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They called Him S4AURAKIN, the UNFORGETTABLE

Some feared him as a Demon. To others he was the superstition of an age gone by. But
he came into the World bearing the greatest Treasure in history and dared his victims to
accept it.

— — —

THEY ALL CHANGED AFTER MEETING THE DEMON

They lived together, loved together, schemed together—but none of them dared reveal
the Demon's secret.

Would you accept the challenge of the Demon? In these pages you will meet Saurakin
even as the others did. And what he offered them he will offer youl

THE
DEMON’'S
MIRROR

By James 8. Wallerstein

2nd Edition—341 pages—#2.00

- BELLAMY PRESS————~
152 West 42nd S5t., New York 18, N. Y.

|
Please send me .......... copylies) of the I
Demon's Mirror. l
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A CONFIDENTIAL CHAT WITH THE EDITOR

N THE June 1951 issue of FANTASTIC
ADVENTURES, we introduced Ivar

Jorgensen as the author of the lead story
“Whom the Gods Would Slay”. This
marked Ivar’s first appearance in pub-
lisned fiction. The response was overwhelm-
ing. His story proved to bhe one of the
most popular novels we had ever published
—and, for a new author, Jorgensen rcceived
almost unprecedented recognition.

OWEVER, much to our surprise, soon
afterward a rumor got started that

Ivar Jorgensen was just another pen-name
for Milton Lesser, or Paul Fairman, or
Don Wilcox, or William Tenn—to name
just a few, As a matter of fact, even now
—after all these months and the publica-
tion of several other Jorgensen stories—
there is still a heated controversy going on
among our readers regarding his actuality.
(See “The Reader’s Page' this issue.)

INCE WE can't possibly produce Ivar

in the flesh to each and every one of
our more than 100,000 readers—we are re-
producing below a photograph just received
from him, taken on his brother’s farm in
Jowa. New to our field, Ivar is enjoying
hugely the reports of his non-existence, and
has captioned the photograph himself, a
la Mark Twain.

OW ABOUT it, you doubters? Con-
vinced?

HE QUESTION of who was the first

human being to fly in a rocket—if any-
body—will be kicked avound for a long
time. But first—what's meant by a rocket?
A jet plane with rocket assists? This has
been done. But no human being has yet
ever flown in & “pure” rocket—a rocket
designed for space and unequipped with
wings.

ERY RECENTLY, news was released

that the first human being to make a
flight. in a rocket plane—self-contained
and powered with conventional rocket en-
gines—was a Nazis test pilot operating the
experimental “Viper”—an anti-aircraft
rocket designed to down Allied bombers
during the closing hours of the Second
World War.

HIS STUBBY fuselaged rocket plane
equipped with rudimentary wings, but
with no auxiliary power devices, and car-
rying a pilot, was launched in February
of 1945, In its first test, the mechanism
malfunctioned, and pilot and plane erashed.

UBSEQUENTLY, our own experiments

with rocket planes pioved more sue-
cessful. A rocket was able to complete a
full flight, returning to Earth with pilot
and rocket intaet,

THE OPPORTUNITY for glory still re-
mains, however, for the first human
to go into space. So far, no altitude flights
beyond the atmosphere have been made. All
high altitude work with Neptunes and
V-2s still remains a matier of remote
control, although undoubtedly in the near
future attempts will be made to send hu-
man beings to altitudes greater than 50 or
160 miles. There’s still another opportunity
for immortality for somebody. ..... .» LES

"Reports of my non-existence have been greatly
exaggerated,” says Jorgensen
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i+ was bitter medicine Jonger gave the monkey men—and their own prescription, at that!
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Fhioy used strange weapons to
Iight the jungle lord in his \\\
swn backyard. Could cunning B\
win out against technocracy?

il S

FIGHTS BACK!

By ROBERT MOORE WILLIAMS

“WATCH OUT!”  Jongor
said, moving ahead care-
fully.

Behind him, Aan and Alan Hunter
stopped in midstride, while their eyes



.

ranged the forest around' them, “I
don’t see anything,” Ann said, her
rising voice betraying her fear and an-
xiety.

“] don’t either,” her brother an-
swered. “But if Jongor says to watch
out, you can bet he has some reason
for it. Look! What’s he going to do
now?”

Ahead of them, Jongor’s broad,
beavily-muscled back was still visible,
Spear held ready in his right hand, he
was moving slowly forward. His man-
ner indicated that he suspected there
might be some danger close ahead but
that he was not sure yet.

Across his back, the great bow which
- he always carried was visible. The
feathered ends of arrows could be seen
projecting from the quiver. He turned
his head, called out in a soft voice to
the two: “You stay there.”

“What is it?” Ann called.

Jongor shook his head, did not an-
swer. 3

“If we have any more trouble get-
ting out of this place,” the girl said
softly to her brother, “I don’t think I'll
.be able to stand it.” Although the
words she spoke indicated the possibil-
ity ot distress, her whole appearance
was the exact opposite. Clad in deer-
skin and wearing the deerskin mocca-
sins that Jongor had made for her,
her cheeks showing the glow of perfect
health, she looked as if she could stand
anything. Or take anything. The light
rifle which she carried in two very
capable brown hands made her look
like 2 modern Diana,

“Lost Land* is trouble’s natural
home,” her brother answered. “Any-
body who gets into this place finds
trouble, If he tries to get out, he finds
more trouble.”

His eyes ranged around the vast
semicircle of swamp and jungle. In the
far distance, tall mountains marked

the natural boundaries of this lost’

© way out.
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country, Behind them, miles away, was
the spot where the Murtos still lived
in squalor in a city which had once
been a great mining town, thousands
of years in the past. Far to the right,
he could see the spot where the Ark-
lans, the centaurs of lost antiquity, had
once lived and died. All around them
stretches of open water were visible,
water broken by islands, by clumps of
trees, In these swamps lived alligators
thirty feet long.

“BUT BUCK up, Sis,” Alan spoke

again. “As long as Jongor is

with us, we've got nothing to worry
about.”

His frank appraisal of the man in

*See Jomgur of ELowt Land (Octeber 1340 FPAN-
TASTIC ADVENTURLS) and The Return of Jongor
(April 1944 FANTASTIC ADVENTURED), Jougor
was the scn of Captialn Robert Goerden, 17, 8. naval
aviator who. with his bride, had attempied to fiv
over the vast expanse of western Australia desert
whers Lost Tand s located. Mere, in a land un-
known to the world at large, the primltive con-
ditions of hundreds of thousands of years ago atill
prevail. In this vast area, svme specles of dino-
sauts have survived, as have al=zo the pterodactyls,
the winged lizards which perhaps Inspired 1ihs
tales of flylug dragons in the old legends, and
other creatures which once lived on Barth in the
old tiies. Lost Land Is murreunded by mountains.
Theas mwumalns In turn are surcounded by dezeris,
thez making exploratlon almost inipossible. It iw
very yrobabie, lndeed, that this whole vast valley,
hundreds of square nilles in area, ls actually the
partly fllled-in crater of an extinet voleano.

In attempting to fly over this area, Captaln
Robert Gorden’s plane was caught in a flerce air
current and he was forved to make & crash land-
ing, Ha and his bride came out of the crash alive,
bui they wera mnever able to find their way out of
Lost Laund. Hets a pon was horn to them—John.
John’s first babylsh effort io pronpunce his namse
resulted In Jom-Uor, for Joha @Gordon. As a result,
his parents hud always callel kin Jonpor. and he
Twd grown up RKhown by thai name. \When Jmigor
waa twelve, his purents were killed by pterodactyla.
He was left alome to survive im a Jjungle land
where danger lurked hehind every bush and death
lurked at every waterhole. The boy managed to
survive and in the process of survival hecanie a
black-haired, thlcle-chested, mighty. Jed glunt,

Alan Hunter was an adventnrous youth who
also0 penetrated l.ost Land and couldn't find Iis
Hia nlster Anu put off her pay wsocial
life of a wealthy debutante to come and sparch
for him. She found Jongor; Jongor found Alan. In
the acarch, they met and overcames bands of Murtos,
degenerate descendents of a colonial outpost main-
tained as a mining colpny 11 thiv wallsy In long-
gone timea hy the Murians, the Inhabitants of Mu.
A1 the three were leaving the valley, the Murtos,
under the leadership of Great Orbo and his lleu-
tenant, Umber, trleked thgm into returning, Coming
back, ther were forced to o to the land of the
Arkians, a race of centaurs that had survived In
this vast wilderness, and to wilness the destruction
of the Iast citadel of the Arklana,

The Murios stll) possess some of the aclence of
their ancestors, but it 1z a degenerate wcience, used
by rote, with no real understanding of the prin-
ciples Involved. Thay have sunk ae low that the
ouly weapons they have left which they know how
to use are Citubs and apsats, mithough they have
legands of other days when they had other, far
T e P I s 1

obgor, Ann an gl &Te_ ngi Loy
Lost Land te return to America, when :m-mh#
openn.




JONGOR FHGHTS BACK! 9

leopard-skin breechclout ahead of
them was based on past. experience.
Both Alan and Ann had seen this man
of the jungle in action. Both had un-
limited confidence in him, Without
him, each knew they would have little
chance of surviving long enough to es-
cape from Lost Land.

Somewhere in the grove of trees
ahead of them a frightened bird twit-
tered. Far off in the swamps, a bull
alligator heilowed. Everything sezmed
normal, for Lost Land.

“Y don’t hear or see anythine,” Ann
spoke again, restlessly. She lifted the
light rifle she carried in the crook of
her arm to the ready position. “But
just in case...”

Her brother did the same. “When
you don’t see or hear anything in this
place, that’s the time to watch out,”
Alan said. “What the heck is that?”
His voice lifted sharply.

Out of the grove of trees ahead of
them came a man who was at least
nine feet tal. Clad in what seemed to
be a suit of armor, a thick-plumed
heimet on his head, a heavy, two-
bladed battle axe c'asped in both
hands, he advanced straight toward
Jonger.

“Where—where d'd  that
from?” Alan Hurter gasped.

“Jongor, get away!” Ann screamed.

Jougor stocd his ground, His spear
was lilted, the bright blade glittered in
the sunlight,

The girl lifted the light rifle that
she carried, 1f Jongor had no more
sense than to stand and be killed by a
giant in armor, she would do what she
could to protect him. Her eyes went
along the sights,

Suddenly there was a loud crashing
sound and the gun was knocked from
her hands by a club. As she turned
startled eyes in the direction from
which the club had been thrown, she
. saw something that sent a paralyzing

b

conie

fear through her body.

“Murtos!” she screamed.

Out of the trees on the right, the
degenerate monkey-men were pouring
in a roaring flood. Beside her, she saw
Alan throw tp his rifle and fire one
quick shot. A charging Murto went
down. But Alan had time to fire only
the one shot, and then the wave of
charging Murtos were upon them.

“Jongor!” she screamed.

She saw him turn his head in her
direction, one quick glance. At the
same instant, the armor-clad giant
rushed forward and struck down with
his huge axe straight at Jongor.

One glimpse she got of the giant
before she was knocked to the ground.
A Murto fell on top of her.

ONGOR, ADVANCING toward the
grove of trees, had expected to find
a group of Murtos hiding there, His
keen ears had caught a slight sound
which indicated the presence of the
monkey-men of Lost Land. He had no
fear of them; he was sure he could
send them running, '

When the giant came striding out of
the grove of trees, Tongor was thor-
oughly surprised. He thought he knew
Lost Land fairly well, but in all that
vast expanse of territory he had never
scen anything like this,

The sharp spat of the girl’s rifle,
and her scream, broke the shock that
held him. Out of the corner of his
eye, he caught a glimpse of the charg-
ing Murtos. He would have turned then
and gone to Ann’s rescue, but the mon-
ster was upon him.

“Ho!” the creature shouted. ‘“Ho,
pygmy! Die!” And he brought the axe
down with enough strength behind it to
have split Jongor from head to toe,

Only the axe didn’t land on its tar-
get. Somehow, at the last minute, its
victim had moved, had twisted to one

‘ sidg.l:_
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“Uh!” the astounded giant grunted.
The axe was buried deep in the ground.
He stared at it stupidly. The Murtos
had promised him a reward for killing
this insignificant creature, and he in-
tended to finish his job.

But as he tried to wrench the weapon
from the ground, Jongor’s spear came
up. With- all his strength behind it,
Jongor rammed the spear against the
giant’s chest.

The tough chain armor turned the
point aside, But under the force of the
blow, the giant was thrust backward.
He fell heavily, nothing harmed except
his dignity. Snatching at the handle of
the axe, he came scrambling to his
feet. ' :

“Help!” Ann Hunter’s voice came,

Jongor was already turning to see
what had happened to Ann and Alan.
He saw they were down under what
looked to be a tidal wave of Murtos.
And the Murtos, having captured Ann
and Alan, were turning toward him.

One Murto he recognized. Great Or-
bo, the leader of the bunch. Orbo was
flinging up a hand and pointing toward
him,

“Get him!” Great Orbo ordered.

One Murto, or a dozen Murtos, Jon-
gor could handle, But a whole swarm
of the monkey-men were coming to-
ward him. Near him, that incredible
giant was tugging his axe out of the
ground.

THERE WAS only one thing Jongor
could do—run. If he could get
away, there would be a day of reckon-
ing for the Murtos, possibly also for
the giant. Already the monster was
swinging the axe at him again.

“Get him!” Great Orbo yelled. “Two
extra wives for the one who catches
him!”

The Murtos poured after the jungle
lord as he fled for the grove of trees.

He did not see the thrown club

whirling through the air, did not know
that a club had been thrown until it
hit him. The blow was a savage one,
The club struck the back of his head
just at the base of the brain,

As he went down, blackness closed
over him,

The blackness lasted but an instant,
Then he was on his feet and running
again, If any damage had been done
to him, it did not show in his gait.

But no human being who ever lived
could withstand such a blow from a
thrown club and not suffer damage.

NN HUNTER, stumbling along,
her hands tied behind her back
with a rope which was held by a Mur-
to following her, felt the tears stream
down her cheeks. All hope of escaping
from this land was gone. Nothing could
save her now, not even Jongor. Be-
sides, she had seen Jongor run. She re-
peated that fact over and over again,
as if she were not prepared even yet to
believe what her eyes had seen.

“What did you expect him to do,
stay there and get his skull split
open?” her brother pointed out, “Even
Jongor couldn’t lick twenty to thirty
Murtos and that—" he paused, grop-
ing for words to describe the creature
striding along ahead of them. “—that
giant!”

Calazao, the giant, was walking with
Great Orbo, Calazac had the battle
axe swung over his shoulder and he
was talking freely, in a voice that had
the tones of remote thunder in it.

“I would have killed him: T do not
know how he got away from me,”
Calazao was saying. “The next time
I see him, T'll fix him, but good.” He
spoke in the language of the Murtos,
which both Ann and Alan understood.

“The next time you see him, you
will probably run so fast your shadow
won’t be able to keep up with you!”
Ann shouted. -
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“Shhh, Sis!” Alan expostulated.
“Anyhow, a minute ago you were wail-
ing because Jongor had run away, now
you're yelling what he is going to do
when he comes back.”

Calazao and Great Orbo turned
their heads. “Ho! So he is coming
back, is he? Ho, so I will run from
him, will I? Ho!” Calazco swung the
battle axe e‘xpcn]mentally around his
head. He repeated again what he would
do to Jongor. :

“Sometimes it pays to keep your
mouth shut, Sis,” Alan Hunter advised.
“Calazao wul be on the watch for Jon-
gor now.”

“He would be on the watch any-
how,” Ann answered.

“Move along, you.” The Murto hold-
ing the repe emnbasized his cemmand
by jerking it, with the result that the
girl was pulled off her feet.

“Get up, get up,” the Murto said,
kicking her.

“You jerked her to the ground, now
you're kicking her because ske {elll”
Alan Hunter raged. Weaponless, his
hands tied behind his back, he butted
the Murto in the stomach with his
head.

The monkey-man fell over back-
ward. When be scranibled to his feet,
he was waving a club. Rage showed in
his close-sct eyes. “I'll fix you for
that.”

“Stop it, stop it!” Orbo screamed.
“I'll have your tail cit off if you dis-
obey me.”

“He hit me!” the enraged Murto
ye ch

“WWhen I hit you, vou will knew you
have really been hit!” Orbo answered.
“1'11 have your tail cut off for sure
if you utter another word.”

Under this threat, the sullen Murto
subsided. Ann and Alan got slowly to
their feet and resumed their march.
Obviously they were being taken back
again to the old city of the Murtos.

11

IN PHYSICAL appearance, the Mur-

tos were shorter than the average
human, but they were more heavily
buiit, their squat muscular bodies cov-
ered with thin, soft fur. They looked
a lot like gorillas, though none of them
was as big or as heavy as the great
apes. The size and the shape of their
heads indicated am almost human in-
telligence. They looked like beast men,
creatures which had evoived past the
level of beasts but had not quite
reached the human “level. Their resem-
blance to animais was further increased
by the fact that each possessed a long,
bushy tail.

Among the Murtos, not only was the
possessicn of this tail a mark of
achievement, but a bieger, better tail
entitled its possessor to the respeet of
tie others. Grezt Orbo, the leader and
ruler, had a tail that was long enough
to curl around his neck. It was also ex-
tremely bushy. Except for hammered
meatal ornaments on their arms, the
Murtes were entirely naked. Their
woapons consisted of clubs and short
spears.

As she stumhled along, Ann furtive-
ly watched the jungie on both sides of

her, Jonzor would find her, he would

rescue her. She had no doubt whatso-
ever that this gray-eyed jungle giant,
who had managed to survive his whole
lile here in the vast treacherous hell of
Lost Land, could do anything he set
his mind on doing.

Umber, the second in command of
this group, came past her, moving to-
ward the head of the column. He
paused to leer at her. “Female, how
would you like to belong to mer”

“T’d rather be dead,” the m]'rerable
girl answered.

Umber grinned at her.

“You get on about your business,”
Alan Hunter spoke, :

“This for you!” Rage showed in the
Murto’s eyes. Lifting the spear he car-
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ried, he brought the flat of the blade
hard up against the head of the youth.

“You leave him alone,”” Ann
screamed.

Umber bared fighting fangs in what
he thought was a placating grin, and
moved up to the head of the column
where Orbo and Calazao were finding
a path through the jungle growth.
Alan got slowly to his feet. Blood was
streaming down his cheek where the
blade of the spear had landed.

“Are you hurt, "‘Alan?”

The youth ran his fingers over his
cheek. His eyes glinted. “Some day I
hope to catch that Murto when both
of us have the same weapon!”

Up ahead of them, Orbo, Umber and
Calazao were engaged in heated talk.

“She is to be the bride of the Sun,”
Orbo was saying. “That was decided
long ago. “Or the bride of the Great
Lost Ged, if he should speak and claim
her.”

Ann Hunter shuddered. These crea-
tures were sun worshippers, their god
was the flaming orb of light that moved
across the sky each day. To be the
_bride of the sun meant being sacrificed
on the altar of the sun. She did not

know what the Great Lost God was,

and did not want to learn.

“That is what she will be,” Orbo was
saying. “Unless she is not perfect
enough to become the bride of the
sun. In which case I shall keep her for
myself.”

“It looks as if whichever way it
goes, you are going to get the raw end
of the deal, Sis,” Alan Hunter said,
his voice -desperate.

Again Ann’s eyes swept the jungle
around her, looking, praying, for Jon-
gor. “He’ll come,” she told herself over
and over again, “He’ll find us.”

I’I‘ ‘WAS well for the peace of mind

of Ann Hunter that she could not
see Jongor at that moment. He was
leisurely stalking a deer in an opea

glade. In his mind was only the
thought that he was hungry, that the
deer would make an excellent and
appetizing meal. In his mind was no
thought whatsoever of Ann or Alan
Hunter,

So far as he was concerned, they had
never existed,

He had no memory of them!

The club thrown by the Murto that
had struck him on the back of the
head and had Lknocked him down had
almost cracked his skull, with the re-
sult that deep inside the gray matter
of his brain, certain pressures had been
set up. So that his mind had slipped
back across a span of time roughly
equivalent to one year,

He had no memory of ever having
known Ann or Alan Hunter. He was
simply Jongor, the youth who had
grown up in Lost Land, the youth who
lived by his wits, his cunning, and his
strength.

It is a strange characteristic of the
human mind that as the result of a
blow the memory will sometimes re-
gress across a definite period of t'me,
For recent events there may be com-
plete amnesia, complete forgetiulness.
A person injured in an accident may
not be able to recall any of the events
leading up to the accident. His memory
may regress to the day hefore tha
accident, or two days, or a week.

This lost memory may be recovered.
Or it may not. Recovery depends to
a large degree on what happens to the
individual. :

Jongor was aware of a dull ache
somewhere deep in the recesses of
his brain. Every so often he shook his
bead at the ache, thinking thus to
make it go away, It did not go away.
He soon learned to ignore it, He was
also aware of a vague, fleeting picture

“that from time to time tried to emerge

within his mind—the picture of a fe-
male, His impression was that this was



_..quickly to his feet. = . .

JONGOR FIGHTS BACK! 13

his mother. She was the only woman
he had ever k.own.

Or had he known another woman?

He tried to think, wrinkling his fore-
- head in the process. The picture in his
mind went away. With the sight, fi-
nally, of the deer feedng clearly be-
fore him, he forgot all about the pic-
tute of the woman thot had tried to
form in his mird.

THE DEER was feading, and not

aware of the danger present. In
the recesses of the lealy grewth, jon-
gor carefully fitted an arrow to his
bow. The bow stave creaked as he
drew the feathered end of the shait
to his right ear.

“Fly straight,” he whispered to the
arrow, releasing it.

Struck just back of his shoulder, the
deer gave a great bound, the single con-
vulsive leap thzt often comes when
the death hlow has been taken, and fell
dead. The arrow had penetrated its
heart. Jongor cut succulent steaks from
the carcass, sought a secluded spot,
and built a small fire using an ordi-
nary cigarette lighter to start the
blaze. .

As he used the lighter he stared at
it, thoughtfully, as if he wondered
where he had gotten such a thing and
how it operated. The gray multi-veined
crystal that he wore on his left wrist
he knew about, knew where he had
gotten it, and how it wzs used. But this
little gadzet that could be used to start
a fire. ..

Alan Hunter had given it to him only
months before, But this was blocked
out of his mind.

Squatting beside the fire, he was
aware of sounds off in the jungle. Not
animal sounds, not Murto noises.

" The noise of méen!

Slipping the great bow on his back

and picking up the spear, he rose

"I‘HE TWO men had made a hasty

camp at the edge of a bluff. Above
them, rising in 2 series of graduated
tiers, was a cliff. In front of them was
a cleared space so thdt no danger
could approach unseen. That much pre-
caution they had taken.

What little camp equipment they
had was scattered about. It was not
much. A medicine kit, an ammunition
box, two smaller metal boxes which
apparently contaired foud. Or had con-
‘tained it,

Two high-powered sporting rifles
rested against the base of the cliff. .
Each of the two men had a heavy pis-
tol holstered at his hip. Hanging across
from each pisto] was a heavy hunting
knife.

“Those worthless Blackfellows
would desert just at the time when
we needed them most,” Gnomer, the
taller of the two, spoke. Anger sounded
in his voice as he held the haunch of
venison roasting over the fire, He was
burly, black-bearded, and looked to be
every inch a ruffian,

“Yeah,” Rouse, his partner, an-
swered. ‘They knew when to get out,
If I ever find one of those devils be-
tween the sights of my rifle, there’s
going to be one less Blackie in this sec-
tion.”

“You'll never catch one,” Gnomer
answered, a sneer in his voice. “If you
had been on the watch, like I told you,
they'd never have had a chanee to get
awav on us.”

“I ecouldn’t he'p it because I fell
aslecp,” Rouse grumbled. *“I  was
watching ’em, I must have nodded, I
swear I didn’t close my eyes, but I
must have closed ‘em for a minute or
two. Suddenly, no bearers.”

“You probably closed your eyes for
& couple of hours,” Gnomer said bit-
terly. “While you were nodding, they
had time to take most of our gear and

. clear out, including the maps.” Anger
2 P HEE WL BICIUAINE LOE map J:4
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crept into his voice. “Damn it, I ought
to put a bullet in you for letting them
_ get away with the maps.”

Rouse, lounging on the ground,

twisted uneasily. “What difference
does it make?” he answered. “Heck,
we got here, didn’t we, maps or no
mapslﬂ

“We got here all right, but now that
we're here, how in the hell are we go-
ing to find what we’re looking for with-
out a map?”

“We'll find it. It's got to be here
somewhere.”

Gnomer swept his free hand in an
arc that included the whole of Lost
Land. “Yeah, and you see how big this
damned place is. Without a map, we
could hunt for years without finding
what we’re looking for.”

“Well, I couldn’t help it,” Rouse de-
fended weakly.

AS QUIETLY as a moving shadow,
Jongor came down the series of
ledges above the two men. He could
move through jungle growth with an
effortless ease that left no trace of his
passage. Coming down the series of
ledges was simple. He reached the
ledge directly above the two men with-
out either knowing that he existed.

At sight of them, something stirred
in him, like a hunger. But his belly
was full, he could not be hungry for
food. What, then, was this feeling that
came into existence inside of him at
the sight of the two men?

Although he did not know it, the
feeling in him was hunger for the com-
panionship of his own kind. While his
memory of Ann and Alan Hunter was
blocked, there still remained in him a
nostalgic emotional pressure, a sort of
pseudo-memory of the happy times he
had had with them. It was good to be
with humans, good to be with your own
kind. Even the Murtos showed a fond-
ness for the company of their fellows.

Seeing these two men, Jongor
wanted to be with them, to talk te
them. His only memory of humans at
this point was of his father and moth-
er. They had invariably been kind to
him. He reasoned that all humans were
the same as his parents had been,

Standing erect on the ledge, he
called out, “Hello.”

The sight of the tall, skin-clad giant
suddenly standing up on the ledge
above them startled Gnomer so much
that he dropped the venison into the
fire. With a single motion of his hand,
he snatched the heavy pistol from his
hip.

“Who are you?”

Jongor was already dropping light-
ly and lithely from the ledge to the
ground. A smile on his face, the spear
grasped in his right hand, his left hand
extended palm outward in the ancient
human gesture of friendship, he ad- -
vanced toward them. :

Gnomer held his fire. Rouse, snatch-
ing hastily at one of the rifles leaning
against the rock wall, jerked it up to
his shoulder.

“Stop it!” Gnomer ordered.

(‘But___!l

“I said to stop it and I meant exact-
ly what I said.” Gnomer’s voice was
hard and flat. Very slightly, he shifted
the muzzle of the pistol he held so that
instead of covering Jongor, it covered
his partner, a movement that was not
lost on Rouse. “But..." Rouse low-
ered the rifle.

“I beg your pardon,” Jongor said.
He knew he had startled these two
men, but he also had the impression.
that something was not right here. Had
he done something wrong? “I am Jon-
gor,” he said. “l saw your fire and
stopped to talk.” To him, this was a
simple statement of fact.

“Oh,” Gnomer said. Then he re-
peated the single sound again, “Oh.”
Gnomer’s mind was working with
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lightning-like rapidity. He was badly
startled. The last thing on earth he
had expected to see here in this val-
ley was a white man muscled like an
Apollo and armed with utterly primi-
tive wecapons. But, now that Jongor
had appeared before him, he had a
choice of believing such a thing could
exist or of doubting his own eyes.
“Well—weil, sit down. You startled
us. Who are you?” His own voice had
taken on sympathetic tones.

SQUATTING ON his heels, Jongor

told them the story of his life. The
doubt on the faces of the two men
changed to wonder. “Well, whatta you
know!” Rouse kept saying, over and
over again. He glanced out of the cor-
ner of his eye at his partner, as if he
had an idea of some kind. Gnomer paid
him no attention. Gnomer already had
the same idea. ;

“So you've lived here all your life?”
Gnomer questioned.

“Yes,” Jongor answered.

“Then you must know this valley
pretty well.”

“Fairly well. T haven’t been over all
of it. There are places here it is well
to stay away from,”

“If you want my opinion, it’s
damned good sense to stay away from
the whole blasted place!” Rouse spoke.

“Nobody asked your opinion,” Gno-
mer said. Rouse lapsed into quick si-
lence. Gnomer turned his attention
back to Jongor. “Did you ever hear
of an old, wrecked city where some
kird of missing links live?”

“Missing links>”

“Yech., Half human, half monkey.”

“You niust mean the Murtos,” Jon- '

gor said. A fleeting expression of an-
ger crossed his face, and was gone al-
most as soon as it appeared.

“I don’t know what you call ’em.
Could you show us how to get to this
Murto city?”

“I suppose I could.” A frown crossed

Jongor’s face, “But why do you want
to go there?”

“Because--" Rouse began.

“We are scientists,” Gnomer said
quickly. “We were sent here by an or-
ganization that is devoted to pure re-
search. We have heard rumors of these
Murtos and it is our job to investigate
them, to determine if they are really
the long-sought missing link.” His
voice was suave and guileless, Rouse
looked at him in startled surprise.

“Scientists?” Jongor said. “I do not
believe I know the meaning of the
word.”

“Scientists are people who devote
their lives to solving the problems of
the world, who explore the unknown,
who search out new facts of nature and
give them to the world so that all may
benefit. From what you have told me
of them, your parents must have been
scientists, Certainly they were explor-
ing a new world when they attempted
to fly across this lost valley here.”

“Oh,"” Jongor said. This man’s words
listened good, they sounded brave and
honest and truthful, but somewhere
about them he seemed to detect a feel-
ing of insincerity, Was this man lying
as the Murtos often lied? Jongor did
not know. He shook his head.

“No, I will not show you how to
reach the city of the Murtos,” he said.

"I"HE GUN, which Gnomer had hol-
stered again at his hip, came out
like-a flash of moving light. Jongor
knew guns. His father had owned one
here in -this land, he knew what they
could and would do. “Get your hands
above your head!” Gnomer snapped,
“But you sald you were sciens
tists—"

“It doesn’t matter what I said. Get
your hands above your head and turn
around. If you make a wrong move,
Pl blow your guts out through your
backbone.” .

Silently, Jongor obeyed. He did not
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begin to understand the reasons back
of this man’s actions. He had come
to them seeking companionship, seek-
ing friends. He would have been a
friend to these people. Now Goomer
_was pointing a gun at him, threatening
him with death, telling him to turn
around. Were all men like this? Was
this the wav men treated their friends?

He felt his hands jerked down be-
hind his back -and tied there.

“Now I guess you will guide us to
the city of the Murtos!” Gnomer said,
triumph in his voice.

“But why do you want to go there?
Ts it because of the diamonds and the
gold*”

“Diamonds? Gold?” Rouse spoke,
his eyes wide. “Are things like that to
be found there?”

“The Murtos were once miners,”
Jongor said. “Yes they have tremen-
dous stores of both jewels and gold.”

“Holy hell'” Gnomer whispered.
“That wasn’t the reason. But now
that we know about it, it 7¢ a reason
for going there. We’ll start {irst thing
in the morning. And don’t get any
ideas that you can get away during the
night, because you're not going to slip
away from us now, not until you have
guided us to the city of the Murtos,
anyhow!"

Gnomer sounded like a man who
has stumbled into unexpected good for-
tune. “Even if you did lose the maps,
I've got a better one,” he said to
Rouse, nodding toward Jongor.

Anger rose in Jongor, then subsided.
He was trapped and he knew it. The
first of his own kind he had ever mct
had tricked and trapped him. Or were
these men the first of his own kind he
had ever met?

The gray ghost of memory went
flitting through his brain, came and
-went too fast for him to grasp it.

The two men were asking him ques-
tions, dozens of them, about the Mur-

tos and the city of that ancient people,
where it was located, and how best to
get there the fastest. He answered them
with dignity. Deep inside of him a
feeling of anger was building up again.
But it was helpless anger. For the time
being.

N THE silence of the night, the girl
worked desperately with the leath-
er thongs that bound w-r wrists, Near
her, she was awate that Alan was
awake and was working too, as silent-
ly and as desperatelv o« <b2 Neur the
great fire the Murtos had built, Ca-
lazao snored like some rusty steam en=-
gine, The Murtos themseives slept rest-
lessly, each as nzar the fire 25 he could
get without d~n~er to himsalf, Guards
had been posted; they were alert and
apnrehiensive. To these creatures the
night was a traditional time of danger.
Off in the darkness somewhere a lion
coughed. At the sound, a frightened
monkey chittered.

Ann and Alan Hunter lay a little
apart from the Murtos. If they could
zet their hands and feet free, they
could perhaps slip quietly into the over
hanging foliage nearby. After that,
they would be free. Free in Lost Land,
where death lurked on every hand.
Better the freedom and the danger
of Lost Land than captivity by the
Murtos!

“Sis,” Alan Hunter's soft whisper.
came.

“&?ES.”

“T’ve got my hands free.™”

Ann felt her heart jurp ot the
words., She was aware that Aiun was
moving, was sliding s'owly across the
ground, coming nearcr ard nearer to
her. She felt his fingers bexin to en-
plore her wrists.

A restless Murto awakened. It was
Umber, she recognized vaguely by the
light of the fire. Apparently groping
in a nightmare, Umber stumbled to-
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ward them, The girl held her breath.

“Get away from her!” She heard
Umber kick at Alan, Twisting, she
saw that Alan had rolled away. “And
don’t you come near her again!” the
Murto repeated.

“He’s my brother, he can come as
close to me as he wants,” Ann said
quickly, in the Murto language,

“Shhh, Sis,” Alzn said, in English.
“Don’t provoke him.”

“What is that strange talk?” Um-
ber demanded.

“N—nothing,” the girl faltered. “He
just said that—that—we should do as
you say.”

“Good,” Umber said, Satisfaction
sounded in his voice. Apparently he was
still half aslecp. He dropped to his
knees beside her. His hands souziit her
face, turned, it toward him,

ER FIRST startled thouglit was
that he was going to kiss her,
But among the Murtos, kissing had
never been discovered. They showed
their affection by rubbing noses. The
girl felt the hot breath of the Murto
on her face, felt his nose gently touch-
ing her. Panic rolled through her like
a shock wave. ’

She wanted to scream, knew she did
not dare. If she cried out, she would
attract the attention of the other Mur-
tos. Perhaps that would save her from
this indignity but, on the other hand,
it might mean just the opposite. Also,
there was the danger that they would
find out that Alan had freed his hands.
If that fact was discovered, their
chance of escape would be lost.

The girl stifled her screams within
her,

“You beautiful creature,” Umber
whispered to her. .

“You dirty beast!” the girl an-
swered, in English.

“What does that mean?”

“It means how strong you are!”

“Ah!” She could almost hear a purr
of satisiaction in Umber’s voice. Again
his nose touched hers, again she could
feel his breath upon her face. Pressure
rose in her, pressure that she could no
longer force down. It came explosive-
ly to the surface, in the form of an
ear-splitting scream,

“What's that?”

“What goes?” =

Awakened by the scream, the
alarmed Murtos wure instantly
aroused. Even Calazao scrambled to
his feet. Grasping his axe, he looked
around for the enemy that had dis-
turbed his rest,

Umber, spitting like an angry co-
bra, rose to his feet. “The girl is hav-
ing a nightmare,” he explained.

It was an explanation that Ann was
glad enough to accept. She lay quiet,
not moving again and not uttering a
sound. Alan did the same. Eventually
the snores of Calazao sounded again
and the whole camp was quiet. Again
she felt Alan’s fingers tugging at the
leather cords which bound her wrists.
Minutes later, they both were free and
were slipping like twin shadows into
the moonlit jungle nizht. Alan hesitated
long enough to filch a spear from a
slecping Murto.

In the jungle, a restless sentry
moved. They slipped around him. The
camp of the Murtos was behind them.
Each felt a surge of exultation pour
thronsh his veins.

“We've got away, Alan, we're free!”
Ann whispered.

.“Never say die!” Alan answered.
Nothing ever daunted Alan Hunter for
long. “Now to find Jongor. I don’t un-
derstand what happened to him. I was
dead certain he would be somewhere
around this camp tonight.”

“Maybe he is here somewhere,” Ann
said eagerly. “Maybe he was just
waiting for a good chance to set us

_free. We'll get away from here and find -
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a place to hide, and maybe he’ll find
us tomorrow. I bet he will. Without
him,..” She didn’t finish what she
had started to say, but both knew that
getting out of Lost Land without Jon-
gor to help them. would be a hard job
indeed, if not impossible.

“Come on,” Alan said.
away from here.”

. They began to put distance between

them and the Murto camp. Off in the
distance, a Hon coughed, then was sit
lent.

Although neither of them knew it, as
they slipped away from the Murto
camp, a monkey-man quietly followed
them. The Murto was Umber, Heavy
club in hand, Umber followed the two
humans like a silent, invisible shadow.
In the darkness, one blow of the club
ought to take care of the girl’s broth-
er. After that, the girl would be his to
do with as he pleased.

THEY MOVED furtively through

the moon-drenched night. Under
the rays of the moon, Lost Land was a
fantastically beautiful place, but neith-
er had an eye for the scenery at this
moment. Ann heard a rustle of sound
off to the left. She pretended not to
notice it. Alan went forward resolute-
ly. If he heard anything, he did not
call it to hef attention. From the far
distance came the full-throated roar of
a lion. Neither of them gave any
thought to the sound. A roaring lion
was not on the hunt. But the sound
served to remind them of the dangers
existing here, if they had needed any
reminder. Another sound came, from
behind them.

“Alan, we’re being followed,” Ann
whispered. .

The youth turned. Graspmg the
spear firmly, he listened. “I don’t hear
anything,” he said,

“l don’t hear anything now,” the
girl answered. “But—"

“It’s some animal,” Alan said, “Or

“Let’s scat

maybe it’s your imagination.”

“It’s not my imagination,” the girl
answered indignantly.

“Come on,” he ordered bluntly.

She followed him as he found his
way through a grove of trees, The
darkness here was most intense. She
knew that Alan was groping his way
forward without really being able to
sce where he was gomg Suddenly he
stopped.

“What is it?” the girl whispered.

‘“Here, I'll give you a hand up,” her
brother answered.

“What_}f

“You're going up into a tree,” the
youth answered firmly. She felt his
hands catch her, lift her. Groping up-
ward against the rough bark of a tree,
she found a limb, She threw a leg
over it, drew herself up.

“You come too,” she whispered.

“I'm going to stay down here for
a while,” he answered. “You get your-
self securely settled up there.”

“But____”

“Shhh!"” his whisper came from
below, warning her to be silent.

Her ears caught a sound, comjing
from the edge of the grove, a soft
rustle as of a body brushing lightly
against foliage. The sound shocked her
into silence. Through this darkness,
something was coming. Something? It
might be anything! The only certain
thing was that it was not friendly. She
groped upward, found another limb,
lifted herself again. Settling herself on
it, she clung to the bole of the tree,
and listened with over-keen ears to the
sounds of the jungle night,

OMETHING WAS moving through
that darkness. The soft, almost un-
distinguishable sounds of stealthy
movement camie to her ears. She was
not certain that she heard the sounds.
Perbaps she sensed them, with some
higher perception of danger that the
human being seems to possess when
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under stress. Was Alan hearing them?
She thought of calling out to him, put
the thought out of hier mind almost as
soon as it entered. Calling out might
warn Alan; it would certainly warn the
creature that was coming through the
darkness below her. She strained her
eyes trying to see. Here and there
streaks of moonlight filtered down
tarough openings in the tree tops above
her, She tried to watch the patches of
light below her. The crzature moving
down there evaded the moonlight.
ngh!:s

Crash!

THUD!

In rapid succession, the three sounds
came from below her. The first, she
was certain, came from Alan in the
form of a sudden, startled grunt. The
crash and the thud she could not iden-
tify, but she had the dazed impression
they were the result of weapons meet-
ing flesh.

“Damn you!” That was Alan speak-
ing. This much was certain. The an-
swer was a spitting grunt that could
have come from the mouth of almost
any living creature. Following the
grunt came the sound of a furious
struggle, bodies threshing on the
ground, a sudden sharp cry of pain,
a thud, a grunt, a “Take that, damn
youpn

Ann Hunter hesitated for only a
split second, then she started down the
tree. No matter what happened to her,
she intended to go down théere and
help her brother.

Almost as soon as she started. shn
stopped. The struggle had ended. Sud-
denly. One instant there was a fight,
then there was a thud, then there was
silence, The whole shocked grove of
trees was silent. The silence seemed to
indicate that tragedy had taken place
down there in the darkness below her
and the whole world, knowing it, was
trying to keep quiet.

Ann listened with bated breath. She
could hear someone~-or somethmg—-
breathing heavily.

“Alan>” she whispered.

- There was no answer. She could hear
movement. Something touched the
trez. Something was coming up the
tree.

“Alan?” ,

Something groped forward from the
darkness below and touched her. It

. Was a paw!

The creature coming up the tree was
2 Murto!

The night was split with the sudden
explosive violence of Ann Hunter’s
scream,

WIT H THE blow of the club that

had struck Jongor and had
knocked from his mind all memory of
recent events had also come an apathy,
an indificrence. Not caring much what
happened to him, he suffered the two
men to force him io guide them. For
two days they went westward, pick-
mg their way through the Jungle, skirt-
ing the stretches of open water, wading
through reedy swamps. Gnomer and
Rouse cursed the country with unre-
strained profanity. Jongor shrugged.
He was accustomed to this country and
to this way of life,

The two men guarded him very
closely. While they were on the march,
they kept his hands tied behind Lis
back. When they stopped to eat, they
untied his hands, but Gnomer always
sat a few fect away from him with
his rifle ready.

Jongor tried to 1alk to the two men.
“Why do you wish to go to the city
of the Murtos®”

“Maybe it’s so we can get rich,”
Gnomer answered. “From what you
told us, these Murtos were once a col-
ony of miners. For generations, they
piled up wealth here—"

“But you only knew about that af-
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te: I told you,” Jongor pointed out.
“You have some other reason for com-
ing here?”

“Another reason?” Gnomer
shrugged. “We had heard about this
piace. What better reason could any-
one have than the hope of getting
rich?”

“What is being rich?” Jongor asked.

The two men stared at him. They
tried to explain, It was having money,
much money, a big house, cars, ser-
vants, He stared back at them. “What
good are these things?” he asked.

Gnromer shock his head then. Glane-
ing at his partner, he tapped his tem-
ple.

Jongor did not understand the ges-
ture, He did not know Gnomer was in-
dicating that in his opinion Jongor
was not quite normal. But Jongor did
notice that after that the men were
wary of him. He d'd not like it. There
were other things he did not like, in-
ciuding the severe headaches that he
was suffering. He was aware, also, of
a ghost of a memory that kept trying
to struggle to his attention. Something
about a girl. .

He could never quite get the pic-
ture.

“All right, get up and get going,”
Gnomer ordered, rising to his fzet.

Jongor shrugged and rose. He did
not like what was said, he did not like
the tone of voice. But what could he
do about it? There was the little mat-
ter of the rifle, There w3 arather lit-
tle matter of his hands' being tied be-
-hind his back at all times except wien
they were eating. Gnomer was an ex-
pert with the rope. Jongor had tested
the knots surreptitiously. They didn't
give. And the rope was strong, much
too strong even for his mighty mus-
cles,

MOVING forward, he stumbled and

feH. Under ord:nary urcum-

stances, Jongor would never have fall-
en from so slight a stumble as this..
But with his hands tied behind his
back, his balance was difficult to hold,
He went down.

Rouse kicked him in the rear. “Get
up, get up, you big clumsy ape. Hey, -
what’s the matter with you?” The last
was a startled shout as Jongor turned
toward Rouse. ,

The face that Rouse saw was a face
that was hot with anger. Jongor hrd
been kicked. It was the first time in
his life this indignity had been offerel
to him. His response was an instart,
hat anger. So much of the rage showed
on his face that Rouse was alnost
frightened. The man hastily lifted his
tifle.

“Hey!” he repeated.

“What is it?” Gnomer said.

“Don’t kick me again!” Jongor said.
Turning, he plodded forward.

But the kick had been enough to
shzke him out of his apathy. He still
had no memory of recent events, but
the indifference was gone. He applied
more pressure to the ropes.

“Go on, see if you can break them!”
Rouse jeered,

“Some day I'll break your neck,”
Jonwor answered.

Rouse fingered the rifle.

“Better lay off him,” Gnomer or-
dered.

That night they camped beside 2
vast expanse of reedy swamp which
opened out into stretches of clear wa-
ter. Although neither Gnomer nor
Rouse noticed it, something was feed-
ing on the swamp reeds. Very little
disturbance was noticeable in the
reeds; in the open stretch of water
beside the reeds an occasional ripple
seemed “to appear. Jongor, his hands
untied so he could gnaw on a chunk
of succulent wild pig which Gnomer
had shot during the day, was very
much aware of the ripple in the water
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and that something was feeding on the
reeds. -

He was also aware that on his left
wrist a gray crystal mottled with curi-
ous veins of light seemed to glint at
him. For a moment, he stopped eat-
ing, then he continued without inter-
ruption. Now his gaze was conéen-
trated entirely on the crystal.

MINUTE passed. Down by the

reeds something poked into the
air, something that looked like the
snout of a gigantic snake, something
that seemed to be trying to smell or
to feel a vibration in either the air or
in some other medium. Neither Gnomer
nor Rouse noticed it. If Jongor was
aware of it, he gave no sign. But his
.gaze did not shift or move from the
crystal on his left wrist.

