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Address comments to the Letter Editor, Fantastic Novels,
New Publjcations, Inc., 210 East 43rd St., New York 17, N.Y.

DREAM COME TRUE

Gosh! Can it be true? I've just read your
little wondercard and this note is my first
reaction. Fantastiec Novels! The Munsey Clas-
sics! Why, it’s like” a fantastic dream come
true . . . it’s like—and is—a whole new world
opened up—a world of miraculous Fantasy.

Let me wish this venture all ‘the luck in
this world and the world of Fantasy. May
Fantastic Novels last forever.

Your happy reader,
. VERNON HODGES.
c/o Santa Fe R. R. Station,
Hanford, Calif. -

“ISHTAR” WISE CHOICE

I received your pestcard announcing the re-
vival of Fantastic Nevels this morning, and 1
couldn’t have had a nicer surprise.

The reappearance of F.N. is a fine thing for
fandom in many ways. First, it means we’ll
have the equivalent of the monthly F.F.M.
we’ve been campaigming for so long.

Secondly, it means that we recent fans can
enjoy the superb old stories.

And thirdly, this adds another magazine to
the growing field of stfantasy publications, an
event I always welcome.

Your choice of an opening story seems wise.
“The Ship of Ishtar” has been demanded by
fans for a long time, and is worthy of printing.
Usually I don’t care for Merritt, but I promise
to read every word of this one just to decide,
once and for all, if Abe deserves the glowing
praises of his admirers.

With this happy event forthcoming, I don't
suppose we should_gripe; but here is one plain-
tive plea: Please . . . please revive Astonish-
ing! And, whenever possible, make F.F.M. and
F.N. monthly. Down with the Paper Shortage!

Dan MuLcany.
4170 Utah St., :
St. Louis, Mo.

BIG THRILL!
Stopping at the little town of Walsh, Colo.

Qn Jan. 23rd, I dropped in at one of the local

drug stores. Then came the shock and the
thrill. Staring at me among the spines of the

many pulp magazines was the title Fantastic
is

Novels. 1 could not believe my eyes. It
probable my hand was shaking as I paid the

clerk my quarter and started thumbing through
the contents. Sure enough, the old classics

were coming back. :
The above is an account of personal reactions.

I wonder how many others had a similar ex-
perience?

6

4

f

As for suggested “'material to use, it is hardly
necessary. You no doubt have a bulging file
of letters and long lists of requests. But you
will want to finish the Palos and Polaris trilo-
gies soon, and then no doubt high on your list
will be such stories as “After A Million Years,”
“A Man Named Jones,” “The Planeteer” and
all those -old All Story, Cavalier, and Argosy
tales of the 1900 to 1920 era. In general I would
like to request ‘that those older stories come
first. That will give us England, Fisher, Flint,
Robbins, Sheehan, Smith, Stilson, Stevens, etc.,
which are now unobtainable. Then of course
will'be wanted the great stories of Burroughs,
Cummings, Kline, Farley, Leinster, and others
which came mostly after the Argosy-Allstory
merger of 1920.

Another ‘hope. That Finlay will get to do a
lot of the covers in his old pre-war style. Do
you remember the one he did for “The Snake
Mother”?

Thanks again for everything. Although you
have been studiously ignored.for the last few
years, I have continued to buy F.F.M., because
it was the best, and you will no doubt hear
from me from time to time once more. Mean-
while, let’s all buy several copies of the new
Fantastic Novels to show our appreciation, and
assure its success.

Best wishes to you and F.N.

_ C. W. WoLre.
821 Lincoln Ave,,
P. O. Box 1109,
Las Vegas, New Mexico.

WANTS “POLARIS” SEQUELS

It was with considerable pleasure that I noted
the revived Fantastic Novels which arrived to-
day. I had a lot of fun last night, digging my
file of:the previous issues from under my
F.F.M.s, and starting a new “current” file for
them.

I am especially glad that F.N. has been re-
served entirely for the Munsey stories. It is a
field which not only deserves, but needs re-
viving. However, I believe you could have
made better choices of material than “The Ship
of Ishtar” and “The Middle Bedroom” inas-
much as they are not particularly scarce: Your
choice of “Jason, Son of Jason” for the next
issue, however, is very commendable. But
again, I find fault with your choice of “The
Moon Pool” which was republished several
times.

You ask us to tell you what we’d like to have
reprinted. As a general guide, I'd say, any of
the fantasies (which, naturally, includes sci-
ence fiction), long and short, which have ap-
peared in the Munsey magazines, but never

(Continued on page 124)
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MlacHINES are important. Inventions If you’re that kind of man, you’ll
are important. But it’s men whe win  find a welecome — and real comradeship
wars and guard the peace. . —in the Combat Forces. .It’s a good

No one knows that any better than life today, with high pay and train-

the U.S. Army. That’s why you’ll find ing in many valuable skills and trades.

v .
real men in the U. S. Infantry, Artillery, If you l;e between 18 and 34 (17 with
and Armored Cavalry. parents’ consent) and above average

physically and mentally, ask about the
These arms —the Combat Forces—  Combat Forces.

are the fighting heart of the Army. g Army and U.S. Rir Force Recruiting Service
Other branches exist only to support

. . -: . :ﬂ a.-':lr :__ - . - :"; G; n Z_ B .1 o Su'e - - 0
them. The Combat Soldier today has |. % Q@@BM@E&@ EURU,
the finest equipment and transport ever AL Gf L AR WS LY
devised —but he is also top-notch as a DA INYHACONGE

man. QCourageous. Strong and hard

physically. Alert. Intelligent.
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She threw herself squarely within its diabolical splendor. .
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What was the dread cold

thing that stele forth from

white moonlight—to stalk
back with human prey?

TO THE EDITOR:

HE International Association of Science
has directed me to place before you
the following narrative with the view,
if you are agreeable, of publication as soon as
possible. Because of your extraordinarily large
circulation and its diffusion not only through-
out the United States, but throughout the
reading world, it was feit that yours was the
ideal medium to bring the facts before the
ereatest audience and so enable the associa-
tion to right a wrong which, but for Dr.
Goodwin’s very understandable and perhaps
entirely human heésitation, would never have
zained headway.

The association, in selecting you as the
subject of this request, took into consideration
the fact that the space limitations of news-
papers are such that the complete narrative of
Dr. Goodwin could not be published therein,
whereas with you this handicap does not exist.
It was also convinced that so important and
unusual a document could not communicate
its unique impression of truth and sincerity
unless read in its entirety exactly as it was
before the International Association of Sci-
ence, April 18, 1918. ..

I have been authorized to anmnounce that
we have discovered that Dr. Goodwin is mow
actually on his way to the Caroline Islands,
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and that the association is preparing an ex-
pedluon to follow him speedily; to save him
if it can arrive in time: at least to investigale
and to destroy if possible, and if necessary,
the cause of his journey.

The maps which Dr. Goodwin received from
Dr. Throckmartin accompany this manuaseript.
It is our desire that they be published with it
for the guidance of other scientists or coura-
geous men who may be impelled on reading it
to follow us with another expedition. For it
is not at all certain that the human expedients
planned by the association can cope with
phenomena so clearly beyond the range of
present human knowledge as that which Dr.
Throckmartin .describes as emanating from
what he calls *“the moon pool,” and that which
Dr. Goodwin saw on board the Southern
Queen.

Again it may be that this unearthly dweller

in the prehistoric island ruins of the South
Seas is only one of many. Further, there is
the hint conveyed by the underground chant-
ing heard by Dr. Throckmartin; raising the
question of the existence of considerable other
forces or creatures possessing powers of
knowledge of which we are densely ignorant,
and in the exercise of which the world must
be deeply concerned.

It is unnecessary to say to you that Dr.
Walter T:- Goodwin, Ph.D., F.R.G.S., et ecetera,
though in his early thirties, is known as the
foremost of American botanists, and that Dr.
David Throckmartin’s scientific reputation is
so great that even the cloud that has gathered
about his memory could not blacken his
achievements.

For those who would follow us, full infor-
mation as to the methods of the expedition
can be secured at the office of the president
of the association.

Our foremost purpose in asking publication
is, however, as I have said, to remove the
shadow from the name of Dr. Throckmartin,
of his young wife, and of his brilliant young
associate, Dr. Charles Stanton, who accom-
panied him on his ill-fated journey.

The association has entrusted this explana-
tion and the narrative of Dr. Goodwin to Mr.
A. Merritt, who has courteously volunteered
to set it before you together with other facts
which we have asked him to communicate to
you verbally.

‘Respectfully yours,
- The International Association of Science,

Per J. B. K., President.

CHAPTER 1

THE THROCKMARTIN MYSTERY

clear the name of Dr. David Throck-
martin and to lift the shadow of scan-
dal from that of his wife and of Dr.
Charles Stanton, his assistant. That I
have not found the courage to do so be-
fore, all men who are jealous of their sci-

I BREAK a silence of three years to

entific reputations will understand when
they have heard what I have written.
How strongly I attest to my belief In the
truth of what 1 am about to lay before
you will be equally clear as you listen
and realize, as I do, the storm of ridi-
cule and disbelief it is sure to bring upon
me. Yet I hope that yvou will also believe
before this narrative 1s finished.

Let me recapitulate what, until now,
has actually been known of the Throck-
martin expedition to the island of Ponape
in the Carolines—the Throckmartin Mys-
tery, as it is called.

Dr. Throckmartin set forth early in 1915
to make detailed observations of Nan-
Matal, that extraordinary group of island
ruins, remains of a high and prehistoric
clvilization, that are clustered along the
eastern shore of Ponape. With him went
his wife to whom he had been wedded
less than half a year. The daughter of
Professor Fraizier-Smith, she was as deep-
ly interested and almost as well informed
as he, upon these relics of a vanished race
that titanically strew certain islands of
the Pacific and form the basis for the
theory of a submerged Pacific continent.

Mrs. Throckmartin, it will be recalled,
was much younger, fifteen years .at least,
than her husband. Dr. Charles Stanton,
who accompanied them as Dr. Throckmar-
tin’s assistant, was -about her dage. These
three and a Swedish woman, Thora Hel-
versen, who had been Edith Throckmar-
tin’s nurse in babyvhood and who was en-
tirely devoted to her, made up the expe-
dition.

Dr. Throckmartin planned to spend a
year among the ruins, not only of Ponape,
but of Lele—the twin centers of that co-
lossal riddle of humanity whose answer
has its roots in immeasurable antiquity;
a weird- flower of man-made civillzation
that blossomed ages before the seeds of
Egypt were sown; of whose arts we know
little and of whose science and secret
knowledge and nature nothing.

He carried with him complete equip-
ment for his work and gathered at Ponape
a dozen or so natives for laborers: They-
went straight to Metalanim harbor and
set up their camp on the island called
Uscheri-Tau in the group known as the
Nan-Matal. You will remember that these
islands are -entirely uninhabited and are
shunned by the people on the main is-
land.

Three months later Dr. Throckmartin
appeared at Port Moresby, Papua. He
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came on a schooner manned by Solomon
Islanders and commanded by a Chinese
half-breed captain. He reported that he
was on his way to Melbourne for addition-
al scientific equipment and whites to help
him in his excavations, saying that the
superstition of the natives made their-aid
negligible. He went immediately on board
the steamer Southern Queen which was
sailing that same morning. Three nights
later he disappeared from the Southern
Queen and it was officially reported that
he had met death either by being swept
overboard or by casting himself into the
sea.

A relief-boat sent with the news to
Ponape found the Throckmartin camp on
the 1island Uschen-Tau and a smaller
camp on the island called Nan-Tanach.

L ) i — = ] e - = 5 - — - = - _— .
TP — i — e - Ll L —_— — e ——— — —_—

known of the fate of the Throckmartin
expedition.

Why, vou will ask, do I break silence
now: and how came I in possession of -the
facts I am about to set forth?

To the first I answer: I was at the Geo-
graphical Club last evening and over-
heard two members talking. They men-
tioned the name of Throckmartin and I
became, frankly, eavesdropper. One said:

“Of course what probably happened was
that Throckmartin Kkilled them all. It's
a dangerous thing for a man to marry a
woman.so much younger than himself and
then throw her into the necessarily close
company of exploration with a man as
young and as agreeable as Stanton was.
The inevitable happened, no doubt.
Throckmartin discovered; avenged him-

 This is “The Moon Pool” Novelette, which originally preceded the full novel-sized
“The Conquest of the Moon Pool”, which we shall publish subseguently in this magazine.
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All the equipment, clothing, supplies were
intact. But of Mrs. Throckmartin, or Dr.

Stanton or of Thora Helversen they
could not find-a single trace!

The natives who had been employed by
the archeologist were questioned. They
said that the ruins were the abode of great
spirits—ani—who were particularly power-
ful when the moon was at the full. On
these nights all the islanders were doubly
careful to give the ruins wide berth. Upon
being employed, they had demanded leave
from the day before full moon until it was
on the wane and this had been granted
them by Dr. Throckmartin. Thrice they
had left the expedition alone on these
nights. On their third return they had
found the four white people gone and
they “knew that the ani had eaten them.”
They were afraid and had fled.

That was all.

HE Chinese half caste was found and

A reluctantly testified at last that he had
picked Dr. Throckmartin up from a small
boat about fifty miles off Ponape. The
scientist had seemed half mad, but he had
given the seaman a large sum of money to
bring him to Port Moresby and to say, if
questioned, that he had boarded the boat

at Ponape harbor.
That, gentlemen, is all that has been

self, Then followed remorse and suicide.

“Throckmartin didn’'t seem to be that
kind,” said the other thoughtfully,

“No, he didn’t,”” agreed the first.

“Isn’t there another story?” went on the
second speaker, “Something about Mrs.
Throckmartin running away with Stanton
and taking the woman, Thora, with her?
sSomebody told me they had been recog-
nized in Singapore recently.”

“You can take your pick of the two
stories,” replied his vis~a-vis. It’s one or
the other I suppose.”

It was neither one nor the other, gentle-
men. I know—and I answer now the sec-
ond question—because I was with Throck-
martin when he—vanished. I know what
he told me and I know what my own eyes
saw. Incredible, abnormal, against all
the known facts of our science as it was,
I testify to it. And it is my intention, after
seriding you this, to sail to Ponape, to go
to the Nan-Matal and to the islet beneath
whose frowning walls dwells the mystery
that Throckmartin sought and found—and
at the last sought and found Throckmar-
tin!

I attach herewith a copy of the map of
the islands that he gave me. I attach also
his sketch of the great courtyard of Nan-
Tanach, the location of the moon door, his
recollection of the probable location of the
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moon pool and the passage to it and his
approximation -of the position of the shin-
ing glabes. If I do not return and there
are- any with enough belief,
curiosity and courage to follow, I leave
them in these.a plain trall.

I will now proceed straightforwardly
with my narrative.

For six months I had been on the
d’Entrecasteaux Islands gathering -data
for the concluding chapters of my book
upon “Flora of the Volcanic Islands of the
South Pacific.”” The day before, I had
reached Port Moresby and had seen my
specimens safely stored on board the
Southern Queen. As I sat on the upper
deck that morning I thought, with home-
sick mind, of the long leagues between me
and Melbourne and New York.

It was one of Papua’s yellow mornings,

when she shows herself in her most som-
ber, most baleful mood. The sky was a
smouldering ocher. Over the islandsbrooded
a spirit sullen, implacable and alien; filled
with the threat of latent, malefic forces
waiting to be unleashed. It seemed an
emanation from the untamed, sinister
heart of Papua herself—sinister even when
she smiles. ‘And now and then, on the
wind, came a breath from unexplored
jungles, filled with unfamiliar .odors, mys-
terious, and menacing.
_ It is on such mornings that Papua
speaks to you of her immemorial ancient-
ness and of her power. I am not unduly
imaginative but it is 2 mood that makes
me shrink—I mention it because it bears
directly upon Dr. Throckmartin’'s fate. NJr
is the mood Papua’s alone. I have felt
it in New Guinea, in Australia, in the
Solomons and in the Carolines. But. it is
in Papua that it seems most articulate. It
is as though she said, “I am the ancient
of days; I have seen the earth in the
throes of its shaping; I am the primeval;
I have séen races born and die and, lo,
in my breast are secrets that would blast
you by the telling, you pale babes of a
puling age. You and I ought not to be in
the same world yet I am and I shall be!
Never will you fathom me and you I hate
though I tolerate! I tolerate—but how
long?”

And then I seem to see a giant paw that
reaches from Papua toward the outer
world, stretching and sheathing monstrous
claws.

All feel this mood of hers. Her own
people have it woven in them, part of their
web and woof flashing into light unexpect-

scientific-

.purser.

edly like a soul from another universe;
umaskmg itself as swiftly.

HAVE fought against Papua as every

white man must cn one of her yellow
mornings. And as I fought I saw a tall
figure come striding down the pier. Be-
hind him came a Kapa-Kapa boy swing-
ing a new valise. There was something
familiar abouf the tall man. As he reached
the gangplank he looked up straight into
my eyes, stared at me for a moment and
waved his hand. It was Dr. Throckmartin!

Coincident with my recognition of him
there came- a. shock of surprise fhat was
definitely—unpleasant. It was Throck-
martin—but there was something dis-
turbingly different about him and the
man I had known so well and had bidden
farewell less than a year before. He was
then, as you know, just turned forty, lithe,
erect, muscular; the face of a student and
of a seeker. His controlling expression was
one of enthusiasm, of intellectual keen-
ness, of—what shall I say?—expectant
search. His ever eagerly questioning brain
had stamped itself upon his face.

I sought in my mind for an explana-
tion of that which I had felt on the flash
of his .greeting. Hurrying down to the
lower deck I found him with the purser,
As I spoke he turned and held out to me
an eager hand—and then I saw what the
change was that had come over him!

He knew, of course, by my face, the
uncontrollable shock that my closer look
had given me. His eyes filled and he turned
bruskly to-the purser; then hurried off to
his stateroom, leaving me standing, half
dazed.

At the stair he half turned.

“Oh, Goodwin,” he said. “I'd like to see
you later. Just now—there’s something
I must write before we start—"

He went up swiftly.

“'E looks rather queer-—eh?” said the
“Know ’im well, sir? Seems to 'ave
given you quite a start, sir.”

I made some reply and went slowly to
‘my ehair. I tried-to analyze what it was
that had disturbed me so; what profound
change in Throckmartin that had so
shaken me. Now it came to me. It was as
though the man had suffered some terrific
soul searing shock of rapture and horror
combined; some soul cataclysm that in its
climax had remolded his face deep from
within, setting on it the seal of wedded
joy and fear. As though indeed ecstasy
supernal and terror infernal had. once
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come to him hand in hand, taken pos-
session of him, looked out of Ris eyes and,
departing, left behind upon him ineradi-
cably their shadow.

Gone was Throckmartin’s old eager 100k,

side by side, not contending but in some
frightful fashion—harmonious! That was
what shocked. For how could hate and
love, ecstasy and horror, heaven and hell
mix, join hands—kiss? Yet these were
what, close embraced, lay on his face.

utterly gone, and in its place was this—
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A copy of the map of the islets of the Nan-Matal, whlch Dr. Throckmartin gave Dr. Goodwin. It in
its turn is a copy of the official sketch plan by F. W. Christian, the first explorer to map the Caroline
Islands’ mysterious maze.

something—I had never seen before on any
face. I caught myself wondering what his
face must have been when the seal was
stamped freshly upon it. And what in the
name of all knowledge was the agency
that had done this thing! For it came to
me suddenly that the true reason for the
distress, the deep perturbation and amaze
that he stirred in me was that the two ex-
pressions were mingled, inextricably, lay

If I seem to dwell on this, have patience;
it 1s necessary indeed.

Alternately I looked out over’ the port
and paced about the deck, striving to read
the riddle; to banish it from my mind. And
all the time still over Papua brooded its
baleful spirit of ancient evil, unfathom-
able, not to be understood; nor had it lifted
when the Southern Queen lifted anchor

and steamed out into the gulf.
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CHAPTER II

DOWN THE MOON PATH

down behind us; welcomed the touch

of the free sea wind. We seemed to be
drawing away from something malefic;
something that lurked with the island spell
I have described, and the thought crept
into my mind, spoke—whispered rather—
from Throckmartin’s face.

I had hoped—and within the h0pe was
an inexplicable shrinking, an ‘unexpressed
dread—that I would meet Throckmartin at
lunch. He did not come down and I was
sensible of a distinet relief within my
disappointment. All that afternoon 1
lounged about uneasily but still he kept
to his cabin. Nor did he appear at din-
ner,

Dusk and night fell swiftly. I was warm
and went back to my deck-chair. The
Southern Queen was rolling to a disquiet-
ing swell and I had the place to myself.
I had looked my -fellow ‘passengers over
while we were at table. They were a scant
dozen. A couple of English officials and
their wives, engrossed in ‘“shop” and bul-
warked by the English unapproachable-
ness of the first night out; a clerk or two;
a shoe salesman from Brisbane; a scat-
tering of others—none of them worth
breaking my solitude for, I decided.

Over the heavens was a canopy of cloud,
glowing faintly and testifying to the moon
riding behind it. There was much phos-
phorescence. Now and then, before the
ship and at the sides, arose those strange
little swirls of mist that stream up from
the Southern Ocean like the breath of sea
monsters, whirl for a moment and disap-
‘pear. I lighted a cigarette and tried once
more to banish from my mind Throck-
martin’s face—and unsuccessfully as ever.

“Suddenly the deck door opened and
through it came Throckmartin himself.
He paused uncertainly, looked up at the
sky with a curiously eager, intent gaze,
hesitated, then closed the door behind
him. ~

“Throckmartin,” I called.
me. It’s Goodwin.”

Immediately he made his way to me,
sitting beside me with a gasp of relief
that I noted curiously. His hand touched
mine and gripped it with a tenseness that
hurt. His hand was icelike. I puffed up
my cigarette and by its plow scanned him
closely. He was watching a large swirl of

EWATCHED with relief the shores sink

“Come sit with

the mist that was passing before the ship.
The phosphorescence beneath it illumined
it with a fitful opalescence. I saw fear in
his eyes. The swirl passed; he sighed; his
grip relaxed and he sank back.
“Throckmartin,” I said, wasting no time
in preliminaries. “What's wrong? Can I

-help you?”

He was silent.

“Is your wife all right and-what are you
doing here wheh I heard you had gone to
the Carolines for a year?” I went on.

I felt his body grow tense again. He did
not speak for a moment and then:

“I'm going to Melbourne, Goodwin,” he
sald. “I need a few things—need them ur-

~gently., And more men—white men.”

His voice was low, preoccupied. It was as
though the brain that dictated the words
did so perfunctorily, half impatiently;
aloof, watching, strained to catch the first
hint of approach of something dreaded.

“You are making progress then?” 1
asked. It was a banal question, put forth
in a blind effort to claim his attention.

“Progress?’’ he repeated. ‘‘Progress—”

He stopped abruptly,; rose from his chair,
gazed intently toward the north. I fol-
lowed his gaze. Far, far away the moon
had broken through the clouds. Almost
on the horizon, you could see the faint
luminescence of it upon the quiet sea. The
distant patch of light quivered and shook.
The clouds thickened again and it was
gone. The ship raced southward, swiftly.

