BETWEEN , 5 (P
A .

g
y GARRET. SMITH

u'umous CLASSIC OF FANTASY
5‘!; . oot - Nf -_-“—

e



" el P

HOW'YATRADE
- COUSIN?

o B

Here's HOW IT WORKS

The new, improved MontaMower has eight pairs
of sharp-edged, precision .made and fitted, tool-
steel cutting disks, slightly overlapping and
self-sharpening, working as a unit. Each pair
f%iving toward each other. gathers the grass
and cuts it cleanly at the intersection of ‘the
disks. The new improved model is easily and
quickly adjustable to cutting height! It's as
modern and eflicient as an electric razor!

The MontaMower is sold only by direct mall
to users (no agonts or dealers . . . no
foreign sales at present.) '
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TRY IT ON YOUR OWN LAWNI

NOT FOR A
DOZEN /

IN ONE EASY OPERATION

8 VionTA MOWE R

“l wouldn't trade my MontaMower for a2 dozen ordinary lawn mowers!"

The above statement is a direct; quotation from one of thousands of un.
solicited testimonial letters received from MontaMower owners every year.

And little wonder MontaMower owners are so enthusiasticl MontaMower
represents the first basic advancement in lawn mowing devices during the
past half century. It is a new and different kind of lawn mower that mows

an& trims lﬂ onc casy OPEI'EIIOH

Actually the MontaMower is a live, Bl/; Ib. prccis‘ion machine that
smoothly and quietly cuts a full 16” swath through grass, dandelions,
spike grass and tall lawn weeds (including the ones-that ordinarily pop-

back-up to cause you extra work).

AND WHAT'S MORE — MontaMower does what 'no conventional
mower can do! It cuts right up to walls, fences, trees and posts —
Practically .eliminates hand trimming. It cuts under foliage, around
flower gardens and close-quarter borders which c:mnot be mowed

successfully with conventional hand or power mowers.,

The MontaMower is so light, so sturdy and responsive, that even women
and children can operate it easily and efhiciently. Owners tell us that with
their new MontaMowers they cut their lawns in half the time — with less

than half the effort.

Learn these facts about the MontaMower from actual experience...it’s

sold under
on your own lawn.

a liberal “Written Guarantee” which permits you to try it
.makes you the sole judge of its merits. Get the

complete facts about the moderately priced MontaMower, AT ONCE!
Just ﬁll out the coupon below and mail it today.

Trims close to Cuts ¢lean . ..

bulldings, frees v grass, tall lawn Mewing

qnd shrubas. \% 8 weods and all. on fterraces

W h I'OQIIII’"
| little effort.

MONTAMOWER DISTRIBUTING CO.

Sales and General Offices
51TP Keerern Buiimng * Grano Rarms 2, Micrican

Gentlemen: Without obligation, kindly send me complete descriptive

lilerature, price, guarantce information, and full details of Approval
Offer.

NAME .
ADDRESS
CITY

STATE - ____

Famuzs. Traverse City, Mlculmu

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY!:
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Vagiriiled e Novel
BL 0| BETWEEN WORLDS Carret Smith 8
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i N Leader of a lone little band against the dread perils
fhy) o of the void spanning Venus and Earth, he bore his
strange message to Earthmen from a planet grown
weary with too much wisdom.
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Wt o Born to one century, child of another, he wandered
A& 0F lost, until a weird summons came to him across the

ages, and his soul leaped, exultant, to meet the most
ancient challenge of all

THE ALBINO OTTER Elmer Brown Mason 108

Dare he seek the untamed soul which abode in the
lair-of the white otter?
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Here’s good news ... big news ... ow BIGGEST = iZ
NEWS in 17 years. 'l'bo equipment pictured at the
right gives a partial idea of D.T.1.'s remarkable new

comhination of shop-method. home-training aids.

Now you can use and kesp ALL of this equipment — PLUS
olbber major iraining aside — 10 prepare you at home lor a grend
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ELECTRONICE.
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Good Movie-Going For Fiction Fans

Ted Palmer Picks:

For Comedy-Romance: “The Barkeleys of
Broadway” with Fred Astaire,
Ginger Rogers, Oscar Levant,
Billie Burke (MGM ). Techii-
color.