It was a curious crystal. The stone
itself was gray, Moving through it
.were strange veins of light. The stone
was set in a dull yellow metal. If either
‘Gnomer or Rouse had examined the

setting, they would have become wild- .

ly excited—the setting was gold. The
band that circled Jongor's wrist was
also gold.

Suddenly a sound rent the air about
-them. The -object in the water shook
its gigantic head and started to move.
A split second later, the ripple had
enlarged. What at first glance ap-
peared to be a small island suddenly
emerged from the water beside the
re2d bed.

Gnomer and Rouse leaped to their
{ect.

The island in the water was moving
«oward the shore, The general effect
was that of a submarine with a pro-
jecting periscope. )

“Is that a sub?” Rouse gasped.

“It can’t be a submarine. There
couldn’t be a sub in this place.”

The creature came to shore. Water
.Sprayed away from it like a tidal wave.
The sound was that of some vast

pump in operation as the gigantic crea-
ture heaved and lifted itself up from
the muddy bottom of the lake. It
crashed through the fringe of shrubs
at the water’s edge and stood there, a
creature out of Earth’s long-gone past.

“A—a—a dinosaur!” Gnomer
gasped in horror, recognizing the crea-
ture. This was one of the vegetation-.
eating dinosaurs, one of the lumbering
monsters that usually fed from lakes
or streams because the vast bulk of
its body nezded support frofm water.
Not that these dinosaurs could not
walk on land—they could, for long

periods, but they were generally more

comfortable in the water.

There were other, entirely different,
kinds of dinosaurs in Lost Land—the
meat-eaters, the terrible thunder liz-
ards, creatures that could gobble down

. @ whole deer in a single gulp and still

be hungry.

Although dinosaurs, or “dinos”, as
he called them, had been petfectly fa-
miliar to Jongor since his childhood,
neither Gnomer nor Rouse had ever
seen such a creature nor had any in-
timation that dinosaurs still existed in
Lost Lard. For a moment they stood
frozen, unable to move, at the sight of
the monster.

’I'HE DINO twisted its long neck,

moving its head as if it were test-
ing the wind, trying to smel! sonte-
thing.

A low sound, lie a4 mcan, came from
its lips. Tt began tv mows,

“It’s coming toward us!” Rouse
whispered.

Gnomer threw up his rifle, fired.
The sharp spiteful crack of the gun
rang through Lost Land.

The bullet struck the dinosaur and
was lost in that mountain of flesh.

“You might.,as well shoot an ele-
phant with a pop-gun!” Rouse explod-
ed. “I'm getting out of here.” The last
words were flung back over his shoul-

—



22 FANTASTIC ADYENTURES

der as he started to flee.

Gnomer had stronger nerves, a hard-
er courage. He stood facing the charge
of the monstrous beast. The rifle in his
hands rang out again. Then, with the
dinosaur almost on top of him, he
turned and ran.

As he turned, he caught a glimpse
of Jongor, still squatting by the fire.
1f Jongor even knew that the dinosaur
existed, he gave no indication of it.

“Hey! Get the hell out of here!”
Gnomer shouted.

Still Jongor did not move.

“Come on,” Rouse yelled. “Don’t
stand around to argue. If that dino-
saur eats him up, it’s his business.”

Both men ran. To their eternal re-
lief, the dinosaur did not follow them.
Instead, it veered toward Jongor. They
stopped, tumed. Each expected to see
Jongor trampled to the ground under
the monstrous padded feet of the an-
imal.

The dinosaur came up to Jongor and
stopped. The long neck bent down-
ward, Jongor went up it like a squirrel
going up a tree. He settled himself
high on the massive fore shoulders of
the beast, His voice lifted: “Ho, little
one, Give those two creatures some-
thing to think about.. Get them, little
one, After them!”

Snorting, the dinosaur turned toward
the two men, began its lumbering gal-
lop.

“My God! He's riding that thing’

“He's not only riding it, he has it
under control!”

For a split second, the two men
stared, open-mouthed. A dinosaur was
the last thing on earth either one of
them had ever expected to see. And
now, not only to see one, but to see
the strange human whom they had cap-
tured climb up on the back of this di-
nosaur and direct it toward them, was
more than human nerves could stand.

Both men ran like fools being

chased by the devil. Behind them came
the thunder of heavy feet, the crash of
breaking brush, the moaning whine of
the monster out of the lake. Behind
them' also came a mighty human voice,
shouting: “Chase them, little one. Give
them hell, Show them who is boss in
Lost Land}!”

NSWERING the human voice
came the moan of the dinosaur.
Both Gnomer and Rouse were utterly
certain that their end had come. They
ran as perhaps no two men had ever
run before in all the history of the
world.

To Jongor, on' the back of the dino-
saur, this was fun. The two men were
getting exactly what they had coming
to them. They were the first two hu-
mans he had ever met, except for his
father and mother. When he had gone
to them in friendship, they had tricked
him. But he had no intention of kill-
ing them, When the dinosaur had -
chased them far enough, he called off
the mighty beast,

“Come, little one, we must go back
now and recover my own weapons.”

Reluctantly the dinosaur gave up
the chase, turned in the direction of
the place where the two men had cap-
tured Jongor and where he had left his
bow and his spear. He wanted his
weapons back, as quickly as possible.

To survive in Lost Land without
weapons was a gamble that only a fool
would take.

The great beast moved easily
through the night, Morning had ar-
rived before they reached the place
whers Gnomer and Rouse had cap-
tured Jongor. He retrieved his spear,
the great bow, the quiver of arrows,
the knife and belt.

“Go back to your swamp, little one,”
he spoke softly to the dinosaur.

The creature moaned and headed to-
ward the nearest water, where it
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To Jongor, riding the dinosaur, this was fun. Especially the way the two men scurried off
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launched itself like a2 battleship going

down the ways, Jongor, aware of the
pangs in his own stomach, turned to
the hunt. After he had killed and had
eaten, he decided he would return to
his own home, the great cave where he
had lived with his parents. It was the
only home he had ever known.

He made his way leisurely across
Lost Land. Oif to his left something
moved—a human figure.

His keen eyes caught the moving
figure the instant it came into sight.

“Another human,” he thought,
“Well, this time I won’t be tricked.
T'll stay away from that kind of an-
imall” .

His experience with Gnomer and
Rouse had given him a hearty distaste
for all humans,

He saw the human wave at him, try
to attract his attention. He moved qui-
etly away.

SPITTING snarl answered Ann
Hunter’s scream. A paw groped
toward her again.

As it touched her, she reached up-r

ward with both hands and took 2 firm
grip on a limb above her. She swung
herself from it. With both feet, she
smashed blindly at the Murto below
her. She felt her feet strike flesh.

“Wow!” The yell came from the
startled Murto as she kicked him. All
the strength in her legs and the weight
of her swinging body was back of the
blow. It caught the Murto in the face
and he lost his grip on the tree and
fell,

Then, before Ann had even begun
to realize what was happening, she felt
her hands slip, knew that she was fall-
ing too. She plummeted downward
through the darkness.

Fortunately she hit directly on top
of the Murto, ““Alan,” she shouted as
ghe fell. There was no answer.

She scrambled to her feet. “Alan!”

There was no answer except the
heavy breathing of the Murto and the
night sounds of the jungle.

Dazed, shocked, in the grip of grow-
ing terror, she started to run. She
heard the Murto get to his feet and
come stumbling after her. The sound
added to the panic in her.

“Yi, yi, yi!” the Murto yelled, be-
hind her. She had the impression that
these creatures could probably see in
the dark, or at least they could sce
better than she could. She found her
way out of the grove into an open
space and ran as she had never run
before. If there were other dangers in
Lost Land, they were as nothing in
comparison to the threat behind her.

When she could run no longer, she
stopped. Panting for breath, she lis-
tened. There were noises in the night.
Noises coming from the right were un-
questionably being made by Umber,
She was still being followed!

She ran again, but this time silent-
ly. An hour later, she knew she had
lost the Murto. Turning, she began a
cautious retracing of her steps.

“I've got to find Alan. He may be
hurt, He may need help.”

ESPERATELY, she tried to find
her way. Two hours later, she
faced the truth: she was lost.

Off somewhere in the distance a lion
coughed, adding to her terror.

Dawn found her crouching in a tree,

With the coming of light, she de-
scended to the ground and again tried
to retrace her steps, but without suc-
cess. She was hopelessly lost in a land
of swamp and wilderness.

For two days she wandered around
—terrorized at the slightest sound—
sleeping crouched in a tree during the
night—ecating only the fruits and ber-
ries that Jongor had taught her were
safe to eat. One night she dreamed
that <h2 was fleeing from giant hands
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pursuing her, The ground was lit-
tered with huge skulls over which the
horse she was riding stumbied. Then
she was enveloped in the two mon-
strous hands and lifted, together with
her horse, to a leering face. As the
maniacal eyes peered more closely at
her, she screamed and awakened with
a horrible shudder. The sound trave'ed
through the night—and was echoed
and re-echoed in the howlings of jun-
gle animals. She spent the rest of the
night huddled wide-awake in a tree in
a paroxysm of terror.

The thought of Jongor was con-
stantly in her mind. She was firmly
convinced that sooner or later Jongor
would find her. He was an expert
tracker., No matter where she went,
he could follow her trail, The thought
soothed and sustained her. She would
be all right. Jongor would find her.
Deep in her heart she knew she loved
this gray-eyed giant of Lost Land.

Ahead of her a figure moved. At
sight of it, she felt a sudden thnll
shoot through her body.

“Jongor!” she screamed. Jongor was
here! He had found her. Her heart
jumped until she thought it would
leap from her breast. She ran forward.

Jongor turned, looked toward her.
He saw her, she knew he saw her.
Now all her troubles were over, now
she would be safe not only {rom the
real terrors of Lost Land but from
the horror of being lost.

“Jongor!”

She ran toward -him. For a second,

he stood staring at her, then he slid

out of sight like a ghost vanishing in
the wind.

Appalled, Ann Hunter stopped. She
knew he had seen her. Why hadn’t
he come to her? Why had he run
away? Echoing the pounding of her
heart, questions pounded through her
mind,”

“Jongor!” she called again. Then,
in a weaker voice, “Jongor.”

Had she seen someone else? That
was not possible. No matter where
she saw Jongor, she would know him,

FF SOMEWHERE behind her,

she caught a whisper of sound, an
excited yapping, Ignoring it, she ran
forward to the place where she had
seen Jongor. There, in a fresh spot of
ground, she found footprints! Proof
that she had not been mistaken!

“Jongor!” There was no answet,

Tears came then, unashamed tears.
She sank to the ground, crying. In
her wretched state, she did not see
the Murtos approach. They were
swarming all over her before she even
Lknew they were near.

“See, I have found her!” Umber
velled, He was very happy. This was
quite an accomplishment, and for it
he undoubtedly would have a big re-
ward from Great Orbo, the leader,

“I hope you choke on your own
stupid tongue!” she said to him as
they led her away.

Umber grinned. He was in too good
a humor to pay any attention to such
remarks. :

“Look!” a Murto shouted. “The
great man Jongor, he has been here!”

The Murtos had discovered the
footprints in the soft ground. The
sight excited them greatly. They
clustered in a group, eyeing the sur-
rounding country. For Jongor they
had the greatest respect,. and the
greatest hate,

“We will do this,” Orbo decided.
“We have his girl. When we leave, he
will follow us, try to rescue her. We
will be on the watch for him. This
time we will get him.”

The thought of capturing or killing
Jongor excited Orbo greatly, He
strutted back and forth, his tail jump-
ing and curling, his chest thrust out
as though the job had already been ac-
complished and he, persona!ly, had
done it.
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From the depths of misery, Ann
Hunter listened to this talk. Deep in
“her heart she was certain that this
was one ambush that would not work.
Jongor would not follow her, he would
not try to save het. At the thought,
the misery in her again dissolved in
tears,

“Taking the girl with them, and
very much alert for Jongor, the band
of Murtos moved away.

ROM THE concealment of a grove
" of trees, Jongor watched the girl
try to find him. The gray ghost in
his mind had strugpled hard to reach
the surface. For an instant, it seemed
to him that he knew this woman. Or
was she a woman? How did he know
that? He had known only one woman
in his life—his mother.

He stared at Ann, his brow wrin-
kled. Restless urges moved in him.
Something told him to go to her, to
belp her, that she needed him badly.
But strong in him was the memory of
the two men, Gnomer and Rouse, who
had tricked and betrayed him. If the
first humans he had ever met had
done this to him, how did he know
that this woman would not do the
same thing? Or maybe worse?

Yet, there was something about
her.... He was uncomfortable, wor-
ried, and he did not know why.

He saw the Murios grab her. At
sight of them, anger rose in him, He
knew the Murtos all right, had known
them since childhoed. There was only
one creature in all of Lost Land that
he hated worse than the Murtos, and
that was a Tero. The Teros had killed
his mother. He saw the Murtos dis-
cover his tracks, saw theit excitement
at the sight. They did not attempt
to follow him. They knew better than
that! He watched them take the gir}
away.

He shrugged. What was it to him

what they did with this woman? Turn-
ing, he resumed his course toward the
great cave where he had spent his
childhood. The woman was nothing to
him.

But she had called his name! She
had called out again and again, “Jon-
gor!” How had she known who he
was?

At the realization that this weman
had called him by name, the ghost
moving through his mind surged to
the surface. It brought with it all his
memory, He remembered now the
savage blow that had struck his head
as he tried to flee from the giant and
the Murtos, he remembered also this
girl and her brother.

“Ann Hunter!” The words were
choked out of his lips. He remembered
now who this girl was and what she
meant to him.

The transformation that took place
in Jongor of Lost Land in this moment
would have stariled any observer.

A shudder passed through his body.
His head lifted, came un. Fe had heen
a little stooped, as though the weight of
the world rested on his shoulders. But
now the stoop was gone, and Jongor
stood erect, angry and aroused.

THE MURTOS bhad not gone a
mile before an excited clamor
sounded ahead of them. The clamor
came from another group of the mon-
key-men who had been lelt here while
a small party under the leadershin of
Great Orbo sought the missing girl,

“It is our peop'e,” Great Orbo said,
listenirg to the clamor,

“But what are they so excited
about?” Umber questioned.

“How do T know? Nobody would
ask a question like that except a
fo0l,” Orbo growled. “We will go and
see.”

They went forward. As scon as the
second group of Murtos came into
sight, it was immediately obvious why
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they weré so excited. Two white men
were with them.

“Two more humans!” Great Orbo
said. “Where did they come from?”

“Nobody but—" Umber started to
say, then hastily changed his mind.
Looking at his chief’s bulk and know-
ing Orbo’s hasty temper, Umber de-
cided it would not be wise to say that
only a fool would ask such a guestion.

Two members of the group came
running to meet them. “Two humans
came to us,” they explained. “By
signs, they said they wanted to be
friends.”

“And you let them approach you?”
Orbo growled. ‘

“They made signs of friendship.
And besides, they have guns.”

The last word was spoken with
awe. The Murtos had some science
from the Murians, some of the old-
time equipment was still in place,
but it was a science that the present
generation did not begin to under-
stand or to use. Clubs and spears
were their limit in the way of weapons.
But they knew about guns. Other
humans who had penetrated Lost
Land had had guns.

“Oh, guns!” Orbo said. This was
a weapon he respected. “Let them ap-
proach me and let them talk. But be
ready to strike them if they attempt
to use their guns.”

Urged, the two white men came
"close, Expressions of surprise showed
on their faces when they saw Ann
Hunter.

“A white woman!” Rouse spoke.
His eyes gleamed.

“We don’t have any time for that
now!” Gnomer snarled. “Get it out
of your mind. These monkeys are
Murtos, I tell you. They're the bunch
we're looking for. We've found them.”
Something of triumph showed on
Gnomer’s face as he spoke, as though
some cherished dream were about to
come frue.

“What the hell good it’s doing us
to find ’em when we can't talk to
‘em, I don’t see,” Rouse answered.

“Well, maybe...” Gnomer’s eyes
came to rest on the girl. She was
with the Murtos, perhaps she could
speak their language. “I beg your
pardon, Miss—” Speaking to Ann
Hunter, Gnomer put on his best man-
ners. _

“Oh, all right,” the girl said. List-
less and indifferent, she translated the
conversation between Great Orbo and
the man whose name was Gnomer.

“What are you doing here?” Great
Orbo demanded, eyeing the rifles.

“In the great world outside, we
have heard of the might of the Mur-
tos,” Gnomer answered. “We have
come to be with them, to help them,
to live with them,”

" "Ho,” Orbo answered, pleased in

“spite of himself but wary, too. “Why

do you want to come and live with
us?”

“Because we want to help you,”
Gnomer answered. He spoke convinc-
ingly.

“Will you help us do something
right now?” Orbo questioned.

“Anything,” Gnomer said. “Name it

“Good!” Great Orbo answered.
Again he was becoming excited, walk-
ing up and down, his tail snapping in
angry jerks as he planned this enter-
prise. “There is following us, or there
soon will be following us, another of
you humans. We will set an ambush,
We want you to take your guns...”
Orbo glanced thoughtfully at the two

rifles the men carried— *. . .and shoot
this human.”
“Of course,” Gnomer answered

promptly. “Who is this man?”
“Jongor!” Great Orbo answered.
Enraged at even the thought of his
enemy, the Murto began to jump up
and down.”*Shoot him and you shall
have your choice of everything the
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Murtos possess. But be sure you only
wound him. T want to- personally fin-
ish him off with this!” Fiercely he
pounded on the ground with his club
to illustrate his meaning,

N ANN HUNTER, a feeling of hor-
or arose. She watched them.lay the
ambush for Jongor. Great Orbo con-
sidered himself an expert in laying
ambushes, and he laid this one with
especial care. First, the entire groun
went forward through a narrow gap
between two hills. Then they swerved
to the right and stooned, Gnomer and
Rouse with their rifles were posted on
the hillside. Anyone f{ollowing the
. trail of the Murtos would have to
come through the gap. Anyone who
came through the gap wou'd fall be-
fore the lead-jacketed slugs of the
high-powered rifles.

Great Orbo could hardly conceal
his excitement. Now be had humans,
with guns, fighting on his side. He
was voluble with his promises of what
he would do for Gnomer and Rouse
as soon as Jongor was dead. “But re-
member to aim low,” he cautioned
them. “Hit him in the legs, if you
can. So he can’t run.” He hefted the
club he carried, indicating what he
would do with it.

“How far do we dare trust this
character?” Rouse questioned, in
English. “I\o, dammit, don’t tell him
what we’re saying!” Thxs last was
shouted at Ann Hunter as she auto-
matically started to put the English
words jnto the Murto language.

“We can trust him as long as we
have these,” Gnomer answered. He
patted the stock of his rifle.

The group waited on the hillside.
Far off in a swamp a bull alligator bel-

lowed. Somewhere near them a bird

was singing. Ann Hunter watched in
silence, She was certain this ambush
would catch nothing. Jonger would
not come to rescue her, He had had

his chance and he had turned away,

“Shhh! There he comes!”

At the sound of the whisper, the
girl lifted her eyes. Down there in
the gap was—Jongor! He had not
deserted her! He was following the
Murtos, trying to rescue her!

And she had let him be led into a
death trap!

At th- thought, her heéart almost
stopped beat'ng. " She saw Gnomer
and Rouse raize their rifles, heard
Gnomer’sterse comment: “Remember,
we’re shooting down hill. Aim low be-
cause of that.”

“Sure,” Rouse answered. His eyes
went along the sights of the rifle.
The girl saw his finger tighten on the
trigger.

Not until then was she able to
move,

The scream that ripped from her
throat set the echoes rmgmg between
the two hills.

Following the scream came the
sharp hard spat of the two rifles fir-
ing in the same split second.

Ann Hunter faced the wrath of the
two humans and of Orbo and Umber!

IN ENTERING the gap between th2

two hills, Jongor was well aware
that he might be running into a Murto
ambush. Anger drove him. And mora
than anger. Ann Hunter was in trou-
ble, she needed help desperately. Jon-
gor had never failed to heed the call
for help from a friend. Ordinarily, he
would have moved a little more cou-
tiously on the trail, but ordinary cau-
tion was cast to the winds by the
anger driving him. Also, for the aver-
age Murto ambush he had only con-
tempt. He had been ambushed by
Murtos before now. If there was an
ambush waiting for him here, let the
Murtos be the ones to look out!

The sudden, totally unexpected
scream of the girl came to his ears!

Jongor did not have to take time
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to think. He knew, without quite
knowing how he knew it, that this
was Ann Hunter screaming, that the
scream was a warning to him, and he
also guessed, in the split second of
time he had available, that she was
not screaming to warn him of an
average Murto ambush. No! DMore
than that was involved here,

He threw himsef flat on
ground,

Sounds above his head like the
harsh popping of angry hornets told
him what he was up against. Rifle
bullets! They howled past him, hit
the hillside behind him, bounced off
with the noise of screaming devils.

Rifles in the hands of Murtos! The
very thought dazed him, A second
after he had it, he knew it was wrong.
More than Murtos were up there on
that hillside. He did not attempt to
rise to his feet. Instead he rolled. The
stave of the bow and the quiver of
arrows impeded his progress. The rifle
bullets that now were whipping around
him made him move faster. Death
rode on those bullets and he knew
it. He rolled, crawled, reached a shoul-
der of the hill and slid behind it, the
last rifle bullet snapoing inte the dirt
behind him.

A secont later, he was gone. Above
him, men were running along the
slope of the hill trying to catch an-
other sight of him. He knew they
would be there, They didn’t get that
second sight.

BECAUSE her scream had warned
Jongor, Ann Hunter first thought

that the Murtos would kill her on
the spot. Great Orbo rushed at her,
his fanged mouth agape, his club
lifted. She thought he fully intended
to do to her what he had wanted to
do to Jongor, knock her brains out.

She made no attempt to resist.

Pethaps this one fact saved her
3

He

the

If she had tried to dodge, tried to
run, if she had even spoken to Orbo
or lifted a hand, he would have killed
her. She continued sitting down; she
merely lifted her eyes and looked at
him. She faced a fanged mouth roar-
ing at her, an enraged beast that
looked like a gorilla. She faced a
heavy club big enough to dash out
her brains at one blow. She faced an -
enraged beast and death itself with-
out flinching,

Orbo danced around her in a circle,
then drew back. Gnomer, glancing
over his shoulder at her, was terribly
impressed at the sight. “That girl Has
courage!” he thought.

Later, when the rifles stopped and
the men went running along the hill
trying to get another shot at Jongor,
she knew she had saved him. Her
heart leaped at the thought! Then
the men were coming back, arguing
with each other.

“I tell you I winged him, my last
slug nicked him,”

“Hell, you couldn’t hit a sitting
elephant,” Gnomer answered in a
rage.

HE GROUP of Murtos, accom-

panied by Gnomer, Rouse and
Ann Hunter, moved westward again.
Calazao, she noted, was no longer with
them. She did not know what had
happened to the giant and did not
care, Alan was not with them either,
She asked Umber what had happened
to her brother, got a surly grunt for
an answer. She declded, the grief
rising in her heart, that Alan was
probably dead. She watched the back-
ward trail for Jongor.

“He will not come to you again,”
Umber told her, with relish. “Why
don’t you forget him? Why don’t you
choose me instead?”’ Umber, his bushy
tail waving in the air, strutted back

~and, forth beside her. He flexed his
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muscles to show how strong and pow-

erful he was,

“You stay away from me or I'll
tzll Great Orbo,” the girl said.

“Huh! Him!” Umber sneered. But
he looked hastily in the direction of
his chief, saw that Orbo was not with-
in hearing range. “Someday I will cut
his throat. Then I will be chief!”
Again he began to strut. “Then you
will be mine.”

“T'l die first,” Ann Hunter an-
swered.

The next day, still without seeing
anything of Jongor, they reached the
city of the Murtos.

It sat in a valley between the hills.

Back of it was a vast cliff from which,
in ancient days, the Murian colonists
from which this group was descended
had mined gold. To the left a swamp
camp up almost to the edge of the
city.

Ann Hunter had always felt that
to call this place a city was to misuse
the word. Once it had been a city.
But that had been long in the past.
Once it had been protected by a great
wall, but the wall was now broken,
partly as a result of the passage of
time and partly by Jongor’s efforts
when Ann Hunter had been held
prisoner here. She saw that no effort
had been made to repair the break in
the wall,

The city was made up of stone
houses that seemed almost as old as
the hills which surrounded it. Many
of the houses were only heaps of
stone now. In what had once been
broad streets, trees were growing,
Just looking at this place would re-
move any doubt in the mind of a com-
petent observer that the Murtos were
also on their way back to the jungle.
As the city had gone back, so had th
people. o )

At the sight of the city, Gnomer
and Rouse seemed both excited and

depressed. .

“it sure doesn’t look like much,”
Rouse said.

“The aerial maps were right,” Gno-
mer answered. “The city is here. May-
be the things we are looking for are
here, too.”

“What aerial maps?” Ann Hunter
questioned.

The two men glanced quickly at her .
and fell silent,

“Forget we said anything,” Gnomer
spoke.

“Aw, what the hell if she did hear?”
Rouse interjected. “She’ll never be
able to do anything about it!"

An excited babble of sound burst
from the Murtos. They were gestur-
ing toward the hill on the right. Ris-
ing above the babble of their voices
was another sound—the growing thun-
der of heavy hoofs,

“My God!” Rouse gasped. “Look
at that!”

COMI.\TG down the slope of the
hill, charging straight toward the
group, were three dinosaurs. These

" were not the vegetation-eating speci-

mens that Gnomer and Rouse had en-
countered earlier. These were the
meat eaters, the terrible thunder drag-
ons of antiquity. Fanged mouths a
yard wide gapad open, from distended
throats shrill screams shocked the air,

At the sight, the band of DMiurtos
instantly broke. They went straight
down the slope toward the city at a
dead run. Ann Hunter caught a dazed
glimpse of Great Orbo. Orbo was not
only the leader of the Murtos in bat-
tle, he was a'so their leader in run-
ning, He led the pack. Umber was not
far behind him.

The click of the safety of a rifle
caught her attention. .

But something else caught her at-
tention: an object on the back of, the
leading dinosaur, Clinging Ao 1
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scaled back, riding like a cowboy
bent loew in the saddle, was a human.

“Jongor!” Ann Hunter screamed.
The figure crouching on the back of
the leading dinosaur could be 1no one
else on earth but Jongoer of Lost®Land.
Her heart leaped at the sight. Then,
as Gnomer brought his rifle to his

-shoulder, she remembered the click
she had just heard.

She saw Gnomer’s gaze go along the
sights of the gun,

' “Stop it!"” Like an enraged tigress,
she threw herself at the man. The
gun exploded as Gnomer was knocked
to the side by the fury of her attack.

“Damn it, girl!”

Clawing, scratching, biting, kicking,
she clung to him. If she could hold
him for minutes, Jongor would be
here. .

“You little fool—"

She got both arms around his neck,
clasped her legs around his middle and
locked them behind his back. It was

" a position from which she could not
be easily dislodged. Indeed, she had
no infention of being dislodged.

HRouse_'_)J

As Gnomer spoke, she felt Rouse
grab her hair, He yanked backward.
Agony shot through her scalp. Rouse
hit her with his fist, hit her savagely
on the side of her head. Her grip on
Gnomer was knocked loose.

Falling, as she tried to get to her
feet, she heard the rifle roar. The
first shot missed. Her heart leaped at
the thoucht, The thunder of dinosaur
ligofs was growing louder. The shrill
sereams of the mighty saurians rang
in her ears. The rifle roared again.

“Got him!” Gnomer spole,

"Y'HE GIRL had to force hersell to

turn to lool. One glance was suf-
ficient. The person en the back of the
‘dinosaur had sYd to one side, .was
clinging desperately. Gnomer dropped
to one knee, aimed carefully. The

rifle spoke again.

The figure on the dinosaur jumped
at the impact of the heavy bullet. The
figure went to the ground and was
obviously smashed under the thunder-
ing feet that followed the first dino,
Ann Hunter stared at the charsing
monsters. She knew. only too well
what would happen to a person caught
beneath those pounding. feet. The
stampede of a herd of cattle would be
mild in compatison. A person might
survive a bullet wound, but nobody
who ever lived would survive both a
bullet wound and the effect of being
crushed beneath those mighty feet.

She had a mental picture of Jon-
gor’s body, of what it looked like
now that it had been trampled into
the ground, all gory, broken, bat-
tered flesh. ' '

“Hey, them damned things are still
coming!” Rouse spoke.

“They ought not to be still com-

ing.” Gnomer spoke. “I got Jongor. I

saw him fall—"

“But they are!”

There was no disputing the fact.
Whether the continuation of the
charge was accidental, whether the
dinosaurs sere merely continuing In
the same direction they had started,
there was no way to tell. But coming
they were,

“Come on, Tet's get out of herel”
Touse shouted.

Turning, he started to follow the
Murtos,

He stopped almost as quickly as he
started. Barring his path, advancing
toward him, was Jongor,

ONGOR’S plan had been simple.

Controlling the dinosaurs, he had
brought them down the hiil in a
charge, using the crystal device that
had been developed by the ancient
Murians. He had stuffed a straw
figure and had tied it on to the back
of the leading dino.
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He had known the Murtos would
run. He had also expected the two
men to run. In the confusion, he had
xpected to snatch up Ann, to swing
both himself and Ann on the back of
the ledding dino, and make a clean
getaway.

The plan ought to have worked. Tt
was simple, apparently foolproof. But
the two humans had not run as he had
expected, He had been left in the
pasition ef taking quick, desperate
action. He thought he could rush the
two men from behind. One blow from
the heavy spear would take care of
one of them. Before the second knew
what was happening, it would be too
late to do anything about it,

The plan was good. Again, it ought
to have worked. And it would have
worked, if Rouse had not turned at
exactly the wrong moment,

Even after Rouse had turned, Jon-
gor could still have taken action. But
Gnomer turned, too, Jongor was ex-
pecting both of them to shoot at him.
Gnomer didn’t,

“Stop!” Gnomer yelled. He pointed
the muzzle of his rifle at Ann Hunter.
“Stop—or I'll shoot her.”

- Jongor stopped in mid-stride. In
the face of that threat, there was no
other action he could take.

The thunder of the charge of the
approaching dinosaurs was growing
louder.

“Turn ’em gpside, send ’em in some
other direction, or T'lIl shoot her!”
Gnomer ordered.

The man’s face was granite hard.
He meant every word he said. Jongor
knew that the slightest hesitation on
his part would sign the death sentence
for Ann Hunter.

His gaze dropped down to the cry-
stal on his left wrist. This device was
old, but it still worked. Some forgot-
ten, long-gone Murian scientist had
devised this crystal. The Murian who
- had-made it had been a genius of the

highest order. Out through it flowed -
thought waves. Somehow they reached
the brains of the dinosaurs.

The beasts swerved. They thun-

dered past {ifty yards to the right.

Rouse, sweat dripping from his face,
stared at them in panic-stricken an-
prebension. Gnomer never turned an
eye to look in their direction. He kept
his gaze focused on Jonpor. Every so
often, his eyes flicked back to Amn
Hunter. The muzzle of his rifle never
ceased covering the girl,

NLY WHEN the dinosaurs kad

charged after the fleeing Murtos

did Gnomer speak to Rouse: “Have

him drop his weapons. Then tie his
hands behind his back.”

Again Jongor was forced to submit
to this indignity,

“TI want to know how you control
those dinosaurs,” Gnomer demanded.

“With my mind,” Jongor answered,
shrugging. ‘

“What kind of an idiot are you?”
Rouse said. “Nobody can control an
animal just by using his mind.”

Again Jongor shrugged. “Then be-
lieve what you wish,” he said indiffer-
ently. He had recognized that the two
men were in awe of him, and deter-
mined to use this to his advantage.

“Walk ahead of us, you and that
girl. And don’t try #ny more funny
business.” Gnomer’s voice carried the
tones of deadly threat,

Jongor and Ann Hunter obeyed.
Neither knew what waited for them
in the city, but each could guess. In
short, terse whispers he told Ann what
bad happened to him. “For days 1
did not remember what had happened
to me.”

“Then you didn’t desert me,” Ann
answered. “I'm so glad.” The thought
that he had refused to help her had
been a gnawing canker in her heart.
Now she knew the truth. In that mo-

-ment, she conipletely forgot the dan.
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ger around them. Jongor was here
with her. Jongor could save her and
himself!

They were marched down into the
city. The frightened Murtos appeared,
gesturing with clubs. Now that the
time of danger was past, they were
very brave. Jongor ignored them. Amn
Hunter acted as if she did not see
them,

“Lock them up in the old mines!”
Great Orbo decided. “Soon we shall
decide what to do with them.”

"HE TWO were taken into the old
mine workings in the cliff. There
they were thrown into a small cell
with a barred door. A single Murto,
with an unusually large club and a
face that was constantly drawn up
into a fighting snarl, was set to guard
them. He spent most of his time
grimacing through the bars of the
. heavy door and promising what he
would do if they stuck as much as a
nose out of their cell.

“Wait till Jongor gets to you,” Ann
said spiritedly.

“Who is Jongor?” the Murto an-
swered, brandishing his club and
showing his fangs. Jongor walked to
the barred door.

“Boo!" he yelled.

As if be had been attacked, the
startled Murto leaped backward.
Then, realizing Jongor was safely be-
hind bars, he recovered his courage,
- Pounding his ¢lub against the door,
he yelled, “Come out here and I'll
show you what I can do.”?

. “He is very brave when he is out
there and you are in here,” the girl
taunted.

“It would be funmy if it were not
so  serious,” Jonger answered. Al
though he did not admit it to Ann, he
knew that only the.greatest stroke of
luck would get them out of this place
alive. '

They were two people kidding. each. -

other. Fach kept locked in his heart
the knowledge that only death was
waiting for them here.

A day passed, two days. They saw
only the guard with the big club.
Neither Gnomer nor Rouse came near
them.

“What are they waiting for?” Ann
wondered aloud, then was instantly
sorry she had spoken.

“I don't know,” Jongor answered.
“But they're up to something, you
can bet on that. And it’s not some-
thing that will be to éur benefit. Lis-
ten!”” he said.

From somewhere in the caverns,
seemingly rising from the very depths
of hell itself, came a deep rumble, a
dull throbbing roar of sound that
shook the solid stone floor on which
they were standing.

“What's that?” Ann asked.

“T don’t know.”

The Murto guard was frightened.
He came close to the door. .

“It is the great god of the lower
caverns,” the guard spoke, “I have
never heard his voice before. No liv-
ing Murto has ever heard this voice,
But there are stories....”” The Murto
shivered in fear. He stood licking his
lips and trembling,

HE SOUND died into silence, then
came again, a throbbing roar that
shook the entire mountain. Bits of
rock, loosened from the walls and
the ceilings, fell downward, striking
with soft thuds that were hardly no-
ticeable in the vaster roar coming from
somewhere below. Again it died into
a vast silence. ‘

“I don"t like that sound,” Ann
Hunter whispered. “I don’t like it a
bit.”

Jongor put his arm around her
shoulder and she crept closer to him,
In the shelter of that mighty arm,
she found protection.

“Tell me more about the great god,”
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Jongor said to the Murto guard.

“I do not know nwch except that
when the great god calls—and he
has called twice—a sacrifice must be
made ready.”

“A sacrifice?” Ann whispered. She
looked up at Jongor. He pressed her
closer to him, noticed that she was
trembling. Neither uttered the fear
that was rising in their hearts.

The Murto guard shivered and drew
even to the metal grill of the door, as
if he hungered for the companionship
of the prisoners he had been set to

guard. Quietly Jongor slipped his arm

from Ann’s shoulder.

His hands shot out. They went
through the bars, got the Murto guard
by the neck, jerked him hard against
the metal grill.

“Ugh!” the guard gasped. He had
meant the sound to be a scream, but
fingers tighter than iron bands were
clamped around his throat. He jerked,
twisted, arched his body like a bow,
got one leg up and shoved backward
against the bars of the door.

Still the fingers held.

- Dropping his club, the Murto lifted
bath arms, caught the hands that were
holding him, tried to jerk them loose.
There was tremendous strength in his
hairy arms. Jongor felt sweat begin
to pop out on him. On his bare back,
the muscles stood out as long ndges
in the flesh.

‘“Hold him, Jongor!” Ann gasped.
“I’ll shove the bar out of its sockets!”

“Good girl!”

The door was locked on the outside
by & heavy wooden bar which fitted
into metal sockets. Jongor caught a
glimpse of Ann shoving her hands
through the grill and shoving hard
against the bar. The weight of the
Murto was against the door. She
could not move the bar,

“I can’t make it.”

“Let it go then, 1’1l have this mon-

key in just a minute.”

Already the struggles of the guard
had weakened. Suddenly the hands
stopped clawing at Jongor’s arms. The
heavy body sagged. Jongor released
bis grip. The Murto went down. A
split second later, Jongor had reached
through the grill and had lifted the
bar,

THE DOOR swung open. They were
free! Jongor snatched the club
of the fallen Murto. It was better than
no weapon. ‘“‘Come on, Ann, let’s get
out of here!”
“Where in the hell do you think
you're going!” a heavy voice grated.
Jongor and Ann stopped. Coming
toward them was Gnomer and Rouse.
Great Orbo and Umber were following

- the two humans, Gnomer had an air

of elation about him, as if he had just
achieved the aim of his whole life.,
Rouse looked worried. The two rifles
came up instantly. N

“Ready to get away, eh?” Gnomer
said. “Lucky we came along just when
we did. It would have disappointed
Great Orbo if you two had escaped.
And we wouldn’t want to disappoint
Orbo, would we?”

Gnomer was having fun. His sort
of fun! But the rifies that he and
Rouse held were steady and ready.
There was no arguing with guns.

“Drop the club,” Gnomer ordered.

Slowly, Jongor obeyed. “Keep your

chin up,” he whispered to Ann, “We're
not licked yet.” '
"~ “One on each side of them. Hold
them tight, I'll have the head of the
Murto who lets them escapel” Great
Orbo yelled.

With a powerful Murto firmly grip-
ping each arm, Ann and Jongor were
led away. When the march was over,
they were standing on a ledge over-
looking a vast excavation, _

“It's a mining shait of the ancient
Murtos,” Jongor whispered to Ann.

The scene before their eyes was that
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of a colossal excavation, A tremendous
shaft rose far above them. Below
theny, a distance of fifty Jeet away,
the bottom was -visible, Flaring torch-
es, set in sockets along the walls, shed
a wan illumination over the entire
scene. :

“What is that down there at the bot-
tom?” Ann spoke.

In the bottom of the vast pit was a
machine of some kind. But what kind?
Hooded and covered, all that was vis-
ible was a giant snout that emerged
from the machine and pointed down-
ward to the rocky floor. Under the
flare of the torches, it looked like some
prehistoric monster out of, Earth's
long-dead past.

“I don't know what it 1s,” Jongor
answered, “I've never been here be-
fore. I did not know this pit existed.”
He could sense deep uneasiness
amounting almost to terror arising in
Ann.

HE LEDGE on which he and the
girl were standing circled the en-

tire pit. Murtos were appearing from
everywhere and were taking their
places on the ledge. An air of eager-
ness pervaded the entire throng.

“They’re getting ready to do some-
thing,”” Ann whispered. Her voice was
- shaky and tremulous with rising fear,
“W-—what are they going to do?”

Jongor shook his head and did not
answer. He had a grim idea of what
the Murtos were preparing to do, but
it was an idea he did not intend to re-
veal to Ann. Down below, two nien
emerged from an opening in the wall
of the shaft and made their way to-
ward the machine.

Gnomer and Rouse! _

Gnomer climbed a ladder to the top
of the machine, lifted a hood, and
slipped into a seat thus revealed. Lev-
ers were on both sides of the seat,

Gnomer moved one of the levers. In

response, the long tube projecting from
the machine began to move, A soit
glow of light sprang from it. The ma-
cihine throbbed softly, a grumble re-
sembling the rorr they had heard be-
fore, but much lower in vo'ume,

As if in answer to the roar from tiie
machinge, a soit moan came from the

. Murtos watching on the ledge. A shud-

der passed over the entire group, a rip-
ple of emotional movement. The entire
tribe of Murtos was out on the ledge,

To them, this was obviously a great
event, something that the whole tribe
should witness. Jongor had the impres-
sion that what happened here would
be told for generations among the
Murtos.

The projecting tube of the machine

. came to a halt. The light from it, pour-

ing downward, illuminated a heavy
square of black stone. Pitted and
eroded, the stone was old, but still
visible on it were dark stains of some
kind.

As the light illuminated and came
to rest on the stone, the Murtos
sobbed, a soft convulsive sound that
had in it elements of both hunger and
terror, hunger for a sight they were
about to see, terror because of -that
sight. The sound coming from the
Murtos was weird and eerie. There
was pain in it, and ecstacy of a hidden
kind. A shudder seemed to pass alopg
the entire circle of watching monkey-
men.

DOWN BELOW, Rouse was leaving

the machine. He disappeared into
an opening in the wall, then reap-
peared on the ledge, talking to Great
Orba, ‘

“Ready up above!” the Murto chief
yelled.

An answer came from somewhere in
the darkness over them. “Re—ady!” A
monotonous clank began,

Rouse came along the ledge to Jon-
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gor and Ann. Sweat dripped from his
three-day growth of whiskers, His eyes
were apologetic. “These monkeys got
funny ideas,” he said.

“I know,” Jongor answered.

“T just wanted you to know it ain’t
my idea,” Rouse said. “I didn’t have
any part of it.” As if to emphasize his
meaning, he shook his head vigorously.
“No part at all. I even tried to talk
‘em out of it.”

“Talk them out of what?” Ann
spoke sharply. A terror that she could
no longer control was rising in her
voice.

“Well, nothing,” Rouse said uncom-
fortably. Overhead, the monotonous
clanking continued. The Murtos were
looking upward. A soft hum of appre-
hension went through their ranks.

“What do you mean, you tried to
talk them out of what?” Ann said
again.

Rouse wiped at the sweat drenching
his beard, twisting his head sideways
and brushing it against his shirt in a
furtive gesture. The more he wiped the
sweat away, the more it seemed to
appear. )

A Murto ‘carrying leather thongs
was coming along the tedge. His eyes
were on Ann and Jongor. He held the
thongs aloft for all the Murtos to see.
Rouse wiped more sweat from his face.

“They kinda think that machine
down there is a god,” he said. “Seems
like they haven’t known how to find
it for generations, But they still had
memories that it had once existed, sto-
ries that they had heard from their
folks or something....”

“A god?” Ann whispered. The ter-
ror rising in her heart was being re-
placed by horror. If she had had any
dounbt-before, she -had none now. There
was only one way the Murtos placated
their gods.

“Yeah, that’s what they think. Gno-
‘mer says it is actually 2 kind of twy

machine that breaks up rock. He says
the old-time Murtos vsed it {or min-
ing. Fe also says that with a few
changes it can be made into a death
ray that will work across hundreds of
miles of space—" '
“What?” Ann whispered. The horror
in her heart had existed because of
what was going to happen to her and
Jongor. Now she felt a touch of a
greater horror. What happened to her

and Jongor would happen later to

thousands of ather people, perbaps to
millions. If the machine in the pit
could be developed into some kind of
a death ray!

OUSE NODDED vigorously.
“That’s what Gnomer says. He

* picked up hints of it from the legends

of old time Mu, also hints that this
city existed here. He flew over the
place, very high, and took pictures.
Then made maps from the pictures.
That’s how we got here—"

“But the ray?” Ann asked. Now, for
the first time, she saw the Murto ap-
proaching with the leather thongs, and
wag aware of the use to which they
were to be put.

Again Rouse nedded. “Gnomer says
be can peddle this taing for as many
millions of dollars as he wants to ask
for it. He says there are a dozen coun- -
tries that will pay any price he asks.”
He licked his lips as if the thought of
the money made him hurary. “But I
didn’t have anything to co with the
rest of it,” he added.

“What’s the rest of it>” Ann asked.

“QOh, these monkevs...” Rousc’s
gaze was contemptuous as he swept
the ranks of watching Murtos. “They
figger that when something o¢es wron-,
they gotta offer a—" He didn’t finish
the sentence.

A gasp had gone up from the watch-

Jng Murtos. Turning, Ann saw that a

length of cable with a huge hook on
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the end of it had deszended from the
darkness above. The cable was miov-

ing slowly toward them. In the dim .
light, the hook loomed like a huge

question mark turned upside down, a
question mark which seented 1o ask:
which way eternity?-

As she saw the hook swinging to-
ward them, and saw again the Murtn
with the leather thongs mal.mﬁ his way
ak:mg the ledge, Ann suddeniy teals
ized Liow the hook, the thongs, the ray
michine, and (he huﬂe black of black
“stone in the pit he!uw were to be used,

The thongs were to tie her and Jcm-
gor to the h{mk Thén, eue by e,
they wire to he swung downward and
deposited on the square of black store,
helpless: victims for the saprifice,

Once these Murtos had. tried to of-
fer her as a bride to the sun,

New they had another purpose. in
mind, Now shﬂ and Jmfxgor were o he

the pit below!