Throckmartin dropped into his chair.
He lighted a cigarette with a hand that
trembled.—The flash of the match fell on
his face and I noted with a queer thrill of
apprehension that its unfamiliar expres-
sion had deepened; become curiously in-
tensified as though a faint acid had passed.
over it, etching its lines faintly deeper.

“It’s the full moon tonight, isn't it?” he
asked, palpably with studied inconse-
quence. A,

“The first night of the full moon,” I
answered. He was silent again. I sat si-
lent too, waiting for him to make up his
mind to speak. He turned to me as though
he had made a sudden resolution.

“Goodwin,” he sald. “I do-need help.
If ever man needed it, I. do. Goodwin—
can you imagine yourself in another world,
alien, unfamiliar, a world of terror, whose
unknown joy is its greatest terror of all;

Jyou all alone there; a stranger! As such a

man would need help, so I need—"

He paused abruptly and arose to his feet
stifly; the cigarette dropped from his fin-
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gers. I saw that the moon had agaln. drawn aside like curtains or as the waters

broken through the clouds, and this time
much nearer. Now a mile away was the
patch of light that it threw upon the
waves. Back of it, to the rim of the sea
was a lane of moonlight; it was a gigantic
serpent racing over the rim of the world
straight and surely toward the ship.
Throckmartin gazed at it as though
turned to stone. He stiffened to it as a
pointer- does to a hidden covey. To me
from him pulsed a thrill- of terror—but
terror tinged with an unfamiliar, an in-
fernal joy. It came fto me and passed

e

of the Red Sea were held back to let the
hosts of Israel through. On each side of
the stream was the black shadow cast by
the folds of the high canopies. And
straight as a road between the opaque
walls gleamed, shimmered and danced the
shining, racing rapids of the moonlight.

Far, it seemed immeasurably far, along
this stream of silver fire I sensed, rather
than saw, something coming. It drew into
sight” as a deeper glow within the light.
On and on it sped toward us—an opales-
cent mistiness that swept on with the sug-

Dr. Throckmartin’s sketch of the location of the moon door. The passageways,-the probable location of

the moon pool deep under Tau Islet, and the conjectured location of the seven lights. A is the moon

rock on Nan-Tinach; B B the bosses above it which control its opening; the arrows indicate Dr.

Throckmartin’s probable course beneath the walls and under the canal. C are the moon lights, and D

the cavern of the moon pool on Tau Islet. Proper measurements are not observed in the sketch; the
idea being solely to determine position.

away—Ileaving me trembling with its shock
of bitter sweet.

BENT forward, all his soul in his

.IL eyes.
closer still. It was now less than half a
mile away. From it the ship fled; almost
it came to me, as though pursued. Down
upon it, swift and straight, a radiant tor-
rent cleaving the waves, raced the moon
stream. And then—

“Good ~God!” breathed Throckmartin,
and if ever the words were a prayer and
an invocation, they were. -

And then, for the first time—I saw—it/

The moon path, as I have said, stretched
to the horizon and was bordered by dark-
ness. It was as though the clouds
above had been parted t0 form a lane—

The moon path swept closer,.

gestion of some winged creature in dart-
ing flight. Dimly there crept into my mind
memory of the Dyak legend of the winged
messenger of Buddha—the Akla bird
whose feathers are woven of the moon
rays, whose heart is a living opal, whose
wings in flight echo the crystal clear music
of the white stars—but whose beak is of
frozen flame and shreds the souls of un-
believers. Still it sped on, and now there
came to me sweet, insistent tinklings—
like a pizzicati on violins of glass, crystal-
line, as purest, clearest glass transformed
to sound. And again the myth of the Akla
bird came to me.

But now it was close to the end of the
white path; close up to the barrier of dark-
ness still between the ship and the spark-
ling head of the moon stream. And now it
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beat up against that barrler as a bird
against the bars of its cage. And I knew
that this was no mist born of sea and:air.
It whirled with shimmering plumes, with
swirls of lacy light, with spirals of living
vapor. It held within it odd, unfamiliar
gleams as of shifting mother-of-pearl.
Coruscations and glittering atoms drifted
through it as though it drew them from
the rays that bathed it.

Nearer and nearer it came, borne on the
sparkling waves, and less and less grew the
protecting wall of shadow between it and
us. The crystalline sounds were louder—
rhythmic as music from another planet.

Now I saw that within the mistiness was
a core, .a nucleus of intenser light—veined,
opaline, eflulgent, intensely alive. And
above if, tangled in the plumes and spirals
that throbbed and whirled, were seven
glowing lights.

Through all the incessant but strangely
ordered movement of the—fthing—these
lights held firm and steady. They were
seven—1like seven little moons. One was
of a pearly pink, one of delicate na-
creous blue, one of lambent saffron, one
of the emerald you see in the shallow
waters of tropie isles; a deathly white; a
ghostly amethyst; and one of the silver
that is seen only when the flying fish leap
beneath the moon. There they shone—
these seven little varicolored orbs Wlt,hin
the opaline mistiness of whatever it'was
that, poised and expectant, waited to be
drawn to us on the light filled waves.

The tinkling music was louder still. It
pierced the ears with a shower of tiny
lances; it made the heart beat jubtlantly—
and checked it dolorously. It closed your
throat with a throb of rapture and gripped
it tight like the hand of infinite sorrow!

Came to0 me now a murmuring cry, still-
ing the crystal clear notes, it was articu-
late—but as though from something ut-
terly foreign to this world. The ear took
the cry and translated it with conscious
labor into the sounds of earth. And even
as it compassed, the brain shrank from
it irresistibly and simultaneously it seemed,
reached toward it with irresistible eager-
Nness.

“Av-0-lo-ha! Av-o-lo-hal”
seemed to throb.

The grip of Throckmartin’s hand re-
laxed. He walked stiffly toward the front of
the deck, straight toward the vision, now
but a few yards away from the bow. I ran
toward him and gripped him—and fell
back. For now his face had lost all human

S0 the cry

semblance. Utter agony and utter ecstasy—
there they were side by side, not resisting
each other; unholy inhuman companions
blending into a look that none of God’s
creatures should wear—and deep, deep as
his soul! A devil and a God dwelling
harmoniously side by side! S0 must Satan,
newly fallen, still divine, seeing heaven
and contemplating hell, have looked.

And then—swiftly the moon path faded!
The clouds swept over the sky as though
a hand had drawn them together. Up
from the south came a roaring squall. As
the moon vanished, what I had seen
vanished with it—Dblotted out as an image
on a magic lantern; the tinkling ceased
abruptly—leaving a silence like that which
folows an abrupt and stupendous thunder
clap. There was nothing about us but
silence and blackness!

Through me there passed a great trem-
bling as one who had stood on the very
verge of the gulf wherein the men of the
Louisades say lurks the fisher of the souls
of men, and has been plucked back by
sheerest chance.

Throckmartin passed an arm around
me. “It is as I thought)” he said. In his
voice was ' a new note; of the calm cer-
tainty that has swept aside a waiting ter-
ror of the unknown. “Now I know! Come
with me to my cabin, old friend. For now
that you too have seen I can tell you”
—ne hesitated— “what it was you saw,” he
ended.

As we passed through the door we came
face to face with the ship’s first officer.
Throckmartin turned quickly, but not
soon enough for the mate to see and to
stare at him with amazement. His eyes
went questioningly to me.

With a strong effort . of will Throckmar-
tin composed his face into at least a sem-
blance of normality.

Y‘Are we going to have much of a storm?”
he asked.

“Yes,” salid the mate. Then the seaman,
getting the better of his curiosity, added,
profanely, “We'll probably have ‘it all the
way to Melbourne.”

Throckmartin straightened as though
with a new thought. He gripped the of-
ficer’s sleeve eagerly.

“You mean at least cloudy weather—
for” —he hesitated— “for the next three
nights, say?”

“And for three more,” replied the mate.

“Thank God!” cried Throckmartin, and
I think I never heard such relief and
hope as was in his voice.
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The sallor stood amazed. “Thank God?”
he repeated. “Thank—what d’ye mean?”

But Throckmartin was moving onward
to his cabin. I started to follow, The first
odicer stopped me.

“Your friend,” he said, “is he ill1?”

“The sea!” I answered hurriedly. “He’s
not used to it. I am going to look after
him.”

I saw doubt and disbelief in the sea-
man’s eyes, but 1 hurried on. For I Knew
now that Throckmartin was ill indeed—
but that it was not a sickness the ship’s
doctor nor any other could heal.

FTYHROCKMARTIN was sitting on the

I side of his berth as I entered. He had
taken oﬁ/ his coat. He was leaning over,
face In hands.

“Lock the door,” he said quietly, not
raising his head. “Close, the port-holes and
draw the curtains—and—have you an
electric flash in your pocket—a -good,
strong one?”

He glanced at the small pocket flash
I handed him and clocked it on. “Not
big enough I'm afraid,” he said._“And
after all”’ —he hesitated— ‘“it’s only a
theory.”

“What'’s only a theory?” I asked in as-
tonishment.

“Thinking of it as a weapon against—
what you saw,” he said with a little wry
smile.

“Throckmartin,” I cried. “What was it?
Did I really see—that thing—there in the
moon path? Did I really hear—"

“This, for instance,” he interrupted.

Softly he whispered: “Av-o0-lo-ha!”
With the' murmur I seemed to hear again
the crystalline unearthly music; an echo
of it, faint, sinister, mocking, jubilant.

“Throckmartin,” I said. “What was it?
What are you flying from, man? Where is
your wife—and Stanton?”

“Dead!” he sald monotonously. ‘“Dead!
All dead!” Then .as I recoiled in horror—
“All dead. Edith, Stanton, Thora—dead—
or worse. And Edith in the moon pool—
with them—drawn by what you saw on the
moon path—and that wants me—and that
has put its brand upon me—and pursues
me.l‘l

With a vicious movement he ripped open
his shirt.

“Look at this,” he sald. I gazed. Around
ihis chest, an inch above his heart, the
g8kin was white as pearl. This whiteness
was sharply defined against the healthy
‘tint of the body. He turned and I saw it

ran around his back. It circled him. The
band made a perfect cincture about two
inches wide.

“Burn it!” he said, and offered me his
cigarette. I drew back. He gestured—
peremptorily. I pressed the glowing end
of the cigarette into the ribbon of white
flesh. He did not flinch nor was there odor
of’burning nor, as I drew the little cylinder
away, any mark upon the whiteness.

“Feel it!” he commanded again. I placed
my fingers upon the band. It was cold—
like frozen marble.

He handed me a small penknife.

“Cut!” he ordered. This time, my sci-
entific interest fully aroused, I did so with-
out reluctance. The blade cut into flesh.
I waited for the blood to come. None
appeared. I drew out the knife and thrust
it in again, fully a quarter of an inch deep.
I might .have been cutting paper so far
as any evidence followed that what I was
piercing was human skin and muscle.

Another thought came to me and I drew
back, revolted.

-““Throckmartin,”
leprosy!”

“Nothing so easy,” he sald. “Look again
and find -the places you cut.”

I looked, as he bade me, and in the white
ring there was not a single mark. Where
I had pressed the blade there was no trace,
It was as though the skin had parted to
make way for the blade and then had
quietly closed again. _

Throckmartin arose and drew his shirt
about him.

“Two things you have seen,” he said.
“Il—and its mark—the seal it placed on
me that gives it, I think, the power to fol-
low me. Seeing, you must believe my
story. Goodwin, I tell you again that my
wife is dead—or worse—I do not know: the
prey of—what you saw; so, {00, is Stanton;
so Thora. How—" He stopped for a mo-
ment. Then continued:

“And I am going to Melbourne for the
things to empty its den and its shrine;
for dynamite to destroy it .and its lair—
if anything made on earth will destroy it;
and for white men with courage to use
them. Perhaps—perhaps after you have
heard, you.will be one of these men?"” He
looked at me a bit wistfully. “And now—
do not interrupt, I beg of you, till I am
through—for” —he smiled wanly— “the
mate may be wrong. And if he is” —he
arose and paced twice about the room—
“if he i1s I may not have time to tell you.”

“Throckmartin,” I answered, “I have no

I whispered. “Not
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closed mind. Tell me—and if I can I will
help.”

He took my hand and pressed it.

"“Goodwin,” he began, “if I have seemed
to take the death of my wife lightly—or
rather” —his face contorted— “or rather—
if I have seemed to pass it by as something
not of first importance to me—believe me
it is not so. If the rope is long enough—
if what the mate says is so—if there is
cloudy weather untll the moon begins to
wane-—I can conquer—that I know. But if
it does not—if the dweller in the moon
pool gets me—then must you or someone
avenge my wife—and me—and Stanton.
Yet I cannot believe that God would let a
thing like that conquer! But why did He
then let it take my Edith? And why does
He allow it to exist? Are there things
stronger than God, do you think, Good-
win?”

He turned to me feverishly. I hesitated.

“I.do not know just how-you define God,”
I said. “If you mean the will to Know,
working through science—" s

He waved me aside impatiently.

“Science,” he said. “What is our science
agalnst—that? Or against the science of
whatever cursed, vanished race that made
it—0or made the way for it to enter this
world of ours?”

With an effort he regained control of
himself.

“Goodwin,” he said, “do you know at all
of the ruins on the Carolines; the cy-
clopean, megolithic cities and harbors of
Ponape and Lele, of Kusaie, of Ruk and
Hogolu, and a score of other islets there?
Particularly, do you know of the Nan-
Matal and Metadanim?”

“Of the Metalanim I have.heard and
seen photographs,” I said: “They call it,
don’t they, the lost Venice of the Pa-
cific?”

“Look at this map,” sald Throckmartin.
He handed my the map. ‘“That,” he went
on, “is Christian’s map of Metalanim har-
bor and the Nan-Matal. Do you see the
rectangles marked Nan-Tanach?”

“Yes,” I said.

“There,” he said, “under those walls is
the moon pool and the--seven gleaming
lights that raise the dweller in the pool
and the altar and shrine of the dweller.
And there in the moon pool with it lie
Edith and Stanton and Thora.”

“The dweller in the .moon pool?” I re-
peated half-incredulously.

“The thing you saw,” sald Throckmar-
tin solemnly.

A SOLID sheet of rain swept the ports,
and the Southern Queen began to roll
on the rising swells. Throckmartin drew
another deep breath as of relief, and draw-
ing aside a curtain peered out into the
night. Its blackness seemed to reassire.
him. At any rate, when he sat again he
was calm.

“There are no maore wonderful ruins in
the world than those qof the island Venice
of Metalanim on the east shore of Po-
nape,” he said almost casually. “They take
in some fifty islets and cover with their
intersecting canals and lagoons about
twelve square miles. Who built them?
None knows. When were they built? Ages
before the memory of present man, that
is sure. Ten thousand, twenty thousand,
a3 hundred thousand years ago—the last
more likely.

“All these islets, Goodwin, are squared,
and their shores are frowning sea-walls
of gigantic basalt blocks hewn and put
in place by the hands of ancient man. Each
inner waterfront is faced with a terrace
of those basalt blocks which stand out
six feet above the shallow canals that
meander between them. On the islets be-
hind these walls are cyclopean and time
shattered fortresses, palaces, terraces,
pyramids; immense courtyards strewn
with ruins—and all so old that they seem
to wither the eyes of _those who look on
them.

“There has been a great subsidence. You
can stand out of Metalanim harbor for
three miles and look down upon the tops
of similar monolithic structures and walls
twenty feet below you-in the water.

“And all about strung on their canals,
are the bulwarked islets with their enig-
matic glant walls peering through the

dense growths of mangroves—dead, de-

serted for incalculable ages; shunned by
those who live near.

“You as a botanist are familiar with the
evidence that a vast shadowy continent
existed in the Pacific—a continent that
was not rent asunder by volcanic forces
as was that legendary one of Atlantis in
the Eastern Ocean. My work .in Java, in
Papua, and in the Ladrones had set my
mind upon this Pacific lost land. Just as
the Azores are believed to be the last high
peaks of Atlantis, so evidence came to me
steadily that Ponape and Lele and their
basalt bulwarked islets were the last points
of the slowly sunken western land cling-
ing still to the sunlight, and had been
the last refuge and sacred places of the

e
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rulers of that race which had lost their
immemorial home under the rising waters
of the Pacific.

“T believed that under these ruins I
might find the evidence of what I sought.
Time and again I had encountered legends
of subterranean networks beneath the
Nan-Matal, of passages running back into
the main island itself; basalt corridors that
followed the lines of the shallow canals
and ran under them to islet after islet,
linking them in mysterious chains.

‘“My—my wife and I had talked before
we were married of making this our great
work. After the honeymoon we prepared
for the expedition. It was to be my monu-
ment. Stanton was as enthusiastic as our-
selves. We sailed, as you know, last May in
fulfillment of our dreams.

“At Ponape we selected, not without
difficulty, workmen to help us—diggers. 1
had to make extraordinary inducements
before I could get together my force. Their
beliefs are gloomy, these Ponapeans. They
people their swamps, their forests, their
mountains and
spirits—ani they call them. And they are
afraid—bitterly afraid of the isles of ruins
and what they think the ruins hide. I do
not wonder—now! For their fear has come
down to them through the ages, from the
people ‘before their fathers,’ as they call
them, who, they say, made these mighty
spirits their slaves and messengers.

“When they were told where they were
to go, and how long we expected to stay,
they murmured. Those who, at last, were
tempted made what I thought then merely
a superstitious proviso, that they were to
be allowed to go away on the three nights
of the full moon. Would to God I had
heeded them and gone too!”

He stopped and again over his face the
lines etched deep.

“We passed,” he went on, “into Metalan-
im harbor. Off to our left—a mile away—
arose a massive quadrangle. Its walls were
all of forty feet high and hundreds of feet
on each side. As we passed it our natives
grew very silent; watched it furtively, fear-
fully. I knew it for the ruins that are called
Nan-Tanach, the ‘place of frowning walls.’
And at the silence of my men I recalled
what Christian had written of this place;
of how he had come upon its ‘ancient plat-
forms and tetragonal enclosures of stone-
work; its wonder of tortuous alleyways and
labyrinth of shallow canals; grim masses
of stone-work peering out from behind
verdant screens; cyclopean barricades,’ and

stricken—threatened to turn back.

shores with malignant

of how, when we had turned into its
ghostly shadows, straightway the merri-
ment of our guides was hushed and con-
versation died down to whispers. For we
were close to Nan-Tanach—the place of
lofty walls, the most remarkable of all the
Metalanim ruins.” He arose and stood over
me.

“Nan-Tanach, Goodwin,”-he said solemn-
ly— “a place where merriment is hushed
indeed and words are stifled. Nan-Tanach
—where the moon pool lies hidden-——lies
hidden behind the moon rock, but sends
i1ts diabolic soul out—even through the
prisoning stone.” He raised clenched hands.
“Oh, God,” he breathed, “grant me that I
may blast it from earth!”

He was silent for a little time.

“Of course I wanted to piteh our camp
there,” he began again quietly, “but I soon
gave up that idea. The natives were panic-
INO’!
they said, ‘too great ani there. We go.to
any other place—but not there.” Although,
even then, I felt that the secret of the
place was in Nan-Tanach, I found it neces-
sary to give in. The laborers were essential
to the success of the expedition, and I told
myself that after a little time had passed
and I had persuaded them that there was
nothing anywhere that could molest them,
we would move our tents to it. We finally
picked for our base the islet called Uschen-
Tau—you see it here—" He pointed to the
map. “It was close to the isle of desire, but,
far enough away from it to satisfy our men.
There was an excellent camping-place
there and a spring of fresh water. It
offered, besides, an excellent field for pre-
liminary work before attacking the larger

-ruins. We pitched our tents, and in a cou-

pble of days the work was in full swing.

GG}I DO not intend to tell you now,”
Throckmartin continued, “the results
of the next two weeks, Goodwin, nor of
what we found. Later—f I am allowed, I
will lay all that before you. It 1s sufficient

~fo say that at the end of those two weeks

I had found confirmation for' many of my
theories, and we were well under way to
solve a2 mystery of humanity’s youth—so

-we thought. But enough.” I must hurry on

to the first stirrings of the inexplicable
thing that is in store for us.

“The place, for all its decay and desola-
tion, had not infected us with any touch of
morbidity—that 1is, not Edith, Stanton or
myself. My wife was happy—never had she
been happier, Stanton and she. while



engrossed in the work as much as I, were of
the same age, and they frankly enjoyed the
companionship that only youth can give
youth. I was glad—never jealous.

“But Thora was very unhappy. She was
a Swede, as you know, and in her blood
ran the beliefs and superstitions of the
Northland—some of them so strangely akin
to those of this far southern land; beliefs
of spirits of mountain and forest and water
—werewolves and beings malign. From the
first she showed a curious sensitivity to
what, I suppose, may be called the ‘in-
fluences’ of the place. She said it ‘smelled’
of ghosts and warlocks.

“I laughed at her then—but now I be-
lieve this sensitivity of what we call primi-
tive people is perhaps only a clearer per-
ception of the unknown which we, who
deny the unknown, had lost. It is a rap-
nrochement toward an acknowledginent of
other forces which, no doubt, betrays
them to the very forces they sense and
fear. It was what made Thora first to feel
—what was- to happen. A prey to these
fears, she followed my wife about like a
shadow; carried with her always a little

sharp hand-ax, and although we twitted

her about the futility of chopping fantoms
with such a weapon she would not re-
linquish it.

“Two weeks slipped by, and at their end

the spokesman for our natives came to us..

The next night was the full of the moon, he
said. He reminded me of my promise. They
would go back to their village next morn-
ing; they would return after the third
night, as at that time the power of the ani
would begin to wane with the moon. They
left us sundry charms for our ‘protection’,
and solemnly cautioned us to keep as far
away as possible from Nan-Tanach during
their absence—although their leader
politely informed us that, no doubt, . we
were stronger than the spirits. Half-ex-
asperated, half-amused, I watched them
go0. .

“No work could be done without them, of

course, so we declded to spend the days

of their absence junketing -about the
southern islets of the group. Under the
moon the ruins were inexpressibly weird
and beautiful. We marked down several
.8pots for subsequent exploration, and on
“the morning of the third day set forth
along the east face of the breakwater for
our camp on Uschen-Tau, planning to have
everything in readiness for the return of
our men the next day.

“We landed just before dusk, tired and
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ready for our cots. It was only a little after
ten o'clock that Edith awakened me.

“‘Listen!’ she said. ‘Lean over with your
ear close to the ground!” I did so, and
seemed to hear, far, far below, as though
coming up from great distances, a faint
chanting. It gathered strength, died down,
ended; began, gathered volume, faded
away into silence.

“‘It’s the waves rolling on rocks some-
where,” I said. ‘We’re probably over some
ledge of rock that carries the sound.’

‘“‘It’s the first time I've heard it,’ re-
plied my wife doubtfully. We listened
again. Then through the dim rhythms,
deep beneath us, another sound came. It
drifted across the lagoon that lay between
us and Nan-Tanach in little tinkling waves.
It was music—of a sort; I won’t describe
the strange effect it had upon me. You've
felt it—""

“You mean on the deck?”
Throckmartin nodded.

“I went to the flap of the tent,” he con-
tinued, “and peered out. As I did so Stanton
lifted his flap and walked out into the
moonlight, looking over to the other islet
and listening. I called to him.

