mentality,

the Brain. His picture, on page 23, is up-
side~down. :
Roses: The feature story is getting bet-

ter with each issue. Short stories are fair;
the serial is excellent. The futurian depart-
ments are very good and so is Binder’s new
feature, Keep up the good work.

Don’t give Simon Wright a body. He is
more of an individual character the way he
is.” I am for the idea that Otho be given a
pet. Let’s have more games of tomorrow.
I am sure that if Edmond Hamilton wrote
that article on “Compound Chess” we s-f fans
would welcome it with open arms. How
about presenting, in one of your depart-
ments, a description of the inhabitants of
other worlds?—Jamaica, New York.

THAT WOULD BE HOARDING!
By John Wasso, Jr.

Superlatlves are useless in praising Cap-
tain Future’s exploits, therefore I will merely
say that I enjoyed “Captain Future’s Chal-
lenge’” very much. However, I think so much
of Captain Future that I would like to see the
best minds in the world of science fiction
authors reserve their best plotes for the sole
use of the Futuremen.
praxse T can give! Not that I doubt Hamil-
ton’s ability to keep on supplying his super=
hero with adequate adventures, but that I
see no point in wasting clever,
brilliant ideas on other s-f chara,cters when
Captain Future and his erew  are eagerly
waiting.

T like King Kopp's idea of having C. F.
return to the Saragasso Sea of Space and
solving the riddle of the octopus-men.

“Do You Believe?’ is a clever feature.
Call your club the Futuremen. Every mem-
ber will be a Future Man, And don’t give the
Brain a bedy.

In the department, the Futuremen, you term

Otho the “World’s Fastest Being,”’ whereas
it should be the “Worlds' Fastest Being”
(fastest being in the Universe).

Right?
(Right!—Ed.)—Pen Argyl Penna. 2

NO BODY FOR THE BRAIN!
By Louis Stefan, Jr.

I just finished reading the Summer issue
of CAPTAIN FUTURE a few days ago. It
was swell.

Please, please don’t even consider giving
the Brain a body. He would never seem the
same.
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I hava a few suggestmns whxch 1 believe

might improve your magazine.

Don’t wait so long between each issue.
Tm on pins and needles waiting for new
issues.

Don't introduce so many new characters
into that restricted circle of Captain Future
and his Futuremsen. -

Have Captain Future’s next adventure in-
clude' the octopus-men.—2206 E. Washington
Lane, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

HELPFUL HINTS FOR HAMILTON
By Kenneth Anderson

In regard to your mag and Cagtain Fu-
ture’s “‘future,” let me say that I thipk your
magazine ig “swell.” T hopefully suggest that
you publish this periodical monthly issues in-
stead of occasional issues.

As to ‘‘Cap’s” future, I think he should have
8 few more companions and that Curt Newton
should make a few additions to Grag in the
way of weapons. Have impelling rays, etc.,
built into Grag’s torso, perhaps even addmg
to Grav g8 abilities the power of giving terrific
charges of electricity through any one of
the plates in his torso.

I think the wizard of science should have
some way of knowihg when anyoene lands on
the Moon and where they are all the time.
All his labs, etc., should be built into the core
of the Moon, with no entrance. He should
use his secret of materialization to enter
and leave his laboratories (built into his
ship).—Box 722, Kellog, Idaho.

SENSATIONAL OFFER -

@ SCIENTIFICTION
3 s OO

Here's your‘ chance to own a complete set |

of outstanding scientifiction titles, printed
individually on excellent grade paper at-
tractively bound.

A Limited Quantity Available

The titles include THE IMMORTALS OF MER-
CURY, by Clark Ashton Smith; THE SPECTRE
BULLET, by Themas Mack; AVENGING NOTE,
by Alired Sprissler; THE SHIP FROM NOWHERE,
by Sidney Patzer; THE MOON MIRAGE, by Ray-
mond Z. Gallun; FLIGHT OF THE AEROFIX, by
Maurice Renard; THE INVADING ASTEROID, by
Manly Wade Wellman; MEN FROM THE ME-
TEOR, by Pansy Black.
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BOOK DEPT., t4th ,Floor‘, 22 West 48th St., New York

Enclosed 25¢ In coin (or) stamps. Please rush my set
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Stomach Ulcers

Due to Gastric Hyperacidity

H. H. Bromley. of Shelburne; Vi.,
writess “I suffi for years with
amd-stomach tron’Ble My doctors told
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FBEE BOOK -- has helped thousands

undersmnd before too late |

} Thls plam—speakmg book will help
| you understand vrectal troubles,
} such as Hemorrhoids, (Piles)
| Fistula—explaing the dangers of
neglect and self-applied remedies.