JOW BHE understood the dark
Y staing on
stong; The stiing were ehvionsly an-
ciefit, but they had remaived tlhiere as
sl visible evidence of other sacrifices
that had been offered on thiy same

black altar in the long-gone days of

the hidzous pzit of the Murtes,
What would be the effect of that
' —-:wmt‘ rav on human flﬂ* ¥

stiled a scream o hwr thro;;t luaked
at. Jongor. _

The giant stood guiet and impassive.
He seemed to hear nithing ahd to see
nothing. A Murte grasped each arm
with hairy paws. But she eould tell,
from the set look on Jongor's ia_ce(
ihat he was ‘ready for” desperate ac-

tion. A Tittle theill of hope passed

that block of black

thiough ler at the sight, Jongor was
still ready to fry.

But what could he do now?

The Murto with the leather thongs
had reached them, “The girl {irst,”
ke said, “Tie her acms and legs!™

“EEEEEEyow!™

The scream that ripped through the
vast pit seemed at first to Ann Huster
to come from her own lips. Then she
knew she badn’t sereamed. The ¥ip-
ping yell of agony and of terror had
conie from some other source, seeniing-
ly from up -gbove;.

Then the @irl screamed in reality
as she caught a glimpse of something
tiurthing downward.

It was a Murto, The monkey-man
was falling from satiie ledge fariher
up -it the pit. ‘The huge haity bedy
twisted and turned as it fell. As the
Murte flashed down, he screamed
again, The vast pit edmed and re-
echoed the spund.

The scream died in the hard thud
of flesh meeting solid rock, died syd- i
denly, and fo,rwer Echoes following
the scream caught. the sound of the
thud, flung it back and farth between
the walls of the pit, ereating the ef-
fect that ot one but dozens of Murtes
had died here.

The Murte with the thongs stopped
moving. His niguth hung  open.
Through the whole graup of watching
motkey-then there ran a ‘convulsive
sob of terror.

PHEY HAD been wamng for & sace
rifice and it had come; in-the form
of one uil their own people falling figng
a great height to die on the rocky
floor of the cavern. They had had 3
sacrifice, but it had ngt been the one
they had expected.
Nor did they expéct the wild, ex-
ultant yell that came frem above:
“Give 'em hell, Yalel” _
Ann “Hunter's heart jamped. That
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yell could come from only one person
on earth-—her brother, Her scream
went echoing up the sides of the pit.

“Alan!”

Simultaneously, the heok and the
cable, which had stopped moving, took
a quick swing toward them.

At the same split second, Jongor
wrenched himself freer from the grip

of the Murtos who had been holding -

him. In their startled horror at the
sight of ove of their own group taking
the death plunze from up above, they
had momentarily forgotten about Jon-
gor. Tt was the last time they would
ever forget anything.

Ann Hunter saw Jongor jerk free.
She was not quite certain how he did
it. but she had the dazed impression
that he either hit or shoved both Mur-
to guards at the same instant. They
went off the ledge. She heard them
scream, but she didn’t hear the heayy
thuds come back- from belew.

Jongor moved toward her. He hit,
ence, with his fist, at the Klurto near-
est to him, The monkey-man was
knocked backward into Rotise. There
was a spitting sguall from the Murto
and a yell from Rouse as both were
knocked down. Jongor did not have to
hit the second Murto holding Ann, At
the gieht of Jongor moving toward
him, he let go the gixl. Squalling
and spitfing, he backed away.

A frozen silence held the wvast pit.
The Nurtos had not yet had time to
realize what was bhappening. Jonger
was the only creature moving, and he
was in action with the speed of light-
ning. From up above, yells of encour-
agement were coming.

“Give ’em hell, Jongor!”

Ann felt herself caught in Jongor's
arm and lifted. The hook hung in the
air a few feet away from the ledge.
Below was the stone floor and certain
death. The hook was still gyrating, an
effort was still being made to move it
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closer to them, Jongor did not wait
for it to reach them.

Holding Anxi in oné hand, he leaped
outward. ’

The girl wzs aware of a convulsive
jerk inside hér mind 23 she rzalized
what Jonger was doing, Would he bz
able to grab the hook? Would he bz
able to hold en to it? She feit the jerk
come zs he caught the swinging hook
with one haned. She held her breath.

FOR AX instant, she thought his hold
was going to slip. She felt muscles
tensg all over his body. If his hand
slipped, death wes waiting for them
below. It would bz a faster, quicker
death than on the black altar. But—
She felt his hand slip, then tighten.
Slowly he drew himself uoward, Lift-
ing his weight and hers, She got her
hands on the hook teo,

“Give em hell, Jengoer!” the voics
shouted exultantly from above.

The hook, carrying them with it,
began to move upward. From all
around them came an angry gasp. Prey
that they had considered belonged to
them was escaping from the Murtos,
Ann beard a ball throat rodring, caught
a glimpse of Great Orbo jumpinz up
and down in baffled rage.

Then the rifle began to thunder. She
heard the bulléts snap past her.

“Hold on tight, Ann,” Jongor whis-
peted, Another bullet went past: she
flinched at the angry popping sound.
As the hook swung, sbe caught a
glimpse of Rouse firing at them from
the ledge. Along the ledge Dlurtes
were dancing in baffled rage, shaking
their fists and screaming what they
would do when Hext they had them in
their power. Again a bullet went past
them,; but it was farther away this
time.

The hook swung in a great arc,
moved inward, cartying them with it,
dropped down to another ledge. Both
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felt solid stone beneath their feet.
They sank down. Along the ledge, a
figure was running toward. them.

“Ann! Jongor!”

“Alan! How did you get here?”

In the semi-darkness, the whiskered
face of Alan Hunter was thin and
gaunt. But a grin was showing through,
“P've been hiding here for days. When
1 came to, after the fight in the dark
with Umber, and couldn’t find you, I
came here, T knew that if the Murtos
caught you they would eventually bring
you here, I watched the start of that
little picnic down below without realiz-
ing what was happening, until you two
appeared on the ledge. They were go-
ing to use this derrick, which was once
used {for lifting stone from the bot-
tom of the shait below, to swing you
onto the altar.” He gestured toward
the throng on the ledge far below.

OUSE WAS still looking upward,
seeking for a target for his rifle,
At the bottom of the pit, Gnomer was
frantically turning the nozzle of the
ray disintegrator of the ancient Muri-
_ans. Howls of rage from the Murtos
filled the vast pit with a hollew, boom-
ing sound.

“Let’s get out of here, quick,” Ann
whispered.

“No,” Jongor said. “Alan, give me
that spear.”. He did not wait for an
answer from the youth. Instead he
took the heavy spear from Alan’s hand.

“What do you mean, Jongor? What
are you going to do?” Alan said.

Holding the spear in one hand, he
swung his body up into the hook.

“Drop me down there!” he gestured
toward the bottom of the vast shaft.

“No, Jongor!” Ann screamed.

Jongor gestured downward with the
spear. “We’ll never get out of Lost
Land if we leave that bunch in a con-
dition 1o follow us.”

“But—what can you do about.it?

There are hundreds of them.”

Quickly he explained what he was
going to try to do.

Ann stood mute and silent, too para-
lyzed to speak,

“If you say so,” Alan Hunter said
soberly. “But.you’re taking a terrible
chance.”

“T say so,” Jongor said. “Surprise
will be on my side.”

“All right, then.” Slowly, Alan
Hunter set in motion the machinery
that operated the huge derrick.

GNOMER, crouching at the controls

of the ray disintegrator, heard the
thunder of rage coming from the Mur-
tos swel to a mighty chorus. For once,
even his alert brain did not have an
answer to the problem confronting him.,
Even after Ann and Jongor had van-
ished upward, he did not begin to
guess what had happened. His guess
was that some stupid Murto, assigned
to the job of operating the lifting
equipment, had made a mistake and
had taken the intended victims upward
instead of lowering them to the altar,
as custom and tradition demanded.

“Damned stupid monkeys!” He
cursed the whole Murto tribe with
feeling and enthusiasm. On the ledge
that circled the pit, he was aware that
they were screaming and yelling at
him. While he did not understand much
of the Murto language, he got the idea
that they were cursing him with equal
feeling and enthusiasm. Not until then
did it dawn on him that they were
blaming him for what had happened.
He could see Great Orbo jumping up
and down and screaming at the top of
his powerful lungs. -

Gnomer began to get uneasy. But
the rifle was in the operating compart-
ment beside him. A heavy pistol was
holstered at his belt. If the Murtos
chose to blame him for what had hap-
pened—well, he was sure the rifle

k.



40

would make them change their minds.
If the rifle didn’t do the job... His
fingers moved over the controls of the
machine,

“Kill him!” he heard Great Orbo
yell,

Gnomer was not reallv concerned
about the Murtos. They-would be en-
raged for a while, then they would
prudently forget the matter, The prob-
lem that was giving him concern was
what had happened to Jongor and the
girl. Intuitively, he recognized in the
jungle giant a deadly enemy. Gnomer
knew that he would never feel certain
of getting out of Lost Land as long
as Jongor was alive. With his knowl-
edge of this disintegrator, which he
could certainly peddle for any price he
chose to ask, and with the other wealth
that was available here, he would be
the richest man on earth, if he could
get out alive.

His mouth watered at the thought.
He imagined the homes he could buy,
the cars he could own, the women he
could possess! Wealth beyond the
dreams of Midas would be his!

Neither the Murtos nor Jongor
would ever stop him from getting out!

A rifle suddenly exploded on the
ledge. He jerked his head in the di-
rection from which it had come; saw
that the Murtos were attacking Rouse.
He soatched his rifle up and fired
once into the tangle of bodies.

EFORE he could fire again, he saw
Rouse seized, lifted into the air,
pitched bedily from the ledge. Rouse
screamed like a Murto as he went
down. And as with the Murto, the
scream went into sudden silence in the
heavy thud of breaking bones and
crumpling flesh.

Gnomer stared at the dark blob of
matter that had once been Rouse,
There had been a man named Rouse
once, Now Rouse was lying over there,
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a bundle of broken flesh. Iike heat
lightning along the horizon, fear {lick-
ered through Gnomer. Then he iclt
better. With Rouse gone, he would not
have to split his take from Lost Land.
Everything he could {i~d here in this
place would belong to him.

" “To hell with him,” he thousht. “Fe
was nothing but a stupid fool anyhow,
I'm better off with -him gone.”

Above him, something moved.

He caught a glimpse of the moving
object out of the coiner of his eve,
turned his head upward.

“Jongor!” he screamed. _

Jongor was directly over the ma-
chine, As Gnomer saw him, he released
his hold on the hook and dropped. As
lithe as a jungle cat, he landed on fop
of the machine. Gnomer saw the blade
of the spearin Jongor’s hands.

Gnomer did not have time to turn
the rifle and bring it to bear on Jon-
gor. He knew the spear wou'd be driv~
en completely through him before he
could get up the gun. What he did was
leap in one startled convulsive jump
out of the machine to the stone surface
below.

He landed on his feet, stumbled,
fell, hit and rolled to a gitting position.
The rifle was still clutched in his
hands. He brought it up.

To Jongor, it almost sezmed as
though the man had melted away from
the hard-driven point of the spzar. Tha
blade, with' the strength of his lungzz
behind it, crashed into the back of th=
control slot of the machine. The stout
shaft cracked.

Gnomer was rolling on the floor. In
a headlong dive Jongor went after
him. A bullet roared past him, smoke
blinded him: he struck the muzzle of
the rifle with one hand.

“Damn youl”

Jongor’s groping hands found Gno-
mer. His weight rolled the man back-
ward. Gnomer was like a wildcat, his
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rscles were coiled steel springs, re-
leased now under the impetus of fear.
The man got both feet under Jongor,
kicked violently upward.

Even a professional wrestler would
have been hard-put to take the blow
of those fect. But the man Gnomer was
fighting was not a professional wrest-
ler. He was a man who had grown up
in the jungle, who bad lived his whole
life by his wits and his strength. The
violent upward kick knocked Jongor
off Gnomer, the blow gave him a feel-
ing of nausea in his stomach, but it
did not knock him out.

ISTING HIMSELTF, he threw his

body back at Gnomer. The man

twisted, turned, tried to evade the
charge. Jongor landed on Gnomer's
back. His hands went under the man’s
flailing arms and locked tight at the
back of his neck. For an instant Gno-
mer threshed wildly, then there was
a sharp crack, as of something break-
ing.

Gnomer'’s body went limp.

His neck was broken.

Jongor rose to his fect. One men-
ace was exded. This man had come to
Lost Land sezking something. ¥ hat he
bad found here wzs h's death.

As Jongor'rose to his feet, from far
alove cane a yell,

“Look out, Jongor!”

Jongor ¢id not hive to look far to
ser the savrce of the danger row con-
fronting him. From openings in the
walls of the pit, the Murtos were
streaming, waving clubs and uttering
screams of rage. There was no possible
way to mistake their intention.

_Beeing Jongor and Gnomer fighting,
they had thought their chance had
come, With the two humans battling
each other, it would be easy to over-
whelm both of them.

They meant to obliterate Jongor
from the face of the earth. For years
he had been'a thorn in 'their bushy

hides; for years he had taunted and
def1ed them. They had tried many
times to catch and kill him. Always he
had eluded them. Now was the hour
of their vengeance. By some super-
miracle he had escaped from becom-
ing a sacrifice to the Jong-lost god of
the pit, but he would not escape from
them!

“Beat him to death!” _

“Knock out his brains!”

“Stamp his guts into the rock!”

“Let me have him!”

“Na, me first!”

When Jongor arose from Gnomer,
they hesitated, an instant.

“Get him!” Great Orbo screamed.
“He is only one, we are many!”

‘The charge, which had hesitated mo-
mentarily, continued with renewed
fury. Great Orbo was in the lead. His
‘fanged mouth wide open, he was utter-
ing shrill cries indicating what he in-
tended to do to Jongor,

Jongor needed no time to size up the
situation and to determine his chances,
He knew instantly that he had no
chance of facing this kill-crazy mob of
monkey men, He would go down in the
first wave, They would do to him all

the things they were threatening to do.
A QUICK glance wpward showed
him that the hook had shifted.
It was out of his reach. Perhaps a
mighty leap might take him to it. Per-
haps not. He knew he had no time
to jump twice, If the first leap did not
take him to the hook... He shook his
head. The only chance he had. ...

A single lezp took him up on the
machine. He slammed himself into the
seat where he had seen Ghomer sit.

He did not understand the operation
of the levers, but he had seen Gno-
mer move them. He jammed the near-
est one forward as far as it would go,

Out from the snout of the machine
a blast of violent“radiation flared. It
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was not light, it was much too intense .

for that. It was such a flare of blinding
radiance as might be found at the cen-
ter of the sun. The tube was pointed
slightly upward toward the wall. The
blast of radiation hit there. Rock

* showered outward.

Inside the hooded guts of the mighty
machine a grumbling roar began to
build up. It was a thundering tumult

. of sound, the same sound that Ann and

Jongor had heard when they had been
held prisoner in the cell far above.

“This one turns loose the blast,”
Jongor thought. “The other one...”

"He shoved the other lever. Instant-
ly. the giant tube began to swing
around.

The blast of radiation struck the
charging Murtos.

Like leaves before the hurricane, the
radiation swept them backward. There
was force in that light blast, force
enough to lift a heavy monkey-man
from his feet and to hurl him back-
ward. There was heat in the blast too.

Jongor saw the Murtos lifted up-
ward and hurled backward. As they
were hurled away, their fur began to
flame. By the time they hit the far
wall, the energy blast was so fierce
that their whole bodies were burning,

Jongor saw Great Orbo, his fanged
mouth agape, caught in the blast of
radiant flame. Saw the Murto lifted,
twisted, hurled backward, heard Great
Orbo’s scream go into silence as he
hit the wall,

_All over the bottorm of the pit, the
Murtos who remained alive were run-
ning. They had met their own great
god. They didn’t care to have any-
thing more to do with him. It was one
thing when they were here to watch
a sacrifice to this machine that they
worshipped; it, was quite another thing
when they found themselves being of-
fered as sacrifices.

The bottom of the vast pit was sud-
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denly deserted.

The screams went into quick silence.
Jongor turned off the machi 2 The
throbbing roar died into silence, Now,
yells of exultation coming from up
above.

“Give 'em hell, Jonzor!”

JAT WAS Alan Hunter yelling up

there. At the sourd. a semblanca
of a grin split Jongor's face. He rodz
the hook uvpward to wirere Arn and
Alan waited,

“Now we can leave Lost Lard in
safety,” Jongor said. “I cdo not imag-
ine the Murtos will bother vs again.
Nor will Gnomer and Roucs.”

“Thank heaven we can finally get
away from here,” Ann spoke,

“Tll be glad to get out, too,” Alan
said. As he spoke, wistfulness
sounded in his voice. Suddeniy he was
speaking again, words that were com-
ing straight out of his heart. “But I'm
coming back here some day. There’s
a lot that medern science can learn
from studying thesc ancient Murians.
That disintegrating ray down there,
the crystal you wear, some of the oth-
er things we have seen. There’s enough
stuff here to keep a whole staff of
scientists busy for a whole generation.
I'm coming back here and I'm going
to bring scientists w'th me.” Alan sud-
denly paused, a little embarrassed by
his own words. ’

“Why, Alan, you necver indicated
any interest in science before,” Ann .
said, surprised.

“I know. But I've learned a lot of
things here. And I'm coming back.”

“Then I'll come back with you,
some day,” Jongor spoke impulsively.
Born in this land, he had but a dim
knowledge of science, but hz sensed
from Alan’s attitude that here was
something important. Of course, he
wanted to see America first, the land
of his parents, but later. ...
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“Then I'm coming too,” Ann said.
“You two needn’t think you can slip
back here and leave me at home, We'll
make it a threesome—"

A stariled scream burst from her
lips.

The three had been moving away
from the ledge toward the opening of
the tunnel that led to the outer world,
They stopped.

Calazao stood there. The battleaxe
was -swinging freely in his hands.

“Where did he come from?” Ann
gasped.

“It doesn't matter where he came
from. All that matters is that he is
here,” Alan answered.

“Ho!” Calazac said. The sourd was
more of a grunt than a voiced word.
Swinging his battleaxe, he charged full
speed toward them.

HIS TIME his prey would not es-
cape him, The fact that Jongor
had eluded him in their previous coun-
‘ter had been a stinging netile in the
giant’s pride. He had brooded about
it until it had becone almost more than
he could bear. No other creature in
Lost Land had ever been able to stand
azainst him. Nor would Jongor. Not
if Calazao could do anything about it.
“Get to onme side,” Jongor shouted
to Ann and Alan. At his command,
they leaped like startled children.
“Ho!” the giant screamed again,
His battle-axe lifted high, he charged
full speed zhead. It would be nothing
for him to smash’ this smooth-skinned
creature to the floor. Once the Mur-
tos had paid him well for attempting
to capture this creature, No doubt they
would pay him even better for killing
the man animal that they hated, Be-
sides, there was his own pride to be
considered.
Jongor stood waiting the charge,
His body had dropped to a half crouch,
but he had made no effort to escape.

He was unarmed, he had not even a
knife, All he had were his hands, his
wits, and his speed.

Calazao charged ful} tilt toward
him. Jongor did not attempt 1o dodge.
As the battle-axe started downward, as
Calazao was almost upon him, Jongor
moved—lightning fast! He went in un-
der the f{alling axe, he caught the
charging giant about the middle, lifted
him,

Although Jongor did not know he
was doing it, he was unconsciously us-
ing one of the oldest tricks that wres-
tlers know-—using the strength of the
other man against him. The battle-axe
clanged heavily as the startled Calazao
let go of it. -

Jongor had him in the air. Moving
at full speed, allowing the giant’s mo-
mentum to carry him even faster, he
raced toward the edge of the ledge.

The “Ho!"” of delighted anticipation
at the thought of crushing Jongor
turned to a scream of mortal anguish
as Calazao divined—ioo late—what

-was happening to him. Releasing the

vast buik, Jongor hurled Calazao out-
ward, over the edge of the pit.

The scream came echoing back.
Metal crashed heavily, Echoes flung
back the sound. Then there was si-
lence, sudden and complete.

ERY SORERLY, the three made
their way out of the ancient
mines of the Murians,

Outside was the bright light of day.
The sun was not two hours high in
the sky. Before them, stretching away
into far distances, was the vast expanse
of Lost Land. Mists hung over the
swamps. The sunlight made the mists
pearl-colored. Brightly colored birds
flashed in the trees. To their right
and a little below them was the city
of the Murtos. If any of the monkey-
men had survived the blast inside and
seen the three humans, they turned
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and went hastily in the other direction.
So far as the Murtos were concerned,
it was all right with them if they
never saw another human being, The
Murtos had seen all of that breed of
animal they ever wanted to see.

OIf in the swamp, something moved.
Jongor saw it, He glanced down at the
crystal on his wrist.

“T see a dino,” he said. “Wait until
I call up that mountain of worm food.
This time, we will ride out of Lost
Land in style.”.

“There’s nothing that I like better

{4 EY, JOE! Get a load of this!” The
khaki-elad iceunicign ges.uves to-
ward the greenish-glowing ’scope screen.
His companion looks at the pulsating dots
co.ering the surface of the radar ’scope.
Two men, isolated here at the top of the
Aretic circle, know exactly what to do.

Joe presses the s.ud on the transmitter
aud picks up the pile. “Q-14 calling,” he
s48 quiecly injo itoe microphone, but his
rapid breathing Felies his ecalm and, as
soon as he gets acinowledgement, he starta
to feed numbers snd symbols into the
transmittar, And all over Northern Canada
partg of the radav screens arc flaring into
life. The raid is on.

Simulianecusly in every town, village and
city in Canada and the United States, over
the radio and television stations: *“...La-
dies and Gentlemen...we interrupt this pro-
gram to announce that an air raid iz on
iis way... Remain calm and follow in-
siructions. ... All stations are going into
radio silence.... Your stations will resume
operation during the end of the raid and
afterwards....”

The announcement is repeated and then
everywhere there is radio silence....

That is not a fanciful situation. In the
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than riding in style,” Alan Hunter
grinned.

Jongor felt a grin spread over his
face, too. He slipped hi$ arm around
Ann’s shoulder. Something of content-
ment came up inside of him. He was
going to see the land of his parents.
But one day he was coming back to
the only home he had ever known.

The three of them made their way
slowly toward the swamp where the
dinosaur was feeding,

THE END
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Bv E. Bruce Yaches

event of war radio and television broadeast-
ing stations serve as perfec. identitying
guides for enemy bombers. Consequently
they have to go into radio silence at the
first sign of an enemy attack; othevwise
it is possible for raiders to ride down
broadeasting beams exactly like guided mis-
siles homing on a beam. Natiurally, during
the course of a raid or afterwards, radio
channels will be wide onen, with informa-
tion as to what the publie should do.

Anticipating the dangers of tuture war,
the Iederal Communications Commission
hus recenily held a cloced meeting with
thousands of broadcasters all over the n:u-
tion. No information has been released but
it ean be assumed that orders similar to
the sugpested ones were given. Exnerience
in England and Germanyv—as well as in
Japan—where, during ihe last war, air-
raiding was intensive, has taught author-
ities exactly how to manage broadeasting
facilities which can be an unmatched bene-
fit when used @s public communication
media, but vhich cua also constitute a two-
edged sword, serving sz a guide to enemy
aireraft. Monitors will have o search the
other waves continually for clandestine
transmitters which might be used by trait-
ors, No precautions can be too great!




THE INNOCENT WEAPON

IT’S NOT an uncommon sight to see,
while driving aleng any open stretch
in eity or country, mnodel-airplane en-
thusias:s pouring encr y iato their hobby,
This is a familiar sight, but there is a
subtle change oceurrii g within the i e'd.
More and more of the meode! aircrafiL are
remotely controlled. In a word, the toys
are playing with guided missiles—and
that’s not exagperaled at all.

Guided missiles stem directly from tha
fascinating hobby of flying model ajr-
ecraft by radio comirel, With continual

technical improvements it has been eas'er
and easier to make the average model
plane controlled by radio. During the war
small model planes controlled -this way

By Salem Lane

were used as anti-aireraft practice tar-
gets, Since then, hobbyisis as well as
military researchers have pouced the tull
flood of electronic advancement in%e
constructing these miniature guided mis-
siles’ and from experimenting with them
they have greatly sided the guided mis-
sile program.

It wouldnt be the first time that
amateurs have given professionals a
boost. It's happened in television and
radio. As a matter of fact, many of our
present pguided-missiles engineers started
out as model-plane enthusiasts! This
healthy preparation has g'ven us an in-
calcuiable usset. The step from a toy
sirplane to a deadly gunided missile is not

. a8 long as you might think!

ALL ATOMS

VANISH!
\ By A. T. Kedzie

LITTLE scientifie news nrote tucked

away in the back pages of the Atom-
ic Energy Commission’s report reveals a
very interesting and disturbing fact.
Atoms of copper, silver and bromine have
been cauzed to fission atomically. In oth-
er words, they have been shattered. Now
what significance has this? Well, scien-
tists have always believed that the chem-
ica] elements in the middle of the atomie
table—that is, those of average atomie
we.ght—have becn stable, They've thought
these elemenis unlikely to break down,
They’ve regarded them as stable bulwarks
in -2 very precariously poised atomic
system,

But as experiment shows, this isn't the
case. If would appear now as if all ele-
ments are subject to atomic disintegra-
tion! While it is true that not all have
been shatteied, it is veally only a matter
of time. This disquieling news may be
looked upoa favorably or unfavorahly.
The good thing is that it suggests that
eventuglly any elemient may be used in
atomic turnaces and generators. Unfor-
tunately, it alse suggests that any ele-
ment may eveniually be used zs an ex-
plesive! It's toe early to say whether
either of these conclusions is compleiely

lid, but the suggestion is there. What
element will be next—oxygen? nitrogen?—
carbon?, ..

By Jon Barry

IT IS A familiar fact of experience tnat
when the Sun descends below the hari-
zon, darkness does not descend at once. A
sirong afterglow persiats for some time,
even though the Sun is ne longer there.
This zodiacal light 15 due to a number of
causes, the refracting power of the atmos-
paere being the most familiar. Sunlight is
bent by the air and dispersed and conse-
quently we still see light after the source
i8 gone.

Recenily  astronomers have discovered
another cause for this zodizcal glow. It is
comet dust and metesrie dust, detritus and
debris c.reling in tue plane of the Earth’s
path around the Sun. This fine dust, the
trailing excrescence of comets, mixes and
refracts the Sun’s light just as any dust
would do and this accounts for a strong
portion of the afterglow.

Liust particles aud debris in interplane-
ta.y space are of increasing importance to
ajtronomical observation, t'ie presence of
such material was long suggested partially
by its optical effects, and more recently
by its erfects vn radio waves coming .10 us
from the Sun and stars. Of course the
word “dust” is .used very liberally here,
sinee aciually space containing the matter
is still very nearly a perfect vacuum. In
no respect is it dense. Its effeect on inters
planetary travel, of course, will be non-
existent.
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No Price Too Great

By GRAHAM DOAR

“Let my son live in a world where war is
impossible,” prayed Zed's father. There
was a way it could happen—the only way?

1S FATHER was a min-
I‘I ister of the Gospel, a

strong man and one-joy-
ful in the strength of the Lord.
His mother was a good and beau-
tiful woman, with a smile warm
and calm like sunlight in a sum-
mer morning.

He wecs born at 11:58 p.m. on
August 6, 1945,

High over the torn Earth, over
the shuddering fields ploughed
with shattered steel and sown to
blood, over maimed and writhing
Europe gasping in the dust of the
broken cities, drifted lazily the
smoke and ashes, the stench of
the burned, the rolting bodies of
men. Over smouldering, hell-
drenched Hiroshima hovered the
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guietly (now) fissioning particles oi
‘restless matter, prodded from their
eons of sleep by man's unquiet hand.

Radios blared and blatted.and on the
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measures were to ho avail

When Zed was twewve he wanted to
be a minister o: the Gospel like his
adored father, and walk in sober rai-

streets of the city newsboys, too hoarse ‘ment and humble pride before the Lord.

to cry their wares, dinced and leaped
and waved the glaring headlines.
He lay in the curve of his mother's

arm apd slept. On his father’s face -

there was great tenderness but no joy.
Only a strong sadness, a weariness in
the long fight. The man said, “Well
call him Zedekiak, Julia, meaning ‘the
justice of the Lord’. May it prevail.”

His mother’s dark eyes were bright
with proud tears. “Zedekiah, Little
Zed, He'll have a good life, Henry. I
know it. He’ll be a minister, like you
—or a doctor, maybe.”

Through the window, open to the
summer night, came the triumphant,
brazen blare of a military band. |

The father bowed his head and
spoke gently: “I would ask nothing,
Julia. Nothing at all, My one wish
would be, as I have served God. that
this boy, born on this terrible night,
might live to see peace on Earth. Ev-

erywhere on Earth.”
HE GREW up through the vears of
the Fear, the years when the
black shadow lay over the land, over
all the lands of Earth. He was nearly
five when work was started on the hy-
drogen-fusion “super” homb.
“H-BOMB POWER TUNLIMIT-
ED!” the newspapers screamed in
headlinear_ecstasy, and their “science
editors” wrote long and learnedly
about blast radius, areas of “total”,
“partial” and “limited” destruction.
They compared the action of the H-
bormab to the reaction going on in the
sun. The Enemy read the learned
articles, looked up at the blazing sun
which shone also on them, and went
immediately to work on an H-bomb of
their own, The most stringent security

-

But a year later he was thirteen and
he thought a famous surgeon was a

-finer thing to be. Surgeons saved lives

and they made more money.

_ In 1960, when he was f{iiteen, both
sides had a stockpile of hydrogen
bombs and work on taeir production

"had begun to slack off. The eariy

tests were satisiactory, the press ex-
pressing disappointment in the H-
bomb’s destructiveness and the ad-
mirals pointing-out that the oaly el-
fective defense against such a weapon
was a really adequate navy. A small
teibe of natives from a small Pacific
island was paid liberally for ils former
home which had disappeared,

ORK BEGAN on the Z-bomb.
This one. the rejuvenated sci-
ence editors pointed out, was at least
one thousand times niore poweriul
than the H-bomb. Indecd, the three
physicists who had jointly perfected it
protested, this was a conservative es-
timate. Since its efiect was to disrupt
the binding force of matter-—all mat-
ter—it’s power was truly unlimited.
Z-BOMB POWER UNLIMITED!”
the headlines ran.

Zed studied avidly the articles and
the charts and diagrams the science
editors prepared, and he felt a shudder
of horrified pleasure as he thought of
this beautiful and deadly thing that
man had conceived. He thourit he
would like to be a nuc'ear physicist,
ot at least a technician, and be allows ]
to help with this all-important worl.
Surely, anyone who had a hand in iis
construction would have honor and
glory without stint from a grateful
country,

The three scientists, in their com-
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fortable underground (literally) quar-
ters at the “Pike’s Peak Project”, were
permitted to see their wives monthly
in the presence of a wire recorder.
Every othér meonth, their children
could visit them. Of course, even this
much freedom could not be permitted
the technicians and laborers on the
task but, for the most part, they bore
their restrictions willingly, sweating
o cerfully away in the bowels of the
" Earth with that whole-souled, selfless
absorption in the work that is known
only to those who serve.

The large brass among the military,
those “in the know”, walked with a
more elastic stride and their faces
beamed a purer joy. Even the admirals
admitted cautiously that this new
weapon, the Z-bomb, would probably
destroy a battleship within a reason-
‘able range. And the best thing of all—
oh, the wonderful thing—was that the
Enemy couldn’t build them.

Never? Well, not for a long time,
They had the scientific knowledge,
all right, the principles were, after all,
simple, hut they lacked the know-how!
The Z-bomb, it was agreed, foreshad-
owed the end of the Fear.

TTI{ERE WERE many “bugs” fo be
overcome and Zed wag in his sen-
ior year at the University before the
first test of the rew bomb was dn-
nounced. Called “Operation Zed” (for
the Z-bomb, of course, but imagine
the boy’s delight!), it was to be packed
in the warhead of a rocket to the
moon, The two physicists who now
headed the Pike’s Peak Project, thelr
colleague having gone into the hospital
for observation which he terminated
by leaping from the sixth floor, had
insisted their first package be tried
otherwhere than Earth.
For security reasons, the exact date
of ‘the test was not announced, but the
ubiquitous reporters managed to pin

it down fairly well and Zed kept a
pa:r ol poweriul magcihats trained on
tie moon every night tor a week. The
explosion wasn’'t much, 4 mere pin-
pomnt flash Jater announced as a three-
hundred-mile crater. But Zed’s imagin-
ation was caught and held by the
sweet, true curve of the rocket’s ilash-
ing tlight as it flamed and roared on-
its mission. He made up his mind then,
He would enlist in the Air Forces and
train for a rocket pilot

His father’s old eyes, old and weary
in a young and vigorous face, were
haunted. But he smiled and the hand
he put on Zed’s shoulder was steady.
“All right, Zedekiah. I'll put no pres-
sure on you one way or the other, A
man must live as he sees fit, and the
one thing 1 ever asked for you grows
more hopeless daily, These are terrible
times,” ' "

Zed had heard of his father’s birth-
wish for him, He realized, suddenly,
a littie of the agony of spirit a man
of God might bear in this year of Qur
Lord, nineteen hundred and sixty-sev-
en. He said, uncomfortably, “Don’t
worry, Dad. When the Enemy gets a
sniff of this new one, the Z-bomb, he’ll
climb down in a hurry.”

1E TRAINING course for the

strato-rocket pilots was both rig-
orous and dangerous. Zed, only twen-
ty-four when they pinned on him the
silver wings with the gold comet in-
laid, looked like a man of thirty. But
he had loved every minute of it. The
rowdy rough-and-tumble of the BOQ,
the passes into town, one of a group
of the jaunty, hard-eyed “hell-ridlers”
who met with reserve the eager greet-
ings of the men, with readv grins the
sidelong, secret eyes of the girls. This
was the life. '
+ The life was, above all, the breath-
stopping, ever-renewed, wild delight of
screaming before the full-throated,
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roaring thrust of the mighty rockets—
up, up, up and up right to the edge
of the stratosphere where it thinned
out into the black void of deep space
itself.

Some day, he knew, some day when
the Fear was lifted and man had time
and- money and courage again, a ship
would be built that would thrust on
through that thin veil to conquer for-
ever the black emptiness, And he, or
one of the other hell-riders, would be
at the controls of the mighty ship and
that man’s name would live for all
time in deathless glory. Zed breathed,
ate and slept with the dream of that

. day beiore him.
HE WAS twenty-six when they gave
him his major’s leaves, and the
President shook his hand. Zed had just
flown the new ship at a bit over ten
thousand miles an hour and the Air
Forces made him their white-haired
boy for a day. The President left im-
mediately after the ceremonies, hur-
rying back to Denver, but Zed had
a five-day leave. It was his first trip
to Washington which was still, for
publicity purposes, the nation’s capi-
tal, The stern affairs of government
had been for some time carried on
under the shadow of the tall, impreg-
nable Rockies.
~ The President had good reason for
hurrying- That was Fall of 1971, That
was the year the third and final World
War got under way.

The Secretary of State, the Secre-
tary for Internal Security and the
Secretary of Defense with his three
gene;als and one admiral, were in ses-
sion with the President,

Internal Security was a compara-
tive newcomer in the Cabinet, his bu-
reau having been taken from the De-
partment of Justice and given depart-
mental status only a few years before.
But he was cld in the government serv-

‘ADVENTURES

ice and had known many Presidents,
He was speaking now, “.ir. rresi-
dent, the security on the deveiopment
of the Z-bomb has been neariy por-
fect—all that man could make 1t. sut
theré have been leaks. There are ai-
ways leaks. We Know that, as of last
month, the Enemy has begun procuc-
tion of Z-bombs.”

Defense broke in: “We must act
now, Mr, President.. Any delay what-
soever may be fatal, since we 1ace the
fact that irom now on our present
superior striking power will grow less
superior day by day. The demonstra-
tion should be held as soon as possi-
ble.”

“All right, gentlemen,” the Presi-
dent’s trained voice was ful. and rich
though he spoke quietly. “I agree that
haste is” in order. The arrangements
have been made for the observers from
the UN Security Council and, I un-
derstand, General Messner’s group is
all set. I see no reason why the date
should not be set for October first—
‘that’s three days from now.”

Defense looked at one of the three
generals. “How does that strike you,
Waldo?”

E HEAD of Guided Missiles had

only recently got his fourth star.
He came to his feet, but he hooked
his thumbs in his Sam Browne belt.
Be damned if he’d stand to attention
if these five-star bootlickers didn’t. He
growled, “Hell—pardon me, Mr, Presi-
dent, gentlemen—I'm ready to go on
an hour’s notice. The area’s been
cleared and the rocket’s set up, armed
and ready. We'll blow a hole in that
desert that’ll ‘make their hair stand
up, But I'll tell you, Mr., President,
what ¥’d like. I have fiv~ thousand
guided rockets dispersed on several
fields lined up and ready to go. If the
bas—pardon me, Mr. DPresident—if
they want a real demonstration—why
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~just say the word and we will damn
well et them have it. ['d damn well
put a stop to their producing any Z-
bombs. Hal!” He sat down.

They all smiled and the lone ad-
miral laughed aloud. “That’s the stuff
to give ’eny,” he cried.

“No doubt,” said the President
drily, “but I think we’ll try this plan
first. All right. gentlemen, October
first at, say, 1000 hours.™ He made a
brief note on the pad on his desk.

@&

51
Enemy capital.
THE EXNEMY krew a few tricks

* about internal security that the
Fonorad'e Sicretory, fusetienna in a

democracy, couldn’t employ. Whatever

his information to the contrary, they
had been making Z-bombs for some
time and, in their bumbling way, had

" built up quite a supply.

. “The press release will come from .

State and will be handed out that
morning, There will be no other dis-
cussion about it, either before or alter
the demonstration, until we ate ab-
solutely certain what the Enemy's re-
action is to be,

“Our intention is—we may as well
face it—to coerce them with 4 show
of force, of potential striking power,
into agreement with the principles of
international security as suggested by
us time and again—periodic inspection
of arms and arms production, free ex-
change of news and the rest of it
Well, we're being forced to act the
bully, but we must be extra careful
not to antagonize them more than we
can help. That word, gentlemen, will
be passed on to your subordinates.”

Amid a chorus of acquiescence, he
arose.

Tke admiral had been amusing him-
seli by making, on the back of an en-
velope, some oif-hand caleulations as
to the probab'e destruction Gensral
Messner's five thousand Z-bombs
wou'd cause if properly dispersed
among the Enemy’s larger cities, Now,
as he got up to file out with the rest of
them, he jotted on the paper “1000
hrs. Oct, 17 and slipped it in his

“pocket. He never gave it another
thought. The date was an easy one
to remember and it was just an old
envelope. '

It took thirty-six hours to reach. the

They sat long in conference over the
pencilled notes on the admra™s fraved

envelope, but only one conclusion could

be drawn. They'd had rumors, of
course, of a new move against them
planred for an early date, but they'd
not expzcted this, Nothing like this.
However. . .

There was only one possible: move
once the conclusion had beesh drawm.
The first blow must be theirs. They
were ready. They were always ready.

They szt the hour for the morning
of September thirtieth and the rocket-
launchinge fields were alerted.

ZED ‘HAD his orders to report back

to the field in Arizopa by roon.
He took one st gay look at Washing-
ton’s brighter apnots and slept late that
last morning, It was about ten when
tae gyro-taxi dropped.him at Capital

Airport and he hurried over to his

ship. The big fuel tanks topped off,
the metal skin gleaming, the twelve
huge tubes scraped and plated, USAF
Comet pointed its nose skyward as
though reaching for the stars. He
patted it affectionately, stepped
through the air-tight door and dogged
it shut. He checked his fuel, his fire,
his breathing oxygen and the myriad
instruments on the control panel, The
tower, when he gave his identification
and destination, turned him over to
Radio Ground Control 3 and he wait-
ed for flight instruction.

The radar screens picked up the first
flight of fifty Enemy bombs at 1011
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hours and the ram-jet interceptors,
proximity fuszd, screamed upward on
thelr track, Hell had nmoved above
ground.

Of the
through, one to Manhattan Island, one
in the Atlant.c off North Carolina. An
unprejudiced observer would have had
to admit that the Enemy Z-bombs
were in no way inferior, Albemarle
and Pamlico Sounds were, suddenly,
one with the Atlantic Ocean, and the
wave raced inland for a hundred miles,
lashed to frothy fury by the hurricane
winds. The few survivors that reached
Charlotte and the towns to the west
said the wall of water was a mile-high,

New York City, with large portions
of New Jersey, Connecticut and Penn-
sylvania, simply had disappeared. The
sea rushed in to fill the enormous hole,

The defensive interception net was.a
complete success, Of twenty flights of
boimbs, fifty to a’ flight, that came
over during the one-hour attack, less
than a hundred got through to their
targets. A better than ninety per cent
. loss for the Enemy.

ED NEITHER heard the rumbling
nor felt the ground shake, In the

cockpit of the Gomet he was well in-
sulated and he was listening attentive-
ly to RGC 3. “At zero, fire rockets 2
and 8. At zero plus one second, fire 6
and 12. At zero plus one minute, fire
4 and 10. At zero plus four minutes,
you will- be at zenith. At zero plus
eight, eut acceleration and begin your
glide. Over.”

He read it back and asked for a
take-off time. i

“0.K., Comet. Zero iz’ 1016 hours,
1016 hours. Over. Do you hear me,
Comet? They're blasting somewhere
near and I can hardly read you. Come
in, Comet. Over,”  °

Zed turned up the volume and the
voice from Radio 3 nearly broke his

second flight, two got.

eardrums. “Goddlemighty, it’s bombs!
“Take off, Comet! Take off, it's an
attack! Over and cut!”

His heart pounded so that his eyes
blurred but his hands were cool and
steady on the switches as he fired
rockets 2 and 8. He felt the ship quiver
as he counted aloud, “And oze!” and
switched on 6 and 10. USAF Comet
danced for a second on its flamirg
tail, them whoosked upward with a
hissing roar. !

’I"HEY SEEMED to be concentrat-

ing their attack,.as was to be ex-
pected, at the two seaboards. Some fif-
teen or twenty of the missiles plunged
down on the Boston-New York-Phila-
de’phia-Washington area. This popu-
lous section was sheared from the
conitinent as though by a giant buil-
dozer and the muddy, debris-laden
sea swirled over the ugly wound.

At 1014 hours, just three minutes
after the first Enemy bombs were
picked - up on the screens, Ueneral
Messner’s five thousand armed and
ready rockets began to lake oif aad
whine upward into invisibitity. In a
deathly quiet rooni, the Fresident sat
with his head in his hands while Mess-
ner, at the visiphone, muttered tiarouga
stiff lips, “The bastards will never get
througn paying for this—but there
goes a little something on the account.”

This was before they knew, here in
the Denver capital, that the Enemy
was employing the Z-bomb.

The San Francisco-Los Angeles area
was the second hardest hit, To the
north, the one bomb that plumpzd
into Puget Sound eliminated Seattle,
Tacoma and Olympia. Portland, Ore-
gon, escaped with minor damage from
concussion which the citizens, for a
short while, attributed to an earth-
quake.

At the end of the hour, looking at
it coolly, the damage was not too great.
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The United States was a tremendous
country and there was a great deal
of it left, most of it more or less in-
tact. Both coastlines were permanently
and badly altered, but the interior had
suffered surprisingly little. Chicago
and vicinity was a. wet hole in the
earth into which Lake Michigan slow-
Iy seeped, and a number of tourists
were killed when Yellowstone Park
erupted inte nothing,

The direct hit on the underground
capital at Denver caused a lot of spec-

ulation about the Enemy’s new and im-

proved radie controls. Such accuracy
over those thousands of miles was im-

pressive. It was really, however, just a

fluke.

General Messner never lived to know
what enormous havoc he had wrought
with his retaliatory punch. It would
have pleased him to know that the
damage to thz Enemy was infinitely

grealer than that they had accom-
plished.
HEXN THE Z-bomb struck Wash-

inzton, at 1016 hours, Zed was
miles up arnd going away. The con-
cussion flioped the Comet info a cart-
wheel, end over end, but Zed was an
Air Forces rocket pilot, a hell-rider
and one of the he:t. He nut the switch-
¢s and managed to right the ship, us-
ing the turbo-jet landing easines for
power, When he got its nose up azain,
he switched on fu'l agealeration, all
twelve tubes, and went for altitude.
His Groupd Control scresn had
gone dead. of course, when the bomb
struck. He wes ilying on his own and,
at strato-rocket speeds, it was quite a
trick. Navigation was not the stromg
suit of the hell-viders, anyway. since
they were RGC trained from the be-
ginhing. -
So it was that he was a little north
of his course into the Arizona field,
passing over Denver at 200,000 feet

and something under 2000 miles per
hour.. He realized he was tog high and -
he increased the angle of his glide
stightly. Even so he would have over-
shot his mark.

1t was 1058 hours.

Zed saw, or thought he saw, the
bomb . when it plummeted across his
field of wvision, miles ahead. He defi-
nitely saw the towering, shimmering
plume of dirt and debris, disintegrat-
ing as it mounted, that erupted ahead
of him.

The steel-hard shock waves of un-
imaginable violence rippled outward
from that iremendous concussion, and
Zed’s ship smacked its belly against
them. The Comet ricocheted upward
in a skimming glide like a tlat stone
from water.

7ed blacked out.

The gleaming ship turned laﬂlv at
its zenith and pointed its nose down-
ward, .