‘“‘That’s the queerest sound!’ he said. He
listened again. ‘Crystalline! Like little
notes of translucent glass. Like the bells
of crystal on the sistrums of Isis at Den-
darah Temple,’ he added half-dreamily.
We gazed intently at the island. Suddenly,
on the gigantic sea-wall, moving slowly,
rhythmically, we saw a little group of
lights, Stanton laughed.

““The beggars!’ he exclaimed. ‘That’s
why they wanted to get away, is it? Don’t
you.see, Dave, it’s some sort of festival—
rites of some kind that they hold during
the full moon! That's why they were so
eager to have us keep away, too.’

“I felt a curious sense of relief, although
I had not been sensible of any oppression.
The explanation seemed good. It explained
the tinkling music and also the chanting
—worsh1pers no doubt, in the ruins—their
voices carried along passages I now knew
honeycombed the whole Nan-Matal.

“ ‘Let’s slip over,’ suggested Stanton—but
I' would not.
“‘They’re a difficult lot as it is’ I said.
‘If we break into one of their religious:
ceremonies’they’ll probably never forgive:
us. Let’s keep out of any family party-
where we haven’t been invited.’
“‘That's so,” agreed Stanton.
“The strange tinkling musle, if musie it
can be called, rose and fell, rose and fell

I asked.
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—now laden with sorrow, now filled with
joy. |

“‘There’s something—something very
unsettling about it,’ said Edith at last
soberly. ‘I wonder what -they make those
sounds with. They frighten me half to
death, and, at the same time, they make
me feel as though some enormous rapture
was just around the corner.’

“I had noted this .effect, too, although
I had said nothing of it. -‘And at the same
time there came to me a clear perception
that the chanting which had preceded it
had seemed to come from a vast multitude
—thousands more than the place we were
contemplating could possibly have held.
Of course, I thought, this might be .due
to some acoustic property of the basalt; an
amplification of sound by some gigantic
sounding-board of rock; still—

“‘It’s devilish uncanny!’ broke in Stan-
ton, answering my thought.

“And as he spoke the flap of Thora's
tent was raised and out into the moon-
light strode the old Swede. She was the
great Norse type—tall, deep-breasted,
molded on the old Viking lines. Her sixty
years had slipped from her. She looked
like some ‘ancient princess of Odin.” He
hesitated. “She knew,” he said slowly.
“Something more far-seeing than my
science had given her sight. She warned
me—she warned me! Fools and mad that
we are to pass such things by without
heed!” He brushed a hand over his eyes.

“She stood there,” he went on. ‘“Her eyes
were wide, brilliant, staring. She thrust her
head forward toward Nan-Tanach, regard-
the moving lights; -she listened. Suddenly
she raised her arms and made a curious
gesture to the moon. It was—an archaic
—movement; she seemed to drag it from
remote antiquity—yet in it was a strange
suggestion of power. Twice she repeated
this gesture and-—the tinklings died away!
She waited a moment longer and then
turned to us.

“‘Go!’ she said, and her voice seemed to
come from far distances.  ‘Go from here—
and quickly! Go while you may. They have
called—’ She pointed to the islet. “They
know you are here, They wait.’ Her eyes
wildened further. ‘It is there,’ she wailed.
‘It beckons—the—the—'

“She fell at Edith’s feet, and as she fell
over the lagoon came again the tinklihgs,
now with a quicker note of jubilance—al-
most of triumph. |

“We ran to Thora, Stanton and I, and
plcked her up, Her head rolled and her

face, eyes closed, turned as though drawn
full into the moonlight. I felt in my heart

a throb of unfamiliar fear—for her face
had, changed again. Stamped upon it was
a look of mingled transport and horror—
alien, terrifying, strangely revolting. It
was” —he thrust his face close to my eyes
— “what you see in mine!”

For a dozen heart-beats I stared at him,
fascinated; then he sank back again into
the half-shadow of the berth.

GGI MANAGED to hide her face from
A Edith,” he went on. “I thought she
had suffered some sort of a nervous seizure.
We carried her.into her tent. Once within,
the unholy mask dropped from her, and
she was again only the kindly, rugged old
woman. I watched her throughout the
night. The sounds from Nan-Tanach con-
tinued until about an hour before moon-
set. In the morning Thora awoke, none the
worse, apparently. She had had bad
dreams, she said. She could not remember
what they were—except that they had
warned her of danger. She was oddly
sullen, and 1 noted that throughout the
morning her gaze returned again half-
fascinatedly, half-wonderingly to the
neighboring isles.

“That afternoon the natives returned.
They were so exuberant in their apparent
relief to find us well and intact that Stan-
ton’s suspicions of them were confirmed.
He slyly told their leader that ‘from the
noise they had made on Nan-Tanach the
night before they must have thoroughly
enjoyed themselves.’

“I think I never saw such stark-terror as
the Ponapean manifested at the remark!
Stanton himself was so plainly startled
that he tried to pass it over as a jest. He
met poor success! The men seemed panic-
stricken, and for a time I thought they
were about to abandon us—but they did
not. They pitched their camp at the west-
ern side of the island—out of sight of
Nan-Tanach. I noticed that they built
large fires, and whenever I awoKe that
night I heard their voices in slow, minor
chant—one of their song ‘charms,” I
thought drowsily, against evil ani. I heard
nothing else; the place of frowning walls
was wrapped in silence—no lights showed.
The next morning the men were quiet, a
litfle depressed, but as the hours wore on
they regained their spirits, and soon life at
the camp was going on just as it had be-
fore.

“You will understand, Goodwin, how the



AN
occurrences I have related would excite the

scientific curiosity. We rejected immedi-
ately, of course, any explanation admitting
the supernatural. Why not? Except the
curiously disquieting effects of the tinkling
music and Thora’'s behavior there was
nothing to warrant any such fantastic
theories—even if our minds had been the
kind to harbor them.

“Our—symptoms let me call them-—could
all very easily be accounted for. It is un-
questionable that the vibrations created
by certain musical instruments have de-
finite and sometimes extraordinary effect
upon the nervous system. We accepted
this as the explanation of the reactions
we had experienced in hearing the un-
familiar sounds. Thora’s nervousness, her
superstitious apprehensions, had wrought
her up to a condition of semisomnambu-
listic hysteria. Science would readily ex-
plain her part in the night’s scene.

“We came to the conclusion that there
must be a2 passageway between Ponape and
Nan-Tanach, known to the natives—and
used by them during their rites. Cere-
monies were probably held in great vaults
or caverns beneath the ruins—for certainly
a race which could have cut a- "~ -2t into
place the enormous basalt blocks that
formed them would have had little diffi-
culty in hollowing out caverns, even had
none existed before. Evidence of such sub-
terranean passages we had already dis-
covered. We decided at last that' on the
-next departure of our laborers we would
set forth immediately to Nan-Tanach. We
would investigate during the day, &ad at
evening my wife and Thora =9uld go back
to camp, leaving Stanton and me to spend
the night on the island, observing from
some safe hiding-place what might occur.

“The moon waned; appeared to crescent
in the west; waxed slowly towards the full.
Before the men left us they literally prayed
us to accompany them. Their importunities
only made us more eager to see what it was

that, we were now convinced, they wanted’

to conceal from us. At least that was true
of Stanton and myself. It-was not true of
Edith. She was thoughtful, abstracted—
reluctant.
showed an unusual restlessness, almost an
eagerness to go. Goodwin” —he paused—
“Goodwin, I know now that the poison was
working in Thora—and that women have
perceptions that we men lack—forebod-
ings, sensings. Would to God I had known
it then—Edith!” he ecried suddenly. “Edith
—come back to me! Forgive mel”

Thora, on the other hand;-
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I stretched the decanter out to him.
He drank deeply. Soon he had regained
control of himself.

“When the men were out of sight around
the turn of the harbor,” he went on, “we
took our boat and made straight for Nan-
Tanach. Soon its mighty sea-wall towered
above us. We passed through the water-
gate with its gigantic hewn prisms of ba-
salt and landed beside a half-submerged
pier. In front of us stretched a series
of giant steps leading into a wvast court
strewn with fragments of fallen pillars. In
the center of the court, beyond the shat-
tered pillars, rose another terrace of basalt
blocks, concealing, I knew, still .another
enclosure.

“And now, Goodwin, for the better un-
derstanding of what follows and to guide
you, should I—not be able—to accompany
you when you go there, listen carefully to
my description of this place: Nan-Tanach
is literally three rectangles. The first rec-
tangle is the sea-wall, built up of monoliths
—hewn and squared, twenty feet wide at
the top. To get to the gateway in the sea-
wall you pass along the canal marked on
the map between Nan-Tanach and the is-
let named Tau. The entrance to the canal
is hidden by dense thickets of mangroves;
once through these the way is clear. The
gigantic steps lead up from the landing of
the sea-gate through the entraunce to the
courtyard.

“This courtyard is surrounded by another
basalt wall, rectangular, following with
mathematical exactness the march of the
outer barricades. The sea-wall is from
thirty to forty feet high—originally it
must have been much higher, but there has
been subsidence in parts. The wall of the
first enclosure is fifteen feet across the top
and its height varies from twenty to fifty
feet—here, too, the gradual sinking of the
land has caused portions of it to fall.

“‘Between the terrace of this enclosure
and the sea-wall is, on each side, a con-
siderable space. It is covered with little
thickets of fern,. of eucalyptus, shrubs;
hibiscus vines run riot, covering the frag-
ments with their flowers.

“Within this courtyard is the second en-
closure. Its terrace, of the same basalt as
the outer walls, is about twenty feet high.
Entrance is gained to it by many breaches
which time has made in its stonework.
This is the inner court, the heart of Nan-
Tanach! There lies the great central vault
with which is associated the one name of
living being that has come to us out of the
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mists of the past. The natives say it was
the treasure-house of Chau-te-leur, a
mighty king who reigned long ‘before their
fathers.” As Chau is the ancient Ponapean
word. both for sun and . king, the name
means, without doubt, ‘place of the sun
king.’ It is 2 memory of a dynastic name of
the race that ruled the Pacific continent,
now vanished—just as the rulers of ancient
Crete took the name of Minos and the

rulers of Egypt the name of Pharaoh. /

“And opposite this place of the sun king
is the moon rock that hides the moon pool.

¢6HT WAS Stanton who first found what

I call the moon rock. We had been
inspecting the inner courtyard; Edith and
Thora were getting together our lunch. I
forgot to say that we had previously gone
all over the islet and had found not a
trace of living thing. I came out of the
vault of Chau-te-leur to find Stanton be-
fore a part of the terrace studying it
wonderingly.

“‘What do you make of this?’ he asked
me as I came up. He pointed to the wall.
I followed his finger and saw a slab of
stone about fifteen feet high and ten wide.
At first all I noticed was the exquisite
nicety with which its edges ~“joined the
blocks about it. Then I realized .that its
color was subtly different—tinged with
gray and of a smooth, peculiar—deadness.

“‘Looks more like calcite than basalt,’ I
said. I touched it and withdrew my hand
aquickly, for at the contact every nerve in
my arm tingled as though a shock of frozen
electricity had passed through it. It was
not as cold as we know cold that I felt. It
was a chill force—the phrase I have used
—frozen electricity—describes it better
than anything else. Stanton looked at me
oddly. | "

“‘So you felt it too,” he said. ‘I was won-
dering whether I was developing halluci-
nations like Thora. Notice, by the way, that
the blocks beside it are quite warm beneath
the sun.’

“I felt them and touched the grayish
stone again. The same faint shock ran
through my hand—a tingling chill that
had in it a suggestion of substance, of
force. We examined the slab mofe closely.
Its, edges were cut as though by an en-
graver of jewels. They fitted against the
neighboring blocks in almost a hair-line.
Its base, we saw, was slightly curved, and
fitted as closely as top and sides upon the
huge stones on which it rested. And then
we noted that these stones had been hol-

lowed along the line .of the gray stone’s
foot.

“There was 8 semi-circular depression
running from one side of the slab to the
other. It was as though the gray rock
stood in the center of a shallow cup—re-
vealing half, covering half. Something
about this hollow attracted me. I reached
down and felt it. Goodwin, although the
balance of the stones that formed it, like
all the stones of the courtyard, were rough
and age-worn—this was as smooth, as even
surfaced as though 1t had just left the
hands of the polisher.

“‘It's a door!’ execlaimed Stanton. ‘1b
swings around in that little cup. That's
what makes the hollow of the cup so
smooth.’

“‘Maybe you're right,” I replied.
how the devil can we open i?’

“We went over the slab again—pressing
upon its edges, thrusting against its sides.
During one of these efforts I happened to
look up—and cried out. For a foot above
and on each side of the corner of the gray
rock’s lintel I had seen a slight convexity,
visible only from the angle at which my
gaze struck it. These bosses on the basalt
were circular, eighteen inches in diameter,
as we learned later, and at the center ex-
tended two inches only beyond the face of
the terrace. Unless one looked directly up
at them while leaning against the moon
rock—for this slab, Goodwin, is the mcon
rock—they were invisible. And none would
dare stand there!

“We carried with us a small scaling-lad-
der, and up this I went. The bosses were
apparently nothing more than chiseled
curvatures in the stone.I 1aid my hand on
the one I was examining, and drew it back
so sharply I almost threw myself from the
ladder. In my palm, at the base of my
thumb, I had felt the same shock<that I
had in touching the slab below. I put my
hand back. The impression came from~—a
spot not more than an inch wide. I went
carefully over the entire convexity, and
Six times more the chill ran through my
arm. There were, Goodwin, seven circles
an inch wide in the curved place, each of
which communicated the precise sensa-
tion I have described. The -convexity on
the opposite side of the slab -gave precisely
the same results. But no amount of touch-
ing or of pressing these spots singly or in
any combination gave the slightest promise
of motion to the slab itseif.

“‘And yet—they’re what open it,. said
Stanton positively.

‘But
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“‘Why do you say that?’ I asked.

“‘I—don’t know,” he answered hesitat-
ingly. ‘But something tells me so, Throck,’
he went on half earnestly, half laughingly,
‘the purely scientific part of me is fighting
the purely human part of me. The scientific
part is urging me to find some way to get
that slab either down or open. The human
part iS just as strongly urging me to do
nothing of the sort and get away while I
can!’

“He laughed again—a little shame-
facedly.

“‘Which will it be?’ he asked—and I
thought that in his stone the human side
of him was ascendent.

“‘It will probably stay as it is—unless
we blow it to bits,’ I said.

“‘I thought of that,’ he answered, ‘and
—I wouldn't dare,” he added soberly
enough. And even as I had spoken there
came to me the same feeling that he had
expressed. It was as though something
passed out of the gray rock that struck my
heart as a hand strikes an impious lip. We
turned away—uneasily, and faced Thora,
who was coming through a breach in the
terrace.

‘“‘Miss Edith wants you quick,’ she began
—and stopped. I saw her eyes go past me
and widen. She was looking at the gray
rock.

“Her body grew suddenly rigid; she
took a few stiff steps forward and then
ran straight to it. We saw her cast herself
upon its breast, hands and face pressed
agalnst it; heard her scream as though her
very soul were being drawn from her—
and watched her fall at its foot. As we
picked her up I saw steal from face the
look I had observed when first we heard

the crystal music of Nan-Tanach—that.

unhuman and weird mingling of op-
posites! o

CHAPTER III
INTO THE MOON POOL

i E CARRIED Thora back, down
to where Edith was waiting.
J ¥V We told her what had hap-
pened and what we had found. She listened
gravely, and as we finished Thora sighed
and opened her eyes.

‘““‘T would like to see the stone,’ she said.
‘Charles, you stay here with Thora." We
passed through the outer court silently—
and stood before the rock. She touched it,
drew back her hand as I had; thrust it for-
ward again resolutely and held it there.
She seemed to be listening. Then she
turned to me. -

“‘David,’ saia my wife; and the wistful-
ness in her voice hurt me— ‘David, would
you be very, very disappointed if we went
from here—without trying to find out any
more about it—would you?’

“Goodwin, I never wanted anything so

\ much in my life as I wanted to learn what

that rock concealed. You will understand
—the cumulative curiosity that all the
happenings had caused; the certainty that
before me was an entrance to a place
that, while known to the natives—for I still
clung to that theory—was utterly unknown
to any man of my race; that within, ready
for my finding, was the answer to the
stupendous riddle of these islands and a
lost chapter of the history of humanity.
There before me—and was I asked to turn
away, leaving it unread!

“Nevertheless, I tried to master my
desire, and I answered— ‘Edith, not a bit if
you want us to do it.’

“She read my struggle in my eyes. She
looked at me searchingly for a moment
and then turned back toward the gray
rock. I saw a shiver pass through her. 1
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felt a tinge of remorse and then of pity!

“Emdith,’ I exclaimed, ‘we’ll go!’ -

“She looked at me again. ‘Science is a
jealous mistress,’.she quoted. ‘No, after all
it may be just fancy. At any.rate, you can’t
run- away. No! But, Dave, I'm going to
stay too!’

“‘You are not!” I exclaimed. ‘You’re
going back.to the camp with Thora. Stan-
ton and I will be all right.’

“‘I'm going to stay,” she repeated. And
there was no changing her decision. As we
neared the others she laid a hand on my
arm.

“‘Dave,” she said, ‘if there should be
something—well—inexplicable tonight—
something that seems—too dangerous—
will-you promise to go back to our own islet
tomorrow, or, while we can, and wait until
the natives return?’

“I promised eagerly—for the desire to
stay and see what came.with the night was
like a fire within me.

“And would to God that I had not waited
another moment, Goodwin; would to God
that I had gathered them all together then
and sailed back on the instant through
the mangroves to Uschen-Tau!

“We found Thora on her feet again and
singularly composed. She claimed to have
no more recollection of what had hap-
pened after she had spoken to Stanton and
to me in front of the gray rock than she
had after the seizure on Uschen-Tau. She
grew sullen under our questioning, pre-
clsely as she had before. But to my aston-
ishment, when she heard of our arrange-
ments for the night, she betrayed a febrile
excitement that had in it something of
exultance.

“We had picked a place about five hun-
dred feet away from the steps leading into
the outer court. I would have preferred
going-into the inner enclosure, but I feared
for Edith. Besides, it was better to go
slowly until we knew what was opposed
to us. And there was no place in the heart
of. the ruins where we could hide—except
in the vault, and none of us liked to think
of that. The spot we had selected was well
hidden. We could not be seen, and yet we
had a clear view of the stairs and the gate-
way. We settled down just before dusk to
wait for whatever might come. I was near-
est the giant steps; next me Edith; then
Thora, and last Stanton. Each of us had
with us automatic pistols, and all, except
Thora, had rifles.

“Night fell. After a time the eastern sky
began to lighten, and we knew tl}at the

moon was rising; grew lighter still, and the
orb peeped over the sea; swam suddenly
into full sight. Edith gripped my hand, for,

-as though the full emergence Into the

heavens had been a signal, we heard begin
beneath us the deep chanting. It came
from illimitable depths.

“The moon poured her rays down upon
us, and I saw Stanton start. On the instant
I caught the sound that had roused him.
It came from the inner cnclosure. It was
like a long, soft sighing. It was not human;
seemed in some way—mechanical. I
glanced at Edith and then at Thora. My
wife was intently listening. Thora sat, as
she had since we had “placed ourselves,
elbows on knees, her hands covering her
face.

“And then suddenly from the moonlight
flooding us there came to me a great
drowsiness. Sleep seemed to drip from the
rays and fall upon my eyes, closing them
—closing them inexorably. I felt Edith’s
hand relax in mine, and under my own
heavy lids saw her nodding. I saw Stan-
ton’s head fall upon his breast and his
body sway drunkenly. I tried to rise—to
fight against the profound desire for slum-
ber that pressed in on me.

“And as I fought I saw Thora raise her
head as though listening; saw her rise and
turn her face toward the gateway. For a
moment she gazed, and my drugged eyes
seemed to perceive within it a deeper,
stronger radiance. Thora looked at us
There was intfinite despair in her face—and
expectancy. I tried again to rise—and a
surge of sleep rushed over me. Dimly, as I
sank within it, I heard a crystalline chim-
ing; raised my lids once more with a su-
preme effort, saw Thora, bathed in light,
standing at the top of the stairs, and then
—sleep took me for its very own—swept
me into the very heart of oblivion!

66T NAWN was breaking when I wakened.

Recollection rushed back on me and
I thrust a panic-stricken hand out toward
Edith; touched her and felt my heart give
a great leap of thankfulness. She stirred,
sat up, rubbing dazed eyes, I glanced to-
ward Stanton. He lay on his side, back to-
ward us, head in arms. /
“Edith looked at me laughingly. ‘Heav-
ens! What sleep!’ she said. Memory came
to -her. Her face paled. ‘What happened?’
she whispered. ‘What made us sleep like
that?’ She looked over to Stanton, sprang
to her feet, ran to him, shook him. He

turned over with a2 mighty yawn, and I saw



I —'

AN
A\
\

i

N

7

.////W,/y/,
SN
\Y

m
:
M

)
f \

;

i

( Yo, A
72

{ Y

e e A

e

& B Y iy

; v/ \\\

o

]

2
£ V B
g

hy

\\\ i

l,,__.

P R g W A

,‘
ol

“@Mﬁﬁw

1

levitated up the unscalable wall

. seemed-to be lifted

s whole'body pulsed with light . .

4

Stanton



28 FANTASTIC NOVELS

relief lighten her face as it had lightened
my heart.

“Stanton raised himself stiffly. He looked
at us. ‘What’s the matter?’ he exclaimed.
‘You look as though you've seen ghosts!’

“Edith caught my hands. ‘“Where's
Thora?’ she cried. Before I could answer
she ran out into the open calling, ‘I'horal!
Thora!’

“Stanton stared at me. ‘Taken!’ was all
I could say. Together we went to my wife,
now standing béside the great stone steps,
looking up fearfully at the gateway into
the terraces. There I told them what I had
seen before sleep had drowned me. And to-
gether then we ran up the stairs, through
the court and up the gray rock.

“The gray rock was closed as it had been

_the day before, nor was there trace of its

having opened. No trace! Even as I thought
this Edith dropped to her knees before it
and reached toward something lying at
its foot. It was a little piece of gay silk. I
knew it for part of the kerchief Thora
wore about her hair. She lifted the frag-
ment; hesitated. I saw then that it had
been cut from the kerchief as though by a
razor-edge; I saw, too, that a few threads
ran from it—down toward the base of the
slab; ran to the base of the gray rock and
—under it! The gray rock was a door! And
it had opened and Thora had passed
through it!

“I think, Goodwin, that faor the next few
minutes we were all a little insane. We
beat upon.that diabolic entrance with our
hands, with stones and clubs. At last
reason came back to us. Stanton set forth
for the camp to bring back blasting powder
and tools. While he was gone Edith and I
searched the whole islet for any other clue.
We found not a trace of Thora nor any
indication of any living being save our-
selves. We went back to the gateway {0
find Stanton returned.

“Goodwin, during the next two hours we
tried every way .in our power to force en-
trance through the slab. The rock within
effective blasting radius of the cursed door
resisted our drills. We tried explosions at
the base of the slab with charges covered
by rock. They made not the slightest im-
pression on the surface beneath, expending
their force, of course, upon the slighter
resistance of their coverings.

“Afternoon found us hopeless, so far as
breaking through the rock was concerned.
Night was coming on and before it came
we would have to decide our course  of
action. I wanted to go to Ponape for help.