Fred Astaire and Ginger Rog-
ers put new meaning -into the old Hollywood
cliché—“together again.” Back after nine years
as Josh and Dinah Barkeley—a show-stopping,
man and wife act—they sing. dance, cavort and
quarrel through one of the gayest pictures in a
long time. The plot? Well, what difference does
it make when there is a bright musical score by
Harry Warren and Ira Gershwin, Oscar Levant
playing the “Sabre Dance” and solo and duet
dance numbers by the two stars. “Shoes With
Wings On,” a routine by Astaire, is worth the
price of admission. Surefire entertainment for all.

For A Western: “Stampede” with Rod Camer-
on, Gale Storm, Don Castle and

Johnny Mack Brown (Allied
Artists).

A dam on the ranch of Tim
and Mike McCall (Don Castle
and Rod Cameéron) is cutting off the water sup-
ply from the grazing land of some new settlers.
Connie (Gale Storm), one of the settlers’ daugh-
ters, tries unsuccessfully to get them to open
the dam but only succeeds in infatuating Tim
He is killed protecting the dam from dyna-
miting. On a second attempt to destroy the dam,
the settlers stampede the McCall cattle. Mike
McCall loses the cattle but.saves the dam after a
vicious gun fight. Mike makes everything right
n the end with Connie and the settlers. Some n-
evitable aspects of a "Western ' —cows, cow-
pokes, settlers—but a rootin’ tootin" film.

) ® o o
For Sports: “Champion” with Kirk Douglas.
Marilyn Maxwell and Arthus
Kennedy (United Artists).

Through crafty managing and
put-up fights, Midge Kelly
(Kirk Douglas) rises from a
down-a.nd-outer to a championship contender.

light.

8

Because he can’t make any time with his op-
ponent’s flashy girl friend (Marilyn Maxwell),
Midge wins a fight “the syndicate” wanted him
to throw. For this, Midge is hailed as a symbol
of clean sportsmanship by the newspapers, but
outside the ring he continues as a ruthless char-
acter hurting all those who stand in his way—
including four women, his manager and his
crippled brother (Arthur Kennedy). To the
very end, when he dies after winning the cham-
pionship, the public only knows him as a great
champion—*a credit to the fight game.” Ring
Lardner's great prigse fight story is told with
force and realism.

For Mystery' “Lust for Gold” with Ida Lu-
s pino and Glenn Ford (Columbia).
Four men have died in the

last two years looking for the

lost $20,000,000 gold mine in the

Superstitious Mountains near

Phoenix, Arizona. When Barry Storm is accused

of murdering the last of these, he retraces his

trail- with the deputy sheriff to prove his inno-
cence. From the deputy and a series of flash-
backs he learns the history of the mine, which was
first discovered by two Mexican brothers. Later

a desert rat (Glenn Ford) comes into possession

of the mine by killing off all contenders, including

the scheming Julia Thomas (Ida Lupino). Back
to the present, Storm discovers the murderer
and the strange secret of the mine in the moon-
Worthwhile and off the beaten mystery

trail.

For Adventure: “Scott of the Antarctic” with
John Mills, Derek Bond, Har-
old Warender, James Justice
and Reginald Beckwith (Eagle-
Lion). Technicolor.

This is the true story of Rob-
ert Scott, an English naval officer, and his four
companions whose expedition to the South Pole

in 1909 ended in tragedy. Magnificently "told,
the picture follows the men from their homes in
England, across the Great Ice Barrier of the
Antarctic and on to the South Pole. Bitter with
disappointment, they find that Amundsen’s ex-
pedition had arrived at the "Pole before them.
On the way back from the Pole to their ship,
the party fights the fierce Antarctic weather
and terrain but loses the battle only eleven miles
from safety. Their frozen bodies are discovered
eight months later. 4 well-played, well-photo-
graphed chronicle. k |
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rate?