LONG. a seam in the cracked face
of the earth, near where Yellow-
stone had been. ran a stream of white-
hot, molten metal. it reached a yawn-
ing fissure across its path and plunged
over the lip. a shining, hissing Niaga-
ra. Deep within the [issure sounded a
bubbling roar.

Suddenly, a coruseating, opaqgue
cloud of violet steam, switling and
crackling with golden motes of fire,
shot upward a mile into the air, Zed’s
Comet. screaming down out of the sky
from the southeast, plunged th‘ro‘ugil
the eloud,

The ship glowed bricfly, a lurid,
luminescent blue, and the air within
the compartment sparkled with dane-
ing particles of visible energy. The
oxvgen wes transmuted, gone, and in
its place was a pungent, not unpleas-
ant gas that was never smelled on
Earth. Zed’s unconscious form shifted
slightly and his clenched hands slow-
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ly relaxed. His breathing slowed,
stopped. '

The metal skin of the Comet dulled
and darkened as it flattened in a shal-
low glide. Miles away, toward the
coast, it came to a flat, belly-sliding
landing on the slope of a mountain,
Almost as though a hand were at the
controls,

E THIRD WORLD WAR went

on. The devastation was consider-
able before both sides ran out of Z-
bombs. Their production capacity had
long ago been wrecked so they turned
to their stockpiles of older weapons,
the A- and H-bombs.

Poisonous radiation blanketed much
of the world’s racked and tortured sur-
face before these, too, were gone. The
thing was finished, finally, by old
pilots with long memories flying the
antiquated jet-bombers. From either
side they came, dropping, with hap-
hazard manual releases, puny bombs
of inefficient TNT that broadcast over
a small area (per bomb) the innocent,
the deadly bacteria.

There were defenses, of course, and
such defenses as there were, they em-
ployed. ‘

But the bacteria met the radiation
and multiplied and were changed. New
defenses were devised, but the bacteria
had again multiplied—and changed.
Still doughty man, indefatigable man,
did not despair. He tried again.

But there were, now, fewer and few--

er men and more and more bacteria
and always they changed, they
changed and the people died in new
and horrible ways. Such an unequal
contest could have but one end.

The last man on Earth, but one, sat
beside the body of his dead wife and
watched the flesh drip from his fin-
gers in ropy strings, His hands would
not clutch the sharp shard of glass he
had found, but he had managed to fix

it in position so that he could cut his
throat. And so he died.
The last man on Earth but one.

TIME MARCHED and wheeled nis
columns through Space, driving
Earth’s spinning globe around the Sun
and around. The land under the metal
bulk of the rocket ship shuddered and
sank and, for a century or two, the
Pacific lashed its ponderous whips
against the almost impervious skin;
then the land heaved and rose and the
waves again lapped and hissed and oc-
casionally roared a mile or two away.
Crystals of various salts formed
around the edge of the air-tight door
and began to eat. Chemicals from air,
water and earth searched out the mi-
nute fraction of vulnerability in the
alloy and began to drive pinpoints of
corrosion. All the ingenuity of ingeni-
ous man had gone into making this
ship’s metal incorruptible, but the cen-
turies are larger than laboratories and
nothing is eternal. ‘

There was a day when, around the
invisible seam where the door fitied
into the curved side, came a pfoof!
like the opening of a .vacuum-sealed
tin of coffee. The air sparkled, sud-
denly brilliant blue, and there was a
penetrating odor. Zed's eyelids flut-
tered and his stiff, awkward lips
mouthed words. :

“Sir, I have to report that the cities
of Washington and Denver are under
attack by enemy bombs!”

The portentous, stilted phrases fell
flatly and without meaning into the
piled and rusted silence of the cen-
turies,

Zed opened his eyes and looked
around and his eyves saw peace, per-
fect peace. Everywhere on Earth,

And he died.

THE END
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€ YPOTHESES, hypotheses!—I nesd

d hypotheses like 1 need a hole in. the
head,” a tamous geologist i3 réputed to
have remarked—or words to that effect.
He was referring, of course, to the confu-
gion that surrounds our knowledge of the
interior of the Earth., Everyone, ineluding
the downstairs maid, has taken a fling at
puessing about the interior of the Earth
and each guess hag been about as valid as
any other. The simple fact is that nobedy
knows,

Tor a lohg while the Farth was as-
sumed to have a solid core, an interior
of rock. Later theorists suggested that its
density indicated it must be made of mol-

ten nickel-iron under sgeh  tremendous
pressures that it was wpractically rigid,
And so it went on with theor: after

theory coming out—lut no faeis appenr-
ing at all.

Recent studies have tonded to weaken
the idea of a rigid Barth, espesially in

ments, and which dizcloze that, under the
sravita ‘~nal attraction of the Moon, eld
Mother arth flexes like a five day styip-
per in a burlesque house. The variation
between predictions based on theory and
those on actual vhservation of flexures of
the Earth’s erust between California and
Hawaii is as great as, or more than, one
hundred per cent!

And so the matter rests, Qur knowledze
of - the Earth’s interior is slight, Until
sonte mecianical mole is devised {science-
fietion has handled this idea nicely) we
won't really know. The construction of a
mechanical mole eanable of withstanding
inlenze pressures and powered by an
atomic engine is slowly approaching the
realm of f{easibility. It will undoubtedly
be mony vears before sush a machine is
built ut it is in the eards. Then, when it
bores 2 few tens of miles or maybe hun-
dreds of miles into the crust (if that's
pozsible without melting) we'll get some

l oid | . ren] faea of how rigid or flexible this
light of the observations whieh have becn  s'urd old nlanet is  Un%i] then. your
made with extrerasly sensitive instru-  pusss is as good as anvbody’s! -

1

€

L S

T

H1D VAST gulf Lslween edueation {or
experience) and ineldigenee i3 pot
often apprec.awd. Peopie .o oceasionally
comé into vonwaet wicth so-called “primitive’
peoples ofecn impgine taao they ave uain-
telugent. Lhat juayzent is a refleciion on
the person makmg- it, ior ihare is vast evi-
- flenee to suppory e face vt iatelligence
is a common donaminaior among all hunian
 beings, be they Hotlentols or lskimos—or
the product oy our finest universities.

The reports of numerous British anthyo-
pologists who have studied Australian abor-
igines and African tribesmcn show clearly
"that intellience is ecompletely independent
of experience. Mathematicians and logicians,
incidentally, will confirm this,

Among certain Bantu tribesmen of South
Africa, there i3 an amazingly high general
intelligence level, elearly evidenced by the
speed with whieh the natives learn lan-
guages and acquaint themselves with the

HE BRAIN

By Rita Glanzman

THE BANTUS ‘
WITH r{% %
o

eivilized man’s eultuve. It has been reported

tinat the Bushman, for example, will dem-

Lhe

onzaate utmost impatience with the
white man’s conversation because it is so
slow! Very of'ten, befare the speech is com-
pleced, the Bushman will already have
grasped the ntent of the spedker. Meniorics
atmiongy these pooplés are similarly keen,

Tre point of the whole matter is, of
coursge, that some day men may come into
con:<act with a.far stranger species whosze
mind: may operate on levels far beyond
our own. Most scientists and writers on
interplanetary travel assume an anthropo-
centric view of things, suggesting that the
exisience of intelligent life elsewhere—
whatever the form— is hardly to be ex-
pected. This is surely not a sound supposi-
tion. The outward manifestations of their
culture do not mnecessarily refleet the in-
telligence or the military potential of sn
alien race.
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He Knew What
He Wanted

Dan was ready to drop his career just to
a space tycoon’s daughter—only to
learn eight other men were ahead of him!

e
By E. K. Jarvis
“I LOVE you, Doris. Will you
marry me?”

' She looked wp into his seri-
ous eyes and suddenly pusicad away
from him and took a few steps that
brought har to the edge of the es-
carpment. Below were the lights of
The Astral City, capital of the Cen-
tauri System and o: toe plapet Seit.
She heard h's sodt step belind lier,
She lifted her eves to look at Settluna,
now in quarter phase with Alpha and
half phas> with Beta,

She feit his hands settle firmly
azuinst her shoulders, she leaned back,
eradiicz the back of her head under
B chi'm,

“1 love
iy,

“Thei yu’ll marry me?™”

SFLowill—if you can getodad’s con-
sept.”

“Then it's all

rou too, Dan”

etiled,” Dan said,

she said

“There’s no reasan why he shouldn’t

give his consent, and naturally I have
to have it—we have to have it. That’s
colony law,” _

His hands gently turned her around
and drew her to him while his eyes
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caressed the Ttich auburn depths of
her hair, the symmeiry of her face,

the inviting smile of her lips,

“Let’s go beard the lion right now,”
he said.

Her arms came up and around his
neck. Het lips sought his fiercely and
clung with unleashed passion for a
long moment. Then she drew back and
smiled with stars in her blue eves.

“Let’s,” she sald.

They hurried to the car. She saug-
gled bsside him while, he shifted the
drive to the coptor biades, Thev had
driven up the winding road, byt now
he was in a hurry. A minute later
the small flat they weve on deopped
awav gnd they werée out o.ver the

eeps. the hizh cliff receding rapidly
behind -and the light of The Astral
City rushing toward them,

Twenty minutes later thev sottled
on a landing lot. The ‘coptor blades
stopped  and began retracting. He
shiited to rear wheel drive and leit
the lot, merging with ‘the traffic for
two :ghort blocks before darting into
a driveway that wound between short
evergreens toward the colonial style
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mansion set back from the street.

When they got out of the car, he
took her hand possessively and hur-
ried up the porch steps while she half
ran to keep up, an excited light in her
eyes. They found Conrad Matheson in
his study.

Matheson smiled at first as they
came in, But then, abruptly, his eyes
narrowed. He laid aside the book he
had been reading and stood up., Com-
pared to Dan's height of seven feet
three inches and his daughter Dogis’
six feet eight, Conrad was a short
man, hardly over six feet. But there
was a rugged strength to his face and
his lean body that gave the impression
of unbreakable granite.

Dan came to a stop, still holding
Doris’ hand. He looked down at her
for reassurance, then back to Conrad
Matheson. “Sir, I've come to ask your
permission’ to marry Doris. May I
have it?”

Matheson' stafed at him, his face
expressionless. Slowly a smile widened
his lips. “I see no reason why I
shouldn’t give it,” he said slowly,
“provnded you are the r:ght man for
her,”

Dan laughed “That’s. not for me to
say, sir. I hope I am. Certainly, if
love means anything, I am, because I
love her.”

“Then it's all settled,” Matheson
said. “You will resign your poSition
with Centauri Cartel at once and come
to work for me, Shels my only child,
you know, and in marrying her you
are also marrying eventual ownership
of the Matheson industrial empire. As
soon as the changeover has been made
and you’re demonstrating your ability
to take my place eventually, we'll
make the announcement and set the
date of the wedding.” )

“But...” Dismay settled on Dan’s
face, “I've worked hard to get where
T am in C.C. I thought one of my

gualifications would be the fact that:

I don’t need to ask for special privil-
ege, and am reasonably successful on
my own hook.”

“That is one of your qualifications,”
Matheson said, “but if you want to
become Doris’ husband, wou can't
continue in a minor post with another
company. It would be foolish, any-
way, when you're going to own fac-
tories and mines and wpace!mes before
long.”

“I don’t want them, sir,” Dan said.
“I much prefer what I have now. I'm
not marrying Doris for—"

“But I'm not allowing the indus-
trial empire I've built to fall apart,”
Matheson said. “Change over—or for-
get about Doris.”

&R AR. CARTER will see you now.”

Dan Adams flashed a smile

al the trim receptionist and went to

the Sett-mahogany paneled door which

bore the neat inscription, Thomas Car-
ter, Exit Interviewcr.

As he stepped inside the office,

" proportions abruptly altered. Thomas

Carter was an Earthman, 2s his
dwarfish five feet nine inches of height
attested. In -the colonies, Dan knew,

. an exit interviewer was always a home

office man, responsible to no one but
his superiors back on Earth. In that
way, the home office could keep tabs
on its farflung empire without inter-
fering with its operations.

The man himself was instantly like-
able, from his well f{itting tan busi-
ness suit to+his neatly combed iron
gray hair. He rose from behind his
low desk whose top would have conie
just even w1th Dan’s knees, and came
around and chook hands,

“I must say that your resignation
is a great surprise,” he said. “Your
reason for leaving is hardly adequate,
but we understand quite well the urge
that sometimes makes a man change
companies. Sit down. I want to talk
with you.”
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Dan took one of the Sett-size chairs.
Carter went around and sat at his
desk again, picking up some papers
and studying them.

He glanced up and smiled at Dan.
“It says you have an opportunity to
better yourself with Matheson, Incor-
porated. I can’t quite agree with that.
You see, Dan, you're a good man. You
know space and youre familiar with
a hundred different worlds and satel-
lites, You know how to get work out
of men and native races. We havent

exactly come around and patted you

on the back and painted a rosy pic-
ture of your future with the company,
but T can assure you that your op-
portunities with C. C. are far greater
than anything Matheson cgh ever of-
fer you, I think you know that. So—
how about giving me the lowdown?”

“] see no reason why not,”” Dan
said.. “Actually, I don’t want to quit.
Colony law is that for any girl to
marry she must have the siznature of
her father or legal guardian on the
marriage contraci. Also, under colony
law, if a girl's father dies, the court
appoints a guardian for her. I'm going
to marry Doris Matheson, Her father
insists that I go to work for him.”

“So that’s it!” Carter said. He
studied Dan for several moments. Fi-
nally, he got up and went over to a
row of filing cabinets, Dan watched
curiously while he opened several
drawers and took out files. He came
back to the desk with eight files and
Iaid them down, “You'll find these
quite interesting,” he $nid, opening
back the heavy paper cover of the
first file folder and taking out the top
sheet.

¢¢THE DATE,” Carter said, read-

ing from the standard resigna-
tion form, “October 8, 2304, That’s
eight months ago. Employee, Harold
B. Townsend. Reason for resign-
ing..."” Carter looked up at Dan and

laid the paper down. “Going to work .
for Conrad Matheson because he was
going to marry Doris Matheson.”

“What!” Dan was out of his chair
and hastily scanning the resignation m
the file.

“The others in.the files under that
one resigned for the same reason,”
Carter said.

“Why—why Doris never—" Dan
clamped his lips shut.

“No, I don’t suppose she would
mention them,”-Carter sad. “After all,
a girl doesn’t start life with the man
she loves by giving him the history
of all her past boyfriends.”

Dan looked at Carter angrily, saw
the man's attitude . wasn’t spiteful.
“No,” he shrugged. 3

“I'm very interested in this little
side drama of colony life.”” Carter
sa’'d. “You see, the first person whose
resignation I OK’d when I took over
this office here was Harry Town-
send’s. I was very happy about it -
and w.shed him the best of everything,
It was my second day behind this
desk, Then, after he had gone, 1 ran
his card through the classification ma-
chines. I wa3 more than surprised
when the machi¥e notified me that the °
classification ‘Quit to work for Con-
rad Matheson. Reason: Going to mat-
ry Doris Matheson’ contained seven
other names, with dates of quitting
extending over a period of four years.”
He chuckled. “First ihing I thought
of was that it must be a gag. An ex-
cuse for quitting, I investigated and
found that two of the men later killed
themselves, four died in accidents
within ‘six weeks:of quitting, and the
other two left the Centauri System for
parts unknown.”

“Is this on the level?“ Dan asked,
unbelieving. -

Carter nodded. “P'm not letting you
know all this just to scare you,” he
said. “And I'm not casting aspersions
against Doris Matheson. My investiga-
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tions have brought out something I
felt I should let you know about. Sit
down.”

Dan went back to his seat. Carter
studied him in silence for a long time.
Then, “Conrad Matheson is a fine
man, His employees worship him. He
came out here as a subsidized colonist
and in fifteen years gdined his inde-
pendence and married and started his
own space mines. By sheer guts he
climbed up, until now his holdings
total two hundred and eighty billions
of dollars. His wife died seven years
ago. His only known relative is his
daughter. He worships her. He wants
her to marry a man that has the same
qualities he has. Guts. Unqguenchable
drive, Judging from thz reports, he'l
start in by putting you through the
paces. He'll try every means at his
disposal to break you down, 1 don’t
know what will happen if you come
through with flyinr colors, because
none of these eight predecessors of
yours did. Who knows? Mayve he
doesn't want her married. Maybe he

sets out to turn every suitor of his

daughter into a snivelling coward. .. .
I just thought I would warn you.”
He stared at Dan for a moment, then
changed abruptly to business. “Your
resignation will be accented. The au-
ditors report you have a hundred and
twenty-eight thousand dollars in seve-
rance pay coming. The check is wait-
ing for you at the cashier’s cage. And
—good luck, boy.” He held out his
hand with frank friendliness.

“I’M NOT telling anyone you're to
be my son-in-law, and I'm sure
you wouldn’t want to start working
for me that way,” Conrad Matheson
had said. “It would handicap you to
have employees say behind your back
that you were the darling of the old
man’s daughter.”
“Right,” Dan had agreed, smiling.

Behind his smile he had been studying .

Matheson keenly, try'ng unsuccessful-
ly to fathom what lurked behind those
hard impersonal eyes,

“You go on the books as a t.s. -
Ostensibly, I went out and looked
over the field and hired you away
from C.C. That will mean to the
trouble shooting department that I
think you a pretty good man, which
I do.” Matheson’s smile had been on
his lips only :

“Yes, sir,”. Dan had said.

And now he was pointing his sleek
cruiser down toward the snowcapped
peaks of the planet Nono, first of the
eighty outer planets of the Centauri

‘system whose orbits encompassed both

suns in a vast oval orbit band. It was
Matheson Mines territorv exclusve.y.
The ship catalogue listed it as such.

The language machine had been
droning into Dan’s ears all the way
from Sett. Occasionally, he spoke intn
the microphone at his lips, attached
to the lightweight earphones, then 'c-
tened to the machine’s analysis of Pav
far off the native accent he was. The
machine combined teaching of the na-
tive language with a history of the
planet and the customs of its natives.
When he landed he weuld be able to
deal directly with the natives as well
as the human employees.

He landed on the scorched table-
land of lava that was the ready made
spaceport of Nono. While he waited
for some sign of a reception commit-
tee, he reread the troub’e shest. Au-
ditors’ reports showed a wide discrep-
ancy between the chromium coate.t
of assayed ore and the amount com-
ing from the refineries. Either the
ore samples were not representative,
or a lot of pure chrome was being
stolen. It was up to him to find out
and find out guickly.

A gyro appeared over the sharp
crest of a hill a mile away. Dan
slipped into his work clothes, Nylon
eoveralls with .innumerable pockets



HE KNEW WHAT HE WANTED 61

containing everything from pocket ma-
chine pistol to self-administerable
plasma carinisters,
gtyo had settled a hundred 'yards away
from the ship, he was out and climb-
ing down the handho!ds on the shell
to the ground.

He frowned uneasily when he saw
the lone occupant of the gyro was a °

native. The creature was an exoskele-

tal. About hali the intelligeat races

thus far discovered were insect ia
form. Their means of communication
was thin tubes containing fine muscles
that caused the tubes to vibrate in a
manner similiar to human vocal cords,
with the sound made audible by the
sounding hoard effect of the skeletal
ase at their base,

“ But he had espected a human to
meet him.

“Hello,” the native called: cheerily.
“Im Charlie, Mr. Leander sent me
to meet you. You are the t, s.2"

“Yes, Charlie,” Dan said.

“Very well. Hop in.”

Dan hoisted himsel. into the gyro
md sat down beside the creatuze.
Hé watched in fascination as dglicate-
-ly formed claws at the end of read-
like arms manipulated the controls
that sent the gyro sweeping vpward
in a wild curve,

“Don’t worry,” Charlie said. “I'm
a good pilot. My eyes cannot register
shape like yours do, but they can
register distance and velocity far more
accurately. Have you seen creatures
kike me before®”

“OIP  course, Charlie,” Dan said.
“The Creator is impartial. He makes
a many races with your qualities of
perfection, as races with my qualities
of perfection.”

“He is universal in his perfection,”
Charlie said. “But unfortunately his
creatures are universal in their Imper-
fection. We have trouble here.”

“So I gather,” Dan said, studying
. the earnest bead-crusted eye as large

By the time the

as  hali
about?”

“You will see,” Charlie said. “For
myseli, I fes]l a great sympathy for
your race, But others don’t. You wiil
see”

a grapefruit. “What's it

AUL LEANDER was colony-born.

A trifle short at seven feet two

inches of height, but a good man. The

reports said so, and Dan’s first im-
pression of the man said so.

“Glad you're here,” he said simply.
“I could have looked into the trouble
myself, but the natives can’t under-
stand a man who steps out of his posi-
tion. It's the insect type of mind, you
know. They believe a man is bred
from before birth for his job, the same
gs they are.”

“I know,” Dan said. “Give me your

‘ideas on it. Do you think the chrome

bars are being stolen and sold to some
renegade outfit.”

“Frankly, I don’t know. My men
haven’t been able to find out where
the theit occurs. They spot supervise,
vou know. That’s all they can do. We
have over a million native workers.
There are only ten of us.”

“Zo the catalogue says,” Dan sdid.

“Your office I3 next to miine,” Lean-
der said. “You'll {ind blueprints and

~maps of the entire layout there. The

men and the natives know you're
Heré, As t.s. you'll have complete run
of everything, The natives. will aceept,
you as a sort of army insect with the
right to go anyplace. Don’t forget,
however, to grease your coveralls thh
the grease in the top drawer of your

desk, It's oderless to us, but when you

go into the refineries and the electro-

vat buildings where the natives have
low intelligence, you have to have it

for them to accept you. It's officer-
odor paste,”

An hour later he left the office
building. and began his tour of inspec-
tion. Around him spread out: the -vast.
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acres of buildings of the ore refineries
and electro-smelters. One squat build-
ing he recognized as the atom power-
plant, the source of power for the vast
amount of electricity necessary to de-
oxidize the chrome and at the same
time keep the mixture at almost sun
heat in each vat.

Roughly twenty miles away, the
plain on which the mining property
rested ended in the foochills of a
mountain range that lifted twenty
thousand feet, the upper fifteen thou-
sand feet being black streaked with
the white of glaciers. Neither native
nor human had explored those heights,
nor would they ever. It was suicide.

He <consulted the map he had
brought along with him, and headed
toward the nearest storage building.
Iiside was a hive of .ctivity. Natives
by the hundreds swarmed over the
place, some of them carrying bars of
gleaming chrome metal, others in
janitorial tasks or seemingly just wan-
dering around doing nothing.

This activity continued for several
seconds after he entered the building.
Then, abruptly, all motion stopped. A
shrill screaming hum began, and grew
to such intensity that the dust parti-
cles on the floor danced to the vibra-

tion.

AS ABRUPTLY, the natives began
encircling * him, their darting

movement almost faster than, the eve

could follow.

He leaped toward the door he had
just come through, An insect blocked
his way. Sharp mandibles flashed at
him. With desperate speed he caught
at them and broke them off, flinging
them at the others in his way.

The insects piled over him, layers
deep, irying to bear him down by
sheer weight, He reached the door and
fell through it, twisting in a rolling
motion and flailing with his arms.
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In seconds that seemed like eterni-
ties it was over, and he stood outside
the bu:ldmg, panting from the exer-
tion.

Leander came running from the of---
fice building, a portable flame thrower
under his arm,

“What's the trouble?” he asked.

“The .odor-paste,” Dan snapped,
“And you know it. Nothing else would
make them try to kill me.” g

“What—" Leander began, puzzled.
He stopped. ;

“That paste was from the perspira-
tion fat of another group,” Dan said.
“It had to be. And it coulda’t have
been an accident.”

“But there are no other native
groups in this valley,” Leander =aid
earnestly, “It would have s come
from beyond the mountains circling
this valley.”

“Then it did,” Dan sa'd, “Let’s get
back to the office. ['ve got to get rid
of this smell, and it take =alcohol,
then carbon tetra.”

In the office building he slipped
out of his clothes and empiicd the
pockets. Leander stood by in an atti-
tude of helpless impotence.

“This odor-paste won’t keep more
than a month at a time,” Dan said.
“Who’s been over the mountains in
the past month?”

“None of us humans,”
sajd.

“And none of the natives could
enter a strange colony and gather this
perspiration fat,” Dan said.

“That’s why [ can’t understand it,”
Leander said. “It’s impossible. It must
have been something else that made
the natives attack you. It's got to
be.”

“It can’t be,” Dan snarled. “Some
human brought this here. Who's been
here in the past month?”

“No one...except...”
voice trailed off,

Leander

Leander’s
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" "Who?” Dan persisted.

“Well, he ¢reainy wouldn't have
done it,” Leander said. “The only one
who's been here in the past moith
was the old man himself!™

[DECCA, SECOND of the outer
= plancts, swept by wadernen©s, i3
med airless surface bleak and un-
vithng, Underneath thet g-riace. Than
Lew, wes o world , of }ah31m;h1;zn
wonders and underworld ocears inter-
connected by subtertanean passages in
which teemed three intelligent races
of delicately miolded sea creatures,
pink of flesh and incredibly complex
in body structure. His own employer,
Centauri Cartel, owned all territory
rights there, He was not landing, but
usng Decca as 4 peg for his trajec-
tory tﬁward Ondecca, third of the out-
er planets, though 1t cou'd hordly be
called planet-sized snee its diameter
Was Just uader a thousand miles,

Dan fead the trouble sheet for the
hondredth  time, frowning in  deep
thought over ways in which Conrad
Matheson could fay a trap for hitn.

The trouble reported was sabotage.
Ondecea, an -airless planetoid of al-
T08L neghfrlbe geavity, ‘was one vast
factory for the manufacture of space
sa.ps of all typbes, Faes panih 07 Ovpie
tires wotked there. Two were exe-
sheletal, one was reptilian, and the
other two were the humian and the
quinitan, the mnly intalligent watme
hl@oded sace in the Centaurian svs-
ters. el Than hwew what toat sieant.
Imen.se jealousies and equally fitense
lovalties and even rhore intense dcci-
saffons,

B amould ke almaost mlpﬁsssble m
find the trouble, lay the blame, and
ot creite anarchy on Or&‘de{iﬁr:ag Yet
that was what he was expected to do.
The job should have been assigned to
a group of experts. Perhaps eved rep-
resentatives of each race appointed
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by their own planetary governments
should have been sent to the  trouble
spot, Dan knew that was what should
be done. Why hadn’t it?

Maybe the trouble was phoney, just
ay the trouble at None could very well’
have been phoney. Theé matives there
hsd been stealing some of the chrame
bars and hiding them. Senseless, since
they couldn®t use them oF niarkst
them, Matheson was loved by all h's
workers of all races, Wherever he went
he mixed and made friends. Tt would
be easy for him to slip  aming the
various races of workees and give or<
ders to sabotage work and create situ-

.ationg in which Dan coald be killed

or made to look silly ot cowardly.

Or the trouble cotild be genuine, and
he was be'rig sent because Matheson
thought it would be tos much for him
to tackle. Or, Matheson could b on
the level in spite of the evidence to
the rontrary. He could be testing
Dan's metal to see if a¢ was a 'Wﬁrth?-
prospective sonsin-law.

‘The thing was, Dat knew, that he
had to come throtgh. If he didn’t he
cowld tuck Nis fafl betwesn his legs
and head for parts unknown-3f he
didn't get killed irst,

He grinned mrrthlesstyd If Mathe.
soM - wanteﬂ a son-fndaw who could
stand up o him, he was going to find
he Had one. If, on the gtlier hand, he
dgdn’t waht a son-ifi-law at all, and
'm Ted to destroy everyone
d to be one, he would find
that here was one Joe who didn’t take
déstreying sitting dowd, ...

iy

HE GENERAL stiperintendent
was Jozl Aver. He was a quick
decisive man to whom Dan took #n
instant Tliking. He had thiegs ready to
present a corapreliensive picture of
the sabotdge, or af least its results,
“Here, here, and here,” he said,
pointing on blueprinits, “are the parts

e
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that must be coordinated if a ship is
to be operated safely. They must be
a.igned with the functional axis of the
ship. For example, here are the rocket
tubes, If they are out of line a frac-
tion of a degree, there Is a side-vector
to the thrust that makes accurate

fiight .impossible. And here are the

gyros, Unless they are exactly at the

center of mass of the ship, an effect .

is produced which is called sh’p dwell,
which makes the ship have a second-
ary spin like a top running down.
“All these things are adjusted to the
nth degree before the ship ever leaves
the plant. It’s done I the testing

building under such precise conditions -

that thousands of tons of ship are bal-
anced to within a minute fraction of
an ounce. Navigation instruments are
lined up with the ship’s axis so ac-
curately, the ship can deadst'ck on
autopilot through any trajectory de-
sign for a lightyear’s distance and not
miss a dead target the size of a dime.
That's why Matheson ships have
gained their reputation of being the
most teliable ever made.”

Joel Auer looked at Dan and came-
to the point quietly. “The last ten
ships to leave on their test run de-
veloped gyro dwell, and then pushed
it to the point of tearing the gyro
units from their moorings and wreck-
ing the ships. The gyros were placed
out of balance, and the navigat'on in-
struments were out of line with the
axis.”

“And you think it had to be done
deliberately?”’ Dan asked.

“Yes,” Joel Auer said. “Either the
test crew didn’t do its work, or some-
thing wes done to the sh'ns alter tho-
were OK'd for fl'ght and before they
took off.”

“What’s your opinion?” Dan asked.

Auer smiled. “I can’t aiford to
have one on this.”

Dan studied the superintendent.
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Was there something lurking in back
of his smile? Was this whole thing a
frame to make him look silly? Ten’
ships! That would mean a loss of any-
where from ten million to a billion
dollars! Quite expensive {or a build-
up... '
“What became of those ten ships?”
he asked.

“Nine of them lost themselves in.
space. Spacetugs towed the tenth into
a closed orbit around Ondecca. I sup-
pose you'll want to go up and look
it over.” ;

“Will “you come with me?” Dan
asked.

Auer frowned. “Frankly, no, I'd
much rather you went alone. If you
find anything, I don’t want any of my
men placed in the position of having.
possibly aided you. It would create
hostilities, You're the t.s. You're ex-
pected to gather your evidence and
turn it over to the home office for
action.”

“I see,” Dan said. And suddenly
he was sure he knew what the setup
would be this time. Matheson hadn’t
liked the successful way he handled
the Nono trouble. He was out to mur-
der his prospective son-in-law in cold
blood and make it look like the work
of saboteurs.

He turned and left the super’s of-
fice. Outside, he looked up through
the transparent roof of the administra-
t'on station, and after a while he saw
the silver shape of the ship come into
view. A thousand miles overhead, it
was almost too small to make out, but
there was no mistaking it. What kind
of a trap had been set for him up
there? He smiled a tight smle. There
was only one way to f'nd out.

IT LAY THERE, a hundred yards

away, stationary in space relative
to his own sleek craft, its surface
glistening and unscarred by the pit-
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ting of hot atmosphere and the mil- .

croscopically dine crystals of space.
Highteen hundred feet logg and four
himdred feet In diaméter at its thicks
est. part A wargo-passenger liner for
the inferstellar limes, #id worth six
bundred million dollars,

Had it really been sabotaged? The
« yarious pa,rts that made up the drige
—the namgatmn the balance, the
‘ mgne - —throwt out of

gnmient, iter they had besn passed
by the inepectors? Dan shook his head.
. Matheson ‘would never have },ene that
;far Or would he?

Dan looked down ant Ond

thousand. milex below, with g smrfacrf
studded fmth hundmia af mrcuiar waIIs

t tm: sups sreel
t]arg }ucat rvr’rrt they laoked lylm the
s of tube« that protreded from
the plasiet. (%hers looked like rmoon
craters, a8 indeed they had besn until

their rm’rs were hmft up and smignthed

ﬁ[ i}w\‘«}q o fivmt }'\?w e rﬁ‘h{ "y d ﬂrb_
mosphere, Looking doww there, he
coufd real'ze t}mt rt mwhi he possible

oo dollars’ v
DR PURPOSEs They

_ _;-mi at most th“y
et tn»é dividends tn  the
swf*hhﬁ"dem by a few cenfs a share.

It was a sran: wo pleture that had
beent stowly buz!{{.nf" ep o Rs mind,
of a father dete mibed no mere Mot
el show'd ever o s daughter, ds
Suing Trstroctions te hs emp‘mfefs to
~sabotage the'r.own worl so that Hoal-

lr a trap c&uld be set to destroy in

i way ot another the one who dared
love that daughter It was a strgnpe
thing, but in 3 way quite typical of
colony systems whete things were

; f.-:} [w -aj nymr w m "1
hw youth hsd coiie here fram Earth in

reverie, The aum-p:lm ﬁsf Em sh:p Was
set on the liner now so that the two
ﬁh s 'W*l"!d Stav s oE T“I‘t"” I’l”‘

he stipped

inte hig s;}acesmt in preparation for

erresime e onlf hetwern thew,
He marfe‘d for the aitloek, then hes
imly he canie hack and o't
n auimna.t;; froim -the arms locker
Moments toter he leaped. feeling far

mah {eals when suspends
alane.
V&H‘ﬁ mnd&muq unrealite K shin
driftes i, while i the
i h the ¢ litier bore
dmvn ﬂfl hm. He blinked violently
.nnt:l Ws mind adjusted, and the Imf:r
 stationaty thing, whle he was
falling tovard it. "The superficial pan‘e
%eﬁ Wi,
He was going o jast miss the
seetiver. He took the Fne tuhe g
tached to hi's waist and pointed ft. in
& divestion that wou'd zoreect his
fHeht, and prossed the vale that gent
wut a Frmh pr"eﬁure stive of an-. It

mates of spaes relative tﬂ
him arﬂ’i '(1m Ymer,

H's eyes wefe sharply surveving
every visible inch of the liner, search-
ing for possible sources ol éan“gg_f, Hix
thonehts were rushing ai hm&fspeed
sifting every possible angte in search
of a pfm?nhal trap.

And suddenly s eyes w'denéd in
surprise, As fast as thought he raised
bis automatic and pointed it at the
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huge ship, firing six times in rapid
success’on., '

And in rapid succession there were
six flashes of fire close to the shell of
the ship.

He poised stationary relative to the
ship now, due to the recoil action of
the six shots. Sweat at the narrowness
of his escape headed h's forehead.

It had been a diabolical trap. Some-
where on the ship a linear accelerator
was in operation, shooting electrons
into space. The result was that the
ship was positively charged, perbaps to
a few million electrostat’'c volts. If he
had fallen much closer to the ship
the free electrons in his own body
would have arced across to the ship.
He would “have been unharmeéd by
that electric are, but in that instant
afterward he would have had an elec-
trostat’c charge himeelf. Like charges
repel each other. He would have been
repelled from the giant liner with
such force that he would have shot
out inlo space, perhaps never to be
found!

“GO_D!” HE muttered shakily.

It was going to be a ticklish
job maneuvering back to his own
ship now. Without the gun it would
have been impossible. Using his ox-

ygen in any quantity for repulsion.

would have provided a conductor so
that he would arc across to the high-
ly charged liner.

And on the report sheet, if that hap-
ened, his being lost in space would
be laid down to stupidity! In a way
it was stupid to leave one’s ship: But
by doing things the way he had, he
was keeping the orbit of the liner
from being disturbed. And Matheson
had known he would do things the way
he had.

Now, all he had to do was return
to bhis own ship and shoot out the
magnetic grapple, It would hold, and

the two ships could be drawn together
by rolling the grapple cable back onte
its winch.

He contorted himself so as to get
the automatic pointed correctly for-re-
coil toward his ship.

“Dan Adams!” The voice erupted
into his ears from the earphones of
his suit radio. It was Conrad Mathe-
son’s voice! It was harsh, with no pre-
tense of friendliness. '

“Yes?” Dan said calmly, twisting
around to search for the source of the
voice.

“You can see me by lovking almost
directly at Alpha,” Matheson sa'd.

Dan turned to squint at the nearer
of the two suns. After a moment his
eyes adjusted, and he saw the sil-
houette of a spacesuit-clad figure.
There was something else. A gun
similar to his own.

“I see you now,” Dan said tone-
lessly,

“I'm going to kill yeu, Dan” -
Matheson said. “You didn’t fall for
the trap I set for you, but they’l
think the same things anyway. They'll
come up te investigate and find your -
ship unmanned and set on the liner.
They’ll discover someone ‘forgot’ to
shut off a linear accelerator. They’ll
assyme you arced and shot off into

_ space just as you would have done if

you hadn’t discovered the trap. By
the way, what made you suspect?”
Dan watched the figure coming to-
ward him, keeping always in the sun
so that it would blind him to keep
watching it. Matheson was still too
far away for a sure shot, and it had
to be one shot, because once he fired
he would shoot away irom the recoil.
Dan risked a look about him and
saw his own danger. Where he was
now, if he fired the recoil would send
him toward the liner. He took the tube
at his waist and pointed it sideways,
releasing enough air to send him out
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of Hue with the ship.

“You mever had any intention of
peimitting me to “marry Doris, did
you, §ir?” Dan said calnily.

“Of course not!” Matheson said.
*You're not the first punk that
thought the way to wealth was to mar-
¥y the daughter and sole heir of Con-
rad Matheson.”

“I)id it ever oceur to vou that ohe
of them might be marrying her be-
cause he loved her?” Dan asked.

’I"HERE WAS a harsh laugh. *“Don’t

give me any of that silly namby-
pamby. A woman might marry for
love, bit no man would in Doris’
case.” There was another laugh, low
and dry, the laugh of 2 nian wha. is
comming in for the kill and enloymg it.

“Npthing will stop you?” Dan
asked, “I bave & gun mysell, you
iknc_aw.”'

“That makes it mare interesting”
Matheson said. “U'm in the sum. I'm
experienced at space duelling, You
don’t stand a chance.”

“I wouldn’t say that,” Dan said,
risking @ glance to the side to make
sure he was out of the way of the
electrically—charged spaceliver. “Or
maybe youre right, Maybe T don’t
stand a chance. If you kill me I'm
lost in space; probably to burn to a
crisp as my corpse rushes through the
atmosphere of some planet, or smashed
beyond recognition or any chance to
prove there’s a bullet hole in me when
I strike some asteroid. If T kill you—
He stopped abruptly.

“If yow kil me?™
mocked, _

“I would Have to tell Doris,” Dan
said, “I could hever ¥arry if T killed
you. And of course I can see now that
you will never give your consent for
anyone fo mearry her,”

“That niakes it intéresting, doesn’t
it?® Matheson said. *“You're intelli-

Matheson

gent. You see all the angles. But
there’s one yow've missed. If you
agree to break woff with Dorls, quit
your job, and leave the Centauri Sys-~
teni, I'll let you live. That's my fimal
offer and you have exactly one miin-
ute to make up your mind, because in
one minute Il be close enpugh to
shoot without missing.”

“I don’t néed a niinute,” Dan sald
“Herel” He tossed his gun away frem
him,

“Then you agree to give up Doris
and leave the System?” Matheson
said.

“T didn't say that,” Dan said “You
have me in a position where I can’t
win, I won’t run. Ive plaged it squaré-
ly in your lap. You can murder me in
cold blood. If you don't, T assure you
I'm going to continue mukmg‘ for yoy
and doing too good a job—in spite of

-your efforts to sabotage me—for you

to fire me. I'm going to put you on
a spot where you will have to give
your consent for me to marry Daris,
or admit that you refuse to let her
marry under any circumstances. When
that time comes, Doris and I can
take it to court and have you over-
ruled, So; if you can live with mur-
der, go ghead and shoot,” He looked
across the dozen yards of space into
the grim mask of a face and the slit-
ted eyes of Conrad Matheson, waiting -
for death,

It dido't eome. Instead Matheson’s
features, remained unchanging for a
monrent. Then a slight quirk stole
inte one corner of his mouth, spread-
ing until it became a broad grin. His
whole manner charged.

“You've come through, Dan” he

sald, “Yow've done what I wanted you

to do. You've got the guts it takes to
be head of the Matheson Corporation,

and that's what I had to make sure

of in a sorain-law.” His eyes flicked
toward the surface of Ondecca.
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“They’se watching down there. Right
now the word is spreading that the
old man has at last found a som-in-
law that has the guts to take his
place,”

DAN STARED at him, confused.
“I—J dont get it. They were
watching? Then—you weren’t going to
kill me under any circumstances?”
“Of course not,” Matheson said.
“This whole setup was a frame from
the beginning. You thought that odor-
paste was from the bodies-of natives
in another colony on Nono, It wasn't,
The natives had orders to attack you,
but not hurt you—to make it look
like a plot to kill you. And there has
been no sabotage. No wrecked ships.
Directly in line with Alpha so you
can't see it, is my own cruiser w'th
its erew ready. If you had walked into
the trap, they would have let you
drift long enough to break you: down
completely, and then they'd have
picked you up. If you had shot at me
—well, T took that chance. But it’s all
over now.” He waved his arm in a
signal for the ship hidden in the disc
of the sun to come pick them. up.
“And I'm damn glad, son.”

Dan didn’t answer, His face re-'

mained expressionless as the ship ap-
peared.

“Your job's over for now,” Mathe-
son said. “‘Oné of the crew can take
your boat down. Us, we're heading
back for home—and Doris. She’s wait-
ing for you, boy. And praying you've
come through., Come on, Dan, cheer
up. Don’t look so serious.”

Dan shook his head. “If it’s all the
same to you, sir, I'll take my ship to
home base myself. I'm resigning and
asking Centauri Cartel for my old job
back. You can tell Doris—"

“What are you saying?” Matheson
broke in. “You're out of your mind!
You've won the girl you love and the

Matheson Empire besides. You’re not
throwing that away!”

Dan shook his head again. “I am,”
he said. “I was going to marry the

girt I loved. Not the Matheson Em-

pire. In my books, I was expecting
a girl who loved me enough to live on

my salary with Centauri. 1 loved her

enough to change jobs and sacrifice
my career, if that’s what you laid down
as the price of your consent. But—I
don’t know guite how to express it—
but suddenly I can’t stomach the idea
of a girl who loves me letting me be
‘tested’ to see if I'm worthy of her.
You can tell her-my last words for
her were—to hell with it. Give me
your gun so I can get to my ship.”
He took the automatic from unre-
sistine finwers, Alatheson's evas were
glazed over with surprise and shock.

“MR CARTER will see you now,
Mr. Adams.”

Dan rose nervously and went toward
the Sett-mahogany door. The personnel
chief had been very cold toward him
and told him he would have to clear
with the exit interviewer before he
could return to work. If... And he
had let it hang there threateningly,

He twisted the knob and pushed
open the door. Carter was ailready out
from behind his desk and advancing
to meet him, a broad smile on his
faee. -~

Dan looked down at him awk-
wardly, feeling the difference in their
héights,

“So you're back,” Carter said,
“Come in and sit down and tell me
about it. What happened?”

“] didn’t like the setup,” Dan said.

“You aren’t marrying Matheson’s
daughter?”

Dan shook his head.

“Well,” Carter said impatiently,
“did you find out what happened to
those other menp”
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“Yes,” Dan said, sitting down.
“They agreed to leave the Centauri
System.™

“Don’t be g0 damn vrcomnumicds
tive!™ Carter said. “1id you agree to
leave the System toa?” _

Dan smiled. “Does it lock lke 2"

The phone rang, “Just a minute,”
Carter excused himself. Dan sat silent,
waiting. Carter listened. From time
to time, his eyes went to Dan silently,
‘then looked down at the surface of
the desk. When he hung up, he began
pacing the floor without talking, a
dark: scowl on his face. Dan watched
with a sinking fegling. It looked like
hé wasn't going to get his old job
back. He wauld kave to leave the
System after all. Bitterness welled up
within him. He shoved it down with
an effort and kept his features express
sionless,

‘Abruptly, Carter stopped his pacing
and turned to Dan. “That calt was
about yoi,” he sa'd. “Pm going to
make you an offer. You can {ake it
or leave it. You can be reinstated in
your old joly and with all your prior«
dties and benefits so that it’s just as
if you had never quit. But you hdve
to return your severance pay check,
and you have to szgn 2 tea-year con-
tract,”

Den was en his feet. “Good!” he
sa'd. “Where’s the contract? I'll sign
right now.”

“And your severance pav?” Carter
asked,

Dan took oat his blllic:r‘d and ex-
tracted the check, He grinped, “I
never cashed it

Carter took the check and glanced
At it, then put it in a drawer. “I'll
have my secretary type out the con-
tract while we wait.”

THE SECRETARY came in with
her shorthand book. After she had
goné, Dan and Tom Carfer sal in
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silence. A few minutes later the phone

rang.

“Yesp” Carter said. He stiffened,
His ¢yes darted to Dan. “OK,” he
said. He bhung up slowly, his eyes go-
ing toward the door.

Dan turred as the door burst open,
Matheson camie in, & determined glint
in his eyes. Behind him was Dorls.
There was an egually determined
glint in her eyes.

“All right, Dad,” she said. “Tell
hlm.”

“I came to apologize, Dan,” Mathe-
son said. “And to tell you the truth,.
Dotis d1dn’t know about the testing.
Neither with you ner with those others,
I worked it so she thought they just
turned yellow or stopped loving her,
She had nothing to do with it.”

Dan looked at Doris and-saw that
it was the truth. He looked back at
Matheson, There was incredible
strength of will there. Intense pride.
But with it was something else.