But Edith objected that this would take
hours and after we had reached there it
would be impossible to persuade our men
to return with us that night, if at all. What
then was left? Clearly only one of two
choices: to go back to our camp and wait
for our men to return and on their return
try to persuade them to go with us to Nan-
Tanach. But this would mean the abandon-
ment” f Thora for at least two days. We
could not do it; it .would have been too
cowardly.

“The other choice was to wait where we
were for night to come; to wait for the rock
to open as it had the ntight before, and to
make a sortie through it for Thora before
it .could close again. With the sun had
come confidence; at least a shattering of
the mephitic mists of superstition with
which the strangeness of the things that
had befallen us had clouded for a time our
minds. In that brilliant light there seemed
no place for fantoms. |

‘“The evidence that the slab had opened
was unmistakable, but might not Thora
simply have found it open through some
mechanism, still working after ages, and
dependent for its action upon laws of
physics unknown to us upon the full light
of the moon? The assertion of the natives
that the ani had greatest power at this
time might be a far-flung reflection of
knowledge which had found ways to use
forces contained in moonlight, as we have
found ways to utilize the forces in the
sun’s rays. If so, Thora was probably be-
hind the slab, sending out prayers to us
for help.

“But how explain the sleep that had
descended upon us? Might it not have been
some emanation from plants or gaseous
emanations from the island itself? Such
things were far from uncommon, we
agreed. In some way the period of their
greatest activity might coincide with the
period of the moon, but if this were so why
had not Thora also slept?

“There, indeed, we faced an Iimpasse.
It might be, of course, that Thora had been
resistant to such emanations, as certain of
us are resistant and immune from various
bacteria. It was possible. And it might still
be that our first theory was correct and
that Nan-Tanach was a sacred place;, a
gathering point for priests possessing frag-
ments of the ancient secrets, vanished
knowledge, and they resented intruders.
We knew the command certain primitive

folk have of sleep sounds and vapors. It

might be that here was the explanation.
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“But whatever the truth, our path lay
clear before us. We had to spend that night
on Nan-Tanach!

AA S DUSK fell we looked over our

weapons. Edith was an excellent

shot with both rifle and pistol. With the
idea that the impulse toward sleep was the
result either of emanations such as I have
described or man made, we constructed
rough-and-ready but effective neutralizers,
which we placed over our mouths and
nostrils. We had decided that my wife was
to remain in the hiding-place. Stanton
would take up a station on the far side of
the stairway and I would place myself
opposite him on the side near. Edith. The
place I picked out was less than five hun-
dred feet from her, and I could reassure
myself now, as to her safety, as it looked
down 4upon the hollow wherein she
crouched. As the phenomena had pre-
viously synchronized with the rising of the '
moon, we had no reason to think they"
would occur any earlier this night. From
our respective stations Stanton and I could
command the gateway entrance. His posi- '
tion gave him also a glimpse of the outer
courtyard. |
“A faint glow in the sky heralded the |
moon. I kissed Edith, and Stanton and I

took our places. The moon dawn increased
rapidly; the disk swam up, and in a mo-
ment it seemed was shining in full radiance
upon ruins and sea.

“As it rose there came as on the night
before the curious little sighing sound from
the inner terrace. I saw Stanton straighten
up and stare intently through the gateway,
rifle ready. Even at the distance he was
from me, I discerned amazement in his
eyes. The moonlight within the gateway
thickened, grew stronger.

“I watched his amazement grow into
sheer wonder.

“I arose.

‘“‘Stanton, what do you see?’ I called
cautiously. He waved a silencing hand. I
turned my head to look at Edith. A shock
ran through me., She  lay upon her side.

Her face was turned full toward the moon.
She was in deepest sleep!

“As I turned again to call to Stanton, my
eyes swept the head of the steps and
stopped, fascinated. For the moonlight had
thickened more. It seemed to be—curdled
—there; and through it ran little gleams
and veins of shimmering white fire. A
languor passed through me. It was not the
ineffable drowsiness of the preceding night.
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It was a sapping of all will to move. I tore
my eyes away and forced them upon Stan-
ton. I tried to call out to him. I had not
the will to make my lips move!
struggled against this paralysis and as 1
did so I felt through me a sharp shock. 1t
was like a blow. And with it came utter in-
ability to make a single motion. Goodwin, 1
could not even move my eyes!

“Y saw Stanton leap upon the steps and
move toward the gateway. As he did so the
licht in- the courtyard grew dazzlingly
brilliant. Through it rained tiny tinklings
that set the heart to racing with pure joy
and stilled ‘it with terror.

“And now for the first time I heard that
cry ‘Av-o-lo-ha! Av-o-lo-ha!’ the cry you
heard on deck. It murmured with the
strange effect of a sound only partly in our
own space—as though it were a part of a
fuller phrase passing through from another
dimension and losing much as it came,; in-
finitely caressing, infinitely cruel!

“On Stanton’s face I saw come the look
I dreaded—and yet knew would appear,
that mingled expression of delight and
fear. The two lay side by side as they had
on Thora, but were intensified. He walked
on up the stairs; disappeared beyond the
range of my fixed gaze. Again I heard the
murmur—‘Av-o-lo-ha!’ There was triumph
in it now and triumph in the storm of
tinklings that swept over it. ’

““For another heart-beat there was
silence. Then a louder burst of sound and
ringing through it Stanton’s voice from the
courtyard-—a great cry—a scream-—filied
with ecstasy insupportable and horror un-
Imaginable! And again there was silence.
I strove to burst the invisible bonds that
held me. I could not. Even my eyelids
were flxed. Within them my eyes burned.

“Then, Goodwin—I first saw the inex-
plicable! The crystalline music swelled.
Where I sat I could take in the pateway
and its basalt portals, rough and.broken,
rising to the top of the wall forty -feet
above, shattered, ruined portals—un-
climbable. From this gateway an intenser
liht began to flow. It grew, it gushed, and
Into it, into my sight, walked Stanton.

“Stanton! But—God! What a vision!”

He ceased. I waited—waited.

664 YOODWIN,” Throckmartin said at

last, “I can describe him only as a
thing of living light. He radiated light:
was filled with light; overflowed with it.
Around him was a shining cloud that
whirled through and around him in radiant

I had_

swirls, shimmering tentacles, luminiscent,
coruscating spirals.

“I saw his face. It shone with a rapture
too great to be borne by living men, and
was shadowed with insuperable misery. It
was as though his-face had been rémolded
by the hand of God and the hand of
Satan, working together and in harmony.
You have seen it on my face. But you have
never seen it in the degree that Stanton
bore it. The eyes were wide open and fixed,
as though upon some inward vision of
hell and heaven! He walked like the corpse
of a man damned who carried within him
an angel of light!

“The music swelled again. I heard again
the murmuring — ‘dAv-o0-lo-ha!’ Stanton
turned, facing the ragged side of the por-
tal. And then I saw that the light that
filled and surrounded him had'a nucleus,
a core—something shiftingly human
shaped—that dissolved and changed, gath-
ered itself, whirled through and beyond
him and back again. And as this shining
nucleus passed through him Stanton’s
whole body pulsed with light. As the lumi-
nescence moved, there moved with it, still
and”’ serene always, seven tiny globes of
light like seven little moons.

“So much I saw and then swiftly Stanton
seemed to be lifted—levitated—up the un-
scalable wall and to its top. The glow faded
from the moonlight, the tingling music
grew fainter. I tried again to move. The
spell still held me fast. The tears were
running down now from my rigid lids and
they brought relief to my tortured eyes.

“I have sald my gaze was fixed. It was.
But from the side, peripherally, they took
in a part of the far wall of the outer enclo-
sure, Ages seemed to pass and I saw a radi-
ance stealing along it. Soon there came
into sight the figure that was Stanton.
Far away he was—on the gigantic wall.
But still I could see the shining spirals
whirling jubilantly around and through
him; felt rather than saw his tranced face
beneath the seven lights. A swirl of crystal
notes, and he had passed. And all the time,
as though from some opened well of light,
the courtyard gleamed and sent out silver
fires that dimmed the moon -rays, yet
seemed strangely to be a part of them.

“Ten times he passed before me so. The
luminescence came with the music; swam
for a while along the man-made cliff- of
basalt and passed away. Between times
eternities rolled and still I crouched there,
a helpless thing of stone with eyes that
would not close!

e
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“At last the moon neared the horizon.
There came a louder burst of sound; the
second, and last, cry of Stanton, -like an
echo of his first! Again the soft sigh from
the inner terrace. Then—utter silence. The
light faded; the moon was setting and
with a rush life and power to move re-
turned to me. I made a leap for the
steps, rushed up them, through the gate-
way and straight to the gray rock. It was
closed—as I knew it would be. But did I
dream it or did I hear, echoing through
it as though from distances a triumphant
shouting—‘4v-o0-lo-ha! Av-o-lo-ha/l’

“I remembered Edith. I ran back to her.
At my touch she wakened; looked at me
wanderingly; raised herself slightly on a
hand.

“‘Dave!’ she said, ‘I slept—after all.
She saw the despair on my face and leaped
to her feet. ‘Dave!’ she cried. “‘What is it?
Where’s Charles?’ A

“I lighted a fire before I spoke. Then I
told her. And for the balance o0f that
night we sat before the flames, arms
around each other—like two frightened
children.”

Suddenly Throckmartin held his hands
out to me appealingly.

“Goodwin, old friend!” he cried. “Don’t
look at me as though I were mad. It’s
truth, absolute $ruth. Wait—" I com-
forted him as well as I could. After a little
time he took up his story.

“Never,” he said, “did man welcome the
sun as we did that morning. As soon as
it was light we went back to the court-
yard. The basalt walls whereon I had
séen Stanton were black and sllent. The
terraces were as they had been. The gray
slab was in its place. In the shallow hol-
low at its base was—nothing. Nothing—
nothing was there anywhere on the islet
of Stanton—not a trace, not a sign on
Nan-Tanach to show that he had ever
lived.! -

“What were we to do? Precisely the
same arguments that had kept us there
the night before held good now—and
doubly good. We could not abandon these
two; could not go as long as there was the
faintest hope of finding them—and yet
for love of each other how could we re-
main? I loved my wife, Goodwin—how
much I never knew until that day; .and

she loved me as deeply.

“‘It takes only one each night,’ she
said. ‘Beloved, let it take me.’

“I wept, Goodwin. We both wept.

“‘We will meet it together,” she said.

And it was thus at last that we ar-
ranged it.”

“That took great courage indeed,
Throckmartin,” I interrupted. He looked
at me eagerly.

“You do believe, then?” he exclaimed.

“I believe,” I said. He pressed my hand
with a grip that nearly crushed it.

“Now,” he told me, “I do not fear. If I
—Tfail, you will prepare and carry on the
work.”

I promised. And—God forgive me—that
was three years ago.

“It did take courage,” he went on, again
quietly. “More than courage. For we knew
it was renunciation. Each of us in our
hearts felt that one of us would not be
there to see the sun rise. And each of us-
prayed that the death, if death it was,
would not come first to the other.

66 E TALKED it all over carefully,

bringing to bear all our power of
analysis and habit of calm, scientific
thought. We considered minutely the time
element in the phenomena. Although the
deep chanting began at the very moment
of. moonrise, fully five minutes had passed
between its full lifting and the strange
sighing sound from the inner terrace. I
went back in memory over the happenings
of the night before. At least fifteen min-
utes had intervened between the first
heralding sigh and the intensification of
the moonlight in the courtyard. And this
glow grew for at least ten minutes more
before the first burst of the crystal notes.
Indeed, more than half an hour must have
elapsed, I calculated, between the moment
the moon showed above the horizon and
the first delicate onslaught of the ftink-
lings.
“The sighing sound —of what had 1§
reminded me? Of course—of a door re-
volving and swishing softly along its base.

“‘BEdith!’” I cried. “I think I have it!
The gray rock opens five minutes after
upon the moonrise. But whoever or what-
ever it is that comes through it must wait
until the moon has risen higher, or else
it must come from a distance. The thing
to do is not to wait for it, but to surprise
it before it passes out the door. We will
go into the inner court early. You will
take your rifle and pistol and -hide your-
self where you can command the opening
—if the slab does open. The instant it
moves I will enter. It's our best chance,
Edith. I think it’s our only one.’

“My wife demurred strongly. She wanted
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to go with me. But I convinced her that
it was better for her to stand guard with-
out, prepared to help me if I were forced
from what lay behind the rock again in
the open.

“The day passed too swiftly. In the face
of what we feared our love seemed
stronger than ever. Was it the flare of
the spark before extinguishment? I won-
dered. We prepared and ate a good dinner.
We tried to keep our minds from any-
thing but the scientific aspect of the
phenomena. We agreed that whatever it
was its cause must be human, and that we
must keep that fact in mind every second.
‘But what kind of men could create such
prodigies? We thrilled at the thought of
finding perhaps the remnants of a van-
ished race; living perhaps in cities over
whose rocky skies the Pacific rolled; exer-
cising there the lost wisdom of the half-
pods of earth’s youth.

“At the half-hour before moonrise we
two went into the inner courtyard. I took
my place at the side of the gray rock.
Edith crouched behind a broken pillar
twenty feet away, slipped her rifle-barrel
over it so that it would cover the opening.

‘“The minutes crept by. The courtyard
was very quiet. The darkness lessened
and through the breaches of the terrace
I watched the far sky softly lighten. With
the first pale flush the stillness -became
intensified. It deepened—became unbear-
ably—expectant. The moon rose, showed
the quarter, the half, then swam up into
full sight like a great bubble.

“Its rays fell upon the wall before me
and suddenly upon the convexities I have
described seven little circles of light
sprang out. They pgleamed, glimmered,
erew brighter—shone. The gigantic slab
before me turned as though on a pivot,
sighing softly as it moved.

“For a moment I gasped in amazement.
It was like a conjuror’'s trick. And the

moving slab I noticed was also glowing,.

becoming opalescent like the little shining
circles above.

“Only for a second I gazed and then
with a word to Edith flung myself through
the opening which the slab had uncovered.
Before me was a platform and from the
platform steps led downward into a

smooth corridor. This passage was not

dark; it glowed with the same faint sil-
very radiance as the door. Down it I raced.
As I ran, plainer than ever before, I heard
the chanting. The passage turned abrupt-
ly, passed parallel to the walls of the

outer courtyard and then once. more led
abruptly downward. Still I ran, and as I
ran I looked at the watch on my wrist
Less than three minutes had elapsed.
“The passage ended. Before me was a
high vaulted arch. For a moment I paused.
It seemed 1o open into space; a space
filled with lambent, ceoruscating, many-
colored mist whose brightness grew even

as.I watched. I passed through the arch

and stopped in .sheer awe!

“In front of me was a pool. It was cir-
cular, perhaps twenty feet wide. Around
it ran a low, softly curved lip of glim-
mering silvery stone. Its water was palest
blue. The pool with its silvery rim was
like a great blue eye staring upward.

“Upon it streamed seven shafts of radi-
ance. They poured down upon the blue
eye like cylindrical torrents; they were
like shining pillars of light rising from a
sapphire floor.

“One was the tender pink of the pearl;
one of the aurora’s green; a third a death-
ly white; the fourth the blue in mother-
of-pearl; a shimmering column of pale
amber;, a beam of ‘amethyst; a shaft of
molten silver. Such are the colors of the
seven lights that streaqn upon the moon
pool. I dreéew -closer, awestricken. The
shafts did not illumine the depths. They
played upon the surface and seemed there
to diffuse, to melt into it. The pool drank
them!

“Through the water tiny gleams of
phosphorescence began to dart, sparkles
and coruscations of pale incandescence.
And far, far below I sensed a movement,
a. shifting glow as of something slowly
rising.

“I looked upward, following the radiant
pillars, to their source. Far above were
seven shining globes, and it was from these
that the rays poured. Even as I watched
their brightness grew. They were like
seven moons set high m some caverned
heaven. Slowly their splendor increased,
and with it the splendor éof the seven
beams streaming from them. It came to
me that they were crystals of some un-
known Kind sef in the roof of the moon
pool’s vault and that their light was drawn
from the moon shining high above them.
They were wonderful, those lights—and
what must have been the knowledge of
those who set them there!

-GGBRIGHTER and brighter they grew

| as the moon climbed higher, send-
ing its full radiance down through them.
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I tore my gaze away and stared at the
pool. It had grown milky, opalescent. The
rays gushing into it seemed to be filling
it; it was alive with sparklings, scintil-
lations, glimmerings. And the. lumines-
cence I had seen rising from its depths
was larger, nearer!

- “A swirl of mist floated up from its sur-
face. It drifted within the embrace of the
rosy beam and hung there for a moment.
The beam seemed to embrace it, sending
through it little shining corpuscles, tiny
rosy spiralings. The mist absorbed the
rays, was strengthened by it, gained sub-
stance. Another swirl sprang into the
amber shaft, clung and fed there, moved
swiftly toward the first and mingled with
it. And now other swirls arose, here and
there, too fast to be counted, hung poised
in the embrace of the light streams;
flashed and pulsed into each other.

“Thicker and thicker still they arose
until the surface of the pool was a pulsat-
ing pillar of opalescent mist; steadily
erowing stronger; drawing within it life
from the seven beams falling upon it;
drawing to it from below the darting, red
atoms of the pool. Into its center was
passing the luminescence I had ‘sensed
rising from the far depths. And the cen-
ter glowed, throbbed-—began to send out
questing swirls and tendrils—

“There forming before me was thal
which had walked with Stanton, which
had taken Thora—the thing I had come to
find!

“With the shock of realization my brain
sprang into action. My hand fell to my
pistol -and I fired shot after shot into its
radiance. The place rang with the explo-
sions and there came t0o me a sense of
unforgivable profanation. Devilish as 1
knew it to be, that chamber of the moon
pool seemed also—in some way—holy. As
though a god and a demon dwelt there,
inextricably commingled.

“As I shot the pillar wavered; the water
grew more disturbed. The mist swayed
and shook,; gathered itself again. I slipped
a second clip into the automatic and an-
other idea coming to me took careful aim
at one of the globes in the roof. From
thence I knew came the force that shaped
the dweller in the pool. From the pouring
rays came its strength. If I could destroy
them I could check its forming. I fired
again and again. If I hit the globes I did
no damage. The little motes in their beams
danced with the motes in the mist, trou-

bled. That was all.

“Up from the pool like little bells, like
bubbles of crystal notes, rose the tinklings.
Their notes were higher, had lost their
sweetness, were angry, as it were, with
themselves. |

“And then out from the Inexplicable,
hovering over the pool, swépt a shining
swirl. It caught me above the heart:
wrapped 1itself around me. I felt an icy
coldness and then there rushed over me
a mingled ecstasy and horror. Every atom
of me quivered with delight and at the
same time shrank with despair. There
was nothing loathsome in it. But it was
as though the icy soul of evil and the
fiery soul of good had stepped together
within me. The pistol dropped from my
hand. _

“So I stood while the pool gleamed and
sparkled; the streams of light grew more
intense and the mist glowed and strength-
ened. I-saw, that its shining core had
shape—but a shape that my eyes and
braln could not define. It was as though
a being of another sphere should assume
what it might of human semblance, but
was not able to conceal that what human
eyes saw was but a part of it. It was
neither man nor woman,; it was unearthly
and androgynous. Even as I found its
human semblance it changed. And still
the mingled rapture and terror held me.
Only in a little corner of my brain dwelt
something untouched; something that
held itself apart and watched. Was it the
soul? I have never believed—and yet—

“Over the head of the misty body there
sprang suddenly out seven little -lights.
Each was the color of the beam beneath
which it rested. I knew now that the
dweller was—complete!

“And then—behind me I heard a scream.
It was Edith's voice. It came to me that
she had heard the shots and followed me.
I felt every faculty concentrate into 2
mighty effort., I wrenched myself free
from the gripping tentacle and it slipped
back. I turned to catch Edith, and as I
did so slipped—fell. As I dropped I saw
the radiant shape above the pool leap
swiftly for me!.

“There was the rush past me and as.the
dweller paused, straight into it raced
Edith, arms outstretched to shield me
from it! God!”

He trembled.

“She threw herself squarely within its
diabolic splendor,” he whispered. ‘She
stopped and reeled as though she had
encountered solidity. And as she faltered
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it wrapped its shining self around her.
The crystal tinklings burst forth jubi-
lantly. The light filled her, ran through
and around her as it had with Stanton,
and I saw drop upon her face—the look,
From the pillar came the murmur—‘Av-
o-lo-ha!” The vault echoed it.

‘“‘Edith!’ I cried. °‘Edith!” I was in
agony. She must have heard me, even
through the—thing. I saw her try to free
herself. Her rush had taken her to the
very verge of the moon pool. She tot-
tered; and in an instant—she fell—with
the radiance still holding her, still swirl-
ing and winding around and through her
—into the moon pool! She sank, Goodwin,
and with her went—the dweller!

“T dragged myself to the brink. Far
down I saw a shining, many-colored nebu-
lous cloud descending; caught a glimpse
of Edith’s face, disappearing; her eyes
stared up to me filled with supernal
ectasy and horror. And—vanished!

“I looked about me stupidly. The seven
globes still poured their radiance upon the
pool. It was pale blue again. Its sparklings
and coruscations were gone. From far
below there came a muffled outburst of
triumphant chanting!

‘“‘Edith!” I cried again. °‘Edith; come
back to me!” And then a darkness fell
upon me. I remember running back
through the shimmering corridors and out
into the courtyard. Reason had left me.
When it returned I was far out at sea in
our boat wholly estranged from civlliza-
tion. A day later I was picked up by the
schooner in which I came to Port Moresby.

“I have formed a plan; you must hear
it, Goodwin—" He fell upon his Dberth.
I bent over him. Exhaustion and the relief
of telling his story had been too much for
him. He slept like the dead.

CHAPTER 1V
THE DWELLER COMES

LL that night I watched over him.
When dawm broke I went to 'my
room to get a little sleep myself.
But my slumber was haunted.

The next day the storm was unabated.
Throckmartin came to me at lunch. He
looked better. His Strange expression had
waned. He had regained his alertness.

“Come to my cabin,”: he said. There,
he stripped his shirt from him. “Some-
thing is happening,” he said. “The mark
is smaller.” ;}t was as he said.

“I'm escaping,” he whispered jubilantly.
“Just let me get to Melbourne safely, and
then we’ll see who'll win! For, Goodwin,
I'm not at_all sure that Edith is dead—
as we know death—nor that the others
are. There was something outside experi-
ence there—some great mystery.

“There’s a natural explanation, of
course,” he said. ‘“My theory is_that the.
moon rock is of some composition sensi-
tive to the action of moon rays, somewhat
as the metal selenium is {0 sun rays.
There is a powerful quality in' moonlight,
as both sclence and legends can attest.
We know of its effect upon the mentality,
the nervous system, even upon certain
diseases.

“The moon slab is of some material that
reacts to moonlight. The little circles over
the top are, without doubt, its operating
agency. When the light strikes them they
release the mechanism that opens the
slab, just as you can open doors with sun-
light by an ingenious arrangement of se-
lenium - cells. Apparently it takes the
strength of the full moon to do this. We
will first try a concentration of the rays
of the nearly full moon upon these circles
to see whether that will open the rock.
If it does we will be able to investigate
the pool without interruption from—from
—what emanates.

“Look, here on the chart are their loca-
tions.