IF YOU SUFFER PlLEs

—learn how thousands of
meén and women have been benefited by the
Thorton & Minor Treatment without the
usual hospital confinement. Send for FREE
Book and Reference List —no obligation,

THORNTON & MINOR CLINIC
Sulte 1056, 926 McGee, Kansas City, Mo.
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Selling your friends fine quality, individually made
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LOW PRICES. No Extra Charge for latest Swing
and Sport Styles. No Experience Necessary. Send
for FREE Selling Outfit and FREE SUIT BONUS
and other BONUS Offers.
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i START MEN N BUSINESS
5 My Store Route Plan
PAYS BIO MONEY

*Hundreds of men likeyou now make really big money
week after week backed by our Money ~Making “‘Store
Boute’” Plan. Let me explain how your earning power
should goc UP when you take on our big-profit line
of 5e-10c goods including many Nationally Advertised
products, Show stores how to increase sales and profits
11p to 50 % . Experienceunnecessary. Write me TODAY.
H. B. Laymon, President, Dept, 73-D, Spencer, ind.

DICE & CARDS

TWELVE WAYS Professionals win with fair dics. No Mtchu;f.
o Practice. ONE HUNDRED Keys and Codes on twenty-tour d
tereut. backs. EKnow these asmeta PBOTECT YOURSELF. All for
50 cents, includin; EN BOOK with 155 pages of
exposes. 35,50, B & B SPECIALTIES, Box 2402-B, Kansas CHy, Mo
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BLACK ABSOLUTE
(Continued from page 110)

and most expensive on the market, and

it was guaranteed. . . .

OR the first time in his life, Carter
had been two minutes early for an
appointment. He had timed it almost
as exactly as he timed everything else,
but the pain of his swollen jaw had
made him hurry the last three blocks.
Nursing his agonizing tooth; he en-
tered Hudson’s office. He looked
around anxiously for something that

would relieve it until the dentist

would appear. The moment he saw the
huge diathermy machine, he antici-
pated relief.

Hudson had often used the machine
on him, and he had seen its operation

closely enough to know how it worked.
He connected the machine to the

rubber-covered metal pad, sat down on

the cathode chair, and held the anode 7

plate to his aching jaw.

Reaching over, he switched it omn,
heard the generator hum rise to a
whine, felt the wonderful heat against
his cheek,

‘When he looked up a moment later,

he sprang to his feet in astonishment.
The meost intense black he had ever
seen was swirling in the doorway, fad-
ing quickly as he watched it.

A white, pain-contorted face gaped
out at him. It turned a boiled-red be-
fore his eyes, then huge blisters
formed and exploded on it, all in the

few seconds before it went black and

started to shred.

Carter sprang forward, was too late
to catch it as it fell.
kneel beside the motionless body, but
it was charred beyond the endurance
of his stomach.

“Hudson!” he moaned.

“My best
friend—burned to death!”

Dr. Hudson’s estimate of the time

lapse had been four seconds short, His
pall of absolute black, attracted by the
ring-antenna, had absorbed the intense
radiation of the electric heater and the
diathermy machine.  His vengeance
was complete, for no longer must he
endure his enemy’s existence. . . .
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A Complete Book-Length Novel of
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URANIAN JUSTICE
(Coneluded from page 106)

with suffocation, the visi-plate in the

front of his helmet open in one last

frantic effort to find breathable air.
Snow covered his body with a light
film, showing that he had stumbled for
hours through the storm. Rolled into
a tiny cylinder and thrust through his
gun belt was the crude map.

Frank Mason stood silently for a
moment over the stiffening body of the
man with whom he had hoped to en-
rich the civilized worlds.