The door epened again, The secre-
tary came in and laid several sheefs
of paper on Carter’s desk, then went
out, glancing curiously at Dgns

‘*’WEII " Carter said goodnaturedly,
“I guess I might as well tear up this
contract.”

“Mo,” Dan said calmly. He looked
at Math_eson,_ then at Doris. With 4
half smile, he stood up and went teo
the desk. Hé picked up the pen and
held it poised while he glanced over
the contract.

He started to sign it, and there was
4 sobbing sound, shatply eut off, from
Doris.

#1.guess that's that;” Matheson said
heavily, “Come on; Doris.”

“I've signed it now, Mr. Carter,”
Didn said. “Does that make ijt
binding?" _

“It does,”™ Carter gaid.

“OK,” Dan said. He turned ‘to

‘Matheson and Doris, “Now;” he said,
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“Doris, do you still want to marry
me?”

“Qh, yes, Dan.” Her eyes lit up,
then turned to her father question-
ingly.

“Do you play it my way?” Dan
said to Matheson.

A smile twisted onto the strong lips
of Conrad Matheson.

Doris and Dan didn’t wait for a
verbal answer. They were in each
other’s arms, gazing into each other’s

eyes, when, “No!” It was Matheson’s
voice, angry, sharp. They jerked
around in surprise.

Carter had the contract in his
hands, about to tear it up. He was
looking at Matheson in surprise,

Matheson went forward and took
the contract out of Carter’s hands and
Iaid it on the desk,

“We'll play it Dan’s way,” he said.
There was intense pride in his next
words. “He’s my son.”

/

THE IMMORTAL FLY

BY L. A. BURT

ECYNSECTICIDE — inschmecticide -~
what’s the difference as long as
you're laealthy?” might be the comment of
the common fly or the battle ery of the
insect world! The much-vaunted wonder-
drugs of science are taking a beating at
the “hands” of the insect world. Science
has received a setback and the old fly-
swatter is once more in demand. It appears
that the general conclusion of researchers
is that the present-day insecticides so re-
cently discovered and used with such ap-
parent effect, have really been merely tem-
porary barriers to the march of insects,
particularly the common fly,
Nature builds well and she is adaptable

COWMC

HE MEDIUM sized, tyvpe “G” star
which constitutes the Sun of this Solar

system likes to think of itself as a sort of
cosmic practical joker, with almost a sadis-
tic glee causing all that trouble among the
bifurcated inhabitants of the third planet!
And just to make it harder, the Sun likes
to repeat the troubles at almost cyclic turns.
The trouble and joking is, of course, the
Sunspots.

These flaring magnetic storms oceurring
on the surface of the Sun appear at fairly
periodic intervals and, since they are basic-
ally magnetic and electrical in nature, they
throw into space powerful magmetic fields
and vast streams of electrons like a gigan-
tic vacuum tube. As far as the engineers

above all things. While for a time the in-
secticides like DDT and others demonstrate
terrific killing power, it requires only a
relatively short time before the fiy-world
produces a hardy strain completely imper-
vious to the death-blow of the chemieal.
Furthermore, scientists have discovered
that among flies the resistance to chemical
sprays is passed down through numerous
generations even though they may not be
exposed to the agent again., One secientist
has gone so far as to balieve that ulti-
mately flies will develop resistance to all
drugs used against them!

It is sad, indeed, to think that technol-
ogy has been stumped this way, Hey,

aw! Get out the fly-swatter!

JOKER .. 0&6%}
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of Earth are concerned, the resulis ave
horrid. Comumunications on ISarth depend-
ing on radio especially, but also on long
land-lines and cables, gel a terrific Jolf.
The electrical and magnetic effects play
hob with communications. In faet, because
of Sunspots alene, much communication
equipment must be madr dozens of times
better—and be'ter shielded—-than if they
didn’t exist,

Interspacial radio, when the day of the
space ship comes, will be interfered with
severely. by these Sunspot disturbances, a
matter wh'ch scientists are already con-
sidering. The possible solution seems to he
to avoid the wave-lengths on which the
Sun broadeasts but, unfortunately, mag-
netie fields have no wavelengthl




> FRINGES OF THE COSMOS

By Jonathon Peterson

k{11 HTTELT

TE TWO-HUNDRED-inch telescope charting and analysis of the fringes’ stellar
j=n’t much in the news these days— gystems. Alon‘g w1t_h_the charti_ng of the
R " 1 n. Astronomers 5tars and their positions, note is made of
and for a very good reason. relative velociiies in order to find out
using the gigantic instrument are embarked whether the Universe is expanding, ¢on-
on an exhaustive program to determine (if tracting or preserving the status quo; de-
they can) the limitations of the Universe. gpite the theoreticians, thia little matter
The telescope is capable of reaching some hasn't heen settled cither.
two or three hlJl’_ld]'Ed million llght years Presumably, when this program has been
into spacel Ignoring the nearer stars, as- gompleted the two-hundred-incher will be
tronomers are imterested in deter_mmmg turned to the more prosaic charting of the
whether or not the stellar system thins out Solar Systern’ ‘Lhough astronomers don't
toward the fringes of this radius. In other take very kindly to this idea. They feel
words, is there a limit? the time of the tool is so precious that ev-
Viewed with ordinary instruments, the ery moment of its use must be allotted to
stellar arrangement seems {o be pretty reg- stellar work. Let the smaller ’scopes take
ular, and no apparent diminution in density care of the Solar System, is the general
of siars is noliceable. Yet it is difficult attitude of the astronomer. Those of us who
to imagine that the stars go on without take the more immediate view that Man
end. It is reasonable to assume that the will soon be in or out in the Solar System-
Cosmos is finite. To defermine this, the are inclined to think this rather short-
astronomical program calls for a detailed sighted.

——

MARTIANS ——,— BY THE—

% INCH i , ; 4
BYSGdeMi“erhjfli}?gv!'; 32;|§.!s‘:=3’-3.3.-?_'?!

NO READER of science-fiction can deny a few inghes long_a_n-_d endowed with mirac-
that the “flying saucer” phenomenon ulous visual _a.b:_llltles and tech nological
= 3 . ¢ skills. Their vehicles are flying saucers
siirred up the public consciousness of s ranging in size from feet to -thousands of
a¢ nothing else has ever done. Unfortunate- o0/ “sowered by pravitational waves
ly the efforts of some to purvey these facts ‘(yi'arever they are), and they are study-
of observation in terms of planetary in- g0 "4iu inhabitants of the Earth. The
vaders and in general tﬂ promove eVery  Woong of Mars are not satellites but arti-
conccivahle sort of a hoax has done the sf  4.i2) ghgervational platforms upon which
fan a disservice, tending to make him ap- 4o hartians study their own planet. The
pear to many a crack-pot, especially N Mariians even have ecrystalline power
light of the logical explanations offered by  plants which produce enormous smounts of
genuinely disinterested scientific observers. glectric power through our familiar piezo-

Imaginative ability is a wonderful thing eleciric effect (in which the squeezed or
—all 4-f readers share it to a great extent, pressed crystzl dejivers a voltage and =&
—but it is one thing to be imaginative and  current).

another to be hoaxed and bamboozled by Now how i < ; inter
self-styled scientists. Unfortunately for s-f esteﬁwpef:;n'sma“r:girﬂa“{hﬁidﬁieﬁ 'E;'ﬁev';.
there has been too much of this lately. ously in only one way, in the same way he

The most recent deviation from the realm regards Velikovsky’s theories, or, say, dia-
of the senses is Heard’s “Another World netics. True, these matters are controversi-
Waitches,” In this remarkable opus, we ave al, but somewhere, someplace the line must
told in great detail all about the Martians, be drawn between fact snd fantssy and
their flying saucers and the observations when fantasy is presented as observationsl
they are making on Earthl To begin with fact, then the sclentist must rise up in
the Martiang are insects like bumble-hees, honest ire!
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When they found Diana's body, the marks on her throat told them what had happened....
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By Paul W. Fairman

Certain death disguised as a giant snake
lurked on this space ship. But a visible
danger isn't always tite most deadly . . .

AVIS, SKIPPER of the Orion
—out of the asteroids for Ter-
ra—was drinking coffee in the
chart room when Connors brought him
the news, After listening, with no
change of expression, Davis said, “Bet-
ter sit down, son. And you'll find a
bottle of brandy in that left-hand
drawer. Take three fingers and com-
pose yourself.”
Connors’ face was the color of old
- ashes. His hand shook as he reached
toward the drawer. Then, from pure
reflex, he drew the hand back quickly.
Davis got to his feet, smiling brief-
ly and without humor, “Don’t worry.
You won’t find it in there, Only the

13

brandy bottle,”

Still, Connors opened the drawer in
gingerly fashion and peered inside be-
fore availing himself of the brandy.
His arm trembled and, as he poured,
the liquor splashed onto the table,

The skipper ignored Connors’ pitiful
nervousness and began pacing the
floor. He was a handsome, gray-haired
man whose very appearance spoke of
precision. His short, clipped spesch
verified this,

“First things first,” he said, “so
let’s take stock. The Plutonian thinks
it happened sometime between the
thirteenth and the eighteenth hour?”

“That’s—that’s right, sir.”
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Davis pursed his lips, considering,
“We are still three days out of Terran
gravity. We have five passengers be-
sides a crew of eight, and four men for
the cargo. That make it very bad-—
especially the passengets.”

“Very had, sir.”

Davis turned his gray eyes upward
and surveyed the ceiling. Over a doz-
s;xrpipe lites of various thicknesses ran
through ene wall, passed over his head,
and disappeared into the next.

“Every ceiling in the craft a mass
of pipes,” he mused. “That’s doubly
bad. A worse setting for such a thing
couldn't. be devised.”

“What—what are we going to do,
. sir? Notify the crew and the passen-
gers?”?

“The four cargo men no doubt know
already. That Plutonian would have
told the other three.”

“But only because they're Pluton-
ians, too. He wouldn’t speak to any of
the crew except me., As Cargo Master,
I'd be the man to notify.”

“My fiest- instinet is to inform only
picked members of the crew—those not
given to panic. And the passengers—
_no_..’."

“But sir! Isn’t that cruel? Inhuman?
They should bé given a chance for
© their lives.”

Davis continued to pace the floor in
measureéd strides. “Faced with a situa-
tion such as this, Connors, a mati is
hard put to décide the really human
thing to do. I certainly don’t want to
precipitate a panic.” He made two
more turns across the room, “Let's
see—on the passenger list we have
that couple Mr. and Mrs. Dane; the
widow, Mrs. Norbet; and those two
importers, Friedlinger and Blair. Of
the whole lot, I consider Freidlinger
to be the only really stable individual,”

“And the crew?” '

“You'd better call the crew in im-
. mediately.”

LEWIS DANE hurried along the
companionway of the Orion to-
ward the cabin he shared with Diana,
his wife, Dane was a big man, a full
two hundred and seventy-five pounds,
very little of which was other than
bone and muscle. He had a deceptively
childlikeé face, large and without guile.
Upon that face now was a mixture
of fear and elation, He walked care-
fully upon the balls of his feet, and
continuously kept his eyes on the pipes
under which he walked. He did not
bother to announce his entrance into
the cabin by knocking. Rather, he
barged in without ceremony.
This brought a gasp and a quick

movement from his pretty wife, Diana

Dane whirled. She had just temoved
her dress. She held it now, close to her
body. Anger flamed in her face.
“Lewis! You could have the decency
to knock! You scared me almost to
death.” i
Dane glanced at the piped ceiling,
then dropped his bulk into a chair.
His pink face showed surprise. “I'm
sorry, my dear. Rude of me. But at
the same time I can’t help wondering.”
“Wondering at what?” '
“Whether or not you’d have been so

‘hasty in covering yourself if someone

else—say Freidlinter—had entered in
wy place.”

The girl’s face flamed. Words were
poised to pour out. But she controlled
herself and was finally able to speak
in a controlled tone. “I shouldn’t let
your beastliness bother me, Lewis.
Heaven knows I've botrne ilie brusnt
of it long enough to know what to ex-
pect from you. There is nothing what-
ever between Freidlinger and myself.
You know that. You're the one who
should be ashamed. You and that
widow—Helen Norbet.”

Dane smiled lazily. Diana had
thrown down the dress and-—more as
a gesture of contemipt than anything
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else—stood there in the filmiest of un-
dergarments while she placidly ad-
justed her hair. Dane surveyed her
charms with impersonal interest,
“She’s far more attractive than you
are, my dear, She has much finer legs
and that—that jaded, worn look is not
* yet in evidence,”

“You—you beast,”

“That term grows monotonous. And
by the way, do you know where I
spent the last sleeping periad?” .

Diana Dane's manner now reflected
the scorn and contempt she held for

this man. “Certzinly,” she said, “In.

her cabin.”

A look of anger came into Lewis
Dane’s eyes. This was somewhat in the
nature of an unmasking, It revealed
inherent cruelty behind the makeup of
bland honesty. “You knew—and you
make no protest?”

HER LOOK of contempt was elo-
quent. “I don’t care what you do,
Lewis. I haven't cared for & long time.
Your obscenities, your cruelties, have
put me far past caring. The thin;g I
can’t undeérstand is why the Norbet
woman isn’t revolted by your touch.
You two must be birds of a feather.”
Dane’s hatred was naked now, but
it showed only in his eyes, not in his
voice. “Never mind that, And if T dis-
gust you so, you have a way out. I’d
be delighted to give you a divoree.”
She smiled. “Don’t be stupid. You
know I won't allow a divorce. It’s my
one weapon against you. I know you
want your freedom more than any-
thing else. I can deptive you of it and
I will—2s long as I wish to—which
- will no doubt be quite a while.”
Dane stifled his rage with a smile
and lounged back in his chair. “Let’s
forget it for the time being, my dear.
That isn't what I came to talk fo you
about. T bring news.”
“What news?”

“No hurry. First, I wonder if you
know what the cargo consists of on
this ship,”

Diana Dane sat down before her
dressing table and studied her face.
“Animals, I believe, A cargo of zoo-
logical specimen’s for Terran zo00s.”

“What sort of specimens?”

“How do I know? I havent been
interested enough to inguire. You .
know I hate animals of all soits,”

“But I am interested in them. I
made a poiit of checking. For in-
tance, one of their prize beasties is a
two-headed zitk. An amazing creature
with not one but a pair of savage
heads, It’s kept in a cage with a half-
partition so the heads are separated,
because a zith has been known to get
in a fight with itself and tear itself to
pieces.”

The girl shuddered. “Lewis! Stop
lt‘ﬂl

He saw the shudder and was gra-
tified. “And what is your attitude to-
ward reptiles, my dear?”

She paled perceptibly as she reached
for a cream jar.

He chuckled, “They have quite a
few reptilian specimens aboard. A half
dozen Neptunian snow-flakes, for in-
stance, They are snow-white and live
in sub-zero temperstures. They are
deadly poison and have teeth strong
enough to cut through anything but
steel or rock. They are packed in
special durillium boxes. I kicked one of
the boxes not long ago just to hear
them hiss.”

“Lewis! Step it! Or I'll faint. You
know how the very thought of a snake
affects me.”

“No,” he said, with an icy touch to
his voice. “You won’t faint. You'll be
pclite and listen until I've finished.
You see, there is another pnze reptxle
aboard. One of the rarest in the uni-
verse. It comes from the asteroids and
is sometimes called the snake that
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can think like 2 man. It's about six
feet long and two inches in diameter
and has the strength of a steel cable,
It has a long technical name, but is
most commonly called the Strangler
‘Snake.”

“Lewis—please!”

HE RUSHED on. “It is probably
the most dangerous crawling
thing in existence because it can think,
and it has only one instinct—to k,;l!——
kill—kil.” .
Dane got up and went to stand
over his wife as though in triumph,
“This snake has poison fangs, but very
seldonr uses them, Its favorite method
of killing is to drop from an overhead
beam or branch and become & hang-
man’s rope—a strangler’s noose. It
takes two or three turns around its
victim’s neck and wraps its other end
around the support. Then it lifts—and
strangles.”

Dane whirled on her husband. Her
voice was a pathetic plea. “Lewis—
don't! Don't. You know what the
thought of a-snake does to me!”

He went back and sat down, grin-
ning. “I'm sorry, my dear. I was quite
carried away. You see, snakes fasci-
nate me, We're quite different in that
respect.”

“Don’t say any more about them—
please.”

“I won’t, Except for one more thing,
There is a Strangler Snake loose
aboard this ship.”

A full minute of dead silence passed
before Diana Dane whispered, “No—
no! That's absurd. It’s impossible!”

“On the contrary. It’s a fact. I was
passing the chart room and saw the
Cargo Master rush in there. I stopped
to listen. It seems the snake is in the
charge of one of the Plutonians
brought aboard to watch the animals,
The creature discovered one of the
hinges on its cage was weak and it

* ent in your family, isn

exerted pressure ceaselessly until it
broke the spring, I told you a Strangler
Snake can think like a man. It has dis-
appeared completely.”

Diana Dane slowly raised her head.
Eyes wide and fixed, she stared at the
overhead pies. Her throat worked, and
Lewis Dane was gratified at the sui-
fering he witnessed. “This fear of
snakes,” he said soitly, “it's inher-
isn’t it? Your moth-
er was the same way, I understand.”
- The girl sprang from the bench be-
fore the dressing table. She was like
a statue coming suddenly to Life. She
screamed, flung open the door and
ran from the cabin.

Lewis Dane gazed after her in mild
surprise, “My dear,” he called, “You
forgot to put on your clothes.”

DIANA DANE lay upon a lounge
" in the chart room. A coverlet had

been thrown over her, Her eyes were

closed and she breathed evenly,

The skipper stood by the desk,
sternly eyeing the huge Lewis Dane
who stood nearby, somewhat after the
manner of a school boy awaiting pun-
ishment.

“I called you here for an explana-
tion,” Davis said in an iced voice.
“Your wife rushed into the room hys-
terical, almost out of her mind from
terror.”

“It has to do with that escaped
Strangler Snake. She has a phobia rela-
tive to reptiles. The thought of a
Strangler hiding somewhere among the
pipes—"

“She told me word of it came from
you—that you eavesdropped outside
that door when Connors reported to
me.” ‘

“It wasn’t necessary to eavesdrop.
Anyone walking down the companion-
way could have heard him.”

“Why did you find it necessary to
terrorize your wife?”
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Dane was not to be reprimanded or
brow-beaten. “Captain, aren’t you be-
ing a little childish? Or should I say
dictatorial. Sudden death is stalking
this ship. At any mcment, one of those
aboard could die horribly. Haven't we,
tnerefore, the right to know the
truth? To give ourselves what protec-
tion we can manage?”

“Mr. Dane—I am capfain of this
ship. We are faced with an emergency
and from this, monient on- we are under
Martial Law. You'll follow my orders
or go into irons!”

Dane shrugged. “Of course, Captain,
1711__” k

There was a quick tap on the door,
foliowed immediately by the entrance
of Freidlinger: He was a small, bright-
eyed man with a goatee and a pro-
fessorial air about him. “Is something
wrong? I thought I heard a woman
screaming,” ]

Davis’ shoulders sagged a trifle. He
looked suddenly older and more tired.
“A woman did scream1, Mr. Freidlin-
ger. If you'll just take a chair, Il
have the rest of the passengers called
in. I might as well tell everyone at
once,”

Connors was summoned and went
about the business of gathering the
passengers. Blair arrived first, wearing
a suit that had never fe't the touch
oi a pressing iron. Davis brushed off
his questions and bade him be seated.

Heavy silence filled the room as the
sk.pper paced back and forth. Finally,
Freidlinger lost patience.

“I say, Coptain, what sort of—"

He -siopped speaking as Connors
opened the door and entered. Obvious-
ly, the Cargo Master was not up to
emergencies, He was ‘even more pale
than before and he seemed unsure of
his balatice as he closed the door and
stood clutching the knob. His voice
was a harsh whisper: “Captain—Czp-
tain! Mrs, Norbet is dead! Strangled!”

Freidlinger sprang to his feet. “What
in all hell—*

“Sit down, sir,” Davis snapped.
“That’s an order! All of you—stay
right where you are until I get back.
Come, Connors,”

The two officers left the chart room
and hurried down the companionway
toward the rear cabin deck.

“What room number?” -

“Eight, sir. Her own room. The door
was locked. I broke it open. I found

her lying on the floor.”
A FEW MOMENTS later, Davis
was bending over the dead body
of a very beautiful woman; or rather,
a woman who had been very beautiful
in life, She lay at a grotesque angle,
as though she had fallen limp as 2 rag
doll from a suspended position.

Dayis noted the three angry-red cir-
cles about her slim throat—circles
which were even now darkening into
blue.

Connors stood by helplessly, “They
say it has almost humzn intellipence,”
he motrthed,

“And a dizbolical hatred for any
living thing.”

“They say a captured Strangler can -
identify the man who snared it out of
a dozen other men, That it will even
trail its captor across great distances.”

Davis raised his eyes to the pipes
overhead; voiceless expressionless
pipes. But terrible in their ominous
blankness, ' '

“The thing strikes like lightning,”
Connors said. “A silver flash coming
down from the ceiling; nothing but a
streak and then a broken neck. Il bet
she never knew what hit her.”

The skipper got to his feet and
scowled at Connors. “If you don’t get
hold of yourself, sir, I'll have to take
steps, I'm afraid you aren’t the man
for your job.” )

Connors reddened and made an hons
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est effort to do as he was ordered.
“Sorry, sir. I'll be more careful.”

“See that you are. Have the neces-
sary done for this poor unfortunate.
I'm going back to the chart room.”

LAIR SAID, “I think the main
point is the utterly criminal neg-
ligence involved in allowing the horror
to escape its cage. When we reach
Terra, I shall certainly sue this line—"

“If you reach Terra,” Freidlinger
said with a wry smile. “I'll grant you
an investigation should be made, but
that won’t help us now. At this very
moment we have a deadly reptile hid-
ing somewhere among those pipes—
hiding and waiting. A killer-snake
which has been proved to have a mem-
ory, a terrible thirst for inflicting
death, and a mind capable of plotting
a pattern of action.”

Davis paced the floor. Blair looked
startled. Dane looked at his prone wife
and said, “From what P've heard,
you're right about this thing having a
brain. From what I've heard of it, the
reptile could lie back and kill one of
us every hour on the hour if the fancy
struck it.”

“I wonder,” Freidlinger said, “if we
could devise some sort of a framework
to wear around our shoulders—some-
thing to keep the reptile from getting
a grip on our throats with its coils.”

Davis shook his head. “A logical
suggestion, if we had only to worry
about the strangling angle. But this
snake is also as deadly as a Terran
cobra, even more so, Thwart it in one
manner and it could kill in another.”

There was a long moment of silence
while, into each man’s ears from some-
where in the darkness above the pipes,
there seemed to come a voiceless whis-
per: I have you. I have all of you.
Squirm and twist and plan as you may,
Bl corpse you every one.

Blair was picking haphazardly at
some lint on his jacket. He caught the

lint between the thumb and finger of
his right hand and held it up for in-
spection. He breathed sharply inward
and muttered, “God! Oh God! Can’t
we do something? Must we all sit here
and wait to be strangled?” His voice
trebled upward to end in a sort of
bleat.

Connors turned on him with what
was almost a look of triumph. “We
must, above all, maintain a healthy
mental attitude.” He spoke as though
reading the words from a book,

Davis favored him with just a ghost
of a smile. “By all means, .Connors.
By all means.”

Treidlinger was openly contemptu-
ous of the quavering Blair, Also, he
seemed to have scant regard for the
Cargo Master. “Platitudes are very
nice; generalities are wonderful, But
can’t we do something practical? How
about instituting a search?”

‘The skipper shook his head. “The
piping cannot be removed. We’d all be
killed instantly by live gasses.”

Blair said, “Maybe that would be
better than—"

His fellow importer silenced him
with a gesture. “That may be it—gas.
Could we devise .any formula to kill
the reptile without harming ourselves?”

, GAIN DAVIS shook his head. “I°
know no such formula. And we
have neither the time nor the chemicals
to devise one even if we had the
knowledge.”

“Then it's just a matter of S1ttmg
here waiting to die as that woman
died?”

“We’ll do the best we can.”

“Stupid—just plain stupid. In this
advanced age of mankind——this time of
swift travel from planet to planet—
this enlightened era—we must resign-
edly await death from a snake. It’s
absurd!” Freidlinger strode toward the
door, “I'm going to my cabin.”

Davis, slightly ruffled, barked, “You
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will wait until youw’re dismissed, Mr,
Freidlinger, From now on everybody
aboard this ship obeys my commands.”

“If . they’re intelligent commands,
I'm sure I have no objections.”

“Thank you. I hope youw'll find them
so. While we can’t hunt down this
wily reptile, we can try to defend our-
selves to the best of our abilities. Mr,
Connors will serve out small heat-ray
guns to all the passengers and to some
members of the crew. We haven't
enough of these weapons to go around
completely, so the balance of the crew
will be given knives. The Plutonian
cargo mien are already armed.”

“But,” Blair said, “this reptile can
strike like lightning. Possibly it could
get us before we have time to use a
heat gun.”

“That may be true, so we'll try
and guard against it. Every person
on the ship will be paired off with
another person. From now on we move
about as teams. You and Blair, Mr,
Freidlinger, will operate as one unit.
Neither of you will go anywhere about
the ship without the other. You will
arrange your hours so that one is al-
ways awake while the other sleeps.
Every team in the.ship will follow the
same program, Is that clear?”

“A good idea,” Dane said.

“Excellent,” Freidlinger agreed,

Blair had already taken a couple
of steps in oider to be closer to his
ship-mate.

“It may be possible,” Davis went
on, “for the Strangler Snake to get
some of us even though we mave about
in pairs, so it amounts to this: the
partrer of any future victim must see
to it the snake dies also.”

“That shouldn’t be too difficult,”
Freidlinger said, “All we have to do is
keep our heads.”

“Certainly,” Connors echoed. “Keep
our heads.”

“Dane,” the skipper said. “You'd

better take your wife to your cabin,
I gave her a mild sedative, but she’ll
be coming out of it soon. Davis will
accompany you and stay with you un-
til she awakens. Then signal me and
I'll arrange to have two men come for
him. Under no circumstances must any
of us be alone for a moment.”

As the two men left, carrying the
sleeping Diana Dane, Captain Davis
was signzlling crew assembly.

IT WAS a weird ship Captain Davis

commanded from that hour onward,
An observer unacquainted with the
facts would have been completely con-
founded at seeing the teamwork that
went on without surcease. Men moving
softly, catlike, through the passage-
ways from cabin to cabin. Heads tilted
always upward, these safety teams did
not indulge in the luxury of conversa-
tion.- They spoke only when it was
necessary and went around corners
back to back, with looks of fear, grim-
ness, or courage, depending upon the
mind behind each face.

Hour piled upon hour. Nothing hap-
pened. The Strangler Snake, wherever
it was, made no move to attack its
hated enemies. But more than one of
these latter visualized the savage rep-
tile continuously lurking back in its
safe darkness. And in many minds was
the identical conviction: I¥s spotted
me. ' the one it's waiting for, No-
body elsc. Just me—me—me.

The body of Helen Norbet was com-
mitted to space as was required by
interplanetary law. Her still, beautiful
form was sewed into a canvas bag and
sent out to drift for all eternity
through dark void. Captain Davis read
the prayer while the crew and passen-
gers stood by, watching the ceiling of
the rear port cabin,

“Oh Almighty Father, Creator of
land and sea and space, take unto Thy-
self the soul of Helen Norbet, Though
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her body rests forever in endless void,
‘we pray that her immortal soul is even
now with Thee in Paradise. Amen.”

[ 11 Anmn-”

“Open the inner port.”

Compressed air hissed.

“Close inner port.”

The great door hove to.

“We commit this body to the in-
finite arcs of void.”

119 Amen'ﬂ

“Open outer port, Eject.”

The compressed air was not heard.

“Back to your stations, gentlemen.”

TWEN TY-FOUR hours passed and

the Strangler Snake did not strike.
The tension grew, however, until the
atmosphere in the ship seemed to
twang like a tight bow-string. Tempers
. shortened. At dinner, Freidlinger snort-
ed an insult at Blair: “I'd almost
choose the snake to this quivering bowl
of jellyl”

Blair only sulked and looked offend-
ed.

Time passed. The Strangler Snake
did not strike, but there was another
space funeral off the Orion.

It was heralded by a scuffle rear-

ward in the jet-watch. A scuffle—a

curse—a cry of agony. Reinforcements
rushed to the scene to find Waner, a
tube-tester, crouched with a bloody
“knife over the body of his team-mate.
The latter’s throat had been ripped
across; an insane light glowed in the
eyes of the former.

+ “Stay back,” he crooned. “Devil-
snake get us—devil-snake get all of
us. One by one—two by two—three
by three, verybody dies.”

“Get the paralysis gun,” Captain
Davis said sadly. “The man’s gone
clean mad.”

Several pairs of eyes traveled in-
voluntarily toward the ceiling,. Was the
Strangler Snake up there somewhere,
a grin on its fanged mouth? They said

the snake could think. Did he realize
this death was also his?

Thus was a new fear added. Many
of the teams now moved about with
eyes on the ceiling and each other. One
man had cracked under the strain.
Possibly he’d shown no signs—given
no warning before he turned into a
thing full as deadly as the snake itself,

If one man cracked, why not two—
three—four?

Why not my partncr? He looks prel-
ty weak-minded to me. And ke looks
to be slipping fast. Pl watch him. If
ke tries anything, Pl get him first.

It seemed any increased tension was
impossible, Yet the tension increased.

And still the Strangler Snake
claimed no victim.

“I THINK we’re going to make it,”
the skipper told Connors with
Terra a dime-sized spot in the radar
screen, “God knows if we do every-
body on this ship deserves a medal.”
“I hope you're right, sir, about our
making it.”
Davis did not s2em to hear., “It will
be a court martial for me, of course.”

" He paused and his mouth grew bitter,

“After twenty years on the space lanes.
After twenty years without so much
as a smashed thumb in my log book—
this.” '

Connors bit his lip. “But, sir, I'm
the Cargo Master, It was my respon-
sibility. I won’t try to dodge it.”

“You'll merely be docked pzrma-
nently. Drumimed out. I'm the master
of this vessel. I'm respousible for its
safety. The show will feature me."”

“Will you lose your pension, sir?”

“Damn my pen—"

The door flew open. Dane staggéred
into the room. His mouth was slack,
his eyes staring in horror, “Come—
come, Good God! It's my wife! The
snake got her!”

Diana Dane lay crumpled on the
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floor some five feet from her bumk.
She wore a filmy nightgown, and Davis
unconsciously teok a sheet from the
bunk and lay it over her torso. He
knelt to inspect the second set of red
marks—marks he had grown to know
and to dread. He remained kneeling
-as Dane babblaed out the details of this
latest horror,

Dane sat in & chair apparently upon
the verge of collapse. “It was my fauit
—rmy fault. But everything looked so
safe, She was asleep in the lower bunk,
well protected from the ceiling pipes
and I got Jungry—wanted a snack
from the kitchen.

Davis raised himself slowly, his eyes
grim on Dane as the latier continued:
“I wasn’t gone for more than two
minutes—three at the most. I hurried
right back. But she must have awak-
ened just as 1 went out the door—
must have gotten up—taken a couple
of steps. That devil-snake was—wait-
ing.”

Dane dropped his head into his
hands and wept, As Davis drew the
sheet over Diana Dane’s face, Lewis
Dane raised his eyes. “Will—will she
be buried in space, skipper?”

“No. We're almost inside gravity.
Another hour will have us in our
berth.”

“Thank God for that! I don’t think
I could stand it—thinking of her float-
ing out in space.”

WITH TERRA rushiog up to meet

the QOrion, Connors was fast re-
gaining his perve. “Another hour and
this ship will be shot full of gas. Some-
how, I'd like to be in a place I could
watch that reptile die. If it can think,
maybe it can suffer.”

Dane and a crewman sitayed with
the body of Diana Dane while the
morose and narrow-eyed skipper went
back to the chart room. He sent out
the required signals and watched a
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pair of power-pots come out te steer
the mammoth Orion inta berth.

The litile sky-tugs clamped their
grav-plates onto her sides and eased
her slowly down into the Chicago port.
Davis got the return signal with only
half his mind; hardly realized it when
he shut off his jets. The land loomed.
The hull scraped bottom. They were in.

It was a haggard, red-eyed group
of peopie who walked down the ramp
from the open port of the Orion. Word
of the disaster had been radioed in,
and already the port officials were
gathering.

The skyfarers from the Orion
walked along the fenced path and
stepped into the quarantine area. And
the last man to leave the ship was the
pale, drawn Captain Davis.

But he did not leave the ramp. In-
stead he called, “Hold those people.
Don’t allow them out of quarantine -
until I return. With that, he about-
faced and reentered the ship.

The port closed behind him.

Connors stared aghast, *Has he
gone mad? Giving that Strangler an-
other chance at hime"

These men who had been through
so much together looked askance at
one another. Even the solid Freidlin-
gt was amazed, But, being a prac-
tical man, he sought an explanation.

“He is a proud man and feels. this
d'sarace keenly. Possibly more than
vie realize. T have a feeling we won’t
s22 Captain Davis alive.”

“Fuicide?” Blair breathed.

“Such a thing is entirely possible
when a man like Davis is concerned.”

Thev €l into nneasv silence, star-
ing at the great space-stained hull,
At the closed port. And each man was
visualizing to himself what went on
within.

Was Davis already dead by his own
hand? Or had he cracked at last wum-
der the strain? Was he stalking that
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empty, silent ship in search of the
devil-snake? Begging it to comeé out
and face him?

Almost anything, the group decided,
could be happenmg inside the Orion’s
hull. -

DAVIS REAPPEARED in thirty-

five minutes, He was a changed
man. His shouiders were straighter, his
step more alert, his eyes colder and
more grim.

And he was dragging behind him
the dead body of a six-foot Strangler
Snake:

“He went back and got it,” mut-
tered the dumbfounded Connors as
soon as he could get his jaw back in
place. “He went in all alone and killed
itl” :
Davis came abreast of the quaran-
tine area. He motioned to the guard.
“Bring these people into the office
of the Port Chief. All of them.”

Five minutes later he stood facing
the group he’d brought across space
from the asteroids. His face was cold.
He turned to the waiting Port Chief.

“T wish to correct our radio report.
My log will also have to be corrected.”

The Port Chief waited, his fasci-
nated eyes on the snake held careless-
Iy in Davis’ hand.

“We reported that a dangerous
snake had gotten free within the con-
fines of the ship and had killed two
passengers, That is not true. The snake
did not escape and killed no passen-
gers.”

“Then how—2"

“This is the true story: one of my
passengers is a murderer. He wished
to get rid of two people and devised
the most fiendish plot any man could
think up.”

“Who is the man?”

Davis pointed. “Passenger Lewis
Dane. Guard—keep him covered.”

Dane exploded into words. “Why,

man—you’re insane! It got you just .
like it got that mad crewman!”

¢CQILENCE. You'll have a fair trial

before they electrocute you.”
Davis turned to the Port. Chief. “I'll
tell the thing as it happened and ex-
plain my investigations later. Dane, it

seemed, wanted to get rid of his wife.

He was heard telling this to the other
female passenger—the murdered Helen
Norbet with whom he got extremely
friendly on the trip. Just when he de-
vised the plan I don’t know, but he
put it into operation by killing the
caged Strangler Snake with a whiff of
gas from & hand-jet and then prying
open the cage in order to make it look
as though the snake had broken it
from the inside.

“He then hid the snake for his fu-
ture use and waited for the disappear-
ance to be reported. He heard Con-
nors report the supposed escape to me
and then went directly to the cabin of
Miss Norbet and used the snake’s
body te strangle hef. You will observe
Dane is a big man and would have
had no trouble doing the job.

“Then Dane went to his own cabin
and-—according to her own testimony
—sadistically terrorized the wife he
hated by telling her of the snake’s es-
cape.

“Now, he had only to lie low and
time his next murder to his own satis-
faction. When he was ready, he stran-
gled his wife in the same manner and
came to the chart room to report an-
other killing by the Strangler Snake.
Prior to making this report, he hid
the body of the snake in the bottom
of his valise.”

“You're crazy—~man! Crazy!”

“I found the snake in his valise.”

“It’s & frame. A plant.”

The Port Chief spoke gravely:
“These are serious charges, Captain,
Do you mind giving any proof you
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have and how you arrived at your con-
clusions?”

“My first suspicions were too vague
to follow up. They sprang merely from
a feeling I had about Dane. I think I
know men, and Dane+is far from a
courageous one. Yet not at any time
did he show any fright. When far
braver men acknowledged their fear.”

“Far from conclusive.”

“EXACTLY. So vague T could not

even put it in the form of a
definite suspicion. Would to God I
had. But when Dane’s wife became one
of the only two victims the snake
claims, my suspicions clarified to the
point where I could think of inves-
tigating.

“When I went back to the ship, I
first searched for and found the rep-
tile’s body. Then, with a magnilying
glass I checked the bruises on Diana
Dane’s throat. Broken scales from the
snake’s body were in evidence. But
there is not a sign of any such residue
on the pipes in the cabins of either
Diana Dane or Helen Norbet. That
proves murder, It is a well-known fact
a Strangler Snake must have leverage
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in order to hang a victim, Without
that leverage it can only inflict a.fatal
bite.”

“I say you're crazy. Say I did want
to kill my wife. Why would I kill
Helen Norbet? I hardly knew the
girl.”

“No? I made a checkup by radio
with some newspapers while I was in
the Orion. You knew her very well.
In fact, you were bigamously married
to her and she was blackmailing you.”

Dane’s shoulders sagged. But he
was still game. He put a grin on his
face. “That’s your story. You'll have
to prove it in court.”

“T don’t think we’ll have any-troub-
le. Not with your finger prints on the
jimmied snake cage—and on the jet
gun I found in the pipes over the
animal hold. And when scrapings are
taken from under your fingernails, I’'m
sure we'll find residue from the hide
of the Strangl.r Snake.”

Dane glanced down guiltily at his
hands.

“Don’t move!” The guard warned.

Dane did not move. Only his shoul-
ders sagged lower. '

THE END

THOSE GHOSTLY

By Merritt Linn

ELEVISION sand radar technicians

have run into a peculiar problem
which is now the objeet of much study.
It is the mystery of the “blobs.” For a
long time it has beéen observed that the
ordinary atmosphere is capable of causing
a great deal of distortion and interfer-
ence in these gervices, though ordinary
radio waves are unaffected. In an effort
to locate the trouble, the explorers have
come up with the realization that the eddy
currents in air, the variable density and
humidity spots of air as they vary from
one point to another, give rise to these ef-
fects, Picturesquely the disturbances have
been named “blobs.”

Blobs affect radar and television waves

BLOBS...

because they are so short. It is basic that
such effeels occur when the interfering
object has a physical size of the same or-
der as the wave-length being used. Ordin-~
ary radic waves are long and the bloba
cause n. ‘nterference, )

These *‘dialectric variations”, a more
scientific name for blobs, will be useful
as well as harmful, for through them a
ﬂ'eat deal can be learned in meteorology.
Much information on the exact point-to-
point constitution of the air can be gath-
ered with radio apparatus. It is suspected
that the blohs have much to do with the
vagaries of TV reception—and until now
there has been little in the way of a log-
ical explanation. It's nice to know, at least,
who's robbing you!




An invisible hand seemed to have taken control of the ship. For what purpose?
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BY WILLIAM MORRISON

Everybody at one time or another has
kad to squelch a practical joker. But how
do you cope with one the size of intinity?

r

HE FIRST time it happened,
I 4 cold perspiration broke out on
. Dyson’s forehead. The second
time, his body seemed so completely
paralyzed that even his sweat glands
had lost their ability to function., He
was,as near frighteied to death as he
had ever been, although still not as
much as he was going to be. And to
judge from his appearance, Captain
Farmer was equally frightened.
The passengers had noted nothing
strange, or almost nothing, and they
took everything as calmly as if the

ship had merely run into some trivial

obstacle, like a tiny meteor. On each
occasion there had been a slight jar,
as if a minor set of the ship’s rockets
had suddenly come into operation. But
the passengers had long since gotten
over ‘the novelty of space travel, and
they hardly ever bothered to stare
through the transparent. metal ports

at the stars outside. Naturally, they
had noticed no change in position.

It had happcned the first time just
a short distance beyond the Mars or-
bit, The ship’s motors had been func-
tioning smoothly and Dyson, almost
lulled to sleep by the mild vibration

:that had managed to survive the shock

absorbers; snapped awake as Captain
Farmer entered the pilot’s compart-
ment.

“Fverything in order, Dyson?”

“Everything in order. sir.”

“She’s vibrating a little more than
usual, isn’t shep”

Captain Farmer was a man of forty-
five, with the normal friendliness of
the master of a passenger ship. On
this trip, however, he numbered among
his passengers a man toward whom he
found it difficult to maintain the usual
friendly feelines. Dyson, who was only
thirty, and lacked the discretion he
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might be expected to acquire later,
said, “You're right, sir, she is vibrat-
ing a little more than usual, I assumed
that was due to the fact that our dis-
tinguished guest was blasting with all
jets‘)) ‘.

Captain Farmer’s eyebrows went up.
“Young man, I could have you broken
for a piece of insolence like that,”

Dyson flushed. “Y’'m sorry, sir—"

“Never mind being sorry. The trou-
ble is, by Pluto, that you're right. Ex-
Governor Flagstaff hasn’t stopped
blasting from the time he’s come on
board. He’s been explaining to me
how to navigate.”

Dyson breathed a sigh of relief at
learning that the old man hadn’t real-
ly been annoyed by his remark, He
said, “That must have been intensely
interesting, sir.”

“Interesting and nauseating. Do you
realize that there isn't a single sub-
ject on which the old blowhard isn’t

‘ready to hold forth, at half a second’s
notice?”

“He has seen a lot, sir. And he’s
done a lot, too. Assistant deputy in-
spector general for Interplanetary
Health, Administrator of Mercury’s
Twilight Zone, Air Commissioner of
Mars, and finally, after many other
things, Governor of Venus—"”

“I know all that,” growled Captain
Farmer. “He has other good qualities
as well. He’s generous and loyal to
his friends. Foolishly or otherwise, he
refused to condemn Senator Horrigan
when the latter made an ass of him-
self and almost every other politician
cleared his skirts of the man. Flagstaff
is probably good to his old mother,

and to his wife and children if he has

any. And I can’t stand him, anyway.”
“How do the passengers feel, sir?”
“They love him, God bless their
innocent little hearts. They hang on
to his every word. All, that is, except
the honeymooners, They hang on to

each other.”

“There’s one consolation, sir,” said
Dyson soothingly. “We won’t have to
stand him much longer, We'll be land-
ing soon on Ganymede, and from there
on our ears will be our own.”

“I can’t wait,” muttered Captain
Farmer.

"I"'HAT WAS when the thing hap-
pened. One moment they were
past the Mars orbit, headirg for Jupi-
ter and its satellites. The next moment
they were a hundred million miles
back, not too far from Earth.
Dyson stared at the stars outside,
and at his instruments, and the sweat

-seemed to form on his forehead all at
once, as if condensing out of the air,

His throat, on the other hand, was
completely dry. He closed his eyes and
opened them agazin, to find the view
unchanged. He started to talk, and
managed to stammer, “S-sir...”

Both men stared at their positions
on the automatic location chart which
was still functioning, There could be
no doubt where they were. But there
was no indication of how they had got
there.

The ship was blasting away as
smoothly as ever. Once more they be-
gan to put Earth behind them and
inch toward Mars in a perfectly nor-
mal, well regulated way.

Dyson said huskily, “Do you have

‘any idea what happencd, sir?”

“No. Do you?” :

“I'm afraid not, sir. Except that
we've lost a hundred million mles.”

“It couldn’t happen, We're having
delusions.”

“Of course, sir.”

“Don’t you agree with me, you fool.
Just keep your mouth shut and attend
to your job,” said Captain Farmer
fiercely. And he turned quickly and
slammed the door behind him.

There was a little trouble with the
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other two crew members, but prac-
tically none with the passengets, who
were informed simply that the ship
had slowed down and would be forced
to delay its arrival, In view of the
fact that there was plenty of food, wa-
ter, and air, there was no cause for
alarm. All the same, among all the
passengers there was a general feeling
of unease, which ex-Governor Flag-
staff summed up neatly by saying,
“Now, Captain Farmer, if you had
taken my advice, this would never
have happened.”

Captain .Farmer smiled politely,
although his forehead was still cov-

ered with sweat. It is true that he had-
to grit his teeth to keep the smile from’

coming apart at the seams.

For the next three weeks, he was
always wondering whether it would
happen again. He had just about as-

sured  himself that it would not—they

were fifty million miles past the posi-
tion they had previously attained by
the time he felt he could breathe safe-

ly-—when there was the same slight

shock, and they were back near Earth
again,

'I’I-IIS TIME he and Dyson were
speechless for a good hour, and
it seemed to Dyson that the extra mo-
tion of his heart during that period
almost made up for the hundred and
fifty million miles they had lost. Fi-
nally, when Captain Farmer had re-
covered control of his vocal chords,
he asked, mildly enough, “Were you
born on Earth or on Mars, Dyson?”

“On Mars, sir. Why?”

“On Earth you would have encoun-
tered a small insect kriown as the
ant,”

“T've seen pictures of them, sir, and
read about their habits.”