‘“Here,” he said,.'is where I believe the
seven great globes to be. They are prob-
ably hidden somewhere in the ruins of the
islet called Tau, where they can catch the
first moon rays.

“They are certainly cleverly concealed,
but they must be open to the air to get
the hght They should not be too hard
to find. They must be found.” He hesi-
tated again. “I suppose it would be safer
to destroy them, for it is clearly through
them that the phenomena of the pool is
manifested; and yet, to destroy so wonder-
ful a thing! Perhaps the better way would
be to have some men up by them, and if
it were necessary, to.-protect those below,
to destroy-them on signal. Or they might
simply be covered. That would neutralize
them. To destroy them—"” He hesitated
again. ‘“No, the phenomena is too im-
portant to be destroyed without fullest
investigation.” His face clouded again.
“But it is nof human; it can’t bet”

Again— “We need half a dozen diving-
suits. The pool must be entered and
searched to its depths. That will indeed
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take courage, yet in the time of the new
moon it should be safe, or perhaps better
after the dweller is destroyed or made
safe.”

We went over plans, accepted them, re-
jected them, and still the storm raged—

and all that day and all that night.
I hurry to the end. That afternoon

there came a steady lightening of the"

clouds which Throckmartin watched with
deep uneasiness. Toward dusk they broke
away suddenly and soon the sky was
clear. The -stars came twinkling outf.

“It will be tonight,” Throckmartin said
to me. “Goodwin; friend, stand' by me.
Tonight 1t will come, and I must fight.”

I could say nothing. About an hour be-
fore moonrise we went to his cabin. We
fastened the port-holes tightly and turned
on the electrics. Throckmartin had some
queer theory that the electric rays would
be a bar to his pursuer. I don't know why.
A little later he complained of sleepiness.

“But it’s just weariness,” he said. “Not
at all like that other drowsiness. It's an
hour till moonrise still,” he yawned at
last. “Wake me up a good fifteen minutes
before.”

He lay upon the berth. I sat thinking.
I came to myself with a start. What time
was it? I looked at my watch and jumped
to the port-hole. It was full moonlight;
the orb had been up for fully half an hour.
I strode over to Throckmartin and shook
him by the shoulder.

“Up, quick, man!” I cried. He rose sleep-
ily...His shirt fell open.at the neck and
I looked, in amazement, at the white band
around his chest. Even under the electric
light it shone softly, as though little flecks
of light were in it.

“Oh, ves,” he said drowsily, “it’s coming
—to take me back to Edith!” Well, I'm
glad.”

“Throckmartin!” I cried.
Fight.” |

“Fight!” he said.
maps; come after us.”

“Wake up!

“No use; keep the

WENT to the port and drowsily drew
aside the curtain. The moon traced a

broad path of light straight to the ship.
Under its rays the band around his chest

eleamed brighter and brighter; shot forth
little rays; seemed to move.

He peered out intently and, suddenly,
before I could stop him, threw open the
port. I saw a glimmering presence moving
swiftly along the moon path toward us,
skimming over the waters.

And with it raced little crystal tinklings
and far off I heard a long-drawn murmur-
ing cry.

On the instant the lights went out in
the cabin, evidently throughout the ship,
for I heard shoutings above. I sprang back
into a corner and crouched there. At the
porthole was a radiance; swirls and spirals
of living white cold fire. It poured into
the cabin and it was filled with dancing
motes of light, and over the radiant core
of it shone seven little lights like tiny
moons. It gathered Throckmartin to it.
Light pulsed through and from him. I saw
his skin turn to a translucent, shimmer-
ing whiteness like illumined porcelain.
His face became unrecognizable, inhuman
with the monstrous twin expressions. So
he stood for a moment. The pillar of light
seemed to hesitate and the seven lights to
contemplate me. I shrank further down
into the corner. I saw Throckmartin
drawn to the port. The room fllled with
murmuring. I fainted.

When I awakened the lights were on.

But of Throckmartin there was no trace!

Gentlemen, there are some things we
are doomed to regret all our life. Born in
me then was a great fear. I suppose I was
unbalanced by what I had seen. I could
not think clearly. But there came to me
the sheer impossibility of telling the ship’s
officers what I had seen; what Throck-
martin had told me. They would accuse
me, I felt, of his murder. At neither ap-
pearance of the phenomena had any save
our two selves witnessed it. I was certain
of this because they would surely have
discussed it.

The next morning when. Throckmartin’s
absence was noted, I merely said that 1
had left him early in the evening. It oc-
curred to no one to doubt me, or to ques-
tlon me further. And so it was officially
reported that he had fallen or jumped
from the ship during the failure of the
lights. -

Afterward, the same inhibition held me
back from making his and my story known
to my fellow scientists.

But this inhibition is suddenly dead, and
I am not sure that its death iS not a
summons from Throckmartin.

I go to Nan-Tanach, gentlemen, to make
amends for my cowardice by seeking out

the dweller.

And, gentlemeﬁ, I stake all my reputa-
tion, al my faith, all that I hold sacred
and dear that what I have written here

is absolute truth.



v CHAPTER 1

THE GATEWAY OF LIFE

T WAS midnight when the night super-
intendent called and told me No. 27
had died. I rose. The thing was no

surprise. I had known it was going to
happen. No. 27 had told me so himself.
None the less, I went to.his room. Routine
in the mental hospital had nothing to do
with that strange secret held in common
between myself:and the man—that strange
state of affairs which had\ enabled him to

\
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He had willed his astral self
across the cosmic void, and
found his soul-mate on another planet.
Could the magnet of love draw him
safely to Palos forever, forsaking the
mortal chains of his earthbound body?
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predicate his own death so accurately.

And yet as I mounted the stairs to the
room where his body now lay as a worn-
out husk I had none of the feeling which
so customarily assails the average mortal
in such an hour. To me it was not as
though he had died. To my mind in those
moments it was no more than the casting
aside by the activating spirit of that in-
strument which for its own ends it had
used. The body then was a husk indeed—
an emaciated, worn-out thing which, be-
cause of our mutual secret, I knew had
been kept alive by the sheer force of the
spiritual tenant, now remoyved.

I stood looking down upon it, with very
much the same sensations one might
have in viewing the tool once plied by the
hand of a friend. It was nothing more
than that really. Jason Croft'had used it
while he had need of its manipulation,
and when his need was accomplished he
had simply laid it down.

Jason Croft. Dead? I felt an impulse
to smile in most improper fashion. Not at

The mob jostled—pressed closer
to the carriage of the captives.
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all. The man was not only not dead, but
I knew—as positively as I knew I was
presently going to leave the room where
his dead shell lay on a hospital bed and
return to my own quarters—exactly where
he had gone,

The statement sounds a bit as though
I were better qualified as an inmate than
the superintendent of an institution for
the care of the insane. And I don't sup-
pose it will help any for me to add that I
had seen Jason Croft die before—or that
he had informed me on the former oc-
casion, though in less specific fashion, of
his approaching end.

That was after he had told me a most
remarkable tale, which, in spite .of its
almost incredible nature, I found myself
strongly inclined to believe. It had con-
cerned Croft’s adventures on another
planet—Palos—one of the spheres in the
universe -of the Dog Star Sirius, t0 which
he had traveled first by astral projection,
but on which he had found means to-es-
tablish an actual existence in the flesh.

“Unbelievable—ecan a man be dead and
yvet live again?” you will say. Well, yes,
but— Croft’'s earth body died just as he
had told me it would, and was buried, and
time passed, and this patient-No. 27 was
committed to the institution of which I
was the head; and when I went to examine
and inspect him, he asked me to dismiss
the attendants, and then he spoke to me
in the voice of Jason Croit.

More than that, he took up the story of
his adventures where he had left off in
the previous instance, admitted freely that
he had reversed the experiment by which
he had gained material existence on Palos,
and, driven by the necessity of gaining
knowledge for use in his new estate, had
deliberately returned to earth. Unbeliev-
able, you will say again. And again 1
answer:

“Yes—but wait.”

Croft was a physician, even as am 1.
He was a scientific man. In addition he
was a student of the occult—the science
of the mind, the spirit, and its control of
the physical forces of life.

He was an earth-born man. The home
In which,I first met him contained the
greatest private collection of works on the
subject I have ever seen. In dying he left
them to me—I have them all about me.
They are mine. According to his state-
ments and his notations on margins, he
had gone so far in his investigations that

he could project the astral consciousness

anywhere at will. And when I say any-
where, I mean it in the literal sense.

Many men have mastered the astral
control on the earthly plane. Croft had
carried it to an ultimate degree. He shook
off the envelope of the earth atmosphere,
led. thereto, as he frankly confessed in our
conversations, by the attraction of a fem-
inine spirit, though he did not know it at
the time, and recognized it only when he
first viewed Naija—Princess of Tamarizia—
on a distant star.

I had dabbled in the occult to some
eXxtent myself. Hence when he spoke of
the doctrine of twin souls he had no fur-
ther need to explain. He alleged that since’
a child the Dog Star had called him subtly
through the years in a way he could not
explain. Once having come into her
presence, however, he knew that it was
Naia—the feminine counterpart of his na-
ture—whose existence on the other planet
had called across the void to him. Or so
he claimed. And certainly his portrayal
of the events-on Palos were characterized
by a detail that made the atmosphere of
his- alleged other existence most vividly
plain.

To an accomplishment of his marrying
her, Croft declared that he had done 2a
weirdly wonderful thing. Discovering 2a
Palosian dying of a mental rather than a
physical ailment, he had waited until his
death occurred, then appropriated the
still physically viable body to himself, as
he most comprehensively explained, de-
scribing his act in a scientific way that
counseled belief while staggering the mind.

Over that body he obtained absolute
control, exactly as he had gained the same
ability with his own. For a time there-
after he led a sort of dual existence, some-
times on Palos, sometimes on earth, until
he had fully shaped his plans. Then, and
then oOnly, did he voluntarily forsake the
mundane life to enter that other and
fuller existence he felt that Naia of Aphur
could make complete.

T QUESTIONED him closely. I was faced

by a most amazing thing. I took up
first the question of time required in pass-
ing from earth to Palos. He smiled and
replied that outside the mental atmos-
phere a man time ceased to exist; that it
was man’s measure of a portion of etern-
ity, and nothing more, and that he could
not use what was non-existent, hence
reached Palos as quickly in the astral
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condition as I could span the gulf between
that member of the Dog Star’s Pack and
earth in thought. All other points I raised
he met. Even so it was a good deal of a
shock to find my new patient speaking to
me with Croft’s evident understanding,
looking at me out of what seemed oddly
like Croft’s eyes.

But in the end I was convinced. The
man knew too much. He was too utterly
conversant with Croft’s accomplishments,
his aims and ambitions and hopes, to be
anyone but Croft himself. And, too, he
nalvely explained that it was a poor rule
that would not work two ways, and that

<

Jason Croft really, secondly from the piti-
able wreck he had employed on his re-
turn, that worn-out husk which had just
died—had produced on me a somewhat
odd effect. So clearly had he portrayed the
events and emotions which had swayed
him in his almost undreamed courtship of
the Aphurian princess that I had come to
accept the characters he mentioned as ac-
tually existent persons, acquaintances al-
most, iust as, in spite of all established
precedent, I still regarded Croft himself
as alive.

Naia of Aphur—many a time as I lis-
tened to his account of their association

Those who read ‘““Palos of the Doz Star Pack” (Famous Fantastic Mysteries, October
1941) and ‘““The Mouthpiece of Zitu” (November 1942) wili remember that Dr. Jason
Croft, having during his psychic investigations gained complete control over his astral
form, lands while wandering among the planets of outer space upon Palos, one of the
spheres of the universe which includes the Dog Star. There he sees and falls in love with
Naia, Princess of Tamarizia, and, seizing upon the body of a Palosian about to die, he
enters into it, and in this form, with his advanced knowledge soon makes himself a power
on-the planet. Several times he returns to his own body on earth; but finally, having won
the love of Naia, married her and made himself practical dictator of the planet, he allows
his earth body to die and goes to Palos for good. This is the status of things when in the
present story he again gets into communication with his friend (the narrater) Dr. Mur-
ray. Of the present story we will only say: ‘“Yon know that the first one was good and the

second better; the third is undoubted;ly the best of the trilogy.”

- _' .

he had therefore repeated his experiment

in galning a Palosian body when he felt _

the pressing need of a return to earth.

This night, earlier in the evening, he
had bidden me goodbye—told me he was
ecolng back to Naia, the woman he had
dared so much to win, his mate who ere
long was to bear him, Jason Croft of Earth,
a child. And now—well, now as before, it
would seem he had kept his word. Jascn
Croft was dead again.

Is it any wonder that I felt that strange,
almost amused desire to smile? Dead! Why,
Croft, in so far as I knew him, could prac-
tically laugh at death—he was a man who
had actually demonstrated, if one believed
his narrative, of course, the truth of the
saying that the spirit is the life. He was
a man, who, because of the needs of his
spirit, had deliberately switched his exis-
tence from one to the other of two spheres.

I gave what directions were needed for
the disposal of No. 27's body, returned to
my bed, and stretched myself out. But I
didn’t sleep all that morning. I buried
myself in thought.

Both the narratives to which I had lis-
tened—Arst from the man I knew to be

B

I had thrilled to the picture of that supple
girl with her crown of golden hair, her
crimson lips, her violet-purple eyes. So
real she had come to seem that I had felt
I would know her had I seen her with my
physical rather than .my mental vision.
So real indeed was ner mental picture that
when he told me she was about to become
a mother I had cried out, on impulse, that
I wished as a medical man I might attend
her—would be glad to see the light in her
eyes when they first beheld his, Jason’s,
child.

And Croft had replied, “Man, I could
love you for that,” and he flashed me an
understanding smile.

So now that he was gone back to her—
I lay on my bed unsleeping, and let all he
had told %*ne unroll in a sort of mental
panorama, dealing wholy with the Palo-

sian world.

Tamarizia! It was into the empire Croft
blundered blindly when he went to Palos
first—a series of principalities surround-
ing the shore of a vast inland sea, with
the exception of a central state—the seat
of the imperial capital, embracing the
island of Hiranur located in the sea itself,
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and Nodhur to the west and south. From
the central sea a narrow strait led into an
outer ocean to the west.

This was known as the Gateway. To the
north was Cathur, a rugged, mountainous
state, the seat of national .learning, in its
university at the capital city of Scira, and
east of Cathur was Mazhur, known as the
Lost State at the time of Croft’s first ar-
rival, because it had been wrested from
the empire some .fifty years before, in a
war with Zollaria, a hostile nation to the
north.

Croft, after gaining physical life on
Palos, succeeded in winning it back, and
in gaining thereby the consent of Nala’s
father, Prince Lakkon, and her uncle,
Jadegor, King of: Aphur, to their marriage,
It was at this point his narrative had
ended first.

East of Mazhur, still hugging the sea
and extending into the hinterland of the
continent was Bithur. And Milidhur joined
Bithur to the south. West of Milidhur,
completing the circle, was Aphur—the
name meaning literally “the land to the
west” or “toward the sun.” Aphur was the
southern pillar of the Gateway, ending at
the western strait. Nodhur lay south of
Aphur, gaining access to the sea by the
navigable river Na, on whose yellow flood
moved a steady stream of cornmerce driven
by sail and oar until Croft revolutionized
transportation by producing alcohol-
driven motors. And— if I were to believe
his second account—since then he had ac-
tually electrified the nation, harnessing
mountain streams to generate the force.

Except for the waterways, traffic prior
to Croft’s innovations was by conveyances
drawn by the gnuppa—a creature half
deer, half horse, in appearance—or by
means of caravans of the enormous beast
called sarpelca, resembling some huge
Silurian lizard, twice the size of an ele-
phant, with a pointed tail, scale-armored
back, camel-like neck, and the head of a
marine serpent tentacle-fringed about the
mouth.

They were driven by reins affixed to
these fleshy appendages, and streamed
across the Palosian deserts, bearing huge
merchandise cargoes upon their massive
backs.

NDEED, it was a wonderful world into

which Croft had projected himself.
Babylonian in seeming he had described
it to me at first.

North of Tamarizia was Zollaria, in-

r':1;|

habited by a far more warlike race. Its
despotic government had long cast a cov-
etous eye on the Central Sea, through
which, and the rivers emptying into its
expanse, most of the profitable trade lanes
were reached. Tamarizia, controlling the
western Gateway, had remained master
even after the fall of Mazhur, collecting
toll from the Zollarian craft on her rivers
despite the foothold gained on her nor-
thern coast.

East of Tamarizia, beyond Bithur and
Milidhur, lay Mazzeria, peopled by a race
little above the aborigine in their social
life. Tatar-like, the Mazzerians shaved
their heads of all save a single tuft of hair,
with a most remarkable effect, since the
race was blue of complexion and the pre-
vailing color of their hailr was red.

Mazzeria, at the time of Croft’s incursion
into the planet’s affairs, was the acknowl-
edged ally of Zollaria, although at peace
with Tamarizia. In earlier times, however,
numbers of them had been taken captive
in border wars and brought to both na-
tions as slaves. These, .in so far as Tam-
arizia was concerned, had later been freed
and given citizenship of a degree consti-
tuting in their ranks the lowest or serving
caste. -

Each state was governed by a king, by
hereditary succession, in conjunction with
a national assembly consisting ofi a dele-
gate elected by each ten thousand or
deckerton of civil population. The occu-
pant of the imperial throne was elected
for a period of ten years by vote of the
several states.

On Croft’s advent, Scythys—a dotard—
had been king of Cathur, with his son
Kyphallos, the crown prince, a profligate
of the worst type, sunk under the charms
of Kalamita, a Zollarian adventuress of
ereat beauty, with whom he had plotted
the surrender of Cathur. to her nation in
return for the Tamarizian throne with
Kalamita by, his side.

Jadeor of Aphur, scenting the danger,
had sought to bind the northern prince to
Tamarizian fealty through a marriage with
Naia, his sister’'s child. To win Naia and
overthrow Zollaria’s scheme had been
Jason’s task. The introduction of both the
motor and firearms enabled him to over-
throw the flower of Zollaria’s hosts on a
couple of bloody fields. Victory gained and
Zollaria forced to cede Mazhur after fifty
vears of occupation, Croft prevailed upon
the nation to accept a democratic form of
government, it being at the end of Emperor
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Tamhys’s term. This was aceomplished
without too much difficulty.

As to the Tamarizians themselves, they
were a white and well-formed race. Their
women held equal place with men. They
believed in the spirit and a future life.
They had made no small progress in the
sciences and arts. They worked metal,
gold being as common as iron on Palos.

They tempered copper also and used it
in innumerable ways. ‘They wove fabrics
of great beauty, one being a blend of vege-
table fiber and spun gold. They cuf and
polished jewels. They had a system of
judiciaries?and courts and a medical and
surgical knowledge of sorts.

They were a fairly moral and naturally
modest people. Their clothing was worn
for protection and ornamentation, rather
than for any other purpose. It was donned
and doffed as the occasion required, with-
out comment being aroused. In women 1t
consisted, rich and poor, of a single gar-
ment falling to the Knee or just below it,
cinctured about the body and caught over
one shoulder by a Jeweled or metal boss,
leaving the other shoulder, arm, and upper
chest exposed. To this was added sandals
of leather, metal, or wood, held to the foot
by a toe and instep band and lacings
running well up the calves.

Men of wealth and soldiers generally
wore metal casings, jointed to the sandal
to permit of motion and extending upward
to the knees. Men of caste wore also a soft
shirt or chemise beneath 'a metal cuirass
or embroidered tunic. Save on formal oc-
casions the serving classes wore a narrow
cincture about the loins.

Agriculture was highly developed, and
they had advanced far in architecture,
painting and sculpture. They lavished
much time and expense in Dbeautifying
their homes. They had well-constructed
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caravan roads. As Croft had pointed out,
he found them an intelligent race waiting,
ready to be trained to a wider craft.

And among them, in Naia of Aphur, he
believed he had found his twin soul. And
he had set about winning her in a fashion
such as no other man, 1 frankly believe,
would have dared.

He had won her according to his belief
and returned to earth, for the last time,
ere he should return and make her his
bride. He had told me about it, and he had
cast off his earthly body, severing the last
tie that held him from his ]ai-fe in Palos.
He had died.

He had gone back and found his plans
disarranged through the actions of Zud,
the high priest of Zitra, the eapital city of
Hiranur, where he had left Naja waiting
his return in the Temple of Ga, the
Eternal Mother—the Eternal Woman, in
the Zitran pyramid. Zud, moved by Croft's
works and by a story told him by Abbu,
a priest who Knew Jason’s story, had pro-
claimed him Mouthpiece of Zitu, thereby
raising an insurmountable barrier, as 1t
seemed,-between him and Naia, since celi-
bacy was one of the tenets of the Tamar-
izian priests. And yet Croft had won fto
her, overcoming all obstacles, even winning
9, second war, with all Mazzeria egged on,
her armies officered by Zollarians in dis-
guise this time, ere he gained the goal of
his desire.

These things had been told me inside
the last few weeks by No. 27—the man
who had been committed to the institution
for a dissociation of personality,'at which
he quietly laughed after he had obtained
my ear; because he wished to gain con-
tact with me, who knew his former story,
and win my aid toward the fulfillment
of his miston.

Only he wasn’t dead, and I knew it as I
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lay there with the names of men and
women of the Palosian world buzzing in
my head. He had gone back to them, now
that his work was ended—to Naia, his
golden-haired, purple-eyed mate—to Lak-
kon, her father: to Jadgor, her uncle, and
-‘Robur his son, governor now of Aphur in
the palace where his father, president of
the Tamarizian republic, had been king;
to Robur, who, like a second Jonathan,
‘had ever been Croft’s loyal assistant and
friend, and Gaya his sweet and matronly
wife; to Magur, high priest of Himyra, the
ruling red city of Aphur, by whom Croft
and Nala were bethrothed to Zud himself,
to whom he had taught the truth of astral
control.. And I found myself portraying
them as Croft had described them, pred-
{cating their thoughts and feelings, as I
might have done those of any man or
woman I knew on earth.

Actually I was projecting my intellect,
If not my consciousness, to Palos. The
thought came to me. In spirit; if not in
perception, I was there for the moment
with.  my friend. In spirit at least I was
bridging with little effort billions of actual
miles. Thought and spirit and soul. They
are strange things. Croft, 1f 1 was any
judege, had gone back to Naia—and there

was I lylng, picturing the scene, where she-

walted for his coming in their home high
In the western mountains of Aphur, given
to them by Lakkon, a wedding gift, after
the war with Mazzeria was won. Croft
had gone back to Palos, and here was I
picturing the thing in my spirit, certainly
as plainly as any earth scene I had-ever
kEnown. |

His body would be lying there, covered
with soft fabrics, waiting for its tenant
on a couch of wine-red wood such as the
Tamarizians used—or perhaps of molded
copper. And Naia—the woman who had
given him her life, would be watching,
watching for the first stir of his returning.

Only—I smiled—Croft had told me he
could gain Palos as quickly in the con-
sciousness as I could project myself there
in my mind—so, by now, that stirring of
her strong man’s limbs, beneath the eyes
of the fair watcher,; had occurred, and
once more those two were together.

I smiled again.