“Poor devil,” he muttered to him-
self. “Birkett thought he would make
a fortune. He tried to murder me,
thinking he could escape in the ship.
He knew that the ship lay due west of
us, and, finding that my compass was
broken, set out in the direction of the
setting Sun. What he didn’t realize
was that the Sun on Uranus rises in
the west and sets in the east! He was

going in the wrong direction all time.”
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ters to seven different planets.
Captain Future to the Pleasure Planet, the
asteroid  that is outside the hmltatlons of
the law of the System, and is a gambler’s
paradise. It catapults the Futuremen to the
worldlet of the Hermit of Space, where
dwells only one man — the strangest self-
made exile in all the worlds! :

the rarest inter-
planetary jewelsin
all the Solar System!
More treasured than
the famous Fire Ruby
of Jupiter. Afar greater

S PACE-STONES—

Green Pearls of Nep-
tune. More precious
than the Rainbow Qpai
of Mercury, or the Sun-
,_G ems that abound in
the asteroid belt. Space-

stones — the treasure that has no price!

Only seven space-stones exist in all the

Solar System! And in them, mysteriously,
is locked the lost secret of Thuro Thunn—
a titanic power legended throughout the
ages.

But no one mortal owns more than one

space-stone.  And to unlock the power of
Thuro Thuun, all seven stones must be
possessed by one person! Individually, each
space-stone gives the clue to part of a great
secret. Together, they spell the complete
solution.

A Strange Treasure-Hunt

Ul Quorn, the Magician of Mars, and the
greatest interplanetary criminal of all time,
wants that sclution. And so he plans the -
strangest treasure-hunt of all time—a quest
for the seven space-stones.
fuses to pay for each space-stone; death is
the reward he offers each owner!

Ul Quorn re-

And when Ul Quorn, the greatest outlaw

in the System, begins setting the rare space-
stones into a sinister diadem of death, it
makés a case for Curt Newton, the Wizard
of Science, and his band of Futuremen!

The Hermit of Space

The trail of the seven space-stones scat-
It leads

You'll meet the Hearer—a man whose

auditory organs were so altered by Quorn’s
biological science that he can hear sounds
completely inaudible %o others, vibrations
too high or low-pitched for the ordinary hu-
man ear.

You’ll meet the queerest living specimens

in all the System at the Sideshow of Freaks
at the Interplanetary Circus.
of the Human Chameleon, a man who can
change the color of his skin at will, of the

You'll learn
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Strong Man of Space. and of the Thinking
Machine. The stréngest creatures in all the
nine planets!

Bringing Them Back Alivel

It’s a thrilling race as Captain Future vies
with the Magician of Mars in the search for

- the seven space-stones. The Wizard is cata-

pulted to the swamps of Venus, where dwell

~ the ferocious marsh-tigers, the only animals

in the System no one has ever succeeded in
taming. But Curt Newton brings them back

- alive—to Earth!

~ More than a hundred thrills in Edmond

Hamilton’s new novel, CAPTAIN FU-
TURE AND THE SEVEN SPACE-
STONES! And the most fascinating mys-
tery scientifiction has ever presented. See
if you can solve the secret of the stones be-
fore Captain Future does.

All the wonders and miracles of tomor-
row’s centuries in this new interplanetary
classic. Come along on Captain Future’s
Comet and brave the brand-new worlds of
the future!

Other Features

In addition te CAPTAIN FUTURE
‘AND THE SEVEN SPACE-STONES, the
next issue brin s you the first part of
Gawain Edwards’ famous interplanetary
novel, THE MUTINY IN SPACE.

Ma.ny other short stories and special fea-
tures in the next issue, includmng THE
WORLDS OF TOMORROW, DO YOU
BELIEVE, THE FUTUREMEN and
UNDER OBSERVATION. The next is-
sue of CAPTAIN FUTURE is the fifth
great number—and will be the best of them

THE EDITOR.

JUST A FEW MORE LEFT!

Good News for
FJantasy (ollectoras!

ISCOVERED! Garret Smith’s book,

“Between Worlds,” containing the clas-
sic interplanetary story of all times!

decade ago we selected the most fasci-
nating, and perhaps the greatest classic of
interplanetary stories, and published it in
modern hook form with fHexible covers,
Fantasy fans ordered thousands of copies,
and the supply became exhausted.

Only recently, however, we came across a
few hundred copies of “Between Worlds”
in our archives. We are offering these for
sale, at fifty cents each.

Mail your order to CAPTAIN FUTURE,
22 W. 48th St, New York City, N. Y.
Enclose coin, postage stamps of small
denominations (1-2-3c) or money order.
A perfect copy of “Between Worlds”

~allf

“will be promptly sent you by return mail!

Inc1dentally, Garret Smuth is the famous au-

thor of “The Moon Metal,” “Tréasures of

Tantalus,” and “Slaves of the Wu'e »
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® Fateful moment — when a ship loses its

— and unless aid comes, that ship goes
the rocks.”