Captain Farmer went on, unheed-
ing: “As children, "we used to play
little games with the creatures, One

of us would put an ant in the palm
of his hand and watch it crawl fran-
tically to the end of one finger in a
mad rush to escape. When it reached
the end of the finger, however, it would
simply find itself transferred to the
palm of the other hand. It was an in-
téresting game, and with variations
could be played for an hour at a time.
Sometimes we’d transfer the ant to a
blade of grass, or to a twig, or a piece
of paper. The ant would be forever
trying to escape and forever failing.
We used to be greatly amused.”

Dyson was white. He said, “You
think, sir, that someone is playing a
game with usp”

“Someone or something.”

“Let’s hope, sir, that he gets tired
of it scon.”

“Let’s hope that he doesn’t. Do you
know what used to happen oceasionally
when we got tired of the ant, Dyson?
After all, children, without realizing
it, can be fairly cruel. It sometimes
seemed the funniest thing of all to
let the poor creature seem to attain
safety—and then to step on it.”

Dyson was silent. At last he said,
“The other crew members are sure to
suspect the truth, sir. They’ll have to
be told. And perhaps we'd better try
to head back for Earth.”

Captain Farmer shook his head.
“We're bound for Ganymede,” he said.
“To tell the truth, though, T don’t see
that it will make much difference one
way or the other where we try to go.
If we're in the hands of some joker
who can play tricks like this just to
amuse himself, we’re pretty helpless.”

“I don't know abeut that, sir.” Dy-
son was still pale, but his face had
a grim determined expression that un-
der the circumstances must have
seemed silly, and was yet strangely
touching. “Men may be thousands of
times as large and as strong as ants,
and they may have all sorts of weap-
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ons and a control which must seem
to the ams like miraculous powers—
but didn’t the ants ‘ever get aagry and
try to strike back, sir? Didn’t they
ever biter”

“Sometimes,” admitted Captain
Farmer, “But they didn’t get-far with
a human being who used reasonable
care.”

“Perhaps we’ll be lucky, sir. Per-
haps this joker won’t be careful
enough.” '

The trouble was, as Dyson realized
later, that there was no way to be
sure of whether a joker was playing
with them or not. And they couldn't
tell in the slightest how careful this
possibly non-existent joker was being.
All the same, when they approached
the point in the orbit from which they
had first been hurled back, Dyson,
who was at the controls again, put on
a sudden burst of speed and cut sharp-
1y to the side.

THE JOKER, ii there was one, must

have found the maneuver highly
amusing. The next moment, the ship
was spinning around rapidly, not only
in the normal fashion along its major
axis, but end over end as well.

By the time that Dyson managed
to reach the controls and start the
emergency jets blasting to straighten
the ship out, the passengers knew at
last that something unusual had hap-
pened. Alarms were ringing throughout
the vessel, and there were frantic calls
for Captain Farmer. Dyson stared at
his position chart, turned as gray as
a corpse, and staggered out toward
the ship’s main deck, flagrantly shirk-
ing his duty as pilot.

Captain Farmer was facing an an-
gry and frightened group of passen-
gers. All fifty of them had crowded
on deck, and as if by unanimous con-
sent had forced ex-Governor Flag-
staff to the fore as their spokesman,

The old man, with his flowing white
hair and pink, finely wrinkled face,
was a dignified and impressive figure,
well fitted to express the general con-
cern.

“Captain Farmer,” he said firmly,
“I bave reason to bclieve that you
have been guilty of a grave aud repre-
hensible dereliction of duty.”

Captain Farmer smiled sardonically
and said nothing. As a matter of fact,
he found it difficult to talk, '

“Never in my many years of space
travel have I experienced so flagrant
a breach of flight discipline as has
just taken place. It denotes, Captalin,
the most appalling incompetence, an
incompetence of which you have, more-
over, given ample testimony through-
out the voyage. By refusing from the
outset to accept the advice which I
have tendered—advice which is the
fruit of many years of experience—
you have, in essence, invited the onset
of trouble. You are considerably be-
hind schedule”

“Considerably,” agreed Captain
Farmer, still smiling without amuse-
ment.

“You appear to have lost control of
your crew. I note that all are now
present in this room, and that the ship
is apparently in uncontrolled flight.”

“The ship is under exczllent con-
tro!,” said -Captain Farmer.

“T wonder, sir, exactly how compe-
tent you are, I demand to know the
ship’s position,”

“You'd like to krow that, would
you?”

“I certainly should.”

“Zo should I. Perhaps Mr. Dyson
can tell us.”

They all stared at Dyson. He swal-
lowed, and stammered, “I have no
idea, sir, except that we’re out of the
System.” ‘

“Impossible, young man.” The old
ex-Governor’s eyes flashed. “We had

&
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been informed that we 'were delayed.
Therelore, it is obvious that we have
been traveling far below onr maximum
speed. But even at maximum cruising
speed—"

Captain Farmer interrupted: “You
have no idéa, Mr. Dyson;, exactly
where we are?”

“No, sir. The stars are completely
unfamiliar. There is nho point of refer-
ence, nto skymark, Fot all we can- tell,
we iy be in a different galaxy”

T WAS at this-point that pandemo-
nium ‘may be said to have broken
out, Somebody yelled, somebody else
yelled louder in order to be heard,
and then everybody was yelling, A
man rished for the exit, and ‘within
two sceonds almost everyone. else was
rushing for the exit, too, to be rushimg
back two seconds later; as if surprised
to discover that no exit could pessibly
Iead straight back to the System.

At that moment, Dyson rather ad-
mired the old man. He mizht be a
pompous ass, but he was not a pure-
‘bred ass; he had in addition the gual-
ities ‘of a man, He kept saying prond-
Iy, “Gentlenien! Ladies] Gentlemen!
Take your seats, please! T have not
adjourned the meeting!™ And after a
time, despite the fact thiat no ome paid
any attention to him, everyons did
¢alm down, There was nothing else
to. do.

Whan be had everyone’s attention
once more, he addréssed Dyson and
Captain Farmer again: “Have you
any idea, mtlemen, how you have
managed to set us into 5o unfortiinate
and disastrous a situation®”

The Captain said, with an appear-
ance ol respect he did not feel, “I can
only guess. Bul you are wrong, Gov-
ernor, in assuming that I and the
crew are in any way to blame.” He
explained briefly how they had twice
passed the Mars orbit, only to be

swept back.

“Then we are entitely at the mercy
of superior forces, te which we are
being subjected for reasons unknown?”
the old man reasoned.

“I think, Governor, that your state-
ment covers the facts very nicely.”

“And presumably there is some
superior race of beings, or perhiaps
some single being which, shall we say,
is toying with us#”

“That dpesn't necessarily follow,”
sald. Captain Farmer. “There may be
entirely natural causes of an imiper-
sonal nature which Have come into
p}ay‘?d

“That is highly improbable. N,
Captain, we are being made sport
of.” His eyes flashed. “We are being
made- the subject of a jest, T say, And
T shall not tolerate it.”

Dyson stared at him, at least par-
Hally in admiration. The ald wind-
bag was revealing unexpeeted qual-
ities of shirewdness and courage. Dy~

‘son. said, and there was all the re-

spect of a dozen worlds in his man-
mer, “What do von intend to do Gov-
errmr?“”

The ordinary reprisal -ggamst-* insult
would have been to write a letter to
the Tellurian Times. Unfortunately,
this cours¢é of action was not now
open, But ex-Governer Flagstaff did
not lose his pride not ‘His flercéness of
manner, He said, “I shall ponder my
next step, voung man. But be. assured
of one thing, Whatever I may decide
to do, T shall not tolerate personal in-
digniry.”

HERL was general applauvse, and
on’ this happy note the imprompti
miecting Broke up, Later, meals were .
served as uspal, and life on the ship
reverted te what might have been
called normal, But in the pilot’s cabin,
Dyson sat and stared vacantly before
him. A ship that was rapidly heading
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for nowhere hardly needed a very at-
tentive pilot.

He looked up as Captain Farmer
entered and dropped wearily into a
seat. The motion was little more than
a gesture to indicate the Captain’s
feeling. Gravity was so low here that
standing took little effort. But at the
moment, even that little seemed to be
beyond the Captain’s strength,

“Well, Dyson, what are we going
to do?” '

“I don't know, sir. Perhaps Gover-
nor Flagstaff will actually think of
something,”

“What in Pluto can he think of?
Can an ant think of something to do
when I have him on my finger?”

“No, sir,” said Dyson slowly. “But
the analogy isn’t perfect. We're not
ants. We're men,”

“To our joker friend, we're ants.”

“That may be. By the way, sir,
it struck me as interesting that Gover-
nor Flagstaff should have had the
same idea of being toyed with that
you did.”

“It’s the natural thing to suppose.”

“I shouldn’t say that, sir. Ordi-
narily I'd have imagined that we had
run into strange forces of a novel na-
ture. Do you suppose, sir, that our
joker friend has deliberately planted
the idea of his existence in our minds?”

“Why the devil would he do that?”

“Just to make the whole thing fun-
nier, from his point of view, Just to
make sure that we run about as fran-
tically as possible.”

Captain Farmer shook his head
dubiously. “We can’t be any more
frantic than we are now. We’re en-
tirely at his mercy.”

“That’s what I mean, sir. An ant
might be frantic enough if it kept
trying to get home and always found
itself shifted to some other spot just
when it was about to arrive there. But
you can imagine what panic it would

feel if it could realize that its fate de-
pended entirely on some superior
creature.”

Captain Farmer stood up. “There’s
nothing we can do,” he said flatly.
“Unless you consider that waiting to
see what will happen is doing some-
thing. We shall maintain the normal
ship’s routine. When you're relieved,
you will try to get some sleep.”

“Yes, sir,” said Dyson politely,
maintaining the normal routine.

The other crew members and the
passengers went along with Captain
Farmer’s orders very nicely. Ex-Gov-
ernor Flagstaff pondered deeply, con-
suiting without end with various non-
confidential informants, and through-
out the rest of the ship the usual
games of cards and checkerboard
dominoes began again. At the next
meal there weré even two complaints
about the automatic cooking, which
in all the years of the ship’s existence
had never once been known to deviate
from standard performance.

AND DYSON kept .on wondering
* when the joker would get tired
of watching his ant, and crush it be-
tween a casual thumb and forcfinger
so quickly that the ant wouldn’t rea-
lize what was happening,

When he awoke from his nap, he
sought Captain Farmer again. “Sir,
I have some information about our
friend.”

“You have? How did you get it?”

“You might say, sir, that I dreamed
it. T was, of course, meant to dream
it, just as you were meant to suspect
his existence. I think he’s having a
great deal of fun watching our strug-
gles and wants us to think that we
might even get away. Naturally, we
won’t be allowed to escape. To change
the simile, it’s like a cat playing with
a mouse.” -

“And what have you learned about
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this particular cat?” asked Captain
Farmer grimly.

“He, or .more properly, It, is very
much larger than we are. He—I'll
continge to use thé pronmoun if you
dei’t nind, sir, because it makes him
seem more personal—he covers a
great deal of space. 1 couldn’t tell
exactly how much.”

“Otr joker friend wasw’t foo spe-
cific?”

“He was very wvague about it I
think, sir, that it’s a good sign. If he

dogst’t want uws to kinow toe much

about him, he may be vulnerable in
some way that we .dow't suspect.”

“And can’t possibly learn.”

“To change the simile back again,
siv, an ant tries to bite with what
weapons it has. We have weapons,
too.” :

“Where do we aim them?”

“Anywhere. Perhaps we're resting

on him right dow, as an ant might

be resting on your fmger We aim in
all tl;rectmns, 2 we'te sie to hit
sotmething.”

“How much harm do vou think we
can do that way?”

“Very little, sir,” confessed Dyson.
“And of course there’s always the
consideration that whatever we intend
to do, hie's sure to know about in
advance,” T

“Yes, I realize that he’s watehing
us nght new."

“Perhaps he's doing more than
that, sir. If he can suggest things to
your mind, and make me think of
things in my sleep, he may be able
to read opur minds at will.”

“So anything we try to do against

him will have fo be done with his.

full knowledge?”

“I'm afraid so, sir.”

They stared at each other in
silence, Captain Farmer said, “It’s
-hopeless. Perfectly hopeless.”

“Nothing is ever perfect, sir, even

lack of hope. We have to keep on
trying. He gave me the impression
that he'd be very miich disappointed
if we stopped trying. He might finish
us off then and there. You can't have
very much fun with an ant that re-
mains motionléss on your finger, and
a cat can't enjoy itself ‘with a mouse
that doesn’t try to run away.”

“You mean ‘that he might erush us
and find himself a more belligerent
aft o mouse?”

"an{ﬂfaﬂ}f, sip?

CAPTAIN FARMER swore, -He
~ said, “To hell with him. I'm guit-
ting right now, Let him finish us if he
wants to, but Tl be farever damned
if T contribute to his fun.”

“You've forgetting, sir, that we
have an obligation to the passengers,
However, let us forget that tempor-
arily; if you wish, and let me go on.
with- what I have learned, He belongs
to a huge race of a kind whose exis-
tence we can’t more than suspect. I
don’t know if they extend through
more “than three dimensions: or not:
But his ability to transport us so
rapidly suggests that he does. Ordi
narily, one of his kind would be no
mote intérested in owr ship than a
human being in half z dozen indi-
vidual ants, It seems, however, that
he Is rather unique in having a sense
of humier.”

“Psychopathic, T'd call it

“Having a sense of humor and beinpg
psychopathic may have more” in com-
mon than is usually supposed, sir. At
any rate, he is not considered ah-
normal by his kind, although the rest
of them are engamed in very serious
and weighty tasks. Tn fact, & certain
friend of his has our Solar System as
part of his territory, and is keeping
&l eye on it to see how things come
out. That is one of the reasons our
joker friend has interfered with us.
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He wants unexpected happenings in
the System to puzzle and annoy his
friend.”

“Like a laboratory worker switching
labels on a friend’s white rats to con-
fuse him.” ‘ -

“Something like that, sir. At any
rate, 1 have the impression that
we're not the first mouse, or white
rat, or ant, if you prefer, that he's
played with.”

Captain Farmer looked sick. “You
mean that he's lifted other ships?”

“Yes, sir. He’s probably the cause
of at least half a dozen of those un-
explained disappearances during the
past few years.”

“And he killed the people in them
when he got tired of playing with
them?”

“I think so, sir. But that’s not the
main danger.”

Captain Farmer put a hand to his
forehead. He said, “Some of the kids,
when they got tired of playing with
individual ants, used to think it . fun
to smash an enitre anthill.”

Dyson nodded slowly. “He hinted
at that. It would be a wonderful joke
for him to smash a planet, or even the
entire System. His friend wouldn’t
have any idea what had happened.
Like the white rats in a laboratory all
dying suddenly, when they should
have been alive and healthy.” Dyson
seemed to choke .up slightly. “I know
how you feel, sir. I felt almost the
same way. But I thought I was
dreaming, and in a dream it seems
somehow normal to be completely
paralyzed with fear. I remember that
I seemed to be standing apart from
myself assuring myself that it couldn’t
happen. Then, when I awakened, I
realized that it could, but I realized
it gradually, in time to become ac-
customed to the idea.”

“So it's no longer merely a question
of saving our own lives. It's a ques-

tion of the entire human race.” -
Dyson nodded again.

CAPTAIN FARMER’S teeth gritted

in controilable rage. “We may
have weak fangs, but we can stili
strike,” he spat out suddenly. And
then, before Dyson could stop him,
he reached for the automatic defense
levers.

The gurs swung into operation at
once, blasting away fore and ait,
shooting into space at all angles. The
ship rocked and jolted under the
shocks. From the passengers’ qu“rters
came cries of alarm,

Captain Farmer wiped his forehead
Dyson said quietly, “What now, sir?”

“Nothing. I can think of nothing to
do. We probably didn’t even scratch
him.” He added glumly, “I think
that I'd better reassure the passengers.
I'll tell them it was a false alarm,”

When he had departed, Dyson sat
staring thoughtfully out of a port, He
wondered if the joker had been at all
amused by the Captain’s antics.

Later, when the ship was moving
along quietly again, he said, “I have
an idea, Captain Farmer.,”

“Are you sure that the ,oker isn't
aware of it?”

“Not at all sure, sir. But I don’t
think it will matter, if I can discuss
it first with Governor Flagstaff.”

“What can that o'd windhaz have
to oifer?”

“I no longer regard him as a wind-
bag sir. T consider him an elder states-
man of the human race. And I feel
that our lives and the lives of every
one in the System depend on him.”

Captain Farmer’s lower jaw dropped.
He looked too dazed to object
when Dyson saluted and stepped out
of the cabin,

The former Governor was still ap-
parently pondering his course and de-
livering an oration as he pondered.
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Dyson said soberly, “Governor, may
1 speak to you in private? It’s on a
matter of the utmost gravity.”

“Certainly, young man. Excuse me,
ladies and gentlemen.”

The ex-Governor led Dyson to his
cabin and opened his mouth to speak,
but Dyson forestalled him. The young
officer said bluntly, “Governor, the
fate oi the human race depends on
you.”

The old man’s mouth snapped shut,
He must often have had the very
thought that Dyson had just expressed,
but up to the present time no one else
had ever said it out loud.

“This cosmic jester who believes
that he has us in his power,” went on
Dyson, “plans _to exterminate the
entire human race. Only a man of your
eminence, Governor, of your wisdom
and experience, can have the power to
restrain him. You are accustomed to
dealing with affairs of great moment.
You have never dealt with one of
greater moment than this.”

OVERNOR FLAGSTAFF'S jaws

clamped even tighter in an ex-
pression of determination. His eyes
flashed atomic fires.

“I ask you, Governor, to plead—"

“Young man, you can stop right
there. Governor Flagstaff to plead?
No, my young friend, no!”

“To negotiate—"

“Sir, I do not plead, I do not ne-
gotiate. I know my nghts I shall
demand!” :

If the joker expected Governor
Flagstaff’s determination to be shaken
by what happened then, he was badly
mistaken. Suddenly, every one on the
ship seemed to burst into flame. Each
individual glowed, and each one with
a different color flame. There was
renewed panic at first, as the passen-
gers imagined that they were being
burnt alive. The panic subsided in

time as they found themselves un-
harmed, and died away altogether
after two hours of dazzling brilliance,
when the light began to dim slowly
until each person ‘was no more than
mildly phosphorescent. And except for
the fright the uatimely jest had
caused, there seemed to be no ill ef-
fects. But the unexpected touch of
infantile humor terrified almost
everyone on hoard.

It did not terrify Governor Flag-
staif. He was glowing a faint green as
he mounted the rostrum and faced the
shining and fnghfened assemblage that
had gathered in the main dining room
and now waited to hear his words.
But there was the spirit of confidence
in each word he uttered, and in his
manner of uttering it.

It was generally agreed later that
the speech was a masterpiece, Dyson,
who was himself fairly immune to
oratory, noted that the passengers
were soon listening as if to a work
of art, instead of to a hopeless demand
that they be allowed to remain alive.
They had not been informed that the
fate of the human race depended on
Governor Flagstaif, or they might not
have listened so calmly. As it was,

only Dyson, Captain Farmer, and the

old orator himself were aware of the
desperate nature of the situation.

There was a bit of uncertainty as
to how best to address the unseen:
listener. Governor Flagstaff solved the
problem neatly and jronically. “My
Worthy Friend,” he began, in tones of
stinging rebuke, and was immediately
interrupted by applause. The audience
knew at once that this was to be a
fighting speech.

“My Worthy Friend,” repeated
Governor Flagsta#, “I who address
you am a comparatively unworthy
servant of the peoples of my fair
System. From the blazing molten
deserts of Mercury to the icy oxygen-

I
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frozen wastes of Pluto, I have done
my feeble best to serve, and I flatter
myself that I have attained some
small measure of success in my ef-
forts. I am pleased to think that I have
aided, to some small degree, the
countless billions of industrious and
thrifty individuals who constitute our
race, I have done this without thought

of profit or reward, and I have been

deeply touched at the gratitude of my
fellow men, It would be immodest in
the extreme to mention the honors
with which they have recognized my
services.”

THERE WAS a slight clearing of
the throat. “I shall cite only the
Medal of Interplanetary First Citizen,
awarded for my services to the great
and growing industries of Mars, the
Plaque for Distinguished Health Ser-
vice, the Sun Disc of Mercury, and
the Watery Globe of the First Rank
of Venus. Let me repeat, I should
deem it highly immodest to say more.
“My Worthy Friend, at this mo-
ment which T regard as the climax of
my career, my mind travels back in
time through many years and many
miles to the planet of my birth—to
that fairest of all planets of that fair-
est of all Systems—to Earth and its
teeming wonders. Ah, how pleasant it
is to think of my native land—of its
smiling groves, its laughing streams
with their finny denizens leaping and
playing in the sparkling sunshine—
how gratifying to recall its fields of
rippling grain, to picture in the mind’s
eye once more its magnificent cities
with their heaven-piercing spires...”
Dyson listened in awe as Governor
Flagstaff gave a brief recapitulation
‘of the story of his childhood, his
youth, his years of service in one ex-
alted position after another. Even-
tually, taking his audience along with
him, he worked his way up to the

present moment again. -

“My Worthy Friend, I speak to you
now not as a lone and feeble indivi-
dual who pits his insignificant strength
against your might, but as a represen-
tative of that master race of all crea-
tion—Man! I speak to you as a repre-
sentative of that race which began its
conquest of space and time but a
moment ago, as the Great Clock of
Nature reckons time, and has already
tamed the planets of an entire system,
I speak as a representative of those
who have set before their eyes the
goal of mastering stars and galaxies,
those who, in but another moment—
yea, in but an infinitesimal moment of
age-long history—shall attain their
goals, I warn you, My Worthy Friend,
I warn you—"

It was at this exalted point that
Governor Flagstaff’s lofty speech ter-
minated abruptly. The audience rubbed
its hundred odd eyes; but no rub-
bing could change the fact that a
second before the Governor had been
present before them, and now he was
gone,

A roar of anger swelled from more
than fifty throats, and at that moment
the ship trembled. Like a live crea-
ture writhing in unheard of agony, it
stretched and twisted as if made of
elastic polymer. At one place the sides
vawned apart to triple their normal
width, at another they caved in until
they almost touched. The roar of an-
ger became a wail of despair as the
ship seemed to tie itself into a knot
and then spring straight again, hurl-
ing its passengers about in all direc-
tions,

Through the sound of moaning,
Dyson managed to clear his thoughts.
Badly bruised himself, but apparently
with no bones broken, he crawled
slowly forward until he succeeded in
reaching the ship’s cabin. He found
Captain Farmer there before him.
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The ship was racing along at breath-
taking speed, but quietly, without ac-
celeration. Through the front port,
Dyson could see a yellow star that
shone with almost the brightness of
Venus as seen from Earth,

4§E TURNED to stare at their
chart, but Captain Farmer was
anead of him here too, The Captain
said huskily, “It’s the Sun. We’re back
in our own System.”

“Beyord the Uranus orbit,” whis-
pered Dyson. “He had to bave his last
bit of fun with us.”

“At least he didn’t destroy the ship.
Come along, Dyson, I want to see in
what condition he left us.”

The ship, they scon learned; was
little harmed. The walls gave no sign
of being damaged by their strange
behavior under strange stresses, and
only a few instruments had been
smashed. Of the passengers, fully half
had suffered from minor bruises, but
only two were seriously harmed.

Governor Flagstaff had not been
returned. The passengers, no longer
gleaming with a brilliance not their
own, were beginning to discuss hold-
ing a memorial service for him. Dyson
and Captain Farmer returned to the
pilot’s cabin,

“And I called him a windbag,” said
Captain Farmer, his face wracked with
self-contempt. “By Pluto, there was a
man, a man who wasn’t afraid. He
saved us all.”

“Yes; sir,” azreed Dyson automatic-
ally.

“He knew that he’d be risking his
life. And he -knew that death might
not have been the worst fate to befall
him. Perhaps even now he’s suifering
the tortures of the damned.”

“No, sir, he is not.” Dyson looked
his superior in the eye. “Just before
the Governor disappeared, sir, the

joker contacted me. And I realized-

that my plan had succeeded.”

“Your pian? Wasn’t it to have
Governor Flagstaff challenge him?”

“Of course, sir. But the effect of
the challenge, as I looked at it, was
not quite the same as most people ap-
pear to think., What would be your
reaction, sir, if this ant that had been
running frantically up and down your
finger were suddenly to stop and make
a speech telling vou of his glorious
career, and of the respect in which he
was held by his fellow ants? What
would be your reaction if this ridicu-
lous ant were to boast of the wonder-
ful things his fellow ants could do and
warn you to leave them alone? Do vou
think, sir, that you’d be very angry?”

Captain Farmer said unwillingly, “I
suppose that it would seem absurd.”

“It seemed much more than that to
Our Worthy Friend, as Governor
Flagstaff thought of him. Remember
that he has an abnormally developed
sense of humor. T could feel mental
echoes of his laughter. And I knew
what he meant to do. It was exactly
as T had hoped.”

“You thought it would be funny?”
. “Funny and tragic. But the joker
wouldn’t see the tragic side of it. He
appreciated only the humor, That’s
why he took the Governor to stay with
him. I'd have let him take me, sir—
it wasn’t that I shirked danger. But
neither I nor any one else could have
made the speech the Governor made
without hali trying.”

“And then, when he's tired of the
Governor—"

I__]E WON'T tire fast, sir. He wants

* 1o show his new acquisition off
to his own kind. As a sort” of private
clown, or jester. He thinks that all his
kind will find the Governor funny,
Perhaps they will. But of course the
Governor won’t know it. He'll think



96 FANTASTIC ADYENTURES

he’s speaking to an audience of ordi-
nary people; the joker can easily

create phantom humans. Every ora-

tion of his will be greatiy applauded.
The Governor will be very happy. The
happier he is, the funnier he’ll be fo
the joker.”

“For the few years he’ll be allowed
to live”

“Oh, na, sir, he'll be kept alive for
hundreds of years. He'll outlive us all.”
“And how abeut the rest of us?”

“I'm under the impression, sir, that
once the joker really listened to
Governor Flagstaff, he Jost interest in
the rest of our System. 1 don’t thiuk
we'll be bothered again, at least for a
long time.”

"There was a look of pain on Captain
Farmer’s face. He sat there for a time
brooding, and finally he spat out, “I
don’t like it. I don’t like to be laughed
at myself, and I don’t like the idea of
Governor Flagstafi’s being laughed at
-in that way. If it hadn’t been a ques-
tion ¢f the entire human race, but only
of a single ship, I'd have told Our
Worthy Friend to go ahead and do
his worst and be damned to it. Let
him destroy us if he pleases, but let
him not sneer at us.”

Dyson said soberly, “T don’t like to
be laughed at either, sir. Perhaps even
ants don’t like it. But we won't be
laughed at forever.” He paused, and
then went on as if to himself: “You've
read those stories, sir, of ants who got

together and conquered the world. And "

you've heard that proverb about the
one who laughs last.”
“The stories have remained stories,”

1

retorted Captain  Farmer
“They’ve never come true.”

“Because the ants have been ants
for hundreds of millions of years, and
are golhg to remain ants. But men
were ohce miere apes—3a moment ago
by Nature’s and Governor Flagstaff’s
reckoning—ard in another moment
they will be more than men, He was
right, Captain, even though the joker
laughed at him. In but another mo-

grimly.

. ment of cosmic time we shall have mas-

tered the forces of stars and galaxies.
And when that time comes, the joker
with ail his powers*won't be inclined
to laugh at us,”

“We have to reach Gatymede,” said
Cantain Farmer abruptly.

“Yes, sir”?

“We'll have 1o report Governor
Flagstaff missing. ! can see the time
I'll have trying to explain what hap-
pened to him. But I'm sure of one
thing: I'm sorry 1 ever called him a
windbag.”

“There was power behind his wind,
sir, Shall I start to decelerate?”

“How fast are we going?”

“Almost half light-speed, sir,”

Captain Farmer whistled. “No ship
that I heard of ever did a fifth of that
before. Decelerate by all means, And
gently.”

“Very gentiy, ir. But it won't be
long before we're crowding light-speed
itself, A mere fraction of a moment of
cosmic time. And then, a little lonrcr,
sir—and it may be our turn to laugh.”

They didn’t, however, laurh much
during the rest of the trip, although
they reached Ganymede without fur-
ther incident.

THE END



By William Karney

HERE WAS a time—pre-atomic world

1947—when the grim phrase “No
Man’s Land't meant something entirely dif-
ferent from what it does now. It referred
1o the spacz belween two combatant armies,
an area so danperous “no man"” was ex-
pected 1@ enter it. The phrase as if 13 now
uied has a much more terriiying connota-
tion, Qddly enough, the new definition was
proposed in an effort to settla the “litile
war” in Korea. . ’

A Congressman has suggested that the
only possible means of placing a barrier
hetween the North and South Korean areas
to prevent the continual see-sawing of ar-
mies back and forth across the country,
i3 the setting up of a quarvantine line, a
belt or strip of radicactive land! The Con-
gressman has proposed that a strip of land
thirty or forty miles wide be sown with
radioactive dust! Absolu‘e isclation would

be aghieved: -n living thing would dare .

¥

cross such a belt.

The death-area could be carefully select-
ed, & warning given, and then a selected
radioactive dust could be sown from low-
fiying aircraft. Depending upon the
type of radioactive dust selected, the area
could be made unlivable for any given
length of time, ranging from days or weeks
or months to years and even decades.

The major drawback to such a proposal,
of course, iz ‘that it brands the United
States as the “opener” in the use of atomie
weapons and might provoke an all-out atom-
ic war,

As remarkable as the suggestion itself is
the fact that we are talking now in prae-
ticable terms of procedures which a few
gshort years aco would have been ealled
tha rankest ficlion, the most fantastic imag-
inative idlocy. Now they're eold, hard
reality, whose ultimate effects we can only
suspect!

= EYE
THE <3¢

N ORWELL’S FAMOUS “1984,” one of

the most ingidions weapons uzed by the
State for continually prying on the per-
sonal lives of ecach rogimented slave-
citizen, i3 a small twd-way television set
built into every home. Cheap and simple,
it males each human being a cog in the
vast impersonal giant fhat is the govern-
ment, There is no eseape, no privaey. TV
is all-sesing.

Certainly it is to he hoped—ocxpected,
rather-—that that day will never coine,
when men are ensfaved in that sense fo
a TV tube, bLut one thing is certainly
sure, the possibility—from a technical
standpoint—will soon exist, Just ag tech-
niciany  invented the devilish wirstan-
ping deviee which enables spies to tap any
telephone conversation; so too will the tele-
vision tube, the iconoscope and orthocon
be developed which will enable these “apy-
tubes” to be inserted anywhere!

So far, electroniecs hasn’t advanced to
the stage where it can make miniature
TV receiving and transmitting tubes, The
projection tubes for receiving, however,
are getting smaller and no less eminent
an authority than the TV expert, Farns-

> OF THE SPY

By Wilton Avery MacDonald

worth himself, thinks that tubes no big-
rer than a cipar will soon be in the cards,
doing away with the huge onzs we now
have. As for the scanning tubes, they are
already small and getting smaller, develop-
ing slowly the sensitivity and size of the
huntan eve!

This means  wonderful. advance:, of
course, in the future of gommercial TV,
and in industry such tubes will work mira-
cles, being capable of replacing human
eyes in mon- sitiations. But the ominous
suzwestions of “1984" remain with a3z, You
can't help bhut shudder to think how =a
police state mipht make wie of such a
powerful, ever-vraichful spy, capable of
naver relaxing its obscrvation for one in-
stant, What is worse, of course, is thut
the vietim nover naed know he's being
watched. So small will the spy-tubes he
built that they may be concealed in al-
most anything. Naturally there are humor-
ous aspects (and not so humorous ones)
to this development, but they are far out-

weighed by the evil potentialities. Un-
doubtedly legislation will soon have to be
created to cope with thz posaibilities,
even as nhow legislation forhids (theo-

retically) the use of wire-tapping gadgets,
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If Cathy pulled that trigger, the man
she loved would die. And so would an
entire civilization on another world!

"It's your decision to make,” Ramat teld the king. "Only you can stop the slaughter”
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HE OPENED her purse, held it
Sup "to the faint light from the

distant park light and began to
dig into it.

He reached for the kerchief in his
breast pocket. “I have a handkerchief
if that’'s what you’re looking for,
Cathy.”

Her eyes remained on what she was
doing. “No, Bill. Here it is....” Her
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By Charles Creighton

hand came out; it was clamped firm-
ly and capably around the butt of a
pistol. She took two backward steps,
placing herselfi beyond reach of any

‘sudden move, the muzzle of the gun

held in an unwavering line.

He said, “Why?"” The shock of her
completely unexpected action made
the word little more than a whisper.

“It’s got to be, Bill.”
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She was going to shoot. He became
aware of the darkness, the lateness of
the hour, the absence of people. The
reason for her choosing this path was
now clear. She had called it their
lover’s walk the night before. Tonight
it was going to be his death walk. ...

Her eyes were steady on his. Her
face was immobile, the clean lines of
it firm and smooth against the bone
structure, the face he knew and loved
50 well, His eyes fell again to the
gun, saw the tightening finger, and
the torpor which had seized his brain
dissolved. He took a single step to-
ward her, one hand outstretched in a
hopeless gesture. ...

TH-E FIGURE leaped on the girl,

upsetting her and knocking the
pistol from, her fingers. Swiftly the
man bent and retrieved the gun. But
in that second the girl took flight, run-
ning headlong and wildly into the
darkness.

Bill Hadley made to pass the
stranger but was stopped and held
firm by the man’s grip on his arms.
“You’d be running a fool’s race in the
darkness. Lord! What'’s this city com-

_ing to? Women committing holdups.
Lucky I happened to be passing.”

Hadley shivered. The stranger felt
the involuntary movement. “Here,
here! You've had a nasty shock, man!
I think a drink is in order.”

The soft embracing lights, the
hearty masculine voices, the feminine
perfumed odors and bodies pressing
on all sides, held a reassuring comiort
for Hadley. He looked at the bourbon
and Seven-Up before him and downed
it in a single gulp. The stranger sipped

. reflectively at his Scotch-and-water.
“You saved my life,” Hadley said.
The stranger’s shoulders heaved

slightly. “I was passing, caught a

glimpse of her, and jumped without
thinking. And I'm actually scared
silly of guns.”
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Hadley waved a finger at the bar-
tender, turned .and looked at the
other’s glass questioningly. “A refill,
Mr—?”

“Galbraith, Wyman Galbraith, Not
just yet, thanks.”

A nice guy, this Galbraith, Bill Had-.
ley thought. He summed up the
other’s features, came to a more sub-
stantial conclusion. The kind of man
you could trust. Steadfast dark eyes,
clean wide brow, cobweb pattern of
creases at the corners of the eyes
showed the sign of thought or laugh-
ter or both. The kind of man you
could trust...

Galbraith said: “A sign of the
times, my f{riehd. Insecurity breeds
corruption of morals. You read mere
and more of women committing
crimes of violence. I've often won-
dered what can be done.”

“She wasn’t that kind of woman,
Galbraith. We were engaged. I should
say, are engaged. It wasn’t a stick-
up.”

Galbraith caressed his cheek. “Oh!
A lover’s quarrel. I don’t mean to pry,
but perhaps...” He let the words trail
off. A pool into which the other could
drop confidences if he wished.

A lover’s quarrel, Hadley thought,
The sound which came from his throat
had the harshness of despair. No,
they had never quarreled. Not the
kind which could lead to gun-play,
certainly. No. Cathy Moore was not
the kind of woman who stored up
hatreds until, like a cancerous sore,
they ate through the flesh and came
into the open. Then why had she
brought a gun with her; why had she
wanted to kill him? He had no doubt
that her intent and purpose was mur-
der.

“No, Mr. Galbraith., No lover’s
quarrel.” He dropped his head into
his hands. “I can’t understand it,
can’t... Why, Cathy?”
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ALBRAITH gave his attention to
the amber-colored liquid in the
glass before him, swirled it, said:
“Could be any one of a number of
reasons, Or all of them in final sum-
mation, Jealousy, A fancied wrong.
You szy you were engaged. I assume
then that you have known this woman
for a fairly long time?”

“A month.”

The other’s brows lifted, hands be-
came still azainst the glass. “A month,
and engaged. An affair of the heart.”

Of the hcart, Hadiey repeated to
himself. Was it? How much of Cathy
Moore did he really know? How much
did a man have to know? Until a few
minutes ago, he had never known a
questioning thought about her. It
. wasn’t enough, then, to trust emotions.
She certainly evolted them. More than
any womzn he had ever known. How
often had his mind gone blank at her
nearness, at the sight of her heart-
shaped face with its grey-green eyes;
the soft mouth, the breasts firm and
sweet to the touch. He breathed
heavily in remembrance. ...

‘...I'm not going to lecture. You
have the sound and look of intetli-
gence. This I will say, however: the
woman is a psychotic, emotionally un-
stable, a schizophrenic. She may have
no rememhrance of her act tonight, or
will say she has rone. But sooner or
later she will reach the emotional state
23ain where the same reasons for kill-
ing you will be uppermost in her mind.
And even if you somehow circumvent
her, she will a'wavs hold the desiré
until it becomes ail of the reason for
existence, your murder.”

“What would you have me do?”
Hadley asked.

“Forget her,” the words were as
final as the act would be.

Hadley’s head went up sharply at
the words. Forget her! This man was
asking the impossible. He didn’t want
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the other to see his face and turned
to peer narrowly into the smoke haze
over the bar. Who was this character?
How had he come to be on the scene
at just that opportune moment? Well,
what the hell difference did it make?
Galbraith had - saved his life. He
turned and looked at the other, and
there was agony in his eyes.

“It isn’t 2 matter of forgetting,”
Hadley said. “If she’s sick, maybe I
can help her. There are psychiatrists
who could help her. Maybe she has a
background of mentzl history of which
I know nothing. No! I've got to help
her "

Galbraith’s shoulders made that
slight heaving motion again. “Well—I
suppose it w;uld be a‘skmg the impos-
sible, Mr, .

“Damn!” Hadley grinned, and his
rugged features dissolved into a very
likeable boyishness. “All this time and
I haven’t introduced myself. William
Hadley. Bill is the tag people hang on
me.”

Galbraith nodded jerkily, and con-
tinued: “But don’t rush things. Let a
week go by before seeing her. 1f you
try to see her soon you will be risking
your life. Let her establish a bond with
reality again before talking to her.
Aah! I should never be al'owed to get
started on these things. I never know
when to stop. Well, good night, Bill.
I hope the next time we meet, it will
be under pleasanter circumstances.”

“Good night, Galbraith. It was cer-
taioly a pleasure mecting you as I
did. Be seeing you.,.”

LEEP WOULDN'T come. The
darkness was a well in which he
saw no end, no beginning. He it his
fifth cigarette and in turning to put
the pack on his bedstand, caught sight
of the clock. Its luminescent dial said
one-thirty. He slid out of bed, found
his robe and slippers and donned them
and stepped to the window, Here and
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there someone moved along the wide
walks and every now and then cars
swished by, though he was too far off
to hear the sound of their tires. The
sound of a ship’s siren camé to his
ears and shortly the bridge began to
rise, cutting off his view of Michigan
Avenue south of the Wrigley Build-
ing. : 7
He maved away from the window
and over to his desk, There was a
fifth of bourbon in.one of the drawers.
He poured an inch of it into a water
glass and rolled the glass around in
his hands.

Ii only she hadn’t said what she
did: “It’s got to be, Bill.” Premedi-
tated murder. Nothing else! What
other meaning could he give the
words? Never mind what Galbraith
said. It had nothing to do with her
past. Only the past that was Bill
Hadley's and hers. There was no re-
gret in her voice, no sorrow, no hys-
teria; just a calm statement of fact,
She had to kill him. But why?

He looked down at his hand. It was
on the telephone—

The shrill, entirely unexpected jan-
gle of the phone made him withdraw
his hand' as if the phone were a ven-
omous snake. Once more it rang and
his band jerked again. He lifted it,
- said nothing, waited only for the
voice to come to him.

“Bill!*”

It was Cathy. He let silence drip
into the phone; she could interpret it
any way she liked.

“Honey—is that you?”

“Yes, Cathy.” Just enough tone to
lead her on. No warmth, but no anger,

“Bill, I'm frightened. Terribly!
What happened tonight?”

“You know what happened tonight.
What are you trying to pull? Amne-
sia? It's no good, Cathy. Thete can’t
be any excuses. You tried to kil
me‘;’?
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Again the silence. This time he
could hear her labored breathing over

"the phone. He could alimost picture

her, eyes wide, mouth slightly open,
the fear in her eyes.

Her voice was dead, empty: “We
can’t talk this out over the phone. T've
got to see you again. You've got to
let me see you.”

He wondered at his lack of emiotion.
“Where?” It was a guarded word, a
suspicious word.

“Qur lover’s walk.”

He smiled at the words. Did she
think him a complete idiot? Lover’s
walk, This time she would make sure
there would be no Galbraith around.
“Cathy...” His wvoice mocked her.
“Net there, surely.”

“Anywhere you say, Bill, Only lét -
me see you again.”

He thought quickly, came to a de-
cision. “Ricci’s, Cathy.”

“Lunch?”

“No. I've a busy schedule tomor-
row. Harley XKeith sald he'd call
arotind noon. Better make it dinnmer.
Seven. Qkay?”

“Of course. Good night.
“Darling.”

His throat ached to answer her.
The love he felt came up to choke
the indifference he pretended. “Night,
Cathy,...”

.., pause,

R@BERTO RICCI sat at his favorite

spot, the curve of the circular
bar closest the door. Af his elbow the
inevitable bowl of Martini onions, in
his hand the Florentine wine glass,
briniful of Strega. The pointed golden-
brown beard and tufted eybrows were
drooping in self-imposed melancholia.
One brow lifted at Bill Hadley’s en-
trance,

“My friend,” Ricci greeted him in
his rich Tuscan tenor. “It is good
seeing you again. A drink?”’

“No, thanks, Ric. I'm a little late.”
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“Miss Moorer”

Hadley smiled.

“She is at your favorite table, I
had the waiter place a rose before her.
It did not erase the troubled look on
her face, the pensive note in her eye.
I was reminded of my recent wife,
Maria. She looked like that the night
she told me she was suing for di-
vorce.” He sighed, popped an onion
in his mouth and drowned it with a
swallow of the Strega, “A remarkable
woman, Maria. Do you know she has
a million dollars in her own right? She
called a while ago to tell me she is
asking the judge to increase the ali-
mony payment to a thousand dollars a
month.” The slender pointed shoulders
moved upward. “I suppose I will have
to increase the prices again....”

Hadley made to move away, but
stopped when Ricci took hold of his
lapel.

“A Jover’s quarrel, Bill?”

“Nothing like it, Ric.”

“A pity. For such a rose I would
walk through a bed of thorns bareioot.
Ah, well. Try the Scallopini, Bill. Ex-
cellent.”

“I will, Ric. See you later.”

Ricci popped an onion in his mouth,
drowned it in a swallow of Strega and
waited for the next customer, ..,

Y YELLO, BILL.” Her voice was a

whisper. She gave him a quick "

glance from under curving lashes, then
looked down at the glass of wine be-
fore her. '

“Hello, Cathy, Sorry I'm late,
Keith wanted me to get on the In-
dianapolis deal right away, so I
spent a whole afternoon on the phone.”

She didn’t want to hear about it.
“Biil, about last night—I've got to
get straight on it.”

He had thought it out, planned ex-
actly what he was going to say, how
he was going to act, even given him-
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self a new set of values. Now that he
was here, sitting at her side, smelling
the subtle odor of her perfume, feel-
ing the compelling wonder of her
being, old kinships returned, old de-
sires, memories.

He had been here only three days
when Jack MacGovern of WBBM had
thrown a party and had invited him.
The usual gang of radio people had
been there, the sharps and flats, the
wise and drab, the sober and drunk,

She had been sitting in a corner,
alone, a glass of Scotch-and-water in
her hand, in her eyes a vague wonder,
a look of astonishment at finding her-
self with these people. He had walked
over and sat down, taken the glass
from her hand, said, “You look like

‘you were holding the A-bomb and

didn’t quite know what to do with
it'" -
She had smiled ruefully. “Not quite

that. But fairly close. Just that there

are so many people here. I was told
there would be a small party of us.”
Her eyes moved amusedly about at
the eighty guests.

He put the glass of whiskey and
water on the floor at his feet, turned
to her-and said: “You interest me.
Or is that an opening you’ve heard
before?”

She hadn’t said anything, but her
eyebrow quirked up in amusement.

“I'm sorry I said that. Sounded like
I'm wolfing. And I'm not, really. Why
do we sit here?”

She asked, “Can you think of anoth-
er place?”

He thought of it immediately,
Ricci’s, that wonderful Italian res-
taurant where the walls were hung
with modern art and Ricci himself to
greet you, with his golden-brown
beard and eyebrows and his penchant
for having the waiter bring a rose to
your table as an offering to the beauty
of the woman: of your choice. So they
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had gone there. It was strange how
little was said. When he took her
home later, to the very nice hotef on
the North side, it was as though the
whole issue between them had been set-
tled. The words of love came to both
naturally and easily and without af-
fectation.

C'TRANGE.. He remembered the
night so well, yet couldn’t remem-

ber the color of her dress. ...

“Ash! Ric’s found someone new!”