LENGTH OF SERVICE EDUCATION BENEFITS 1.C.S. TRAINING TO
IN WORLD WAR 1) UNDER THE G.I. BILL WHICH YOU'RE ENTITLED
3 MONTHS 12 MONTHS 48 MONTHS
6 MONTHS 13 MONTHS 60 MONTHS
9 MONTHS 18 MONTHS 72 MONTHS
12 MONTHS 21 MONTHS 84 MONTHS
15 MONTHS 24 MONTHS 96 MONTHS
18 MONTHS 27 MONTHS 108 MONTHS
21 MONTHS 30 MONTHS (plus (Tralning benefits
(or more) one month for eoch expire at the end
additional month of of aine years)

service)

YOUR veteran tralning benefits
may be worth more to you than you
think. Figure it out for yourself.
If you are a qualified veteran with
three months of service, you are
entitled to a year’s education in an
approved resident school —or four
years o] approved correspondence
training. 1f you have used up most
of your entitlement and have only
three months remaining, you can
still study with 1.C.S. for a full year.
I.C.S. Courses do not interfere

)

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

with your job. You study in your
spare time. Furthermore, you pro-
gress a9 rapidly as you wish with no
limit to the amount of material you
cover during your period of entitle-
ment. And you have 400 practical,
success-proved courses from which
to choose.

IMPORTANT: You must enroll with-
in four years after your discharge
or before July 25, 1951-—whichever
is Iater. The time for action is now!
Mark and mail the coupon TODAY!
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Between Worlds

Leader of a lone little band against the dread perils of

the void spanning Venus and Earth, he bore his

strange message to Earthmen from a planet grown
weary with too much wisdom. . . .

CHAPTER 1
INTO ENDLESS NIGHT

ROBABLY no man or woman in the

planet of Venus thought the Hunt-

er expedition other than the mad

scheme of one driven daft by too much
study.

I count 1t final proof of my devotion to

my lifelong friend that I found myself on

the way to join his little band of-skeptical
but inseparable companions about to start
on that epoch-making voyvage. Not one of
us, I believe, really expected to return
allve. For, indeed, in all the known his-
tory of Venus none had ever ventured into
that great circle of endless darkness be-
yond the seas and come back to tell the
story.

I had started from my bachelor apart-
ment well before salling time, having sent

Copyright 1919 by Popular Publications, Inc.



By Garret
Smith

my luggage on ahead, deciding to walk to
the dock, that I might have a final season
of intimate and leisurely communion with
the familiar scenes in which I had passed
my life.

But In this I was disappointed. The
street into which I stepped forth was
strangely unfamiliar. True, the setting
was unchanged. There was the same broad,
palm-lined avenue with the grand canal
at its cenfer. Up and down busily plied
as usual the swift, duck-shaped street-
boats, their drab-tunicked motormen
struggling sturdily at the driving levers.

Nor had the buildings suffered change.
Not a dwelling In all that thoroughfare
had been altered within my lifetime, nor,
for that matter, within the memories of
my parents and grandparents.

The surface of the sea now sparkled
and danced amid a flashing of myriad
hues.

The big, five-storied pyramid I had just
leit, as near like all its fellows as so many
grains of sand, had been the home of my
family for a hundred generations. My
great-great-grandfather had built the final
story in which were the quarters I occu-
pied. It had henceforth sufficed as it stood
for our branch of the clan.

Overhead hung the same, eternally un-
changing, gray sky, shedding its unvary-
ing, diffuse light. The mellow air, as al-
ways, moved gently from west to east, now
and then dropping momentarily its load
of life-giving moisture In the form of a
fine, misty shower.

But it was the number and manner aof
the people in the street that changed this
familiar scene into one of grotesque
strangeness.

9



10 FANTASTIC NOVELS

I do not remember ever before having
seen our usually placid populace in such
uproar. All the concourse bordering the
grand canal on the way to the harbor was
thronged with excited people, men. and
women, old and young, all discussing one
subject and all bent on one errand, to get
as near as might be to that strange ship
which lay at the head of the main pier.

Indeed all Venus was athrill with the
news that had been flashed from signal-
tower to signal-tower unto the uttermost
corners of the Land of Light. It was not
the mere fact that a scholar had ventured
the theory that there were other habitable
lands than ours beyond the Circle .of Dark-
ness. That would have been dismissed with
contemptuous shrugs.