There are men who drift all their lives.
Is it surprising that these rudderless souls
end up “on the rocks”?

I. C. S. students are men who fashion their
own “rudders” — out of common sense,
determination, and sound, essential irain-
ing! If you want to come into the Port of
Prosperity and Security, then you must get
the training you need. Get it *“the I. C. S.
way” — from textbooks that have been
adopted by 25 State Universities — through
methods that are individualized 1o fit your
own personal requirements. Send the cou-
pon — today — for complete information.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 3969-P, SCRANTON, PENNA. )
Without cost or obligation, pleasé send me a copy of your Booklet, “Who Wins and
Why,” and full particulars about the course before which 1 have marked X:
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL counszs

* *

rudder! Then a great hulk drifts helplessly '
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NOISE

i Truly the most outstand-
ing offer I have given my
customers in years! Only
because of an exceptional
purchase can I sell these
Noiseless machines at the
sensationally low price of
$34.85 (cash) or on easy
terms of 70c¢ a week. Each
one carefully gone over and
refinished so that its lustre gives it
the appearance of a brand new ma-
chine costing over three times as
much. The mfrs. orig. selling price
on this Underwood was $125.00. It's
sent to you in Underwood packing
box with Underwood book of instruec-
tions on care and operation.

A NOISELESS MACHINE

Latest achievement in typewriters!
Provides writing perfection with
SILENCE., TFor those who want the
advantages of a quiet home or office.
This Underwood’s Noiseless mechan-
ism eliminates the nerve shattering
clatter common to many models. An
aid to better work because it allows
clear thinking, reduces fatigue, im-

= proves accuracy. This typewriter dis-

.turbs no one, for it is almost im-

possible to hear it operate a few

feet away. You get all the features

of an Underwood PLUS Noiseless
- typing.

" FIRST CHOICE OF TYPISTS

|

OVER 5,000,000 UNDERWOODS NOW IN USE!
Recognized as the finest, strongest built! Here is an
office size Underwood with late modern features that
give you SHLENT TYPING. Has all standard equip-
ment—keyhoard, 2 colors, back spacer, automatic re-
THERE IS NO RISK!
ON MY 10 DAY NO OBLIGA-
If you wish send the machine

verse, tabulator, etc.
BEFORE YOU BUY
TION TRIAL PLAN.
back at my expense.

WIDE 14" CARRIAGES

Wide carriage machines for government re-
ports, large office forms, billing, etc., only
$3.00 extra with order. Takes paper 147
wide, has 12” writing line. A Real Buy in

an Underwood Noiseless!

International Typewriter Exchange
Chicago, Hl.

231 W. Monroe St. Dept. 1088

Genune/,

UNDERWOOD

TERMS While THEY Last!

EXTRA VALUE!
TYPEWRITER STAND

Two Wings
Correct:
Working
Helght
All Metal

Mounted on
casters, can be
moved by
touch of finger

For those who have no typewriter stand or
handy place to use a machine, I make this spe-
cial offer. This attractive stand that ordinarily
sells for $4.85 can be yours for only $2.00 extra
added to your account, Quality built. Note all
its convenient features.

SEE

MFRS.

ORIG.
SELLING
PRICE

$125
NO MONEY DOWN

10 DAY TRIAL

Easy Terms—10c A Day

No obligation.
on wide open 10 day trial, Pay no
money until you test, inspect, com-
pare, and use this Underwood Noise-
less. Judge for yourself without
hurry and without risk>> When you
are convinced that this is the biggest
typewriter bargain you huve ever
seen then say, “I'll Buy.” Send only
70¢ a week or $3.00 a month until
term price of only $38.85 is” paid.
Try it first, enjoy a full 10 days’
steady use. There is no red tape or
investigation—My offer is exactly as
I state it.

2-YEAR GUARANTEE

I back this machine with my per-
sonal “2-yr, guarantce that it is in
A-1 condition in every respect—that
it will give first class service. Over

vears of fair dealing and my
200,000 satisfied customers prove the
soundness of my golden rule policy
and prove that dealing direct with
me saves you money.

Touch Typing Course

A complete home study course of famous Van Zandt
Touch Typing system.
Carefully illustrated. Written expressly for home use.

Learn to type quickly and easily.

MAIL COUPON NOW - Lisnited Quantity o Sale!

| International Typewriter Exchange, Dept. 1088, 231 W. Monroe St., Chicago, 1il.