She looked up, startled, turned to
where his eyes were fastened on the
far wall, saw the painting, a clashing
cacophony of vivid color, and turned
her smouldering glance to him.

“You weren’t listening! Bill! That’s
a hoorish trick.” '

He laid his hand on hers quickly.
Her hand was trembling, and he saw
that her breath was coming in long,

slow gasps, as if she were on the verge*

of tears. “It wasn’t a trick, Cathy. I
was lost in thought, and when I came
out of it my eyes fastened on that
new painting Ric’s hung up. Believe
me, there is no one more concerned
with getting all this straight than I1.”
. She seemed appeased. She lifted the
glass, drained it and put it aside.

“Another?”

“No.” She looked up and he turned

A white-jacketed waiter was stand-
ing at his side. The man cocked his
head to one side, lifted a dark brow
and waited for the order. He was new
to BilL

“Where’s Tony?” Bill asked

“Seeck. I'm hees cousin.”

“That’s too bad. Well, Cathy...?”

“I'm not hungry. Really. Maybe a
salad and coffee.”

“Sure. Got to feed the inner gal. 1
think I'll have the Scallopini, waiter.
And coffee.

The waiter made out his order,
shook his head as if satisfied, and

FANTASTIC ADYENTURES .

moved off.

“Now that’s done, tell me, Cathy,
why did you pull a gun cn me last
night?”’ ,

“Is that—what I did?”

He said nothing but continued to
look at her from under level brows,
his eyes intently sober.

“I don’t know. I had no gun when I
came home.”

Did that mean she knew she had a
gun when she met him earlier that
evening? He decided not to interrupt
her or to tell her what happened after
she pulled the gun. It might give her
an opening she wanted. She was a
clever girl. Better let her do all the
leading.

FAINT shadow darkened her

face, but only for an instant,
as though she were annoyed by his
provocative silences when she wanted
him to talk.

Her voice was low, deliberately
held to a level tone: “You don’t be-
lieve me. I can see it. I carried a gun
with me, led you to .this quiet place
in the park, drew it, and was going to~
kill you. Why?”

“I don’t know. I assumed you might
have that answer.”

“The answet I have you may not
believe.” She paused, as if at a loss
for words. “Now I think meeting you
was a mistake. I shouldn’t have
called.”

He lowered his eyes. Damn! She
was puzzled yet. She had pulled a
gun on him, and she was confused.

The first course of the dinner ar-
rived and Bill deliberately gave it
his whole attention. She picked at the
salad, but it was obvious she was oaly
waiting for him to finish. With the
second cup of coffee dor Bill, the
waiter brought a plump-bottomed bot-
tle of Chianii.

“I didn’t order wine,” Bill said.
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The waiter looked up in surprise.
He had the bottle below the edge of
the table. He stopped using the cork-
screw and looked from one to another.

“But you always do,” Cathy said.

“Not tonight,” he told her. “An ac-
count stopped by this afternoon and
we went down to the Mart Lounge
for an hour.”

The waiter’s right hand jerked the
cork out, and for a few seconds his
hands fumbled with the bottle. He
smiled, brought the bottle to the table
and started to pour. “Wine. She’s-a
good for the stomach.”

“The man is right,” a voice spoke
from beyond Bill’s shoulder.

Bill saw the smile on Cathy’s face
and turned his head. Raberto Ricel
was behind him. Ricci took the bottle
from the waiter’s hand, filled Bill's
glass and started to pour for Cathy.
A strange look came into her eyes,
lost itsclf as she lowered her lids
guickly. But the involuntary move-
ment of her hands could not be
stopped. It was as though she were
pushing the bottle away.

RICCI LOCKED startled at the ges-
ture, looked down at the bottle
and called harshly to the waiter. The
man scurried over and waited while
Ricci bent to whisper in BilPs ear,
“A fool! Chianti. Colored vinegar!
He is new. His father dips his bread
in this stuff and thinks it’s ambre-
sia....” He lifted his head, said:
“Rinaldi. For these people, Amalfi.
The ’27. Tell the wine steward....”
Cathy was smiling. Bill got the
sudden impression the smile was
forced. He felt irritated with it. It
was the kind of smile that said, why
tie devil don’t you mind your own
business? He toyed with the stem of
the wine glass. Someone’s hand
reached toward it. He looked up.
“Don’t drink it, Bill,” Ricci said.
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It was his hand that had reached for
the glass,

The irritation he felt toward Cathy
spread to Ricci. “Aah! What’s the
difference? Wine’s .wine. This is all
right.”

Ricci took his hand away and
moved his shoulder in resignation. He
turned to the girl again, “But not for
you, my dear, Only the golden
warmth of Amalfi could set aglow
the inner beauty one sees in you, It
is nice of Ric to say these things, eh?”

“Very,” she said. “I wish Bill would
say them sometimes.”

The golden-brown beard seemed to
curl, “Zut! 1 look at you and see
Maria. It is not fair. I must find a
blonde, otherwise I will forget her
latest demand. A thousand dollars a
month. Ho!”

He moved off and Cathy followed
him with her eyes. She turned to see
Bill lifting the wine glass to his lips,
“Aren’t you going to wait for me?”

" He waited until the waiter brought

the bottle of wine for her, filled -her
glass, then lifted his to touch hers.
For some strange reason she had
turned gay.

“To the end—of all quarrels, and
misunderstandings,” she said.

He smiled and drained the glass,
“Ugh! Ric was right. This stuff tastes
like vinegar mized with alum. Phoo-
je!”

She laughed. “You would be stub-
born. Serves you right.”

He put the glass down and looked
at her. She was smiling. A crooked,
satisfied smile. Now she was pleased,
He had drunk the wine. All this fuss
over the wine. Why couldn’t Ric
mind his own business? He didn’t
want wine. And now he was sorry he
had been stubborn about it. He
blinked his eyes. Cathy had two
mouths, and both of them were smil-
ing. She also had two heads, but why
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was there a filament of cobwebs be-
fore her?

BWEBS. A forest of them, gos-

“samer fine, covered with a sticky
stuff that mired his legs and made it
hard to move. Darkness ahead. He
had to reach it. Aah! He was getting
there. Darkness. The {ine tracery of
cobwebs was breaking, ripping away
from all sides. A pit, bottomless. ...
He fell forward and was sucked down-
ward and outward. The cold of outer
space. ..

The barber removed the towel, held
the mirror to the King's face, Jethor
stroked the now-smooth bold line of
chin and the firm flesh of his cheeks.
He dismissed the barber with a casual
gesture. The man bowed out without
lifting his head.

Jethor lifted his eyes to the tele-
talk., The narrow screen showed three
men in discussion. They were in the
wide marble-pillared hall immediately
outside the King’s chamber, Jethor
flicked a switch and the voice of
Ramat, the High Minister, came to
him.,

“,..The King’s smallest wish must
be our command. He has called this
his personal crusade. To rid Mars of
Hedra. Can there be anything of great-
er importance?”

Jethor smiled at the words. His
fingers caressed the magnificent jewel
hanging pendant at his throat. Hidden
fires caught the smallest light and re-

fracted it in a myriad of sparks.

Ramat the honest. Jethor had thought
long on his choice of High Minister.
He narrowed his eyes, peered long
and hard at Ramat. Satisfied with
what he saw, he flicked the teletalk
off. As though it were a signal, the
great double doors opened and Ramat
walked slowly into the room and up
to the low throne.

“Majesty,” Ramat said, bowing low
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before the King. I have come immedi-
ately to your summons.”

The mask of iron-willed discipline
that was the face of King Jethor be-
came mote human. The strain de-
parted from the eyes somewhat and a
small smile broke at the corners of
the mouth. “My {riend. You tarried a
while in the hall” It was a friendly
rebuke,

“They asked me of victories. I told
them just causes can suffer no de-
feats.”

“Well spoken, my friend. But I
did not mean to spy. Come. Sit at my
side. My fifth corps meets the enemy
shortly. I have a new perceptor
screen, the latest invention of my
scientists, They have succeeded in
bending space to an even greater de-
gree than before, The planets close in
on us, This war must end soon,”

The room grew dark as Ramat
made himself comfortable at the
King’s side. A tiny ball of light glowed
on the ceiling, spread until the entire
ceiling gleamed with it, pale, irride-
scent. The light mel'owed, faded,
showed patterns: the patterns con-
trasted in depth and tone, became
figures, and suddenly the whole scene
was clear. The sun seemed to fill the
whole Western sky, a dull, golden
ball, without too ‘much heat or life.
The vast desert of Mars, mocking
life, mocking lving, stretched its end-
less greyness before them. Flanking
the desert scene gigantic basalt mono-
liths marched in endless procession to
either side of the desert, to the dimly
scen horizon. And coming up the des-
ert, between the basalt giants, three
columns of men marched, as if upward
from the walls of the room.

“...The fifth corps,” Jethor was
saying in low tones.

Now they were speeding ahead cf
the army, moving swiftly on the rays

~of the beam of bent light. The desert
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spread, widened. Quite suddenly an-
other army appeared on the scene.
This one faced the direction of the
approaching fifth corps. The watchers
were quick to note the position of the
other army, a curved line like a sickle
moon, the nearest point of it closest
to where the fifth corps would emerge
into the valley.

Ramat felt the movement of the
King, heard the click of the switch,
and the King’s imperious command:
“A trap! Bring up the mobile units!”

TOO LATE. Gigantic tanks, each
mounting rows of integrator
beams, swept to the fore, cut into the
advancing columns, opened up with a
vast concerted fire of pure energy.
The scene became a maelstrom of
confusion. Whole columns of men dis-
appeared in puffs of smoke, integrated
into energy by the rays which reversed
the process of disintegration and made
a single atom of the many which con-
stituted the human frame and dissi-
pated that atom into pure energy.

Abruptly the scene died and the
light faded back to the ball from
which it had spread. The soft glow
of the chamber lights came on again.
From a hidden speaker a voice spoke
in disassociated monotone: “...The
fourth and fifth phalanx of the fifth
corps decimated to the last man. Half
the eighth phalanx and sixteenth
caught in the trap but pulled out in
time....” '

Little bunches of muscles stood out
on Jethor’s jaw. The right eyelid
twitched and the mouth was down-
drawn in a snarl. “Blast her! The
she-devill How tired I am of this
stalemate. But I am determined to
win. It is my destiny. I will fight her
with the last man on Mars, and may-
be soon with more men than she
dreamed existed. Eh, Ramat?”

“The machine is ready, Majesty?”
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“Shortly. Shortly. Go, Ramat. Pre-
pare the statements, assuage the peo-
ple’s sorrow. Remember the cause in
which all lives are dedicated.”

“The just cause, the King’s cause.
How can I forget?” Ramat bowed
low, turned and stepped from the
room.

Jethor moved to the enclosure of an
alcove, drew a curtain behind him
and flicked a tiny switch on the face
of the column before which he stood.
There was a clicking sound and the
rounded face of the column spread
to show the smooth glass face of a
super-teletall. The usual translucence
faded into picture brightness and a
face appeared on the screen. Hedra,
Queen of Nether Mars, arch enemy of
Jethor.

Hedra turned and walked away

from the screen toward a table. She
stood in profile, looking down at a
framed picture. She was dressed in
the classic tunic that revealed almost
as much as it concealed of her beauti-
ful body. Her hair was ebony, held
in place by a band of precious metal,
her brow wide and imperious. But
her mouth was a thin slitted thing
and her eyes, when she lifted the
picture to her face, were narrowed
ellipses of hatred.
"~ “,..The sands of Mars will be
black with the millions of -released
atoms that will be your armies,” her
voice trembled, so great was her anger.
“And some day I shall drag you in
chains behind an offal wagon. I will
make this planet a wasted wilderness
before I let you win, Jethor!”

She turned again so that her back
was to him. And he saw the face in
the frame. It was his own. His thumb
flicked the switch, but not in time to
balt the rising note of triumphant,
mocking laughter.

She knew of the hidden teletalk he
bad installed within her chambers,. .,

-
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Cobwebs. So fine, myriads of them
hiding the scene, distorting it. The
darkness beyond. Once more the fren-
zied parting of their sticky twining.
Darkness. Cold. The cold of outer
space—

¢¢RILL! COME out of it!”

It was a face he was peering
at, but a face of many planes, cubes
superimposed on cubes, the nose
where the right eye should be, one
ear seemingly growing from the center
of the forehead. The cubes shifted,
separated, fell apart, and the -face
resolved itself into something human.
More, it was a familiar face—Wyman
Galbraith’s.

Hadley’s laughter was a tremulous
sound, pitched on a high note of hys-
teria. He stopped, gritted his teeth
and closed his eyes again. Once again
he felt the wild desire, but this time
it was not to be denied. He flung an
arm out, shoved Galbraith aside and
lurched to the bathroom. Presently he
reappeared. He held tightly to the
door with one hand and blinked at
the man in the chair.

Wyman got up abruptly, stepped to
Hadley’s side and helped him back to
the sofa. “There’ll be coffee up soon,
and some bismuth. They must have
used a narcotic. Soon as we get some
coffee in you, and the bismuth, youl
begin to feel better.”

Shortly there was a knock at the
door and Wyman said, as he opened
it, “Must be the bellhop. Aah. Fine.
I'll take it.” He turned, tray in hand,
and brought it to the chair beside the
sofa, “First the black coffee. Go
on...,” .

It was hot as blazes but tasted
good. And it stayed down. Wyman
poured another cup from the silver
pot and forced Hadley to drink that
also. -

“Now—no, don’t try to get up.
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Plenty of time for that” Wyman
placed a gentle hand on the other’s
chest and shoved him back to a re-
clining position. “Wait till your head
clears and your feet can move where
you want them to.”

The only sounds in the room were
the harsh breathing of the man on
the sofa and the electrical snipping
of the seconds of the clock. Then,
later, there were only the mechanical
sounds.

“I'm all right now,” Hadley said.
His head ached and there was a dull
feeling in his stomach, but he was
thinking again. “Seems you've ap-
pointed yourself my guardian angel,
Galbraith. What happened?”

Galbraith smiled in a pleased man-
ner. “Two things, my friend. The ex-
tra large bump of curiosity with which
I am afflicted, and an excellent mem-
ory. No, this time it was not coinci-
dence which led me te Ricci’s Restau-
rant and found me there when you
were being assisted into the cab by
a white-jacketed waiter and your girl-
friend—"

“Knockout drops! In the winel”
Hadley sat up straight; complets
awareness of what had happened made
his hands double into involuntary
fists.

“Precisely, Although what the me.
dium employed is something of which 1

~ am ignorant. But let me proceed from

the beginning. As of last night. Two
things troubled me when I left you.
One, I knew you had forgotten my
advice the instant it was given. Sec-
ond, the name William Hadley was a
familiar one. I remembered finally
but had to wait till morning for cor-
roboration. Although I felt that my
advice was wasted, I also presumed
on your good sense.”

IF THE GIRL called, I assumed you
would do nothing about it until
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the next day at least.

“The next morning I had a file
clerk bring the letter I had filed
away, the letter from the Xeith Radio
Workshop, and signed by one William
Hadley, asking for a copywriter.”

“Copywriter> Then you're with
Brandon Personnel,” Hadley said.

“Right. I waited till lunch and
took a chance. The leller heading
said you were branch mancrer, there-
fore I rezsonerd you had your secretary
keap a sthedule of your appointnients,
I called at lunch, hoping you were
oul, You were, but your secretary
was in. I must admit luck was with
ne.,..”

“Thenk God for that,” Iadley said
fervently.

“I pretended I was a friend from
out of town, had only until nightfall
and was going to be tied up all after-
noon. I wondered if I could reach you
at your hotel. Ske said I probably
eould and wou'ld give me the number,
but that you were dining out with
vour fiancee and she had no idea when
you would get home, I called forth all
my histrionic ability and sounded dis-
tressed, wondered if she knew what
the restaurant was. She did. Ricci’s.
You didn’t see me, althouch vou could
have put out your hand and touched
me.”

“¥ell, I'll ba damned!”

“You almost were, my friend, I
knew it was no time for geitle mea-
sures, I yanked the girl out of the
c2b rather roughly, and when the
waiter saw what I had in my hand he
decided reireat was the better part of
discretion.”

“T don’t get it. What did you have
in your hand?”

It was a gun, Galbraith displayed
it with noticeable pride, “The same
gun the girl had last night. Don’t you
recall? She dropped it when I slammed
into her and I picked it up.”
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“Yes, 1 remember.” Hadley rose,
took a turn about the room and re- -
turned to stand before Galbraith. A
grim smile played about the lips of
the younger man, but it did not match
the bleak look in his eyes. “Cathy
meant to finish off tonight what she
was prevented from doing last night.
I don’t know her plans, but they were
well laid.,” He looked off into the
blankness of space.

ALBRAITH said nothing. He

looked up at the other with a

narrowed, oddly speculative expres-
sion,

Hadley continued: “Poor Ric! He
tufned out io be the instrument of—
I suppose Fate is the word, No wonder
she looked horrified when he offered
her a drink out of the Chianti botile.
She knew it was full of what I was
going to be full of, The way sha put
her hands out as if to push the bottle
away. And how she changed when he
saw what kind of wine it was and
sent for another bottle. That’s when
I turned stubborn. I'd been drinking
bourbon with a customer, and wine
was something I wanted no part of,
But just to be ornery, I drank...” He
shook his head in remembrance. “Now
I'm going to tell you a thing or two
that may surprise you. To begin with,
I don’t think Cathy Moore is Cathy
Moore,”

“I don’t understand,” Galbraith
said.

“I think you do. More than you let
on. We'll talk about that Ilater.
I watched her pretty closely tonight.
You can’t help but notice, subconcious
or otherwise, the hundred and one
little things in 2 person with whom
you've had a great deal to do. Such
things as mannerisms, expressions,
likes and dislikes. I added them up
tonight and came to the conclusion
that Cathy Moore who sat across
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from me tonight was not the girl L
knew the day before yesterday.”
“You look like I'm making a great
deal of to-do about nothing. On the
contrary, the more I think on it the
more sense it makes, She called last
night with the sole view of making a
date. First it was to be in the park. I
vetoed that. I think she was prepared
for my no. All she wanted was for a
definite place to be named. Good!
Now, she knew Tony as well as I,
knew we always sat at his table. When
the new waiter showed up, she showed
little interest. Then, when we began

on the subject of what happened last

night, she suddenly decided not to
talk, Even when I told her about the
gun-pulling stunt.

“Cathy, the real Cathy, would have
been horrified. This one was. . .bored.
Now about vou. You said last night
you were just passing by. But you
jumped out from between some
bushes. You must have been waiting
there, must have followed us.”

“Wait a minute, Bill. ‘Your ration-
alizing about Cathy holds water. But
don’t stray afield on the coincidence
of my appearance. I make it a nightly
habit to walk alone. As for being in
the park at the same time, I live on
the edge of it. No. Let me assure you
it was a matter of luck..,.”

I’I‘ WAS FCOOLISH to argue with

Galbraith, Hadley suddenly real-
ized. The man had the sort of analy-
tical mind which could tear holes in

any story or idea which Hadley might

put forth, To continue would be to
hold himself up to ridicule. And he
couldn’t discuss his dream with Gal-
braith. There was only one thing he
could do. ...

He turned away from the other,
closed his eyes and set his ego free,
let it soar, released it from bondage.
The utter, incredible cold of outer
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space. The freedom of infinity was
his on the instant.

He opened his eyes and found
himself staring into a mirror. Return-
ing the look with an almost foolish
expression was the face of Jethor, King
of Mars. Instantly, the face of the
King composed itself.

“You came of your own will,” the
King soid. .

“Yes,"” Hadley said. “I suppose the
answer was there all the time, but it
wasn’t till this instant that I knew
what had happened to me.” His eyes,
the eyes of the King, widened at the
realization that no words were being
spoken. Two co-existent egoes -were
holding conversation in the mind of
Jethor,

“I am not too surprised,” Jethor
said. “As o wmatter of fact, I am
rather pletsed. On your return there
will be two against one.”

The King was satisfied with the
mirror’s reflection. It showed a strong
face, with the rigid discipline of many
years’ training, the- handiwork of a
single-minded goal. It displayed none
of the artifices or weaknesses of com-
mon man. All these had been carefully
ironed out. Mars would have a strong
ruler! & = .

“What do you mean?” Hadley
asked.

“No wmotter whet the [ight, one
must feel justice is on kis side. If you
are to do battle against Hedra, Queen
of Nether Mars, you musi feel the
justice and honor of your position. Did
she offer an explanation of her at-
tempts against vyowr life?” Jethor
asked.

“How do you know of that?”

“When I made the transference of
egos, 1 wanted to protect myself and
you also. The machine could send one
or many. I chose Ramat to go as
protection. He has done well, 1 be-
lieve.”
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“You mean the man I know as

Galbraith is this Ramat?”
A SMALL wrinkle appeared on
Jethor’s brow, but only for an
instant, “There is a saying on Mars
that the swiftesi runner started from
a crawl. It isn’t fair of me to expect
an intimate knowledge from you about
what has gone on. Therefore, I will
start you to crawling and shortly you
will be running, .

“We are now two-in-one. But two-
in-one of what? Obviously, not as
recognizable beings. Vet we exist in
simultaneity. This existence has been
lebeled soull The riddie of soul-exis-
tence has mever beem explained, per-
haps never will be to satisfaction. Yet,
there is no question of it. Sheer reason
alone, analysis, rationalization and all
the qualities of thought-consciousness
lead to one conclusion, a mystery ex-
istence within-without ourselves: ihe
soul-existence. Some call it ego, others
khave their own labels. We are all
prone to labeling things: good and
evil, right and wrong. Thus we come
to soul. For in the last analysis, when
all reason fails, our soul tells us un-
erringly what is what.” .

“I'm beginning to understand. You
projected your soul into mine and
merged the two.”

“By mechanical means. As @ first
step to greater things. These you will
see, and wunderstand them why vyou
must help me. For I will confess need-
ing your help.”

The private bedchamber of the King
was in rather simple taste, but the
room into which he stepped was a
magnificent example of elegance and
function. Close at hand were all the
conveniences which he found neces-
sary, yet in forms which were artful,
The King's personal guard snapped to
rigid attention at his entrance. Jethor
. moved with lithe grace t9 his favorite
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reclining couch and fell to fondling the
jewel at his throat. A servant wheeled
in the straight-line desk on which were
compact machines for his daily use.

Jethor flicked a switch and spoke in
a low voice: “Ramat, I have some-
thing of interest for you. Of even
greater importance than that which
occupies your time now—"

“There is only ome person I trust
on all Mars. Ramat. He is the most
honest, ethically speaking, man I
know. He hates and abhors war. If
possible, he would persuade me to
declare an armistice. But he too knows
Hedra and the impossibility of reason-
ing with her. Therefore, much as he
hates it, he feels that with justice on
our side, we will win. Here he i
now—"

RAMAT’S tall, rather angular body
was framed within the doorway.
He moved toward the King at Jethor’s
beckoning finger. His lined face,
seamed with deep thought and deeper
feelings, was set in its worn pattern of
concentrated attentiveness.
“I was devising a grant of rights fo1
our people for that day in the future

" when we have won and peace will

reign,” Ramat said.

“It can wait. I have news. Soul-
transference has taken place in re-
verse. At this very moment. And
soon.,.”

“Soon. ,.” Ramat echoed.

Jethor’s eyes widened in slow
amusement at the other’s incredulous
look. But that look was swiftly erased.

“You see, Earth-soul, how well-
trained Ramat is, how the vears of
service to his King kave taught him to
conceal his emotions. He knows of
what I speak, vet also knows that a
gesture, a word, and all is lost. The
spies and spying devices of Hedra are
as efficient as mine. Therefore, he
will not betray me by even a sign,

-
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Now and then I feel a small thought
of wonder about his honesty, but in all
fairness erase that thought. Wonder,
doubt, suspicion—the three steps lead-
ing to certain death on Mars. He alone
knows of the machine I have invented,
the machine which reduces all maticr
io its original form, encrgy, and trans-
fers it to any given place. The machine
is ready for its proving. It cennot
- fail?” .

“Yes, Ramat, soon victory will be
ours,” Jethor said,

“And what of the Queen-soul in the
Earth girl?”
- “A problem shortly to be settled,
Ramat, But for the moment, sit at my
side. I would see how Siramir is hold-
ing out. The reports are_not good.”

Jethor flicked anothef® switch and
the hidden glow of lights faded and
died, to be replaced by the ball of
light on the ceiling. Presently a vast
scene was unfolded. An immense
city lay revealed before their eyes. It
was entirely surrounded by a huge
wall of strange gleaming metal. And
surrounding the wall, stretching in a
seemingly endless line, were literally
millions of warriors. Thunderbolts of
light crashed against the walls, explod-
ing into incandescent flame. Gaping
holes were to be seen in the metallic
bastion. Machines could be seen at
some distance from the walls sending
their rays of cnergy at the protective
wall, while other machines threw um-
brellas of rays overhead, to explode
and cascade down upon the defenders
and helpless citizens.

NOR WERE the defenders entirely

helpless. They also had machines,
weapons of power. Entire masses of
men, on both sides. disappeared into
puffs of tiny balls of smoke as the
integrator-rays struck. But it was ap-
parent to Jetbor and Ramat that it
was but a matter of time until the
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breaches the siege machines were mak-
ing in the walls would be large enough
for the attackers to get through with-
out fear of harm. For these walls were
impregnated with energy and the touch
of it was instant death.

Already the chosen advance strikers
were on the march, protected by the
greatest display of protective fire yet.
Their uniforms, treated metallic cover-
alls which covered them from head
to toe, protected them against any-
thing but a direct hit of an integrator-
beam,

Then the first wave went through
the breaches and the fighting grew

‘more fierce, The defenders, soldiers

and citizens alike, threw themselves
with the wildest fury on the attackers.
Life meant nothing, and it seemed as
though death were being deliberately
courted.

But to no avail. The last they saw,

ds Jethor flicked the switch, was the

great mass of the main body moving
forward, on foot and mobile unit, to
the taking and sacking of the city. ..

A convulsive shudder shook Ramat.
Jethor threw him a pitying look. “You
see but the one side, Ramat. You al-
ways bhave. Needless killing is what
you think it. That victory is never
bloodless is something you cannot un-
derstand.”

“Nor will I ever,” Ramat said. “I
beg leave to return to my work. Soon
it too will be done.”

“The granting of rights to the peo-
ple, eh? Yes, Ramat, they shall have
all that is their due when victory is
ours. Go. I give you leave.”

“He is as my right arm, Earth-soul.
A good and kindly man, But he is
philosopher, and in our society there
s no room for such. He can never
understand that there must be deaih
before there can be life. In the dying
of this planct there was created the
life force in those ancient scientists to
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build the vast underground cities in
whick we live. The great giver of
energy, the sun, gave us life without
death. On the surface of Mars ore

vast pipe lines, a hundred miles in

circumference, through which flows
the encrgy of the sun, to be stored for
all the nceds and uses of any future
gruerations on Alars. Those people
you wetcred die will give birth to the
freedom they dicd for. They fought
so that others muy live. Is that bad?”

*“No. I'm not a philosopher or mor-
alist, but even I can see the right in
what you do.”

“Then you will do as I dsk?”

“What is that>”

“Kill the girl on your return—"

“Ki’l Cathy?”

“Yes. For she is posscssed of the
Qucen-soul, and on her death the soul
wil also dic. This is the issue, the
true issuc. Hedra fecls it is hor por-
sonal mission to lcad the wav to the
dontinaiion of the Universe. She will
ruin and lay waste lo accouplish that
donznation, Without her ego, ker will,
ker soul—and o'l thece wre onc—she
is doomed 1o foilure and I will con-
quer!™

“Suppose I don’t succeed? There
isn’t any guarantee that I will.”

“I wi'l still conguer. The matler-
transference machine will be the de-
ciding “factor. Tiwcre is after all a
limited amount of manpower avail-
able lo either of us on Rars. With the
mackize I can draw on the vaster re-
sources of Earth or Venus. But with
her death the struggle will terminate
more quickiy.

“The gratitude of all the peoples on
Mars will be yours on tke success of
your mission.”

“I Jove Cathy. But the Queen will
never let go while I am alive. What
must be, rust be. I will try to kill
her—before she kills me...”
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THE TRANSITION again—cold of

outer space and the feeling of
flight on wings of infinite speed. Had-
ley opened his eyes and turned to face
Galbraith. Although he had no way of
knowing how much time had elapsed,
Hadley guessed not too much of it had
gone by,

Galbraith was still seated, still look-
ing at him with that intent stare, that
lifted eycbrow. Hadley passed a fret-
ful hand across his suddenly feverish
forehead. There were things to be said
and decisions to be reached and he
knew Galbraith would not like what
he had to say. Perhaps might not even
go along. ..

“I know everything now,” Hadley
spoke directly, but in cautious tones.

“I don't know what you mean.”

. “1 know about Jethor, Hedra and
you, Ramat-Galbraith,”

1t was as if Galbraith had pulled
2 mask over his face. His features
seemed held in suspension, as though
be were waiting for something to hap-
pen, something which he feared, yet
knew was inevitable. _

Hadley went on: “I had intended
telling you of the dream I had earlier,
but changed my mind. I guess I knew
you'd talk me out of it and I didn’t
want to be talked out of it. Instead, I
let my will go free, T have just re-
turned from Mars, Galbraith,”

The mask slipped a little, exposing
the sadness in the other’s eyes. “I
knew that one day you would,” Gal-
broith said.

“Yes, I don’t kmew the mechanics
of 'it, but it seems that Jethor’s and
my will or ego or whatever you want
to call it, merged. I lay there in his
brain, all nice and snug and warm and -
open-eared, and listened to  his
thoughts come to me; and sometimes
I ansiwered them with my own. He is
a great man,”

The mask went all the way down.
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“Nol He led you as he leads all the
others.”

“I thought the same thing. His
speech was so courtly, so carefully
worded, yet so vital. I got the im-
pression of tremendous vitality, of
infinite discipline. And at the last, in-
stead of hammering the phrase which
should have decided me in his favor,
he spoke as sxmply as one plain man to
another, That is why I believe him
and must do what he asked of me.”

Galbraith had noticed the caution in
voice .as Hadley began to speak and
had also heard how, as the other went
on, the caution was forgotten, He
took a deep, quivering breath and held
up his hand. “Wait, Bill. You say
you've made up your mind. I know
what you mean. You're going to kill
Cathy Moore.”

“No. She is already dead. I’'m going
to kill the ego-will-soul of Hedra.”

“Jethor twisted you around his fin-

ger, Bill. Maybe I shouldn’t say that.-

Maybe you think you’re a man and
an intelligent one and nobody.can
twist you if you don't want them to.
I know the man, Bill. He is more
vicious than the woman.”

“He said he trusts you as he would
a brother.”

“Words. He trusts no one. I don’t
know what he did or what he showed
you or what he said, but-of this I'm
-sure, He told you it was Hedra's sole
purpose to rule the Universe, and to
accomplish that she must first conquer
Mars.” He saw he had scored a bull’s-

eve and gained cgnfidence. “He must-

have explained the machine’s purpose
also. To bring the manpower of Earth
to Mars. Listen carefully: he need
bring only one man and he knows the
machine can work. It can also work
in reverse. The super-science of Mars
in the hands of even a small army
would make short work of making
Earth a captive on the wheel of Mars’
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war chariot.”

WAS GALBRAITH right? Had he

been duped by a clever man, by
a man for whom he had no standards
of judgment? Then he remembered
what Jethor had said about Ramat.
That the High Minister would try to
make peace by any means other than
violent. That only Ramat’s belief in
Jethor’s cause made h:m stay in the
King’s camp.

“Jethor was right. I don’t know
Hedra, but she is evil. I know it. All
right, Galbraith. I'l} give you a chance
to talk me out of an attempt on her
life. What would you want me to do?”

“Let things remain as they are.
Jethor has no power over you so long
as he cannot subjugate your will. Nor
can he know what goes on. I am
Ramat, yet Ramat knows nothing of
what is being said here. It is not the
minds which merged and became one;
it is the willt All this lies in the sub-
conscious. True, Cathy Moore is dead
to you, but only while the Queen
holds Cathy’s will captive. Kill Cathy
and you may also kill the merged wills
of the two. May. The chances are that
you won't! The chances are that the
Queen will release her will the instant
before death strikes. But what has
Jethor to lose? Nothing. He knows the
Queen’s bedy and mmd are still on
Mars.”

I can’t listen to him, Bill kept tell-
ing himself. He’d talk me out of my
bridgework with a filet in front of my
nose. And he says Jethor is slick. He's
even slicker. He doesn’t want either of
them to die, yet he wants the slaugh-
ter to end,

“What's the real reason for not
wanting me to kill Cathy?”

“If it served any practical purpose,
I would say do as you wish. But kill-
ing one evil entity accomplishes noth-
ing if the other one remaing free.”
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“You lose. Now, give me the gun
in your poclet and don’t try holding
out because I’Il just take it from you
the hard way. Believe me, I can.”

“ALBRAITH smiled wryly and
tossed Hadley the gun, “If I
can’t persuade you on moral grounds,
perhaps common sense will work,
Cathy has at least one man and maybe
more helping her. Ilave you forgotten
the waiter?”

“The guy who took Tony's place.
Of course. Well, this .38 makes it a
little more even.”

Galbraith stood up, stretched and
moved toward the door,

“Where are you going?” Hadley
asked.

“To the same place as you. Have
you forgotten I am ‘your protector?”

“Fine, We'll go together. Wait till
I slip on a jacket.” He stepped to the
closet, noticed that Galbraith had hung
his suit coat neatly on a hanger and
took it off and slipped it on, The gun
fit clumsily in the pocket and was so
patent anyone would have noticed it.
He tried the hip pocket. Worse. He
finally slipped it between the waist-
band of his trousers and his shirt, “I
feel like a hoodlum,” he said as he
stepped forward to join Galbraith at
the door.

“T don’t imagine Miss Moore went
back to her hotel,” Galbraith said as
he put his hand on the doorknob.

Hadley looked blank. Then the
words made sense. He had forgotten
Galbraith’'s role in his rescue. It
seemed obvions that Cathy wouldn’t
go back to her hotel. It seemed the
most reasonable thing for her to as-
sumie Hadley would not forgive the
second attempt on his life, And that on
his revival he would call the police.

“I wasn't thinking,” Hadley admit-
ted ruefully. He teetered on his heels
and looked up at the transom, eyes
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hatf closed in thought. “So let’s think
—ont loud, Now she’s either miles
from here, running like hell, or she’s
not. Running from me will never get
me laid out on a mortician’s table,
something we both know she’s desirous
of.

“Tirst, however, how much time
since you grabbed me from" their
clutches?" ;

Galbraith looked at his wrist watch,
“Twa hotirs about.”

“How long before you got me oit
of the dope?”

“Twenty-five minutes at the most.”

“One more question; did they carry
me out ot was I helped out?”

“Helped. Your feet were dragging
somewhat, but you weren't out com-
pletely.”

“Then she knew there
lethal dosage in the bottle. Let’s say
she aléo knows how long it takes for
the stuff to wear off. Now, if we
don’t believe her running from here,
then we have to believe she's still
around, Hiding someplace? I can’t
buy that, Galbraith. It would be as
useless to her aim as running would.
No! Cathy and her pal or pals are .
either in this hotel, or right outside
close by, What’s more, all we have
to do is stay right here in this room
and Cathy Moore will walk right to
us.”

wasn’t a

~“ALBRAITH blinked a couple of
= times in astonishment, then nod-
ded gently. “I would say that your
deduction stems from as fine a bit of
analytical reasoning as ever D've
heard. Too bad you did not analyze
as well when you were with Jethor.
What do you plan on doing?”

“What else can we do but make
ourselves comfortable and wait the
lady’s arrival.”

While Hadley . busied himself in
furning out all the lights but, the
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shaded one on the desk, Galbraith
shoved the chair over against the
wall and made himself as comfostable
as he could in the overstuffed club
chair, Hadley surveyed the darkened
room with an air of contentment.

“Should 1 say ‘come into my parlor’
to her when she arrives?”

But Galbraith had adepted an air
of watchful waiting and did not seem
to think the other’s remark amusing.
Hadley shrugged and decided silence
was perhaps the better course. He
- seated himself on the Lawson sofa op-
posite Galbraith on the club chair,
and sat pensive and breoding,

The sudden knock on the door
brought him upright with a startled
jerk, “Who is it?”

A voice trying desperately not to
be irightened, replied, “The bellhop,
sir. With the sandwiches.”

Galbraith whispered, “I told him
to bring seme up in a half hour,
Thought you might be hungry.”

Hadley slipped the gun from where
he had it and motioned for Galbraith
to open the door. He stood to one side
flat against the wall beside the door,
out of sight of anyone entering unless
they turned toward him on stepping
past the threshold.

The gun, held against himseH, cov-
ered the door’s opening.

G. LBRAITH opened the door and
stepped back as the belthop took
a step forward, Then the man who
stood behind the bellhop put his knee
up against the boy’s haunches and
shoved. The tray and sandwiches scat-
tered to one side as the boy staggered
forward, stumbled, and plunged head-
long against the desk. His head struck
with a dull thud and his face hit the
floor. He twitched for a second, then
lay still.
The man who had done the kicking
moved inte the room. Cathy JMloore
was a step behind. Hadley acted with
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efficient smoothness. Two quick steps
and he was at the girl’s side, He
shoved her to the wall and closed the
door with an almest simultanecus
movement. Then he was shoving the
gun hard against the dark-faced man’s
back, although still keeping half
turned to Cathy.

“Drop it.” The words seemed al-
most casual.

The gunman didn’t want to {ind out
how casual Hadley was. The gun {ell
to the flpor,

Hadley kicked it toward Galbraith
without looking at it. “Reep it on
them,” be said.

Galbraith was on his knees at the
boy’s side. He reached out, grabbed
the.gun and pocketed it.

“How's the kid?” Hadley asked.

“Alive. Unconscious, though. Got a
nasty crack on the skull”

“Tust so-he's alive. All right, tough
guy. Up against the wall, Face it and
get your hands up over your head.”

The man obeyed without hesitation.

“¥e too, Bill?” Cathy asked.

“No. You and I are going to have a
little talk first.”

“Then what?”

His shoulders moved in a  faint
shrug. “Who knows? Depends on the
answers, maybe. I once asked you
‘why’ but never got an answer, Think
you'd have one for me now?”

She moved slowly toward him, and
as she walked she held her hands out
to him in a supplicating gesture. He
fet her come all the way. Then, as she
stood facing him with only inches sep-
arating them, he stuck the gun in her
side.
~ “Just in case you get ideas, Cathy.”

“] once had an idea about love. It
seems very long ago, now.”

His lean, smooth face became lined
in bitterness, “Fine words. A little
late, Cathy. Why?” The word was a
whisper and a demand.

She looked up into his pain-filled
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eyes. “I don’t know. I just have to.
You've got to die, Bill.”

“But I'm not going to, Cathy.
You're the one who's going to die. The
difference is I know why.”

“If you know why, then that’s all
that matters, If. you'll be better oif
for it, T want you to kill me, Bill.”

There was something terribly wrong,
There was hunger and pain and utter
love and belief in her eyes. They
should have been terror-stricken or
wild with anger, not look as they did.

Suddenly her eyes became wide and
fixed. “Bill! What am I doing here?
Why—why are you holding the gun
in my side?”

Kill her. Kill her before your knees
turn to water and it runs up to your
brain and leaks out of your eyes.

The last words of doom: “I’'ve got
to, Cathy.”

Then his finger was tightening on
the trigger, squeezing it. Once and
again and a third time. The fourth,
fifth and sixth squeezes were frantic,
The gun was empty of shells!

¢¢\/0U BUM!"” He shoved Cathy

off and whirled on Galbraith.
“I didn't bother to look. You soft-
soaning bum. You tricked me.” He
spoke without heat, but his voice was
edged with hoarseness,

“If I hadn’t,” Galbraith said softly,
“you would have killed her just now.
Youre utterly blind and deaf, my
friend.” His completely matter-of-fact
voice made a shabby bit of acting out
of Hadley’s violence.

It was then the man they had all
forgotten acted with a speed surprising
in one so squat and thick. He had
been edging toward Galbraith a step
at a time, Now, he took the last step
in a single quick move, snatched the
gun from the limp fingers and took
two steps to the side, out of reach of

the other should Galbraith attempt

getting his gun.
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Cathy’s eyes moved from the gun-
man to Hadley and back again. “What
are you going to do?”

“Give it to him. That’s what we're
here for, ain’t it? That’s what you
hired me to do.”

. Before he could divine her inten-
tion, she leaped on Hadley, twining her
arms around him, trying to bury her
body in his. Her head burrowed
agdinst his chest. )

“Darling,” she whispered brokenly.
“He’s right. I don’t know why—I
don’t know why.” :

The gunman was getting impatient,
“Come on. Get away from him, or 1
Jet ‘you have it too.”

The meaning of Galbraith’s words
was suddenly clear to Hadley, with the
shocking effect of a hammer blow.
Cathy was -no longer possessed by
Hedra’s evil ego. His hand came up
and began a tender caressing of her
hair, then the fingers slid down and
went under her chin and lifted her
head.

“Darling,” he whispered. “You've
come back to me, The Cathy I never
thought I'd know again. You’re back.”

She gave the last drop of her love
in the return of his kiss, nor did she
want anything else but the continued
pressure of his lips on hers. ...

HE SLATE-COLORED. eyes of

the gunman shifted abruptly at
a sudden movement from the man in
the chair, He had risen and was stand-
ing stiffly erect, eyes staring at a spot
directly above the two locked in em-
brdce. Galbraith’s lips moved, but in
silence, As if in prayer.

At that instant, Ramat’s will re-
moved itself from that of the Earth-
man and returned to him.,

Hadley felt the convulsive move-
ment of the girl’s body, heard the
moan of pain she gave and held her
away from him. “Cathy! What's
wrong?”’
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She tried to answer but her face
twisted again in terrible agony. “I—
I’'m being—torn apart—"

He started to speak again, but the
words died in a strangling sob. A vise
had closed on him and was twisting it-
self into his body. He sobbed horribly
once more, felt the strangling bonds
reach up to his brain—and for the
last time knew the utter cold of outer
space.

IT WAS A room of squarish dimen-

sions, with a low ceiling painted in
neutral colors. A difiused bluish-white
light was spread evenly throughout the
room from a hidden source. A tall
- spare man in a greyish smock stood at
the side of a squat machine from
which a multitude of wires spread to
a complex motor attached to, but sep-
arate from, the machine itself. There
was a circular window-like opening
about head high. A pale green light
glowed within the circle. The side
against which the man stood was plain
but for two knobs and a like amount
of dials,

The air in the room was sharp
with the fragrance of mountain pine.

The man turned. Lines so deep
they might have been etched with acid
sliced into both cheeks and along the
flanged aquiline nose. The eyes were
deep-set but alive with an oddly quiet
triumph., The face was that of an
ascetic, or scholar. It was the face of
Ramat, High Minister to Jethor, King
of Mars.

He spoke to the young couple in
low, moderate tones: “I was afraid
that T might be too late. The guards
in whom T had placed my trust and
fate betrayed me. I had to work
quickly then. Jethor would not delay
long in steking me out, and this room
is not impregnable. But it was I who
won out.”

“You were the only one,”” Hadley
said, “who knew the King was building
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this machineé, and you beat him to it.
Why?" E

“Not quite the same machine,”
Ramat corrected Hadley. “I built it
to circumvent Jethor. But our com-
pany is not quite complete. A mo-
ment. . .” He turned again and fid-
dled with one of the knobs, tien
twisted the dial to a new position.

The light glowed vividly green, then
subsided to its previous paler color.

Cathy gasped in fright and Hadley
turned to see the reason for it. There
had been mnothing before. Now, a
woman stood revealed. Her blue-black
shoulder-length hair shone dully. Her
eves were sloe-colored, and within
their depths hidden sparks sent out
slivers of light. Her forehead was wide
and smooth, the firm proud chin was
strong and sure. ;

She looked like the queen she was—
Hedra, of Nether Mars.

Ramat’s head bent slightly. “Your
Majesty...”

For the instant of her arrival she
was frightened. But it took only a
second for recovery. Her eyes became
round and sparkling at sight of the
squat shape. “Ramat. Why have you
brought me here?”

“To show you what I have made,?
came the suave reply.

“I am not blind, Why, Ramat? To
make me a peace offering?”

He shook his head. “You are
of its potential, I think.”

“Matter transference. The one thing
in which my scientists have failed me.”

“Who holds this machine, hLolls
Mars. Jethor has built a similar on2.”

She grew pale at the words, “Ramat,
I hold no enmity against you. A bar-
gain. Join me and name what you will;
it will be granted.”

“An immediate end to the war.
Your abdication, and a free election.
And last, the weapons of war to be
scrapped to the last piece.”

aware
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“NO!”

He smiled. “I did not think se.
You would be an empty symbol with-
out war. Jethor always said there was
no place for philosophy on Mars, or
for philosophers. There will be one
day.” I

The name of the King stirred her.
“Tethor—where is he?”

“He will be here soon. He iz blast-
ing his way through the walls. But not
knowing the full extent of my achieve-

ment, he is using a hand-ray pistol. He .

is afraid a heavier weapon will destroy
us.”

“Jethor afraid? You must be mad.”

“The sanest of us all, T hope”
Ramat said with odd accent.