But that such a revolutionary notion
should be held by the popular son and heir
of the Chief Patriarch, and that he should
stake his life in an attempt to prove it
was cause for
marked an epoch in the history of a race
accustomed to the passage of one monot-
onous age after another without event
more notable than the occasional long-
-expected death of a Chief Patrlarch.

Some two hundred steps on, where the
dwellings gave way to the low, two-storied
shops of the market-place, the crowd be-
came congested to a point where progress
was difficult. I mounted near-by-steps, the
better to survey the strange spectacle.

The entire market square was already
filled with mlilling heads, and four other
streets were momentarily adding to the
mass. I was looking out over a turbulent
sen. of flaxen hair, the monotony of color-
ing broken only as here and there a more
restless individual pushed way through the
throng, exposing briefly the white flash of
a woman's tunic or the darker drab of
masculine garb.

All eyes were turned expectantly toward
the great pyramid across the square, the
home of the Chief Patriarch and the offi-
cial capitol of Venus. I guessed at once
the meaning of this attention. Such of the
people as had been unable to find place
on the dock where Hunter’s ship lay,

sought to catch a glimpse of him as he left
his father’s house, That they had in pros-

pect even more exciting possibilities I
learned presently from fragments of speech
tossed up from the crowd near me.

“I'm with the 'Patriarch, for one. Why
should we let this go on?” shouted an
elderly woman.

“Hush, mother!” cautioned her son at
her elbow. “Don’t start trouble ”

universal excitement! It

“I belleve the Patriarch would wink at it
if we stopped the young man at his door,”
came the voice of another.

!The insanity of our ancestors back
among us—"

“Should not be allowed—"

“Ideas proved absurd ages ago—"

“The son of a Patriarch-—no right fto
throw himself away—who would succeed
this chief?”

HESE and other bits of excited talk

filled me with misgivings. Was the
throng bent on force to prevent Hunter’s
journey? Such a thing as a popular dem-
onstration, particularly a resort to vio-
lence, had been unheard of in many ages.
Yet incendiary talk like this was equally
unknown. I knew well the Chief Patriarch
had little sympathy with his son’s venture.
I could not concelve, however, that he
should so far fly in the face of the custom
of Venus as to use stronger measures than
persuasion.

“Here comes Weaver, back from the dock.
Perhaps he has news,” called a young man
near me. “Oh, Weaver! Has Hunter’s ship
sailed yet?”

“Not yet, nor will it for some time,” re-
plied a sturdy, middle-aged man who was
strugegling through the press. ‘“‘Hunter and
his party. are not yet aboard.”

“We are in time, then!” exclaimed the
questioner.

“In tlme for what?"”
other.

“To prevent the salling. It is reported
the Patriarch has forbidden his son to go,
and we are here to help him carry out his
wish.”

“Forbid, did you say?' inquired the elder
man sarcastically. “Who on Venus has
power t0 forbid anyone to do :anything?
One would think, young man, that you
came from some strange world beyond the
Circle of .Darkness of which our Hunter
dreams. Forbid, indeed! Better for Venus
that all the sons of all the Patriarchs and
the Patrlarchs themselves go bury them-
selves In the darkness than that for one
moment one man assume to rule over an-
other!”

“All well enough among sane men,” re-
torted the youth, “but do you believe this
son cf the Patriarch sane? True, we sup-
posed we had for many ages banished sick-
ness of mind and body from Venus, but
what do you make of this?”

“I make no more than do you, and like
it no better. Hunter is committing grave
error, all our scholars say, but we cannot

demanded the
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count him truly insane, though his error
be a mad one. Of course it has been agreed
through all ages that this Land of Light
is the only world, at least the only world
in which man can live. We know nothing
about the great Circle of Darkness around
1t except that it is cold past all endurance
and that there is never light there to guide
the way if man could endure the cold.
None but children believe the fables of
monsters dwelling there.

“Now, all that being so, and no man
knowing anything contrary, how shall you
or I call a man crazy who talks of lands
beyond the darkness? He may be r ght;
who can say? To try to cross the darkness
is madness. I grant that. But I love the
man with daring to attempt it, and I agree
to no step to hinder him.”

From the murmurs of approval within
hearing of his voice, I judged that this
opinion met with considerable favor. There
were, however, enough dark looks from
others to show that public sentiment was
rather evenly divided.