The picture of that reunion appealed.
There was nothing else to it at the in-
stant. For even in my wildest imaginings
I did not in the least suspeect what its
nearness, its clearness, the vividness of
its seeming, might portend. "

O, EVEN though I myself had delved
more or less deeply into occult lore,
with a resulting knowledge of the subject
that had brought about the sympathetie
understanding of all Croft had told me
from first to last, I had little or no con-
ception that night of the inward meaning
of the distinctness with which I could con-
jure up the scene of his return to Naia, or
to where the ability might lead. Rather,
I felt merely that through his narrative
of her waoing he had-built up within my
mental cells a picture of the fair girl now
his bride, so clear, so positive in seeming,
that to me she appeared no more than a
charming personality—a feminine ac-
quaintance, such as one might on occasion
meet. She was no more removed, so far
as my feeling of famiharlty with- her was
concerned, than had her-residence- been not
on Palos, but simply across the street. It
is-so easy to bridge distance 'in the mind.

I slept after a time, as one will, drifting
from continued thought upon one subject
Into slumber. And I woke with the thought
of Croft’s weird homecoming still in mind.
It stayed with me more or less, too, in the
succeeding days. o

Naia of Aphur! Oddly I dwelt upon her.
Jason himself had told me that she knew
me—had ~actually seen me—that he had-
brought her to earth’ more than once in
the astral body—had pointed me out to her
as the one earth man who knew and be=-
lieved his story—that she looked upon me
as a friend.

The thing seemed some way to establish
a sort of personal bond, just as the secret
Croft and I had kept between us made me
feel toward him as I have never felt to-
ward any other man.

Jason Croft and Naia of Aphur—the in-
terplanetary lovers. It was certainly odd.
I knew her, even though I had never seen
her; save through the instrumentality of
his description of her, and the resultant
picture printed on my mind. Yet I could
close my eyes at will and see her, slender,
golden-haired, with her lips of flaming
scarlet, and her violet-purple eyes.

And I knew her home. I could lft it
tnto my conscious perception as a familiar
scene. I could imagine her moving about
it, young, vibrant, happy, alone or with
Croft by her side. I could fancy her bath-
ing In the sun-warmed waters of the pri-
vate bath in the garden—the gleam of her

form against the clear yellow stone of

which it was constructed-—until she seemed
the little silver fish Croft had called her,
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disporting In a bowl of gold, behind the
white, screening, vine-clad walls. Or I could
dream of her walking about the grounds,
with the giant Canor—the huge, doglike
creature she called Hupor, who was at once
her pet, her companion, and guard. Dis-
tant? Why, shé seemed no more distant
to me in the days after Croft had gone
back to be with her when her child would
be born than some fair maid of earth
waiting for the coming of her lover across
a dividing wall in an adjacent yard.

And yet so blind is the objective mind,
that even then I did not suspect I had
established a sympathetic chain of Interest
between the atmosphere of her existence
and myself, capable of stretching out to a
most peculiar climax in the -end. Then.
one night something over a month after
No. 27 had died and been laid away, I

dreamed.
I don’t say I thought of it as a dream at

the time. Then it was all too seriously, too
erippingly, real to seem other than the
actual thing. It was only after it.was over
that I thought of it as a dream—perhaps
because, despite the occurrence and all
Croft had told me, I was still not fully

convinced. |
Later-—well, that’s the story. I'll let It

unfold- itself.

I went to bed that night and fell asleep.
How long I slept I do not know. But a
voice disturbed my slumbers after a time.
At least it disturbed the restful uncon-
sciousness of my spirit. To this day I am
not sure whether or not my body moved.

“Murray—Murray.” I heard it, dimly at
first, but insistent. It kept repeating itself
over and over. Beyond doubt someone was
demanding my attention. I sought to rouse.

“Murray—in the name of Zitu—and Azll

I stiffened my attention. It was nothing
short of startling to hear those words

spoken.
7Zitu was God in the Tamarizian lan-

guage, as I knew, and Azl was the Angel of
Life—as Ga was the Virgin Mother. Ga
.and Azil—the mother and the life-bringer
—they were the ones to whom the Tama-
rizian women most frequently prayed. I
gave over my endeavor to waken my sleep-
ing body and lay straining the ears of my
spirit to the voice.

It came -again. Whoever the speaker
was, he seemed to know he had stirred my

conscious preception.
“Murray—I need your advice—your
council. Nala needs you. It’s life and death,

Murray. You told me you would gladly
render her assistance as a physician. Mur-
ray—will you come?”

My spirit staggered. It was most amazing.
For now I Kknew that the speaker was Jason
Croft. |

I knew that he was appealing to me in
the name of Zitu and Azil—in the name of
motherhood—that he was calling on me
as a brother physician, by the oath of my
profession—in the name of all that was
highest and holiest in life.

I knew that Naia’s hour was upon her—
and I knew it as clearly as if the thing
were taking place somewhere within a
neighboring home on earth. I lay and let
the knowledge beat in upon me. I recalled
in a flash all he had told me concerning
medical knowledge on Palos. If some com-
plication in the birth of their child im-
pended, theré would be none on that far
planet to whom he could turn for aid. He
knew more than all the physicians of Palos
put together, but—

“Murray!” the voice repeated. “Murray,
in the name of God!”

HERE was a desperate urge—a desper-

ate plaint about it. I reached a decision.
I had never married. There was no one
dependent upon me. With a strange thrill
I realized the fact. If I failed to return
from this strangest of calls to which a
medical man was ever bidden, i1f the body
of me were not to be revived, I would be
little missed.

So what did it matter? A man—or most
men—surely could die but once; and how
better than in performing the duty of a
physician, In an endeavor to save other
life? I recall now that such thoughts
flitted swiftly through my braln, and left
me ready to dare the venture suggested
by Croft’s voice, if thereby I might render
an intimate service to him and Naia of
Aphur, in spirit if not in the flesh.

“Murray!”

Again the agony of a strong man'’s appeal
for all he held dearest in existence.

I think the lips of my sleeping material
heing must have moved at last. Be that
as it may, I know 1 answered:

HYes-ll

And 1 know Croft sensed my acquies-
cence, for his response was beating into
my consciousness in a flash.

“Then—fix your mind on our home in
the western mountaing, visualize it, Mur-
ray, as I have described it to you. Will
your conscious presence within it. I shall



44 FANTASTIC NOVELS

be watting for you. Call up the scene and
demand that our will be granted. Think
of nothing else.”

Bave for the directions for reaching to
him, the thing was as real as a telephone
message, and the assurance that the hus-
band of your patient would be waiting your
arrival at bis house. But there was about
Croft’s promise to await my coming a defi-
nite note of conviction in my ability to en-
compass our mutual purpose that aided me
most materially in what. followed, as I now
confess. e,

He was 80O seeml.ngly sure that I would
not fail them—that what assistance I could
render would be granted—that for the time
being it overthrew all doubt of success.
Too, I had grown so accustomed to think-
ing of Naia of Aphur as a woman—a pal-
pitant creature of radiant flesh and blood
—that the very reality of her seeming
robbed somewhat of its weirdness, its eery
quality, the fact that I was about to re-
spond in the astral body to an yrgent
medical call. Conscilously then I sought to
follow Croft’s directions.

I fastened my thought on his Aphurian
home. -

I strove to exclude everything else from
my mind. I brought up the picture of it
as a thing at the end of a distant vista,
down which I must pass to attain it, and
—all at once that picture moved!

I say it moved, because that 1s how |t
at first appeared. At all events, it seemed
to come toward me with amazing swiit-
ness.

For an Instant my comprehension

faltered, and then I knew. I knew I had .

gained my purpose—that I was astrally
out of my body, even though I had not
known the instant when I had left it; that
I was speeding with incredible rapidity
toward the scene into which I had wished
to be projected; that darkness was all
about me, Hke an impenetrable wall; that
I was Hke one in an infinite, an Intermin-
able tunnel, with the lighted picture I had
confured up at the end.

Then that too faded, dissolved, lost its
comprehensive quality, and gave place to
more finite detail, and—I was In a room.
But 1t was not strange. I knew it— recog-

nized it instantly, thanks to Croft's pre-
vious words.

Its walls were hung with purple hang-
ings shot through with threads of gold.
There was a shallow pool of water In its
center edged round with white and golden
tiles. Beside it on a pedestal of wine-red

wood there stood a figsure—the form of a
man straining upward as'if for flight, with
outstretched arms and uplifted wings,
translucent—formed of a substance not
unlike alabaster—the shape of Azil.

That too I recognized in a flash, and I
seemed to catch my breath. At last I was
on Palos! This was Azil,"the Angel of Life,

Te me—poised@ by the mirror pool in

| ,ue chamber of Naia of Aphur—ablaze now

‘with the light of many incandescent bulbs
in copper sconces against the walls. All
this I saw, and became conscious that, as
well as light, the chamber was now full of
life.

Nala of Aphur! She lay before me on
a copper-moulded couch—and I turned my
eyes upon her, her body beneath coverings
of silklike fabric.

A woman, of whom two were in attend-
ance, wearing the blue garment embroi-
dered with a scarlet heart above the left
breast—the badge of the nursing craft, as
Jason had told me—spoke to Naia in sooth-

ing accents the words of which I could not
understand.

“Murray!”

. Whirling, I beheld Jason Croft. Rather,
I seemed to see two Jason Crofts, instead
of one. One sat in a chair of the same
wine-red wood of Which the pedestal sup-
porting Azil was formed, in the posture of a
man in more than mortal slumber. One
floated toward me, ghostlike—a shimmer-~_
Ing, shifting, vaporlike semblance of the
other as to physical shape.

And it was this second Croft tnat
seemed to speak.

1 say seemed, because as 1 recall the
episode now I know that communication
was in reality by thought transference,
although it appeared then to reach the
understanding In the form of spoken
words. It came over me instantly that
Jason. had purposely assumed the astral

condition to welcome me on my arrival
here.

HAD been too much occupied with my

surroundings until then to give thought
to my own possible appearance. But as I
put out a hand in answer to his single
word of greeting, I found.it no more than
a thin, diaphanous cloud. I was even as he
was—a nebulous something. Still, that was
to be expected. I put it aside and consid-
ered the man before me. The features of
his astral presence were actually haggard,
marked by a suffering plainly mental, yet
akin in its way to.the lines that contorted
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Naia of. Aphur’'s face in her present
mortal woe.

“Croft, In God’s name what is the trou-
ble?” 1 asked as once more a low sound of
smothered anguish came from the couch
behind me.

Nor do I think I overshot the mark In
declaring what followed to have been the
most remarkable medical consultation
mortal man might know. He lost no time
in explaining the situation. It wasn’t his
way.

He gave me at once an exact and
scientific understanding of her condition,
ending his narration simply:

“Murray, you know how I love her. 1
faced the thing as long as I could have
alone. And then—knowing all that de-
pended on me-—I became unnerved, and
called for you. There was no one else—
and you’d said you’d be glad to attend her.
Can you blame me, my friend, now that
you see her?”

I shook my head in negation, turning it
for an instant toward the glorious woman
shape on the .copper bed. “Can she see
me? Does she know I am here? Can I speak
with her?” I questioned.

“She will sense your presence at least,”
Croft said. “I shall revivify my body and
draw the chair in which it is sitting close
beside the couch. You will sit there, Mur-
ray, and I shall tell her you are present,
watching, nerving me to my task. before
I set to work. She knows I called you,

Murray, and now you must help us both.
Your brain must use my hands to save
her. Come—what do you advise me to do,
Murray?”

I told him as soon as he had brought
his almost panting response to an end.

His exposition of the problem we faced had'

made it dreadiully plain.

He heard me out and then nodded with-

set lips.
“I—I'll do it, Murray.,” he said. “I—I felt

it was the thing, but—without counsel—,

simply on my own judgment, I could not
do it. And—you must coach me. I'll work
in a purely subjective condition. That way,
even in the body, I'll be able to sense the
guiding impulse of your brain. God, man,
how I need you! Come!"”

The form beside me vanished. The body
in the chair flung up its head and rose.
It pushed the chair it had occupied quite
to the side of the copper couch, and

5

;

bent to speak to the woman who lay upaon.

it.
I followed. I sank into the seat pro-

vided. Croft straightened. Naia turned
her head directly toward me.

I looked for the first time into her
violet-purple eyes.

They were clear, steadfast, flawless as &
perfect amethyst, though darkened by the
ordeal through which she was passing—

the eyes of a true woman, high-spiriteq,;

brave, loyal, and pure. They strained to-
ward me. And suddenly she threw out &
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perfectly rounded arm, a slender hand, as
one who asks for succor. Her lips parted,

and once more she smiled, a smile so wist-
fully yearning that my whole heart an-
swered its appeal.

This was Naia of Aphur—wife of my
friend Jason Croft. In that instant I felt
she was worth all that he had dared to
win her. This was Naia, the woman who

months ago had told him that in-the si-
lence of the night she had heard the beat-

ing ‘of the wings of Azil, the bringer of
new life, because of which I was here now
beside her in that holiest of moments in a
medical man’s existence, when with hand
and brain he waits to welcome a new life’s

birth. |
Her lips moved. Distinctly I heard her
speak:

“Dr. Murray—egood friend of my beloved,
who tells me of your presence in response
to his appeal for your assistance to us—I
Thrice

bid you welcome to our home.
welcome are you, upon whose coming de-

pends, as he tells me also, our future hap-
piness together, as well as the life of our

child.”
She addressed me most surprisingly in

English, until I bethought me that Croft

had doubtless taught her the tongue, ex-
actly as he had taught her so much else;

to fly the first airplane in Palos, the contirol
Her words moved

of the astral body itself.
me oddly. I rose to answer:

“I am more than happy to be here,
Princess Naia, and to bid you be of good
cheer, remembering that even now Azil

stands close by the gateway of life, in
charge of a newborn soul.”

And then I sank back, confused. I had
spoken wholly on impulse, voicing the in-
most emotions of my heart, forgetting my
nebulous condition entirely for the instant,
in the spell of what seemed so real. With
a feeling akin to acute annoyance at my
inabllity to speak thus to her directly I re-

sumed my chair.

But even so, it seemed that I had reached
her—that in some way akin to that in
which Croft had assured me he would be
able to follow my mental direction while
working, she had sensed my meaning and

intention. Women are intuitive by nature,

more susceptible to the waves of a personal
or thought vibration. Her lips moved again

as I ceased speaking.

“Azil,” she whispered.

soul is so long in passing, my friend.”
I turned to Croft.

“Come,” I hurled my thought force to-

“But—that new

ward him. “Let us spare her more bodily
anguish than must be endured. Let us
make an end.”

Of what followed I shall say no word.
Suffice it to state that Jason Crof{ labored,
grim of lips and pallid of feature; that I
sat in that weirdest position of assistance
capable of conception; that the lights
burned on in that room where the pale
form of Azil spread his wings on the ped-
estal of wine-red wood; that the eyes of
Naia of Aphur widened untll they were
two dark pools: no more than fringed by
the purple iris; that the .two female at-
fendants waited, intent on naught save the
catching, the rendering of obedience to
each of Croft’s intense though low-pitched
words.

And then suddenly the man turned to
me a face transfigured past anything I had
ever pictured-—a thread of sound—a wail-
ing, trailing vibration—the first note of
waking vocal strings, pulsed through the
room-—and Jason Croft the physician, the
father, was kneeling beside that couch of
copper, no longer the iron-nerved worker,
the laborer for unborn life, but the hus-
band, the lover, clasping the slender body
of Nala of Aphur in his arms, and shaken
by a strong man’s sobs. I turned away my
eyes.

And then his voice boomed out, strange-
ly exalted and triumphant:

“Murray—we win—win, man—thanks to
you and—God!”

I turned back. Croft spoke to one of the
attendants. She crossed to a curtained
doorway and lifted the purple drapings.
There stole into the room a girl of Maz-
zeria—a. graceful creature, for all the odd
blue color of her skin. Twin braids of
ruddy hair fell from her head to her waist.
Her figure held all the untrammeled lithe-
ness of a panther as she advanced. Across
her outstretched arms she bore a pure

-white cloth.

Upon it, the child of Jason Croft and
Naia of Aphur was placed.

She wrapped the fabric about it, crad-
ling it against her breast. She turned to
Naia, smiling, sinking down beside her on
her supple rounded thighs.

And then—for one brief instant I saw
the light of the Madonna flame in those
wonderful eyes—the light with which Naia
the mother looked first on Jason’s—son.

Croft addressed me.

“Maia,” he said softly., “I've described

‘her to- you before 1f you remember, Mur-

ray. She asked that you might be per-
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mitted to attend the—the little one.”

His voice broke. His face was weary,
overstrained, worn. I understood. The
graceful girl was Naia's personal attend-
ant—the Mazzerian woman, who lad aided
her mistress in saving Croft’s life at a time
when he was taken captive during the
Mazzerian war. I nodded my comprehen-
sion. He bent again as though by Iirre-

sistible attraction above the couch where

the blue girl still was kneeling, and Naia
seemed waiting his undivided attention.
Once more I turned my head. It was the
holy moment—the hour of realization be-
tween man and woman.

Through the half-drawn curtains of a
window, light stole into the room. It
shamed the incandescents in their sconces.
A finger of golden glory touched the tips
of the upflung wings of Azil. With a start,
I realized that the night of anguish was
ended—that new life had come into the

house of Jason with—the dawn.

e

CHAPTER 11

THE CHRISTENING

WENT toward the curtains and stood
looking out between then® removing
{ so far as I could even my invisible
presence from the tableau behind me.

The attendants were moving about. I
heard the soft pad of their gnuppa-hide
sandaled feet, the softened tones of their
voices. I heard Naia speaking and Croft’s
deeply quivering answer, and once more
the wail of the child.

“Murray,” Jason was speaking to me. 1
sensed his touch on my arm. Again he
was in astral form. “Come, while the wom-
en perform their task.”

My glance shot beyond him to where his
physical body was seemingly lost in a leth-
argy of exhaustion, once more in the red
wood chair. It did more. It fell on Naia.
The ray of sunlight had lowered as Sirius
had mounted above the eastern horizon.
It made her golden tresses seem more than
ever an aureole about her face on the pil-
low—a face grown exquisitely tender,
lichted-not merely with the sun of morn-
ing, but by the inner, the newly ignited
glow of motherhood. I turned from it and
followed Croft through the curtained door-
way of the chamber, onto the balcony,
along which one approached the room.

He had described it minutely to me, but
even so 1 marveled at it as -we stood to-
gether, sensing its proportions, its brilliant

yet not offensive blendings of yellow and

white and red. White was the balcony rail
about it, red and yellow the alternating
tiles that paved its floors. Red and yellow,
too, were the steps of the stairs that
mounted to the balcony from either end
of the court, and red the carven pillars
that supported the balcony on a series of
arches, between which pure white exam-
ples of Palosian sculpture showed. Golden
were the plates of glass in the roof above
us—open mainly now to the air of heaven,
that the flowers and plants and shrubs
which dotted the unpaved portions of the
court beneath us might breathe.

And then I -think I must have started
very much as Croft himself had done the
first time he beheld such a sight, as I be-~
came conscious of a man, blue as the blue
girl of Mazzeria in the room behind me,
wearing upon his shaven poll a single flam-
ing tuft of red. He was a stalwart man,
and he bore a skin equipped with a sprin-
kling-nozzle upon his back while he
sprayed the beds of growing vegetation—
accompanied in his occupation by a slow-
stalking beast remarkably like a hound.

Croft noted the direction of my glance
and manner. “Mitlos—our majordomo, and
Hupor,” he said and smiled. “Zitu man,
when I told you about them, the last thing
I dreamed was that some day you should

see them.” -

“And now?” I returned with a strange
Inclination to chuckle as I thought that
Jason was no longer alone in being the
first mortal to reach Palos in the astral
presence, even though his potent will had
helped me to my present. position.

“And now”—he laughed in a tone of ex-
ultation—'""you see not only them, but me,
husband of Tamarizia’s most beautiful
woman, and thanks to you—the father of

her child.”
“Nonsense,” I exclaimed, doubly abashed

by-his praise and my thoughts of a mo-
ment before, “I did nothing-——what can a
ghost accomplish?”’

He turned fully toward me. His eyes
burned with the strong fire of his spirit.

“I came here even as you are, Murray,
and’”’—he waved a hand in a comprehen-
sive gesture—“I have accomplished this,
and other things besides—yet not so much
that this morning—the most wonderful of
all my span of eXxistence, I have either
words or deeds in which the assistance

your presence within the last few hours

gave me, may be repaid.”
~ And no matter how he voiced it, I knew
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he meant it. The sincerity of his feeling
forced itself upon me.

‘“Let-us not speak of payment,” 1 sald——
and I confess I felt embarrassed by the
value he seemed to place upon what was
no more than my agreement with his own
valuation of a- now favorably passed con-
dition. “As it happens, Croft, my presence
here was no more than the granting of an
expressed wish.”

He nodded.
the deed—isn’t 1t, Murray? I thought of
that last night. Come—I'll show you about
the place.”

Turning he led the way along the bal-
cony to one end. We went down the red
and yellow stalrs.

At their foot was a group of sculpture—
the figure of a man’ straining to defend a
crouching woman from the fangs of a
rending beast. It was of heroic size and
wonderfu]ly perfect in detail. I recalled it
from Croft’s description of it, and how once
he had told Naia that so he would defend
her were his right to do so granted. Well
—last night I had. seen him do it. I had
seen him strain body and soul to guard her
from the yawning jaws of death. I said
as much.

He gave me a glance. “You’re an odd
sort, Murray. You've a lot of the symbol-
ism, the mysticism of life in your make-
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morning air outside.”
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NCE more I followed his lead across

the red and yellow court where un-
known plants bloomed about us on every
side. Mitlos, intent on his duties, knew
not of our passing, but Hupor sensed us,
I think, and turned his huge head toward
us, and stood looking at us out of amber
eyes. Then we were outside the arch of a
doorway at the head of a flight of pure
white steps, on a far-reaching esplanade.

On every hand there were mountains,
wooded on their sides. The house stood on
one side of a natural mountain valley, in
the emerald cup of which was a tiny lake,
its waters gilded now by the rays of the
Dog Star. And winding past it, and off
along the flank of the hills in a series of
perfect tangents was a wonderfully met-
aled road. I followed its turnings until I

lost them, and my vision found ‘itself baf--

fled by a further reach of the landscape,

blanketed as it seemed beneath a mngular
dun-colored haze.

In its way the scene was not unlike that
of 2 morning on earth. I turned my eyes

“The thought is father to

back to the dim shape of Croft beside me.
He lifted an arm. “Over there is Himyra,”
hHe said, pointing, “but a ground fog 1S
hiding the desert. If you’ll look across it,
however, you'll see a silver sort of shimmer.
That's the Central Sea,”

Himyra-—the capital of Aphur—the Cen-
tral Sea. And this was Palos. The weird-
ness of the whole adventure came upon me.
It was hard to realize. And the sun up
there was Sirius and not the sun to which
I was accustomed.

Abruptly Jason chuckled. “Murray—do
you remember the night my housekeeper
thought I had died, and routed you out in
a storm, and you came to my house and
compelled me to return from Palos by the
infernal insistence of your will? Well, tit
for tat, old man. That mnight I did your
bidding, but last night I called you here.”

“Quite so0,” I assented, smiling. In a way
his remark seemed to lighten the atmos-
phere between us. I caught sight of a
rapidly moving object. ‘Look there, Croft
—that’s one of your motors or some sort of
speedy contraption coming up the road.”