T e

Send Underwood Noiseless (F.0.B. Chicago) for ten days’ trial. If I keep it, I will pay

l §$3.00 per month until easy term price ($38.85) is paid. If I am not satisfied I can return
it express collect. 0 10” carriage. 0J 14” carriage ($3.00 extra)

l For quick shipment give occupation and reference

l Name; .. .. ilinitivashicion, St e e S, et

See hefore you buy-

o




—BY MAIL—-

THE TESTIMONIAL LETTERS WE PUBLISH are communi-
cations that customers have sent to us without solicitation and
“without pay. We have large numbers of such: missives. We never

= print anyone's letter without previous consent:. We believe that

= _ each of our customers who has written to us enthu;lastlcally in-

~  dorsing our dental plates is sincere. We d¢ not, however, inti- |
mate or represent that you will receive thg same results in any
instance that those customers describe. What is important to
you is that when you pay for our teeth, WE GUARANTEE IF

U ARE NOT 100% SATISFIED IN EVERY RESPECT
WITH THE TEETH WE WILL MAKE FOR YOU, AFTER
YOU HAVE WORN THEM AS LONG AS 60- DAYS,
WILL GLADLY REFUND TO YOU EVERY CENT YOU
HAVE PAID US FOR THEM.

BEFORE AFTER

& N %
o H\ﬁase ‘ Jﬁ‘."‘,}f‘ gmosf (_\‘l)u‘:t uSvK(ﬂ qm‘lm‘lpt:(ilt Gfetore
I got my teeth the other one afterward Your teeth are -
fainly beautiful. I have not
had mine out since the day I
got them. except to clean
them."”

Mrs. Geo. G. Conklin,
Brldgenort Connecticut,

Harry Willoughby, “"‘1 Teceived my set of teeth.
Adairville, Kentucky, I wear them day and night. 1
wrifes: have good reason fo be well

“I have received my teeth pleased with them. Thank you
and am PROUD OF THEM.” very much.”

“Send No Money!

MADE - TO - MEASURE

DENTAL PLATES DI-

RECT FROM OUR LAB-
ORATORY TO YOU!

We make to measure for you
individually—BY MAIL—Dental
Plates for men and women—
from an impression of your own
mouth taken by you at your
home. We have thousands of
customers all over the country
wearing teeth we made by mai!
at .sensible prices.

Posed by a Professional

AT ROCK BOTTOI\r: . HAND-CARVED SET

PRICES

If you find out what otlLers
have paid for theirs, you will be
astounded when you see how
little ours will' cost you. By
reading our catalog, you will
learn how to ‘save half or more
on dental plates for yourkelf.
Monthly payments possible.

ON 60 DAYS' TRIAL

Make us prove every word we
say. Wear our teeth on trial for
as long as 60 days. Then, If you
are not perfectly satisfied with
them, they will not cost you a
cent, Isn’t that fair enough?

WITH MONEY - BACK
GUARANTEE OF
SATISFACTION

We take this risk. We guar
antee that if you are not com-
pletely satisfied with the teeth
we make for you, then any time
within 60 days we will immedi-
ately refund every eent you have
paid us for them, We take your
word. You are the judge.

PARTIAL

ROOFLESS

making of each plate. s

TRY our practically unbreakable ROOFLESS PARTIAL and
TRANSLUCENT plates., Our dentures are set with pearly-
white, genuine, porcelain teeth; constructed from high-grade
materials, with expert workmanship, to give long service. -
We make all styles of plates. A dentist who has had many
years’ experienece in maklng dental plates supérvises the

: IMPRESSION MATERIAL. Catalog with our new low
prices and information. Don’t put this off. Do it
TODAY! CLIP COUPON OR WRITE. A one cent

postecard with name and address plainly written is all
that is necessary

M

— We also Repair or Reproduce Old Plates—48-hour Service

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY

Dr. Ernest French, Supervisor of Laboratory

"1555 Mllw-ukae As.~, Dent. A-82, Chi

F=="="%" MAIL THIS COUPON NOW

| [ - - - - - -

., UNITED STATES
FREE DENTAL COMPANY
Dept. A-82, 1555 Milwaukee Ave.,
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS.

Send, without obligation, your FREE 1mpression
materlal catalog, and information.

NAME. .. cccoootncooeiniocsosconscscnssnsccsssnne

ADDRESS = .5 2
(Prmt Clearly)

--’-’---1

-
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