“You're a fool, Ramat,” the Queen
- said bitterly. “Jethor will talk you
out of it. And we will all be the
losers.” :

“Y¥ou but prove my contention,”
Ramat said. “Below your show of
spirit and courage lies an inner wedk-
ness, a fear of the invulnerability
of Jethor. Although he mentioned
stalemate, he knew he would win.
Jethor had the confidence of his belief
in his own destiny. That was why he
could argue so well. The King never
doubted for an instant that what he
was doing was for the good of all,
even when it meant the sacrificing of
millions of people’s lives. It was to
théir benefit to die,

“Earthling, would veu open the
door to his Majesty?” '

THE KING showed only momentary

surprise at sight of Hedra. The
sternness fell away from his face and
-he relaxed as he gave the room and
those within a searching look. “You
sct a fine stage, Ramat.”

“Send the guards back,” Ramat
said. His fingers were tense on the
dial, although his voice held to a
normal tone,
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“Jethor has no need of guards,” the
King said. He shook his head abrupt-
ly, and the men behind his framed
figure fell back out of sight.

“Close the door, Earthling,” Ramat
commanded, '

Jethor shot Hadley a quick glance
as Hadley closed the door again and
moved back to stand with his arm en-
circling Cathy’s waist.

“Earthling, eh? Methinks this is thas
shell where once my spirit resided,
You have done well, Ramat, I am
helpless. Had I known you were also
building a machine, I would never
have gone throngh the mental agony
of building on my own.”

“The King forgot, then, that he took
Ramat from his scientific seat at the
University of Uvarti to make him his
High Minister?”

“Jethor has forgotten nothing,” the

King said. “What is it you expect of

me, Ramat? There can be no com-

‘promises. 1 have lived without them,

and am quite willing to die without
them.”

“I but want to remind the King,”
Ramat said, “that my machine cancels
his out. So long as I remain in control
of this dial, which is focused on the
energy beam potential-cone of your
machine, thete can be no integration
of energy by which means only can
matter transference be made. 1 offer
the same conditions I made Hedra:
abdication and the scrapping of all war
material.”

Jethor gave Hedra a sidelong look.
¥l see she has refused your offer, I
can be no less a King than she a
Queen.”

Ramat shrugged his thin shoulders.
“I expected the answer you gave.
Very well then. I have made peace
with my conscience. Your deaths will

be the great gain for all Mars. The

thousands of vears of past achieve-
ments will now be put to the use of
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all, and net for the military alone.
There will bz space travel to other
planets, but on peaceful missions, not
for conguest. I will put an end to all
wars by putling an end to those whe
make wars”

“You connot be other than what
your mnature compels you to  be”
Jethor said sobierly. “Nor can you act
otherwize, It is not in your nature to
kill, 1 do uet believe you capable of
murdet.”

“I have thought long and hard on
it,” Ramat spoke guietly, with dignity,
“l would huave killed you long ago.
But Hedra would still have heen alive.
Which is the reasen why 1 did not
kill her iramediately on bringing her
here, The two of you had to be to-
gether. Now, go to her side, Jethor,
else I kill you now.”

ETHOR MARCHED past Ramat
without hesitation er fear. His face
was wiped smooth of emotion. Nor
did Ramat see the signal flash from
his eves as he stepped by, Hedra did
and divined his purpese.

“Are we to pose together, or is the
angle too great for the machine to
cover as we had been®” Jethor asked
as he stood by the side of the woman,

“What the problem is will make
smiall difference,” Ramst ¢33, He was
beginning to show the strain he was
vnder. His eyes were tightly drawa at
the corners; the lines in his face
seenmed like saber cuts now. His voice
was a shallow toneless whisper: “It is
for the future I do this—"

Jethor’s hand came up with an odd
deliberation for one so military. It
was as if he knew he stood no chance
against the other. Yet Jethor’s re-
flexes were more swift than Ramat’s,
It was a matter of who moved more
swiftly, the hand lifting the gun or the
fingers twisting the dial.

The fingers won.

And on the instant, as if they had
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never existed, the figures of the Earth-
lings disappeared. The King and Queen
looked into the glass window and saw
a ball of bronze flame, and for a sec-
ond seemed to see a pair of infinitely
small figures set against the ball, Then,
only the sun was to be seen again. It
could have been an illusion. ...

“How did you know?” Bill Hadley
asked,

“The King’s mind is an open book,

T saw the answering flash in Hedra’s

eyes when the King passed me and
knew he had signalled her. He stood
to win if he succeeded, and there was
no reason for him not to. That is,
had I not known the strange twistings
of that intellect. They projected their
wills into yours and forced yours into
theirs. But this time there was an
actual transference, not alone of wills
but of the whole mental concept. He
should have understood by your very
presence what I intended and why I
had brought Hedra here also. The
Earth girl had to have a body. I said
my machine was different, and not
alone in that it cancelled his out but
also in that it could make the mental
transier as well as the physical.

“Knowing my hatred of murder, he
should have known that I would not
kill two innocents. He will never know
now, that I let him dupe himself, .. ”

A look of infinite sadness filled
his eyes.

But neither the man nor the woman
saw it. His arms were about her and
she was straining the lovely body close
against his. Their lips met in a kiss
that seemed to set their brains afire.
Suddenly she moved back a step.

“Bill, I'm enly half dressed.”

“Yes, my sweet,” he said, as he
lifted her face to his again. “I noticed
that the second she showed up,
Queen. ,..”

This time she did not step back.

THE END
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THE GOOD—AND THE BAD

Dear Editor:

That fellow, Dr. Carpenter, really gave
you a word-lacing, didn’t he? Threw the
proverbial monkey wrench into the works.
1 have a feeling that some of his beliefs
were truly justified—but scme were not: 1
ghall try to compare my opinions with his.

First;: He states that your magagzine is
nothing but worthless trash. Maybe all pro-
fessional men think FA iz trash—I don’t
know., Certainly the majority of your
fans are not professional people. 1T don’t
think FA is trash, and there are many,
many others who think as I do, We are not
the high-minded professionals, though.
~ Seeond: I have not read FA as long as
Dr. Carpenter, 8o he may have a point in
stating that you do not follow the sugges-
tions of thé fans. I and the rest of fandom
singerely hope that he is wrong: Of course,
some of the chanpes suggested are impossi-
ble. But many are worth examining, Let's
hope that some improvements are made. Dr.
Carpenter is justified in sugpesting that
you make some improvements—a good many
of them.

Third: T would not call your magazine
¢heap, nor would I'call it haphazardly put
together, Tt is better than a few others in
some respects,

Fourth: I do not think that FA and AS
will fold—at least I hope not. Some stories
are good, some are bad. But there are
enough good ones to keep it from folding.

Now I would like to make a few cviti-
visms. I shall start on the cover and work
toward the back,

THE COVER: The covers are good—and
don't let anyone tell you they're not, There
is one disappointment, however. One artist
spoils evervthing, Why not let Jones do
every other cover and have someone else
fill in the gaps? A little variety would
never hurt your covers.

AUTOBIOGRAPHIES: This feature of
“Men Behind Fantastic Adventures” is one
of the best additions you've ever put into
A, A truly interesting feature. Keep it.

THE EDITORIAL: This is really an up-
and-down affair. Sometimes it's good—
sometimes it isn’t. It depends orn your writ-
ing mood, no doubt. This could certainly
improve,

THE STORIES: The shorts are usually
the better stories of the magazine, Once in
2 while you have a good lead novel-this
time you didn’t, “Dark Benediction” should

have occuplied the position—it was the best
stm"y in the magazine. The shorts were all

INTERIOR ILLOS: These are usually
below average—only once in a while do you
get a good Finlay illo, Bui this time you
had a good Cartier illo, That made up For
the poor ones. It was the only one I
thought was worth printing.

THE ARTICLES: Phooey! Throw them
out! One or two longer and more interest-
ing ones would do. You have too many and
they become boring after a while.

THE READER'S PAGE; Good. I won'd
like to see one change, though. Yow could
make a few more comments on them. And
stop passmg over the ones filled with brick-
bats with the “Oh, well” atiitude! You
gould at least defend yourself!

THE ADS: 1 know you need money to
publish the magazine, but why must you
always get it from the fame places? Uglh!

Well, that about does it. Let’s hepe that
a few changes, as | suzgested, are made,
1 don’t care about trimmed edges or g dif-
ferent size. Just good stories—especially
lead novels—and good ariwork. We shall
see what the next issue of FA brings.
~Ultrascientifically yours,

Harold Hostetler
Box 163
Cairnbrook, Pennsylvania

TOILED AGAIN!

Dear Lditor:

So Ivar Jorgensen isn’t a penname eh?
Curses! Foiled again hy Postum! At loast
someone besides myself made the sanie mis-
take .

Well here I go again. And this time I'm
about s positive as I've ever been. Aren't
H. Dorset and Frank Navarrn noms des
plumes for Leo Ramon Summers? If not,
Tl quietly shoot myself (with a water

gun},

Pardon on a statement I made in this
issue’s letter, | forgot to mention the sto-
ries Jan Romanoff cites as good examples
of 48 A novels. All of them good. Sorry,
Jan.

Looking over your two previous. issues, T
gee you printed three VERY good stories,
namely: (1) “The Dead Don't Die”... ter-
rific! (2) *“Excalibur and the Atom”
VERY good. (3) “The Traveling Craz”.,.
VERY good. These storieg are in order of
my preference.
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Your new artist, Ed Valigursky, is very
good. Keep him. And you now have Edd
Cartier! Hwelll Now lel’s sez if you ¢an
hold him. Man, what with Finlay, Law-
rerce, Cartier, Rutli, Sharp, and Vali-
gursky, you've got a buneh of artists! Oh
vez, musn’t forget Gerald Hohns.

" Memos to Bobby Warner: (1) As to
your query about my being a hemale or
shemals~~TI'm a he. (2) There was a Toka
story in Planet Stories for Summer 48
called “In the Sphere of Time”, By Pelkie.

Terry Carr
134 Cambridge Strest
San Francisce 12, Calif,

You wouldw't shoot wourself for being
kalf right, woir, would you, Terry? .., . Ed.

WHO'S A TARMUT?

Deaar Ed:

Wow! FPA i3 peiling betier g1l the time,
Afver reading the Sepfember issue T felt
I just had to write my second leiter, Every

one of the stories raZes hirh in my estima-

tion. It's hard, very hard, to chooze be.
tween “The Terrible Puppets” and “Dark
Benedicijon” for first place, but afier con-
sidering them Loth carefully I have decided
upon “Darx Berediction”. No other storv I
have read has put man in a more perilous
situation.

Dz, Carpenter scems to hold views con-
trary to those of everyone else, Too bad he
won't nave pead the September issue of
FA, It would, without doubt, convince him
he is wrong. After I read hiz letter T
couldn’t help kut wonder if he wasnt a
little man about seven inches tall. The way
he criticizes the work of others, I wouldn’t
be surprised if he was found fo be one of
those tarmuts. Seriously, I do think he is
more than a little bit confused.

That cover was one of Jomes’ hest. It
porirayed not onfy & scene from the story,
but the story iimelf. i

Why did MecGreevey call his story “The
Catspaw”? If there’s really a Leeo Stone-
Jx;qan working at FA, you'd betier watch

im,

For once the “Reader’s Page” carried a
lot -of short leifers instead of a few long
ones. A deeided improvement,

Suppoza there were really a bunch of
dermies unning loose... Funuy,.. I have
an gverwhelming desive to touch you!

Yours approachingly,

Don Smith

Box 71

Hot 3prings, South Dakota

NOT UP TO PAR, HE SAYS

Dear Sirs,

I have been reading your magazine for
about three months, and I think it is very
geod. But I think the last few issues have
not been up to par. I liked your June and
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July magazines very well, especially the
feature novels. Your companion magazine,
AB, iz far better than FA, I enjoyed “Ro-
bot Men of Bubble City” wery rauch, Lt is
oune of your best. The best books to my way

of thinking are:

. Amazing Stories
Galaxy
. Thrilling Wonder Stories
. TPantpatie Adventures
. Planet
. Brariding Stories
As a suggestion for the improvement of
your books, why don't you have trimmed
edyos?
In —our opinion, who is your best autl or?
Inguiringly, your faithful reader

C‘:QT-IA.CJSI\?H

Kent Corey
Box 64
Enid, Oklahoma

As far as we're concerned, all our au-
thors are Dbest. Once in a while one will
wrile an oulstanding winner—once in
great while ene writes one a little below
his pur, But gz o whole, they're all our
favorites.

R L L T e rEaeas .

COMES CONSCIENCE

Dear Ed,

Pvée been reading your sister mags,
FANTASTIC and AMAZING, for well over
two years now, and have selfishly accepted
the wonderful stories and artwork without
a word of thanks. .

But finally my conscience intervened, and
here I am,

First, I would like to express a few
opinions on your last issues. Here’s my
rating.

AMAZING: ) )
Ist Place: “The Green Blood of Treachery”

Lty Willard Hawlkins

Very pood, well off the beaten track,
2nd Place: “A World He Never Made” by

Edwin Benson

Slory was along usual lanes, but E.
Bason’s treatment of it malkes up for it,

The rest of the stories share third plaee,
as I cant decide between them.
FANTASTIC:

I have to praise R. G. J. for a superb
cover. One of the best in a long time,
1st Piace: “The Tervible Punpets” by Paul

Fairman

Vonderful! Differcnt! Well Written!
2nd Place: “Dark Benediction” by W. M.

Miller, Jr. )

I actually lived the part of Paul, sym-
paihize wholeheartedly with his decision,
3rd Place: “The Catspaw™ by J. McGreevey

Excellent! Implication added to suspense,
though I disapprove of writers' using other
author's names (not necessarily in this
case) and mag titles in stories,
4th Place: “Mission Accomplished” by R.

M. Williams, and “The Secret of John

M'ail;ah" by W. P. McGivern share thia

spot.
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Many thanks for both great issues.

I hopé you won't mind my putting in a
little advertisement, but I'm real gone on
these mags. If any of you readers should

have any old mags (AMAZING or FAN-

TASTIC, naturally) lying saround, and
would hke to sell theni, let me know. T
can't get enough of them. I haunt the
bookstores, but can’t find very many,

Now; a few more words about the mags,
before T drop down to the bookstores again.
Pve compared you¥ “zines” to other mags
in the same line. No comparison! Won't
touch ‘em! Artwork and stories don’t com-
pare to AS and FA! Printing is horrible!
Sure way to eyestrain.

I may séem a bit lavish in my descrip-
tion of your mags, but that’'s how I feel.

Well, see you next month, when' your
tatest hifs the stands.

Jim Q'Brien
Post Office Box 145
Haskell, New Jersey

Thanks for your eqiinents, Jma. H el be
waiting for yow Wert G356 v a. .. Ed,

STF-TRADER REVIVED
Pear LES:

I have enjoyed FA a lot. Seme wonders
ful stories have been in it since that first

issue. I have a complete collection and alse

many duplicates.

Mayhe thére are some new fans whe
nezd baek issues. The revived STF-TRAD-
ER i3 now being published by Jack Trwin,
Box 3, Tyro, Kansas. He will g]ad]y an-
swer all inquiries about it. This "zine spe-
cializes in trade and selling of back issues
of all stf magazines,

‘Hope you will mention this in Header's
Column of FA,

K. Martin Carlson
1028 Third Avenue South
Moorhead, Minnesota

ITEMIZED LISTING

L'Editeur _

AN ITEMIZED ACCOUNT OF THE
SEPTEMBER ISSUE
ADVENTURES,
ITEM ONE:

A numerical ¢lassification of the stories

in the order of my prefereiice:

(1) “Dark Benediction”, a
yarn. More by him, please.

(2) “The Catspaw”, a different twist on
that sort of story plus Cartier’s illo made
‘this: the best short of the ish.

{3) “The Secret of John Marsh”. If it
wasn't sg short it would be good on “Di-
mension X" with that ending.

real good

(4) “The Terrible Puppets”, Pretty good,

but not sensational.

(5) “Mission Accomplished”. The ending
ust didn’t hit me right, but good neverthe-
sy,

Apt, 504,
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ITEM TWO: _

The eover, one of R, G. J.§ better ones.
I'd like more like this ome.
ITEM THREE:

The interiors were pretty good thiy time,
Cartier's was the best, by far. But I
didn’t care for Dorget’s.

ITEM FOUR:

Say, why don’t you drop the Rosicrucian
ad on the back cover for a while and sut
a cover there by Settles, as many Tans have

requested. Or one by Paul, on wnat is on

other planets. Please!
ITEM FIVE:

Now to the letters:

To B. Warner, Terry Carr i3 a he,

Augmenting M. Mitchel¥s report on fan-
dom in Canada, I wish to add that Chester
D. Cuthbert, 54 Ellesmere Ave, St. Vital,
Manitoba, Canada, wants all Canadian fans
to write him, giving him your present -ad-
dress, even a posteard. And that C. Stew-
art Metehette, ¢/0 Mrs. Gwen Ormisten,
1425 Taylor S&, San Francisco,
would like to hear from most any fain.

ITEM SIX:

Bay, are you going to have a 15th Anni-
versary ish like AS had? You lmow, a hig

4sh of 270 pages or sgo. Come now, don't

make: a big disappoiniment like Brother
Browne did when he forgot AS’s 25th
Anish,

David Rike
Box 203
Roadeo, California

FA dvesn’t celebrate s 1ath annivers
sy yntil May 1954—so we've plenty of
time fo plam g whopping surprize foy Yot

Lo 3

' COLOR ILLUSTRATIONS?

Dear Fditor:

Having 18 years of reading stf behind
me, I how, for the first time, tender my
heartfelt thanks for the excellent stories
you have put out in the past.

Your September issue is pretty good.
“Dark Benediction” i3 a story of the year,
even if Miller stopped the tale a bit too
soon, “The Terrible Puppets” rates fair
with me, “Mission Accomplished” is defi-
nitely old stuff... 4th rate, “The Catspaw”
was a good short. Eut how did John Marsh
get away in that little rocket ship...eh?
0O, .. he must have built a big one? But
not in that little room locked on the inside.

Now, here we go... PLEASE, let's have
more good articles based on (1) The Theo-
vy of Relativity, (2) Time Travel, (3) In-
ter-Galactic Wars, {4} Tongevity, (5) Res-
urrection, (6} Interdimensional Travel,
and (T) Creation and Destruetion of
Worlds. There is mo. limit to imagination,
and any stories based on these geven topics
could be extremely exciting. Most stories
like thent have been, in the past,

Alse, if you WouId put in color illustra-
fiona with each story, or at least a few



124 -

uf them, as well as the one on the front
cover, they would dress up your mag; not
only weuld you delight wyour “captured”
funs, but you would gain many more. A
mag like I suggest would Le well worth 35¢
and even 4%,

if you're going to put out a pgeod mag
then PUT OQUT THE BEST AND THE
MOST, and it will be worth whatever you
charpe. Don't gay I didnw’t warn you when

snmeone bea's you to the punch, because,
brother, T'11 buy 'ern as fast as they turn

hom out.

1 saw the movie “The Thing”...disap-
po nting. . ,supposedly rore intelligent than
rian oud ubtering woires like 4 beast...
incellizence tends tovard peacefvl aels and
thoughts, We were to it vha' colbages are
to vs, huh? Bah, the movie vas slupid.

Bye-Lre for mow znd keep up the good
WoK,

4

"Hinty on Writing Song Hits," the
dynamic brochura that gives you the
fundamantals and quickly teaches you |
a new viewpoint an the art of writing

successful and popular sorgs, It's
jam-packed full of invaluable song-
writing tips. Send $2.00 foday for
your copy, Money back guarantee,
©Or sand for further FREE details now!

CLARIGN-NOTE MUSIC CO,
Box 1198, Fert Wayne &, Indlanu__‘_. 4

WRITING
SONG

R /
ANEW, DIFFERENT LINE of COMIC BOOKLETS
Clear 1lustrations, 20 Booklets all different

SERRY Sent Prepaid for $H22, A Cads phase
THORNE Bot 15535, Crenshaw SLa. Dept.FT, Les Angeles 8,Galif,

IFYE GOT TifER ALLMI! EVERY BHE!NI
ALL the Szizoce Ficlion, Faasia-y and Supernaturel Books
1a Print in America er Eagianddd ) can su-,:pl_r anyihing
you see Mmeniioned, listed or oliered anywheral! Visit my
store &nd insmect the Largex? Veriety of Brand MNew Books
of this Xind in the “World or send 10c fér iny Big Printed
Checklist of 1094 iiiics incfuding 224 Paperbound Beoks at
dhe each un.

FRANK A. SCHRID, 9 Tolumbus Cirzle, Naw Yeork 19, N. Y.

WHY CAN'T Y9U ADVERTISE?
This is ona Inch of udvertising spaoce. It Costs only
$8.96 and reaches more thon 245000 readers.
For complete Information write fo Ziff-Bavils Publishing
Company, 135 M. Wakash Avenvsz, Chlzazo 1, 0l

GROWR S OHLY (est Pocket Sized
for Adults. Loaded with FUNY HILARITY, Geod
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Your ardent fan, L
Matt (SFC Joseph H, Matthews,
RA-6113598)
Instruetor Co. A, 8. T. R.
Camp Gordon, Georgia

ALL THE WAY FROM CHINA,..

Dear Ed:

Stand back, Lidstone is taking the
plunge, Well, here I am. I am not writing
about last issue’s stories (when you get
this they will probably be reprints any-
way). I am not locking for pen-pals, I am
no¢ swapping hack numbers,

I should just like to congratulate you on
your mag, When I get hold of FA they are
uaually monthg old, and often I have feli
the urge to put typewriter to paper and
join in the discussions and arguments. But,
alas, then 1 realise that if I do, the sub-
jeets will long zgo have faded by the time
this would be received ky you.

So I just say congratulations to a fine
mag—and lots of luck.

P/Lt. F. L. Lidstone
¢/0 H. M, Prison
Outram Road, Singarore 8, Malaya

And lots of luck to you, Lt. Lidstone.
Youre invited to join in any discussions
and any arguments goinyg on in these eol-
wmns wt eny time, You're always welcome,
ey oF {ate. ... ineenn.. I A
s+ AND FRIOM THE PLANET OF

ALTHAZT ..,

attention! mican trobes from althazt com-
municating with f-a earth, do you read me?

proofreader-——we use small letters on thig
zraph because inter-planetary communica~
tors have not yet been peifected as to
their use,

the sepiember issue of f-a (earth time)
was the first f-a brought to our minds via
communicator from earth. we here on gl-
thazi believe favorably in the illustration
by edd cartier from the narrative—tha
catspaw—. the illus was broupht over com-
mendably hy carrier wave. if the act is not

| infinitely impossible we mican trobes would

appreciate it if one of you in the editor
ciess of earthmen would send out bulletin
in hig favor, also include a vision of him

| and perspective on how he gets the stippled

effect,

also in the catspaw—what does the tifle
have to do with the construction of the nar-
vative? we from althazt cannot make horng
or hoofs of it. : '

please include this communication mn your
visual reeord of the next 1/12th cycle as
we would like to influence earthnien in our
favor.

if communicators are handy we would
like to make contaet with eartbhmen at troy
new york, western sector earth,
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our translator, the only earthman we
have been able to make direct contact with,
, I8 quite young (sixteen revolutions).
galus from althazt breaking contact.,

translator—joseph c. belotte
2706-15th street -
troy, new york

. Welcome, Althaztians—to earth contact.
Your communication received and reprinted
tntact, and may you be able to decipher
our answer.
© Appreciate your fuvorable comments re
ertist Edd Cartier. He gets the stippled ef-
feet in his illustrations by werking very
large on tllustration board with grease pen-
cil. Probably wuses Korn's litho. crajyon
Neo. 2 and No. 3.

“Catspaw”, uccordmg to Earth definition,
means a pevson who is being used by an-
other as a go-between, or a tool. And in
this case, Thorne Leathem was the human
puppet fo-‘r the Lanns, used in an attempt
-tg warn Earth. Perfeetly simple—and logic-
el

Trust ypour interplanetary communicators
will koon be perfected and all your meehan-

ieal difficulties droned ouf,..,.... PR o/
HONEST, IVAR’S REALLY REAL!

Dear Ed:

" Each issue of FA seems to be getting
progressively better. In the September is-
sue, Fairman’s “The Terrible Punpats”
read just like his stories of old. He's a
fine writer, hang on to him.

1 hope this bearded-man-on-the-cover
thing doesn’t become permanent. This one
was nice and colorful, though. Interior iltes
geem to be picking up. Snaring Cartier and
Fawcette has undoubtedly made many read
ers happy. All you have to do now is get
Finlay back. I say back because, whenever
he appears, it's strictly & one-shot.

The reader's column iz full of comment-
" worthy lettevs this time. Lively, too.

Terry Carr: At least we agree on one
point. You suspect Ivar Jorgensen of being
a nom de plume, while I know it is. Even if
Miss Shaffer won't admit it. As for the ar-
gument about FA’s best years—well, 1
guess it’s just a matter of taste.

Arline Gingold: If you think *“Space Ca-
det” is rotten, let me suggest “Captain
Video” which, in my opinlon, takes the
cake for the best example of how stf should
not be présented on TV. However, don’t be
discouraged, there are two radio shows, one
excellent, one mediocre. “Dimension X” is
the former, while “2000 Plus” is the latter.

I.. W. Carpenter: You seem to be a cyn-
ical soul. I bet you paper your walls with
“Galaxy” covers. (Not a bad idea, come to
think of it.) However, I must confess I
agree tofally with you on your opinion of
AS, I don’t see much in & magazine that is
slanted at the “cradle trade”. (Dare you to
print my last sentence, LES.)

Bobby Warner: That last paragraph of
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.o BOOKKEEPER .. C.P.A,

‘The demaznd for skilled accountants—men and women who
teally knoto their butineit—is increasing. National and state
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yours should have given LES’ brain a real
workout, Is it code?

How about getting some copy from the
following  writers: deCamp, Fairman,
Browne, Williams, Brown, Lesser, DeVet,
Miller and {for want of his real name)
Jorgensen,

In the summing up, FA is definitely on
the rise. Keep the long novels coming.

Oh, yes, anybody want to trade back is-
sues for stamps?

Jan Romanoff
26601 South Weslein, Apt. 341
Lomita, California

We can’t imagine whoet you mean by Fin-
lay’s being o one-shot. He's appeared in
practically every izsue of our magazine for
the last six months—and will continue to
tiustrate for us.

There’s a new science-fiction television
pregram called “Tules of Tomorrow"” which
ig one of the better shows. It ecomes on
every other Fridey night, and stacks up
with the best of them.

As far us the AS slant 13 concerned, it
depends on wheat you mean by the “cradie
trade” ..,. There's the elild who thinks
he's too old to read “Alice in Wonderland”,
and whoe finds whea he grows up that
“Alice s teo old for a ehild to read.

The Ivar issue comes to o head on p. 3!

D I T T R N R R .

A SECOND LETTER

Dear Ed:

The storics in this issue aren’t as good
as in June, but I munaged to rcad and en-
joz mest of them. T vate them as follows:

I'irst Placa: “Dark Benediction”

Fecond Piace: “The Terrible Puppets™

T‘m‘d Place: “Mission Accomplished”

Fourth» Place: *The Catspaw”

“The Secret of John Marsh” is probably
the woist story I've ever read. If MeGivern
can’t do betier than this, send him back to
the ice wagon. Ugh, what a story.

Jones’ ¢over was very good, but I'm still
wondering who the guy with the whiskers
is. Are they really his, or is he breaking
them in for sémeone else?

On the reader’s page, Mrs. Louis Wood
asks for opinions cn “The Thing”. To be
perfectly frank, I thought it siank.

I sce you printed my letter, but what a
diite~—"A First Letter”—cuch! How about
a hetter one for this one?

By the way, what poes wiih Bart Mulli-
ver and Shot Maho;? Afier reading your
mags for fifteen vears, I gtill think they're
tops in their field, bar none, including
Galazxyf,

D. Stewart
104 Gates Avenue
Brooklyn 21, New York

HOW LONG IS FOREVER?
Dear Ediior:

I have just read the July jssue of FA,



READER'S PAGE

rather belatedly, and feel moved to com-
ment on “Witness for the Defense”.

I didn't read McGivern's story, but I
wheleheartedly agree with “Witness for
the Defense”. The really amazing part of
man’s history is not that he has made so
many tragic mistakes, but that he has ae-
complished so much in the relatively short
time he has lived on this eavth, In support
of this argument, I would like to pass along
this interesting legend which I heard from
a minister.

The story goes that far
in the land of Ivod, there is a block of
solid granite, one thousand miles ‘high,
and one thousand miles wide each way. No
waves beat upon this roek, and no rain,
snow, or wind blows against it. Once ev-
ery thousand yeavs, a tiny bird comes to
sharpen his bill wpon thiz roek. When
tuis rock is worn away, ONI DAY IN
ETERNITY . SHALL HAVE PASSED

WAY!

As for the re:t of the July issue, none
of the stories were bad, zll were at least
good, *The Traveling Crag”, in my opinion,
was outstanding. So was “The Dead Don't
Die”, Hardly the kind of story to read just
before going to bed. “There’s No Way Out”
left me with a fecling of confusion, how-
ever,

Keep up the present high quality of your
stories, McGivern to the conirary, men
are going to be arocund a long time yet
to read A,

to the North,

Floyd N. Hilliker
2042 Darwin Avenue, SW
Grand Rapids 7, Michigan

We feel, too, that wman lhas done miore
good than evil—and that the future for
mankind 18 bright., Let's hope we're right.

—Ed.

ANQOTHER MILLER FAN

Dear Editor:

I have just finished the September issue
of FANTASTIC and all the stories but one
were just fair stories.

I thought the story “Dark Benediction”
was a masterpiece, It was the most interest-

inz, absorbing acience-fiction story I have
read in a long time, I think the writer,
Walter Miller, is an above-average stf
“Iluer

I also thought the covel was very good.

I have been interested in sif mags for
the last couple of years. Keep on putting
out stories like “Dark Benediction” and
I'It never lose that interest.

Lewis Bun
214 West Park
Pittshurg, Kansas

We've probably received move letiers on
Wailter Miller’'s “Duvk Benediction” than
any other story we've run in o long time.
o're pleased you Liked it so well. . Ed.
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FANTASTIC ADYENTURES

NO MORE THAN ENTERTAINMENT

Dear Sir:

A couple of the best stories 1 have ever
read: “Excalibur and the Atom” in the
latest issue, and the cne about the giant
mermaid character about three issues back,

I don’t know how enthusiasiic one hag to
be to become a stf fan, but I have read
everything I could lay my dirty little paws
on for the last ten years. However, I
missed a lot when we had that argument
with Tojo and Hitler. On top of that, I
seem to be hard to please, and although I
seem to have waded through an awful lot
of poor material, I feel that lhe few real
gems thai 1 haVc discoyvercd were worth it.

I am enpaged in scieniific work myself
and naturally tend to admire an author
vwore if he can come up with a plausible
themy whick will stand a little investi-
gation. Secience fiction is a field in which
I feel it is not necessary for am author to
be a ton-noteh writer, If a4 person has a
viewpoint on the future life of humanity,
or conditions that he cun forsee developing
through a ceriain course of aclion, it is a
relativeiy simple matter to build a story
arcund it and thus present it to the public.
1t seems to me from some of your stories
that your policy is to use things like this
to help educate the masses in 2 painless
fashion, Am I right?

Anyway, 1 lﬂ\e to think I am; because
2 weapon as powerful for good as a science-
fiction magazine would be wasted if it
were used for entertainment purposes only.

Encuzh of this blurb. Since thia iz the
first time I have ever written to an editor
I do not want to overstay my welcome. -

Keep the mags rolling....I love ‘em,

- Erie A. Hames
Madizon Natural Gas Co,, Ltd.
Turner Valley, Alherta, Canada

This telk about o viewpoint's being more
important than the writing is as pointless
as ‘wkich iz more impoertant: lungs for
breathing or air to breathe? Try to get
along without either!

We doxn’t educate the imasses. We
wouldn't know o mass if we met it on o
sunny street. We have renders who, we
think, like stories of people in conflict, with
imayinative and scientific backgrounds.

CONGRATULATIONS..,

Dear Sirs:

This is my first attempt at a letter of
this sort and I would like to take the
opportunity to congratulate you on your
fine magazine! And the covers are swell
Also inside illustrations.

G. Boyd
244 Green
Memphis, Tennessee
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A FIRST LETTER FROM AN OLD FAN

Dear Editor:

It seems strange that after reading your
magazine for over ten years, I should
suddénly get a desire to write you a let-
ter. However, it seemed I could never
find a reason. Even as I watched the
magazine grow along with AMAZING
STQRIES to the top it hag reached today,
I never could lift my pen to write. When
Shaver, whom I defested, started writing
for you, I didn’t bring myself to telling you
what I thought of his “allusion of little
people”. When long ago Adam Link was
my hero, 1 still refrained from writing
AMAZING STORIES and telling thems
how much skill Eando Binder had.

But after reading the September issne
of FANTASTIC ADVENTURES, I vre-
ceived an inner urge to express my

" opinions on your magazine,

First, for a definite change from the
last few issues, the stories were excellent.
Somehow I can't stand stories that take
place in the past unless, of course, the
basic idea of ‘the story is time-travel. It
seems to me that stories of the past are
nothing more than historical novels, not
science fiction or fantasy; for, while
fantasy could have occurred in the past, it
i¢ hard to find it in stories of cavemen
and jungle-dwellers, Of eourse this is my
opinion, and that is why in getting back
to this issue I was highly pleased; no

- atorieg of the past.

Before I discuss the storiciy themselves
and give praise I'd like to find a few
faults.

(1) The cover had no connection with
the story “The Terrible Puppets”. You say
“Front Cover painting suggested by a
scene from “The Terrible Puppets”. I say,
no such thing, becavse Jones, in my opinion,
never read the story, I do believe that you
had the painting; it was good; so you
matched it with a story you had on file.

(2) Not enough short 5,000 to 7,000-
word stories. In my humble opinion, one
long story, several of the above stories,
and a few 2,500-word stories make a per-
feet reading issue.

It just so happens that both novels were
excellent in this issue. “Dark Benediction”
wag the best. Miller has an excellent style
and writes a suspenseful story. It would
pay to hold on to him.

Fairman’s “Terrible Puppets” was good
also. A little different than the run-of-the-
mill hidden race stories; although for s
minute I thought I wag reading Shaver.

“Mission Accomplished” a dull story with
a trite ending.

“The Catspaw”—different and unusuval.

“The Secret of John March”—very bad
for MceGivern, who is usually tops with
me.

I have only two possible story desives:
time-travel stories and robot stories.

On the subject of that cover again,
.while you didn’t have a story to go with

it, it still provokes several good story

129

R T

ALL METAL -
WESTERN HORSE

SENSATIONAL _

. in Bronzed
All-Metal-$1.00 1%

ond lock plate. Sl
FREE-Cataloy of Outstonding Xmas Gifts
R&S Co. Box 262, Dept. 2D-)  FORT LEE, NEW JERSEY
e e

PRESSURE GAUGE

for HOME USE................. s 98
Lrpsuspected rises in blood pres- -
sure i3 one of tha most Important
single canses of disabllity and
death In the United States today.
Huart trouble, brain strokes. kidney damage, and
other eritical aflnients can be avoided if you are
able to heep constant rheck on the ¢ondition of
your health snd blood pressure. Thiy gimpla-to-
tiperate instrument is dependable an i ideally
suited for home uie, You do net have to have 4
partiier becausea you can take your ewn Dlaod
pressure] Complete operating insiructlony are jn.
cludelt as well sy information cn what dostoras
advise, what you should do, and when to do if.
Those alreatdy having high hiood pressure can
m mdue worty over their condition, when they are able
ir own pressure st home. Then theyIl know just whea
to see the.doctor,
This complste w Judes a Elaiis ] "
Reavy Tl PanaaEe et valied marn, iaren 2T Fams of mercury,
e Amrizeal isiiston ugoh Pl RIS KO SR
Tash orders shipped postpais: RN o Asrial

JOY SPECIALT
2320-X West Hubbard Street LTY COMPANY

@@E « PEEK-A-

v “};&r* DELIGHTFUL BYEFULLS
8 STV SERSATINAL VIEWER e 20 v

X -~ COLOR PHOTQS OF BEAUTIFUL) TALENTED”
MODELS. DIFFERENT GiRL M EACH EXCITING,
REVEALING POSE. VIEWER COMPLETE WITH
20 PHOTOS, SENT PREPMD FOR $1 N PLAIN
JEALED WRAPPER. ¥#0 C.Q.O 3.

BLOOD

Chicage 12, Hlingis

48 Power—opens 16 36 inches, Precision and Pal-
ishing Lenses. I1deal for Studying Stars, Plane
Spotting, etc. Satisfaction Guarantead or Money
Refunded. Send Check or Monay Order to

CRITERION CO., Dept. D-35
438 Asylum St. Harttord 3, Coun.

i0.49

BOOKLEYS. Tha kind grown ups Hke. Fach ona of these booldets
is POCKET S1ZE, also contains 8 ILLUSTRATIONS, and !s full of
fun snd entertainment, 13 of these bhocklets, ATT. DIFFIRENT,
Ahipped prepaid in a sealed wrapper upon receint .of $1,00, cr £4
BOOKLETS, ALL DIFVERENT, shipped prepaid for §2. cash o
money order. No ordera sent €, 0,0, YRINT NAME AND ADDRESS &
Matl to: Trewsura Novaity Co. 2 Alien St., Dept. 35P. N. Y. 2, N. Y.
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ideas. I might even write a story to go
with it. Don’t be surprised to find a
manuscript with my name omn it on your
desk in a few months, I might he another
“Wellman” or even a “Shaver”—mo, not
that: :

Here’s wishing you contihued success
with your magazine.

Erwin A. Hoffman
1824 S. W, 16th Terrace
Miami, Florida -

Jones" cover i9 symbolic—the tarmut ve-
hearsing the actor. You say this cover
provokes several good story ideas—well,
the plot for “The Terrible Puppets” s
what author Fairman saew when we
assigned him ito do o lead story revelving
around this cover,

We've got exciting time-fravel and robot
stories coming soon. Walch for them. Ed.

WANTED: EXCHANGERS

Dear Friend: o
About time I dropped you = line. Been

with your AMAZING from away back

around 1932 when I was just a little squirt.

Took up FANTASTIC when it eame up. -

Noticed you wanted redetion to “We the
Machine”, so here is mine. Pretty good.

But I liked “Whom the Gods Would Slay”
in FA some better. Ripping dialogue and
pretty passable humor, All characters were

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

gooﬂ, but wasn’t enough of Freya.

“The Dead Don’t Die” was another good
one, Covers don’t bother me. If my frienda
don't like them that's their hard luck.

Any stamp collectors in our crowd? Need
some exchangers. Also for back issues of
sti&f.

Karl Klondike
Harrisburg, Illinois

EMERALDS FROM THE EMERALD
ISLE

Dear Ed: :

This is the first time I have ever read
your hook, FANTASTIC ADVENTURES.
“The Masters of Sleep, by Ron Hubbard,
was the lead novel in the issue I was able
to get. I wish to thank you, for it's very
good reading. _

I would be very grateful to you if you
would publish this for me, as it is very
hard for me to get this magazine here.
Maybe sémeone over there would he so kind
as to send me their old copies and 1 may
be able to do something for them in return
for their kindness.

Ted O'Neill
2 Windmill Street
Limerick, Eire

If we know our readers, Ted, you'll be
deluged with old issues of FA, Happy read-
MG i e R, !
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. Read the AMAZING

NOSTRADAMUS

PREDICTIONS |

% that have startled the
E ENTIRE WORLD!
Y

WHAT IS THIS WORLD COMING T0?

‘R b

PR

UL oz e, e

T T v

PAST EVENTS

This—the ONLY existing edition of the authentic words
of famous NOSTRADAMUS—will give you more than
E 1000 prophecies dating to the year 3797 A.D. Inter-
preted in plain, easy-to-understand language by the
g famed Henry C. Roberts,
Nostradamus predictions have never been disproved!
Here in one Big revealing volume you will find the
famous and complete predictions of the GREAT NOS-
"TRADAMUS, Past events have come true with uncanny
‘accuracy. Now gee what may
: be in mtore for us in the fu-
ture, Clothbound — over 350
Pages,

_ONLY $3.00. ORDER YOUR €CPY
MOW—BE AMAZED,

NOSTRADAMUS Inc. 320 Canal St, Dept, 212 New York. N. Y.
ARG T A O AR DRy

ACCURATELY PRE-
DICTED including
datest French Reve
ofutlen. Londen §
Fire. Amarican
Ravelution,
Abraham lin-

Just a faw events from Nostradamus 8
Predictions: ATOMIC WARFARE,
RETURN OF HITLER, WAR WITH
RUSSIA, Date of Next World War,
Cataclysmie Destruction of Great
Cities, TIME OF PEACE ON
EARTH. ;

Prophecies-&
Predictions

over- 350

w Poges

PRINTED IN U, & 4



+10th ANNIVERSARY SPECIALS ~

10 DAY

TRIAL 2
Keep any Item tor a full
10 days . . . If by then, you are

not completely satisficd, re-

"ﬁf . ” turn merchandise and
< £ L your moncy will
Bh be refunded.

Beauntv
Size.... $2.49
Berber Size $3.98

GENUINE IMPORTED

fapyds dig? o Ming Wity ,o"u'

1, 2 d,
] ¥ o f 790, P Tup,, Oup
LADY'S WATCH . S it
Special 8 ilvey OF e. 'dl‘:u Crd
Peautitul teminine fo,

% . with silk cord
band. JEWELED MOVE.
MENT SECOND HAND
ATTRACTIVE CASE-
WRITTEN GUARANTEE!
Gift box! Oniy 58.95.

PRICE CUT!

Handsome lumincus dial and
hands. genuine Swiss waich with
SWEEP SECOND HAND. Auraciive
chrome case cond metal band,
Accurate . ., dependable; a real
bequly. WRITTEN GUARANTEE
WITH EVERY WATCH,

IN GIFT BOX o“l $5.95

i J SPECIAL
i'm, VALUE $2.95

SMAAT!

HEARTBEAT
FRIENDSHIP RING

No. 408 $1.95
Beautifully engraved with
circle of little hearts. A gift
any gir] would love 1o re.
ceive. 1/30th 1dkt, yellow
COLD plate. Will endear for
Years and years.

Automatic SPORTMAN'S Knife durably
built with safsty catch for long Service.

ey N?_Gﬂi $7.95 MONI:;I'D:G, BIRTSH- " No. 321 Skull ‘n
enuing Zircom $7T. RINC $1.9 Bones Ring $1.95
Ne. 329 MASONIC A full carat size genu-  Your birthstone color NEW! WEIR%! Skele.

Ne. 305
“LODGE RING $3.95 EXECUTIVE $1.95 ine Zircon. A gieat dromatically set amid
Beautiful man's of Massive and handsome men’'s ring that will  rows of imitation dig-
1/30th 14kt yellow man’y ring of 1/30th give years of happi. moends, 1/30th 14kl
Gold plate with rich 14kt yallow Gold ness. In 1/30th 14kt. GOCLD plate. In all An excelient gifl for
Masonic smblem on st with 3 b yellow GOLD plate.  histhstone colors. a boy, Will aot 1ar.
justrous ruby-red back. imitation diamonds. A REAL BUY' nish or discolor finger.

lon ring set with two
becming ruby - red
eyes. A real thriller.

| &# SEND NO MONEY * % 10 DAY FREE HOME TRIAL *
| crarx rING cO. Dept. Spachal; Plastlc Ring No. Size Ut mare space is needed |
2349 miwauker ave. LOT | fmecrtes | | oo e i ey, i o
' Chicogo 47, Hlinvis Extra With Wateh Birth th send piece of string.
l ORDER! '
CLIP THIS COUPON AND MAIL TODAY NAME

l Rush my order’ | agree Yo pay postenan on delivery plus ADDRESS
1 Fed. Ex. Tan and postage. (1f not delighted return merchan-

dine within ten days and your money will be refunded.} cITY STATE J
L-__--"”--—-—-—'--“*—ﬂ_-__- L )
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MENTAL CREATING

F you just like to dream, read no further. There

comes a time when your fancies must be brought
into light—and stand the test of every-day, hard
realities. Are you one of the thousands—perhaps
millions—whose thoughts never get beyond the
stage of wistful wishing? Do you often come to
from a daydream with the sigh, “If only I could
bring it about—make it real?”

All things begin with thought—it is what fol-
lows that may take your life out of the class of
those who hope and dream. Thought energy, like
anything else, can be dissipated—or it can be made
to produce actual effects. If you know how to place
your thoughts you can stimulate the creative proc-
esses within your mind—through them you can
assemble things and conditions of your world into
a happy life of accomplishment. Mental creating
does not depend upon a magical process. It con-
sists of knowing how to marshal your thoughts inte’
a power that draws, compels and organizes”your
experiences into a worth-while design of living.

ACCEPT THIS 4zee BOOK

Let the Rosicrucians tell you how you may ac-
complish these things. The Rosicrucians (not a
religious organization), a world-wide philosophical
fraternity, have preserved for centuries the an-
cients’ masterful knowledge of the functioning of
the inner mind of man. They have taught men
and women how to use this knowledge to recreate
their lives. They offer you a free copy of the fas-
cinating book, “The Mastery of Life.” It tells
how you may receive this information for study
and use, Use coupon opposite,

Jhe ROSICRUCIANS
(AMORC)
SAN JOSE CALIFORNIA
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