He glanced down the course of what I
could not but agree he had done well at
first to compare to the anclent highways
of the Romans because of its permanent
type of construction. |

“Lakkon, by Zitu!” he exclaimed. “I tele-

ohoot D Timn ot gL, but—TI'd forgotten
all about him. He said he’d drive out the
first thing in the morning, and he seems to
be. burning the wind. See here—I’ll have
to leave you, Murray, long enough to wel-
come grandpa, if you don’'t mind.”
. I nodded. Lakkon was Naia’s father.
And it was no more than natural surely
that he should be hastening to her, es-
pecially as she was the old noble’s only
child.

“Run along,” I said. “There’s plenty to
look at. I'll amuse myself,” Then, as an
afterthought, I added, “Only don’'t spend
too much time with him. I've got to be get-
ting out of here, Croft, or someone’s likely
to fancy Dr. Murray is dead.”

It had just occurred to me that it was
morning also on-earth and that unless I
returned to my body, I couldn’t tell what
might happen in the iInstitution of which
I was the head.

Croft understood my meaning.

“You’re right. I'll be as brief as pos-
sible,” he agreed and vanished, leaving
me quite to.my own devices.

I smiled. If one considered it was rather
odd to be telling a man to go get back in-
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side his own body in order to welcome his
father-in-law in the flesh—or to contem-

plate a return flight across billions of’

ethereal miles to accomplish a reunion be-
tween my material body and myself. My-
self. I took &-"Anon hwanth-af tho-manniain
air—at least, I went through the conscious
effort with all the satisfaction of fulfill-
ment. I was myself, really. I felt it, knew
it—and I felt a buoyancy, a lightness, such
as I had never known before now that the
weight, the restraint of the body was re-

moved.
I stood and watched Lakkon’s motor

arrive. I saw Croft’s material form stalk
forth to meet him at the head of the
stairs. I saw Lakkon descend from his car
and hurry upward, the strong figure of a
man with graying hair, an expectant light
in his beardless face: I marked his dress.
It consisted of a tunic of purple, em-
broidered with an intricate design in small
green stones, skirted, falling to just above
the knees, and the metal, ankle-jointed
combination of graeves and sandals Croft
had described, plainly fashioned of gold,
and reaching above the bulge of his mus-

cular calves.
He met Croft and crashed his flat palm

upon his Shoulder with an exultant ges-
ture. Croft extended his arm and laid his
hand on Lakkon’s shoulder. The two men
passed 1nside.

I turned away. There was something
vastly formal, vastly ancient, about that
greeting—an old world atmosphere—that
spoke of age-long custom, despite the
throbbing motor in which the noble had
reached the house of his daughter. There
was almost something Biblical about it, the
thought came to me. They had met and
laid their hands on each other’s shoulders
—two strong men, and looked into one an-
other’s eyes. I knew it the Tamarizian
greeting of unfaltering friendship, no more

g greeting than a pledge.

\ffell, then, Lakkon had gone to see his
daughter. I gave a glance to the driver of
his motor—a chap dressed plainly in blue
unembroidered tunic, and copper leg-cas-
ings, with a fillet supporting a sun screen-
ing drape of purple fabric, about his head.
Then I turned and made my way into the
garden. It had occurred to me to examine
the private bath.

I found it, screened behind vine-clad
walls, and slipped inside it, past a stag-
gered entrance wall that screened its gate.
It lay before me, a limpid pool in a basin of
lemon stone like onyx save that it was

neither mottled nor veined. It shimmered
in the Sirian ray, an oblong of water as
brilliant as a bit of polished silver, inside
the expanse of the enclosure, paved with
alternating squares of rock-crystal and
pure white stone. I-stood gazing upon, it,
recalling that it was here Croft had once
met Naia of Aphur—the first time when in
defiance of all social custom on Palos, she

had yielded him her lips.

HEN I went back to the front of the

house, and seated myself on a carven
stone bench. I lifted my eyes to the light-
filled heavens. This was Palos—and up
there somewhere or down or sidewise—or
however you chose to call it—was earth.
It was like Omar as to direction when he

says:

“For Is and Is not though with rule and
line
And Up and Down without, I can define—"

Anyway, out there somewhere in the void
there floated the mundane sphere, where
the body of me might even now be exciting
consternation among the staff of the hos-
pital, where it had been moved and held a
little prestige in its work. And here was I.
Suddenly there stole over me the sensation
that the whole thing was a dream excited
by Jason’s stories—a feeling that I ought
to rouse myself and get about-my business.
I rose. I felt all at once restless, vaguely
disturbed. I turned and found Jason be-
side me.

“T was longer than I meant to be, Mur-
ray,” he said. “And, see here—1 Eknow
you'll understand me when I tell you it's
past ten o’clock on earth.”

I nodded. It was no time for misunder-
standing or niceties of speech. More and
more I was finding myself filled with a
vital urge—to be away from here and
about my own affairs.

“T'o tell the truth, with all respect to
your feelings and those of Naia, I was get-
ting impatient of your coming,” I replied.

“She sends you her deepest thanks, and
the blessings of Zitu and Ga the Mother,”
he responded quickly. “I know you know
how I feel, old fellow. Now fix your mind
on your body—and try to open 1its eyes.”

I was ready. I put out a hand and laid
it on his shoulder. He did the same. We

“looked into one another’s faces.

fSome time—you’ll come again,” Croft
told me. “And—now that we’ve established
the astral power, I'll come to you, Murray
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—and when I speak you will answer. Don't
forget it. Man—mayhap we’ll build Tama-
rizia up together—at least, I can come to
you like this from now on for knowledge
—conversation. Can you see where the
thing may lead to?” ol

“Yes,” I said.
if I don't get out of here now it may lead
a very important part of me to the grave.
Make my adieus to Naia. I'd envy you,
man, if you weren't my friend. Now—do
what you can to help me, for I'm going to
try a pretty-broad jump, as such things
are considered.”

I closed my eyes.

A sound like splintering wood assalled
my ears. A blended sound of voices beat
upon them. _

“Murray—Murray—doctor!”

There was no doubt about it. A very
human voice was calling to me—a hand

laid hold upon my shoulder—only it wasn’t .

the hand Jason Croft had laid upon it in
farewell. The thing bit into the flesh. It
seemed trying to shake me.

With an effort I lifted my lids and stared
up into the face of a hospital orderly,
strained and-anxious. I was back on earth.
there wasn'’'t any doubt about 1t. I was on
earth, in my room in the mental hospital
and in bed.

“Yes,” I sald; “yes.”
The man's breath actually hissed as he

let it out. He stammered. ‘“You’'ll excuse

us, doctor, but you didn’t show up and you.

didn't answer when we rapped—and—well
—we broke in the door at last. It seemed
best.”

His use of the pronoun arrested my at-
tention. I made another effort and sat
up. The orderly had fallen back from
my bedside as he spoke, and beyond him
I saw a nurse—a woman—not blue-robed
like those I had seen in Naia of Aphur’s
apartments, but crisply gowned in white—
and back of her the door of my own
chamber, sagging open with a broken lock.

“If’s all right, Hansen,” 1 made answer.
“T must have been pretty sound asleep.”
There wasn’t anything else to say,.any use
to attempt fuller explanation. “What time
is it?” I asked. ,

““Ten thirty,” -said the nurse, consulting
8 watch on her wrist. “You’re sure you
feel all right, doctor?”

“Perfectly,” I nodded.
draw, I'll get up.”

She left the room and Hansen followed.
I rose and began to dress. Outside a bril-.
liant sunlight was visible through my win-.

“If you'll with-

“It’s big, Croft—big. But

dows. It showed me famillar objects. The
Palosian landscape had faded. It had
been after ten when Jason had come to
me, to, as it were, speed a parting guest,
and now it was half after ten, and I was
back on earth. Well, he had told me the
gulf could be bridged by the spirit in a
flash. |

Or had he? I fumbled my way into my
garments in a somewhat clumsy fashion.
I felt odd. Just what had happened, 1
asked myself. And it was then that the
thing began to seem like a dream to me,
really, no matter how vividly real it had
seemed while it occurred. Save only for
that vividness I think I would have con-
sidered it no more than a dream indeed.

But dream or not, it continued to go
with me through all the familiar routine
of the succeeding days. It kept bobbing
up, in all its colorful details. I kept recall-
ing that gorgeous chamber in which I had
seen,. or seemed to see, Naia of Aphur. 1
could even recall the soft thud of Lakkon’s
metal sandals as he mounted toward
Jason, waiting to welcome him at the top
of a flight of pure white stairs. And I
could see again that light I had seen in
the purple eyes of Naia—that exquisite
look of the Madonna, I had seen in the
faces of other new-made mothers, and in
their eyes. Yes, if it had.- been a dream

e g

instead of an actual OCCU:L.TIll, .V iina
been very, very real.

For the life of me, I couldn’t decide.
The mind of me balked- no matter what
the spirit decreed. As an actual fact, 1
wanted to believe I was in a somewhat
similar position to men I _have known, who
tried to accept a religion, feeling their sal-
vation depended upon it, and yet could
not quite compass full acceptance in the
end.

At the last I settled down to a sort of
compromise with myself, based on my rec-
ollection of Croft’s assertion that he would
come to me some time for an astral con-
versation, similar to those meetings with
Naia he had employed to sway her de-
cision, before he finally won her and that
I myself should visit Palos some time
again. If those things happened I felt I
could give credence without reservation.
I did a lot of reading in Croft’s books and
waited. But he did not come.

A month passed and a little more, ap-
proximately such a span of time as they
called a Zitran on Palos, where the year
was a trifle longer than ours, though di-
vided in similar fashion into twelve peri-
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ods. I had about settled back into accep-
tance.- of a completely corporeal routine,
and then—once more I had word of

Jason’s son.
“Murray—Murray,” a voice whispered to

me in my slumber.

It roused me. I sat up, distinctly con-
.8cious of an inftelligent presence in my
room. |

“Murray—get out of that cloud, and let’s
talk,” what seemed a whisper prompted.

Something happened. Suddenly I was
intensely awake, and I saw—the nebulous
form of Jason, seated against the metal

rail at the foot of my bed.
“That’s better. How would you like to

take another trip to Palos?” he inquired.

He smiled as he said it, and I answered
in similar fashion. “If I can make the
round trip a little quicker I wouldn’t
mind it. What’s wrong up there now?”

“Nothing’s wrong up there. Everything’s
all right.”

His expression quickened.

happened?”
I told him, and he nodded. “Well, this

will be different as you’ll get back before
morning. Murray, both Naia and I want
very much that you should be present in
so far as you can, two nights from now,
at the christéening of our son.”

The christening of his-son. The thing
thrilled me. It was real then, and
not a dream after all. I had really gone
to Palos that night.over a month ago, and
now—Croft had kept his promise. He was
here asking me to essay the venture again.

“Of course,” he said as I delayed my
answer in the grip of full realization,
“you’ll see without being seen, but—after
it’s over—Naia wants to meet you astrally
at least. Will you come?”

Naia wanted to meet me. After the
thing was over and the others were gone,
we three would meet as Croft and I were
meeting now and establish a personal re-

lation.
“Will I?” I exclaimed. “Well, rather.”

Croft smiled. “It will be a somewhat
brilliant spectacle. You'll enjoy it.”

We talked for an hour after that, before
he vanished, and I found myself sitting
bolt upright in bed, staring into the dark-
ness and filled with the firm conviction
that on the second night from this I would

witness the christening of Jason’s son.

“But what

THAT conviction weht with me during

the two succeeding days and it was
with the positive expectation of its ful-

fillment that I locked myself in my room
and stretched myself out on my bed the
second night. %

I lay there and fixed my mind on the
home of Lakkon in Himyra—the great red
city of Aphur, where Croft had said the
ceremony would occur. I pictured it even
as I had pictured Jason’s home in the
mountains, its splendid court paved with
the purest of rock-crystal--he had fancied
it was glass when first he saw it—its
circling balcony reached at either end of
the court by vellow onyxlike stairs.

I focused every vestige of my will on
reaching to it, and—suddenly—it seemed
that I heard Croft calling me just as he
had said he would do; the sense of light-
ness, of untrammeled freedom I had

experienced on the other occasion came
upon me—and-—I was there.

Light, color. They were all around me.
The flawless crystal of the floor caught
the radiance from the lights above them
in a million facets, broke it into a myriad
flashing pin-points of refraction until the
whole, vast court seemed paved with 3
shimmering iridescent carpet. White was
the- balcony about it, and the pillars on
which it was supported, and the gleam-
ing bits of sculpture between. And the
shrubs, the banks and hedges of vege-
tation, In the unpaved beds of the court
were green, save that they were blooming,
loaded down with colorful flowers every-
where.

Tables a-glitter with gold and glass
stretched down the central portion of the
sparkling pavement in the form of three
sides of a rectangle, with a purple-draped
dais at the closed end. Guests thronged
the vast apartment, seated on chairs of
wine-red wood or reclining on couches in-
terspersed among the beds of flowering
vegetation. Nodding plumes of every hue
and shade graced the heads of the wom-
en. Of every grade of richness were their
jewel-embroidered robes. Nor were their
men-folk any whit behind them in the
lavish ornamentation their tunics or met-
al cuirasses displayed.

Men and women, they were like birds
of brilliant plumage, and as the lights
struck down upon them, save for the
gleam of the bared arms and shoulders of
the women, the glint of their fair limbs
through the intricate slashings of their
leg-casings and sandals of softest leathers,
the rose tint of their knees, they blazed.
A babble of voices—the rhythm of music

from concealed harps, was in the room. I
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indulged in a single comprehensive glance
and looked about for my hosts.

But I did not find them anywhere among
their guests. Nor did Jason appear to greet
me, though that I did not expect. We had
arranged between us that he should sum-
mon me just before the ceremony oc-

curred, and that we would meet only after.

the departure of the guests. Hence, fail-
ing to sight either Croft or Naia or even
Lakkon, I made shift for myself.

A trumpet blared with a softened tongue.
I became aware of a page in purple gar-
ments, standing with| the instrument at
his lips, on the topmost tread of one of
the flights of yellow stairs.

The thrum of the hidden harps quick-/
ened. The assembled company rose. They
stood and faced the stairway where, now,
something in the nature of a ceremonigl
procession showed.

Naja and Croft came first, Nala in white
from the tips of her slender sandals to the
feathers that nodded from a fillet of shim-
mering diamondlike jewels in the masses
of her golden hair. Croft led her down-
ward. He was in all his formal harness,
golden cuirass, on the -breast of which
glowed the cross ansata and the wings of
Azil in azure stones—golden graeves and
sandals gem-~incrusted, golden helmet sup-
porting azure plumes.

And after them came Maia, the blue girl
of Mazzeria, bearing on a purple cushion,
the child.

Lakkon followed, walking side by side
with a man, stalwart, grizzled, strong-
faced, clad in a cuirass of silver, rarest of
all Tamarizian metals, wearing the circle
and cross of Zitra, the capital city of the
nation, done in more of the diamondlike
stones upon his armor.

Jadgor, I thought; Jadgor, president of
the Tamarizian republic, recognizing him
from Croft’s former descriptions and the
quality of his dress.

Behind them, azure-clad—the cross an-
sata on his breast, a flame of .vivid scarlet
gems—stalked a man, white-haired and
most benign of appearance in company
with a second, more stalwart, also in azure
robes. They carried staves tipped with the
looped cross and were followed by a boy
supporting a tray of silver, on which were
two silver flasks and a tiny, blazing lamp.

A man with a cuirass, on which showed
a rayed sun, and wearing plumes of scar-
let, and a woman, scarlet-robed, with the
san:.e ruddy feathers above her soft brown
hair brought up the rear. ’

Zud and Magur, and a temple boy, Robur
and Gaya, his wife—high priest of Zitra
and his deputy of Himyra, governor of

Aphur and his consort, I named them to
myself.

HILE the company kept silent and

the harps filled all the air with a sort
of triumphant paean, the little processmn
advanced. It reached the foot of the stairs
and crossed to the dais, mounted its steps.
It formed itself in a shimmering semi-
circle, Croft and Naia—and Maia kneeling
before them in the center—the others on
elther side, and before them the boy of the
temple' and the two priests. |
Him I named Zud, because of his bear-

ing and his mane of snowy hair, raised his

stave. The music died. Silence came down
for a moment, and then the voice of
Magur rose:

“Hail Zitu, giver of life, and Ga, through
whom life is given, and Azil, bringer of
life, we are met together that a name may
be given unto this. new soul, thou hast
seen fit to assign to the flesh.

“Greetings to you, Naia, daughter of Ga,
and to you, Jason, Hupor, named Mouth-
plece of Zitu among men through whose
union Zitu and Ga have expressed their

will that life shall remain eternal, renew-

ing its fire from generation unto genera-
tion, in the name of love. Is it your will
that a name be given this, thy child?”

“Aye, priest of Zitu.” Naia and Jason
inclined their heads.

“And how call you it between your-
selves?”

“Jason,
voice.

“Then present him unto Zud, high priest
of Zitu, that he may receive Zitu’s bless-
ing at his hands,” Magur said.

The girl of Mazzeria raised the cushion
of her arms with the child upon it. The
temple boy advanced his silver tray, and
knelt. Zud uncorked the silver flasks.

“Jason, son of Jason, in the name of
Zitu, the father, and Ga, the mother, and
Azil, the son, I baptize thee with wine and
with water and light,” he began. Mois-
tening his fingers from one of the two
flasks, he went on, “With wine I baptize
thee, which like the blood, invigorates the
body, and strengthens the heart and makes
quick the brain.” Bending, he touched the

son of Jason,”

came Croft’s

child on the forehead, poured water from

the other flask into his palm and con-
tinued, “I baptize you with water which

-nourisheth all life, purifies all with which
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it comes In contact, makes all things
clean.”

He paused and sprinkled the glowing
little body before him, took up the light
and a tiny bit of silver I had not noted
before and threw into the little face a
golden reflected beam. “With light I bap-
tize thee Jason, Son of Jason, since by the
will of Zitu it is the light of the spirit
which fills the chambers of the brain.
May that light be with thee ever and for-
ever, nor be absent from thee again.”

Of course I didn’t understand it. It was
only afterward when Croft had translated
it to me that its inward meaning was
plain, but the solemnity of the ritual, the
rhythm of well-balanced words, the quiet
attention of the assembled guests and the
reverent voice of the priest aflected me,
who stood:- unseen with the company on
the dais, as he baptized Jason’s son.

And then he took the cushion from the
kneeling girl of Mazzeria, lifted 1t, turn-
ing to face the brilliant assemblage.

" “Jason, Son of Jason,” he cried, holding
the infant toward them.

“Hail, Jason, Son of Jason,” the guests
responded like a well-drilled chorus, and
the thing was done.

Followed a feast, similar I fancied in
every detail to those Croft had told me
he had witnessed at first and been privi-
leced to attend. Men and women re-
clined at the tables on padded divans.
Blue servitors moved about, filling the
eolden and crystal goblets with wine, load-
ing the golden plates with food. Once more
the harps broke forth. And suddenly from
under the farther yellow stairway there
broke a band of maidens, clad in garlands
of woven flowers, and danced to the music
of the harps, with a waving of slender
arms, a bending of supple, unrestrained
*bodies a flashing of whltely rounded
limbs. With dances and music the feast
ran to an end.

The guests departed, last of them, ac-
cording to Tamarizian custom, Jadgor,
president of the Republic, the guest of
honor, and with him Gaya and her hus-
band Robur, governor of Aphur and Jad-
egor’s .son. Naia took the child into her
arms from the hands of its Mazzerian
attendant. She and Jason moved toward
the stairs. I knew that the hour I had

waited .had come.

I followed up the stairway and along
the balcony and to a room—hung here in
golden tissues, furnished with wine-red
woods and twin couches of molded copper

—with the mirror pool in its center and
once more the figure of Azl close beside it
as in Jason’s home.

Naia placed the child on a tiny couch
and covered its sleeping form with a bit of
silken fabric. She turned to Jason, her
blue eyes shining. He drew her into his
arms and held her, smiling.

“There is yet one guest, beloved,” he
said in English.

‘“Aye,” she responded softly; “but—one
who understands the heart both of the
wife, and the mother of Jason’s son.”

“And awaits a welcome from her,” said
Jason. “Come, beloved.” He led her to one
of the copper couches and sat down with
an arm about her white-sheathed form.

From it there crept a lovely thing—an
exact replica of it—the very essence of it,
as indeed it was and seemed, as the lights
in the chamber flooded down upon it. And
that shape stretched out its slender hands.
It swayed toward me, with Croft’s astral
presence close behind it.

“At last,” said Nala of Aphur, “I may
welcome you, Dr. Murray, as mine and
Jason’s friend.”

“At last, I may converse with Naia of
Aphur, and thrill with the glory of her—
a thing I have long desired,” I replied, and
took her shadowy hand and raised it to
my none less shadowy lips, yet with a dis-
tinct sensation of the contact none the
less.

She smiled, and glanced at Jason. “Be-
loved, are all the men of earth so courtly?
It was even so if you remember that you
met me first in the flesh.”

Croft chuckled.

“Life i1s much the same on earth or
Palos,” he made answer. “Well, Murray,
what do you think of Palosian life?”

“Babylonian,” I said. ‘“You were right in
the simile beyond question. I was think-
ing tonight when I watched it that it was
almost a pity in one way you should be
changing it all with your Innovations.”

He nodded. “In a way I've thought as
much myself. I get your meaning, But
I'm going to try and preserve it at least
in part.” ”

“Babylonian?” said Naja in a tone of
question.

Jason and I explained, and she heard
us out.

“Oh, but—things must change, must they
not, Dr. Murray?—and the common peo-
ple will be so much happier for the knowl-
edge Jason brings to Palos. And even I—
think where I and my child would be now
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save for the knowledge possessed by a
man of earth. It is to you and Jason that
we owe our lives. Think you not that I
carry your name to Ga and Azil in my
prayers—that I ha.ve wished to meet you
in order to express my thanks myself?”

ER words gave me a feeling of some-,

thing like exaltation,.even while in a
way they embarrassed. “I too,” I faltered,
“‘am very glad of the meetmg, to be able
to assure you that it was my happiness to
serve you, and to wish you and Jason the
happiness of each other, and your son a
long and useful life.”

She glanced toward the tiny couch and
back again, smiling. “Life,” she said soft-
ly. “It is so wonderful to hold him—to
realize that his life is but the blending of
Jason’s and mine. Sometimes I even think
that I understand in a measure what Ga
must feel as she guards the eternal fire.”

And what is one going to say to a wife
and mother when she talks like that? 1
know I mumbled something to the effect
that what Ga probably felt was an all
compelling compassion and love. And then
J asked Croft to translate the words of the
baptismal ceremony as voiced by Magur
and Zud the high priest.

He complied and I questioned him of
‘Jadgor and Gaya and Robur, confirming

my recognition of Naia’s relatives and his
friends. Conversation became general for

something like an .hour, and then Jason
prompted. “Beloved, shall we accompany
Murray somewhat—show him Himyra in
passing when he returns?”

“Aye, as you like,” she assented. “And
he must come to us again. Now that our
need has rendered possible such com-
munion it will not be necessary for you te
seek earth in the flesh when you need
additional knowledge, or .leave me overly
long again.”

Croft nodded. “Yes, Murray is going to
have his hand in Tamarizian affairs from
now on, and the boy there will Know more
fhan any man ever born on Palos in the
end. Well, Murray, want to see I-Ilmyra.?"

“I've always wanted to see it since you
told me about it first,” I assented..

“Then come along.”

“But,” 1 added as he led the way with
Naija through one of the open windows of
the chamber. “I never expected to see -it
exactly like this.” =

Naia turned her eyes and smiled as we
floated free of the house and upward un-
der Croft’s guiding will. “Dear friend,” she

said, “you know so much of us that to me
it does not ‘seem strange to find you one
of us at last.”

‘“‘Behold Himyra,” said Croft, and flung
out a shadowy arm. |

The city lay beneath us. I saw the dou-
ble row of lights that fringed the flood of
the Na, the mighty pyramid of Zitu, up-
reared against the skyline, black now in-
stead of red, save where the lights threw
ruddy splashes upon it, banded with white
at the apex with the pure white temple
of Zitu upon its truncated top—the long
line of the houses of the nobles of the old
regime, fronting a wide street at the top
of the river embankment in an amazing
vista, set down each in its private grounds
among night-darkened shrubs and trees,
the wide-flung palace of the govermnor of
Aphur, once the palace of Jadgor, Aphur’s
king. The thing swam a shimmering vision
before me under the light of the Palosian
moons. I strained my eyes and saw the
mighty sweep of Himyra’s shadowy walls.

It moved me oddly. Already I knew so
much of the city’s history as involved in
Croft’s romance. I turned my eyes.

“Himyra,” I said, “I shall not forget it
—nor Nala of Aphur, nor Jason, mouth-
piece of Zitu, nor Jason, Jason’s son. Zitu
guard you, my friends. I must be going.”

“Zitu guard thee,” Naia answered.

And suddenly I was back in my own
room, remembering her parting smile.

These things have I narrated in order
to show how there was built up between
Croft and Naia of Aphur, his mate, and
myself, a subtly intimate relation that
must, as I hope, make what followed
plain.

Life went on pretty much with me after
that for some further eight months, how-
ever, before the events I intend to relate
occurred. Now and then during the in-
terval Jason Croft came to me in the astral
presence, and on several occasions I suc-
ceeded by my own endeavors in visiting
him and Naia in their home.

Between them they taught me some-
what of the Tamarizian tongue, Croft ex-
plaining that as all life was the same in
reality, and the thought back of the word
similar in intent even though the word
itself might vary in sound, all'.languages
were really one in thought and purpose.
With that as a key, I soon discovered that
the spoken words of those about me were
not difficult for one in the astral condi-
tion to understand—that the vibrations of
their thought affected the astral shell in
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a manner that made their meaning plain.

I suggested to Croft that it was because
of that very thing he had so readily ap-
prehended the speech of Tamarizia when
he first projected himself to Palos and
came down outside Himyra’'s walls, rather
than because of the similarity of their
speech to the Sanscrit, now nearly a for-

gotten tongue on earth, and he nodded

and smiled.

“Exactly, Murray,” he agreed, “but then
I didn’t realize it altogether, and—" He
broke off and glanced at his wife.

“And you had something else to think
about,” I said, grinning as I recalled how
he had seen Naia that first morning and
followed her to Lakkon’s house, drinking
in her beauty.

“It's true I wasn’t very logical in my
conslerations the first time I heard the
language,” he replied, and Naia of Aphur
dropped her eyes. The inner fires of her
spirit seemed to quicken. I think she
would have blushed had she been in the
flesh instead of sitting there with us like
an inexpressibly lovely wraith.

So at least in those months I acquired
a falr understanding of their speech, and
I came more and more to regard their
home in the western mountains of Aphur,
across the desert from Himyra, on Palos,
with the same intimacy of feeling I might
have experienced for the home of two
friends ~f ~~-*th. My conversations with
Jason came more and more to resemble
consultations on modern affairs. He asked
me constantly concerning this and that
fresh progress in mundane matters. He
discussed with me his plans for improv-
Ing material and social conditions on
Palos.

He had already established a series of
public schools for the masses where, be-
fore his arrival, education of a sort had

'been provided only for the nobles and men -

of wealth. Plainly the man was planning
to do more where he had already done so
much. He had given them moturs—as they
ealled them—airplanes, electricity, print-
ing, telephones of short radius at least,
weapons by which Zollaria’s schemes had
been overthrown. And now he planned to
lead them toward higher standards of na-
tional and commercial and individual life.
And but for what occurred there 1s no
telling what, working together as we were
at the time, we might have accomplished.

Indeed Croft had established both wire-
less and telegraphic communication be-

tween Zitra and Himyra, and was plan-

ning railways on which he intended to run
motur-driven trains—was dreaming of a
great beltline about the Central Sea, with
lateral branches to reach every part of the
nation.

And then—one night he called me to
him as he. had called me the night of
Jason'’s birth-—and I found him in the self-
same chamber, with the purple draperies
half torn down and trampled—the fair
form of Azil drowned in the mirror pool,
beside which the dead body of Mitlos the
Mazzerian majordomo lay sprawled.

CHAPTER III
NAIA OF APHUR

I JOLENCE, conflict. The marks of
the thing were on every side. The
¥ ghastly gash in the breast of Mitlos
bore dumb testimony to the fact that the
man had battled grimly till he died.

I gazed into Jason’s face, even in its
astral semblance haggard.

“Croft,” I stammered, “what in Zitu's
name has happened?” ¢

He jerked out an arm in an all-embrac-
ing gesture.

“Gone, Murray,” he told me with a vi-
bration of agony in his answer; “both-of
them—Dboth Naia and the—child.” |

“Gone?” For a moment my senses
seemed whirring. “Croft—what do you
mean? Gone—where?”

“Into the western mountains, toward the
outer ocean—she told me, Murray. She
came and told me as soon as she felt it
safe to do so. She came to me tonight in
the Zitran pyramid—astrally, of course.
You know I told you I was going to Zitra
to see Jadgor in a matter concerning the
government railroad econtrol—"

I nodded.

“She found me there tonight. She had
been afraid to leave the body before, lest
something happen to little Jason. It was
last night this thing occurred—and my
body’s still in Zitra.” I sensed the tense-
ness of his emotion. “I'm so utterly im-
potent to help her, Murray. Would Zitu I
were here to follow and wrest her from
them.”

“From whom?"” I questioned. Plainly he
Enew more of the matter than I did—as
much at least as Naia had told him. “See
here, Croft—"

He appeared to grip himself as he an-
swered. “Forgive me, Murray. The Zollar-
lans, of course. It was an armed band of
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those Sons of Zitemku that attacked here
in my absence. There”—he pointed at the
body of Mitlos—‘“lies an example of their
work.”

His words whipped my attention—
brought up a vivid picture of all the ab-
duction of Naia and her child by men from
the ‘northern hostile nation might em-
brace.

“Zollarians?” I said. “She told you?”

“Yes.” He nodded. “They—they must
have been planning it, Murray—they must
have been using spies.”

“Unless,” 1 rejoined, “it was merely a
wandering band of marauders.” I had a
general knowledge .of the western coast
of Aphur and the Iintervening country.
Practically uninhabited, wild and rugged,
it would be easy, I thought, for men of
such ilk to have landed on its shores.

“Wandering band?” Croft said with
something like impatience. ‘‘Murray, talk
sense. They knew -enough to seize Naia of
Aphur—the fairest woman of her nation,
of its best blood—the wife of the Mouth-
piece of Zitu, who has twice defeated their
schemes and their armies—and her child.”

I nodded. He had not lost his ability to
judge-the situation even then, and judge
it clearly. I ceased offering either sugges-
tions or comment and asked a question.:

“Then what do you intend?”

“T intend to follow her—learn what is
behind this -damnable action first.”

“Astrally?” I recalled that more than
once ere this he had adopted such means
to gain information toward Zollaria’s un-
doing, and I began to comprehend.

He gave me a glance. “Of course. It's
the only way I can follow with the cursed
hulk of me in Zud’s pile of rock in Zitra.
And I want you to go with me tonight.
Man, I'm trying to keep as cool as 1 may,
but—I'm in need of sympathetic support.
Before Naia left me she said they stopped
for an hour’s rest, but that before day-
light faded they had seen the outer ocean
from a hill, and a ship. I think that ship
is waiting for her, Murray—and that once
we are on it, to see and not be seen, hear
and not be heard, we shall learn some-
thing of the truth.”

“Then let’s get on it,” I suggested. “This
is a terrible ordeal for her., When she
came to you tonight, was she frightened?”

“Frightened?” Suddenly Croft drew him-
self-up before me. ‘‘Naia—Naia of Aphur
frightened—"” And then abruptly the force
of his thought wave, beating upon me
softened. “Or if she felt fear, Murray, it

was for the child, and not for herself.”:

He turned toward the-tiny couch where
the infant had been wont to sleep be-
tween the twin couches of its parents, and'
stood brooding down upon it. “Now Zitem=-
ku take the scum. of life who have made

"my house empty,” he burst forth, and

seized my hand. “Come.”

In a flash we were outside. And as on
that night after the christening of Jason,
Son of Jason, when Croft and Naia showed
me Himyra, we floated upward. Only now
there were no lights to fasten the atten-
tion, no mighty piles of archltecture no
wide embracing walls. There were just the
tumbled masses of the mountains, their
sides cut and gashed by night-filled ra-
vines and tortuous canons, and the silvery
radiance of the Palosian moons, 'and the
stars. 1 recalled that once in the past
Croft had called Naia of Aphur, still then
a maiden, forth from her body and floated
thus over Aphur’s hills from the house we
now were leaving. n

And then his voice was in my ear.

“Look, Murray—they’'ve reached the
shore-line, and—they’re building a flare.”

I turned my gaze into the west, where
low down on what might or might not be
the horizon, but was certainly not the
heavens,.there winked a point of light, too
ruddy, too unsteady, to be a star.

We swept toward it. For the first time
I saw the Zollarian manhood in the light
of the leaping fire they had built upon a
beach. Tawny-haired they were, for the
most part, stalwart, with muscular arms
and heavy limbs, as they stood straining
their vision across the water toward the
moonlighted shape of a ship—or perhaps
galley were a better term, since it seemed
to be equipped with banks of oars as well
as saills.

So much I saw—the ship, the bodies of
the men, the glint of the firelight on
spearheads, and the short metal scabbards:
of swords, not unlike the ancient Roman;
weapons, to judge by their dimensions, and:
then Croft led me to where Naia and the
blue girl of Mazzeria were seated, little:
way apart.

AJTA was speaking softly as we reached

them. “My mistress, you are quite
assured then that the Hupor Jason under-
stands?”
T ¢“Aye.” Naia bent her cheek to rest 131
against the head of the infant. “Be of
good courage, Maia, and fear not.”
“l fear not for myself, but for you angd
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that one agalnst your breast,” the blue
_girl answered. “Had it been my part to
do so, I had done as Mitlos and died in
your defense.”

“I know.” Nalia stretc\hed out- a hand
and touched the girl upon the shoulder.
“May Zilla bear Mitlos as tenderly as my
thoughts shall hold him—and did I not
name you my sister Maia, after you ren-
dered me aid in preserving my lord—and
did you not insist on coming with me,
though these men did not desire to take
you, saying you were the child’s attend-
ant?”’ ,

“I came gladly,” the blue girl said quick-
ly, “yet do I not understand these sleeps
in which you lie as dead, and I remember
once when Mitlos and I worked above you
thinking Zilla had taken your spirit, be-
fore you were the Hupor Jason’s bride—
and it was even so with the Hupor himself
in the camp of the Mazzerian army, when
'we went to save him—"

‘“Peace, girl,” Naia interrupted, and
paused and caught her breath sharply, as
Jason bent the force of his presence on her.

She smiled, handed the child to Malia,
apnd reclined her body on the warm sand
of the beach. Then she let the fair astral
tenant of her body steal forth!

“Beloved,” said Jason Croft, and drew
her close. “Beloved—woman of gold—we
have heard your words, I and our friend

of earth.”
Naia turned her head toward me from

the shelter of his arms.

“Once more,” she addressed me, ‘“you
come to our aid, good friend. Did Jason,
my lord, call you to him?”

“Aye, Princess of Aphur.” I inclined my
head, finding the Tamarizan idiom in that
moment best fitted to my tongue.

She spoke again to Jason. “You have fol-
lowed me, beloved; what else Hes In your
mind?”

“Naught for the present,” Croft told her.
“It 1s plain that they intend taking you
upon yonder ship, and we shall follow you
aboard it. It is our purpose to learn, in so
far as we may, what these spawn of Zitem-
ku and Lith, his filthy consort, have in
mind. Yet fear not—though I do no more
than this in the spirit, I shall do much
more in the flesh, once the spirit is in-
formed.”

“I shall not fear,” sald Naia of Aphur.
“Have I not given myself wholly into your
keeping? My part it shall be to meet what
Zitu sends upon us boldly and ‘without
fear, and safeguard that smaller Jason,

who even now is a mirror of his father.”

“And thyself, beloved,” Croft added
quickly. “Look to thyself. It were hard
choice for a father between child and
mother, but—" |

“Nay! Say no further,” she stayed his
almost passionate answer swiftly., Yet
something like an inward fire seemed toO
light her mistlike form until it glowed.

; “By Bel—they are awake out there at
Jast,” the sound of a rough voice drifted to
my ears.

Croft turned his head at the same in-
stant, toward the group of Zollarian raiders
and the ship beyond them, between which
and the beach a boat now appeared.

“Aye,” growled another speaker. “And
time enough. Look to the women and the
slave.” |

“The time is at hand, beloved,” I heard
Jason speaking. “Return, soul of my soul,
to your beautiful mansion—and think not
I shall not be near.”

For a moment he clasped her closer and
sank his lips to hers uplifted, and then—
she was gone and her body stirred, sat up
as two of the Zollarians approached and
ordered her to rise.

“What. did they mean by ‘the slave'?” 1
questioned Jason.

“Wait,” he said as another group of
Naia’s captors led a blue man into the light
of the fire. “Bathos—one of my house
servants,” he went on. “Now, for what
purpose in Zitu’s name have they brought
him along?”

I could offer no suggestion, and I didn’t
try. The boat had reached the beach by
the time the woman and the blue man had
been brought to the edge of the water, and
now they were thrust in. Part of the Zol-
larians crowded aboard, and the boat
shoved off, leaving the rest of the band to
awalt its return. \

Croft and I followed, as propelled by the
straining muscles of well-nigh naked
rowers, it moved across the waves. With a
sense of the bizarreness, the weirdness, of
it all, I found myself perching upon a gun-
wale, while Croft actually took his place at
Naia’s side.

It was an odd sensation to realize myself
a part of that strange archaic scene;
wherein a beautiful woman had been ab-
ducted, and her captors, bronzed men
dressed more in the fashion of the soldiery
of forgotten empires than anything else,
drove their boat across a moonlight
silvered tide. I found myself wondering
how they would have acted could they have
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seen us seated there among them. But they
did not, and the steady sweep of the oars
brought us presently close to the side of the
galley, up which the Zollarians swarmed
on down-flung ladders to reach the deck.

Naia and Maia followed, climbing a lad-
der with surprising ease until I recalled
what Croft had told me of the wiry
strength in Naia’s supple figure in the past,
and I considered the bodily {freedom
allowed by the Tamarizian fashion in dress:
Last of all to leave the boat, before it re-
turned to the beach, came Bathos, whom,
being blue, the Zollarians had termed a
slave, as were all of his race born of captive
parents, in the nation to the north.

I glanced about me, recognizing the craft
as similar in the main details at least to
those Jason had found In common use on
the Tamarizian rivers and the Central Sea,
when he had reached Palos- first. There
was a high deck forward, a lower deck in
the waist, where the oarsmen sat on
benches, close to a series of ports in the
skirf of the vessel, through which were
thrust the butts of the heavy oars. Aft
again was a second higher deck, covered
by an awning beneath which were placed

padded divans and several quaintly shaped
and ornamented chairs. Indeed, the vessel

was nothing less than regal, as I perceived.

Green was the awning.and the sail on the
gilded mast running up between the banks

of rowers’' benches.
Gilded too were the railings of the twin

stairs that led up to- the after-deck on
either side, from the lower level of the
waist. And the sheathing of the decks
seemed to be made of closely fitted strips
of the wine-red wood, customarily used for
the fashioning of couches and divans and

chairs.

LAINLY, then, we had come aboard the
craft of someone of more than ordinary
station, I thought, and gave my attention
to a man standing on guard beside a door
in the facing of the space between the
level

there might be on the vessel would be
placed.

Huge he was and florid, muscled like an
ox, his mighty thorax -banded with metal,
fitting him so closely that the bellies of the

shoulder muscles bulged above their upper
edge. Head, shoulders, and arms were

naked, as were his legs save for a short”

cloth skirt below his armor, falling half-
way down his thighs, and the metal casings

of the after-deck and the waist,
where, as I judged, whatever private cabins

on his heavy ealves. Thick-lipped, flat~
nosed, bulging of forehead, he was a verit=-
able giant, his appearance little. short of
ferocious as he leaned on the haft of a
spear and watched, straightening to atten-
tion only when the captain in charge of the
raiding party advanced with his captives
toward him. But on'y for a moment. Then
as the captain paused, without speaking, he
shifted his spear, put out a hand, and
opened the door.

It gave into a passage, with curtained
doorways on either hand and a lighted
apartment at ‘the farther end, toward
which Naia, her maid, and Bathos, with the

Zollarians who led them, passed.

They reached it, and then, in so far as
sensation went at least, I gasped. The room
was ablaze with lights that struck back on
every hand from woodwork carved and
tooled in most magnificent fashion, hung
with woven fabrics of green shot through
with threads of gold. But if the apartment;
was amazing In its appearance, its occu--
pant was In no way overcast. Rather, she
seemed the center of all its blended rich-
ness of furnishing and color. I say she
because it was a woman who lay stretched
on a couch of-what seemed molded-silver.
And such a woman! For a single instant,
as I saw her, she seemed more gorgeous in
her voluptuous physical perfection than
anything in all that gorgeous place. _

Tawny she was as a lioness, of hailr and
eyes, as she lay there on that splendid
couch, draped with the mottled hide of
some tawny beast; lithe as a tigress she
appeared in all her supple, wonderfully
rounded length, save for a jeweled girdle
supporting a drapery of almost transparent
tissue. And as she lifted her fine torso,
ralsing herself to a sitting position before
the captain, who sank with uplifted hand
to a knee before her, one sensed there were
tiny bells on the jeweled bands about her
tapering ankles that tinkled as she moved.

Suspicion, swift as a lance-thrust, came
upon me as I saw her, even before the
captain spoke. “Hail to thee, Kalamita,
Priestess of Adita, goddess of beauty; thy
servant returns from that mission on which
it was thy pleasure to send him, bringing
with him those thou named.”

Kalamital Kalamita, the Zollarian, mag-
net of the flesh, by whose shameless
charms and yet more shameless favors
Kyphallos, Prince of Cathur, had been se-
duced. Well I thought was she named mag-
net—and one could fancy how she might
draw men to her as irresistibly as the moth
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is drawn by the flame, and with equally
fatal results. I glanced at Croft.

His face was a blended thing of conjec-
ture and consternation on thus once more
beholding Zollaria’s lovely magnet of the
flesh. But he said no word, though his
hand crept out and touched me as we stood

side by side to watch.
Kalamita smiled. “’Tis well, Ptoth,” she

made answer. “Arise. You have proven
faithful, and you shall have your reward.
Found you any obstacle worth naming on

your mission?”

“Nay, Sister of Bandhor,” said Ptoth..

rising. “None but the house slaves lay there
to oppose us—one we brought with us, since
so it was ordered—the rest were slain.”

I glanced at Croft again, and he nodded.
I understand that, although he had made
no mention of it, the fact to him was al-
ready known. And I felt my own anger
harden. Mitlos was not the only one of
Jason’s retainers who had paid the penalty
of their fidelity to his trust. The entire
foray had been a deliberate bit of murder.

“ Tis well,” said Kalamita again, turning
her tawny eyes beyond Ptoth to where Naia
and the others stood. “Found you any trace
of this Mouthpiece of Zitu?"

“Nay,” the captain answered, smiling,
“but we left him ample trace of us.”

Kalamita’s whole expression darkened.
Her amber eyes flashed. “Aye—and may
Adita forsake my beauty and blast it 1f I
give him not another. Let this woman wait,
and bring me his slave.”

Ptoth turned to Bathos, seized him by
an arm, and flung him at the feet of the

woman on the couch.
The blue man groveled. He made no at-

tempt to rise.
Kalamita put out a pink-nailed foot and

touched him.
“Come, get up,” she prompted.

you called?”
“Bathos,” the servant faltered, lifting

himself on limbs that shook beneath him,

to stand with dawncast eyes.
“Listen, then, Bathos,” Kalamita con-

tinued. “Canst find the way over which my
captain led you, and return?”

“Aye, if I be granted the chance.” Bathos
glanced toward the end of the passage.

“Jt will be granted, provided you will

bear a message.”

“Aye, I will bear It,” Bathos assented
promptly.

“Then give ear. It iIs for your lord.
Return to his dwelling and from there to

Himyra; seek out one in authority, and bid

‘“‘How are

him send word to the Hupor Jason that the
woman he has taken to wife and her child
are in Kalamita’s hands. Say further that
they shall be taken to a place I know of
and held until I have received word from

‘him, and that I shall await his coming in a

hunting house, one of my possessions, in

“the mountains north of Cathur’s border,

half a sun’s journey, where, when he comes
to listen to my requirements, he will be led
by men who will lie in watch. Repeat now

‘my own words to me, Tamarizian canor,

and make no mistake in the telling. I
desire that this Hupor Jason fails not to
understand.”

Bathos complied. He mumbled the mes-
sage quickly, too fired by the thoughts of
freedom, as it seemed, to resent in the least
Kalamita’s use of the word canor, the
Tamarizian equivalent.of dog. ‘“So shall I
say to the one I find to send word to the
Hupor Jason,” he made an end.

Kalamita nodded and turned to Ptoth.
“He has his lesson. Take him and see him
put ashore. That done, see that we turn

.north at once, and say to Gor that I deny

my presence to any, as you pass him. Take
also the blue girl with you. I would deal
with the other alone. You may leave her
the child.”

Ptoth threw up an arm in flat-handed
salute and bowed, motioned Bathos to pre-
cede him, and caught Maia by an arm. Gor,
I fancied, must be the name of the giant
on guard at the outer door. And, too, I
fancied that, under the conditions,
Bathos’s message was going to be old news
when delivered.

I glanced at Jason, and found his expres-
sion one of intense attention. He seemed
to feel my gaze, however and shook his
head slightly, as though to say this was no-
time for anything more than observation.

I turned back to the two women, now
confronting one another.

Ptoth and his charges had vanished.
They were alone, Kalamita, the Zollarian
adventuress, the lure of men, and Naia,
Princess of Aphur, with the son of a man
In her arms.

For a moment each seemed appraising
the other.

Then Kalamita rose.

T WAS like Aphrodite rising, the tissue of
the draperies dependent from the gem-
Incrusted girdle clasping her rounded body
seeming no more than a white foam, a
shimmering streaking of froth, more than
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