At that moment a shout in the direction
of the Patriarch’s house again drew every
eye that way. The great main door was
slowly rising.

A moment later the venerable Patriarch
came forth alone, and stood with hand up-
raised for silence. The vast throng re-
sponded on the instant and waited re-
spectfully for their leader to speak.

The Chief Patrlarch was then in the
seventh period of his life, but his tall, com-
manding figure was still unbent and his
movements vigorous. Only his hair, which
hung below his shoulders and had long
since turned from flaxen to pure white, in-
dicated his age. His voice though gentle
and sympathetic, rang out clearly to the
far side of the square:

“Pellow citizens,” he said, “I appreciate
your show of devotion. Word has come to
me that you stand ready to help me re-
strain my son from this adventure, which,
to you, seems madness. I beg to remind
you, however, that restraint is a thing un-
known among us. In all Venus there is
no man or group of men, no power, that
would dare to exercise restraint toward any
being.

“I call upon you to remember the event
which ushered in our modern era, from
which we reckon all time, the overthrow
of the only power that ever sought to im-
pose authority, laws, force, and all their
attendant evils upon the people of Venus.

“Ever since, we have known no law but
custom, no authority but public opinion,

no force but persuasion. That custom has
placed me, your Chief Patriarch, among
you as counselor and guide, not as ruler. 1
would then be repeating the error of that
power which we overthrew two hundred
ages ago did I, with your assistance, try to
impose the false authority of force upon
my own son.,

“But, though you know that I cannot
agree with my son in this venture of his,
and. that I am torn with grief at the
thought that he may be going to an un-
timely death, I would not have you mis-
judge him. This is no madcap escapade
of a restless youth driven by mere love of
adventure. However mistaken he may be,
I believe—and would have you believe—
that he is moved by an unselfish devotion
to your welfare and the welfare of the
children that shall come after you.

“We have all for some time realized that
our continent, this great Land of Light, the
only known habitable land, is becoming
overcrowded. Time was when it held open
fields and forests. It is now one vast city.
Our gardens no longer supply enough food.
We have perforce turned to the laboratory
for sustenance. Where shall the race turn
next? We look up and see only a canopy
of unsubstantial mist. There is no promise
of other worlds there, and if there were,
we have not the wings of birds with which
to seek them. We look off from our shores
over the seas in every direction only to be
met by .the unfathomed ring of eternal
night and deadly cold.

“No man.has ever crossed that Circle of
Darkness. No man c¢an say what lies be-
yond. My son believes he can cross it and
find fair lands on the other side. Let us
put down our private bellefs as to his un-
wisdom and honor his courage and the self-
sacrifice of his brave companions, and bid
him good-speed. And may the Great Over
Spirit, Father of us all, be with him and
them.”

Overcome with emotion, the old Patri-
arch ceased speaking, stood for a moment
searching the faces of the throng and, with
head still proudly erect, turned and with-
drew within his dwelling.

The crowd hesitated for a moment, then,
without a word, began to disperse.

I watched them thoughtfully. The elo-
quence of the Patriarch had swayed them
for the moment. But as I considered what
had occurred and what had been said and
the significance of it all, I was suddenly
seized with a feellng almost prophetic, a
conviction that I had been witnessing the
germinating of the seeds of disruption of
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this slumbrous, custom-ruled, changeless
land of ours, seeds that- had lain dormant
for two hundred ages.

HE more I reflected on this nearly re-

volutlonary -demonstration by the peo-
ple in the market-place, the more I was
convinced that it was in part, at least,
the result of the baleful influence of
the First Lady of the-South, whom I had
interviewed shortly before, The revolution-
ary ideas of that remarkable woman had
bade fair to be a public sensation had not
their announcement been followed so close-
ly by the'more spectacular proposal of
Hunter. ,

She was the daughter of the Patriarch
of South Venus, head of the chief family
of the ancient clan of Masons.

The people of Venus were divided Into
clans according to their original occupa-
tions, and all the families- of each. clan
bore the name of its. particular calling.
Hence the Masons were the .familles form-
ing the group or clan of 'those whose an-
cestors had worked at.the building of walls.

Of course these family names, as I glve
them here, are by no means the same in
‘sound as they were spoken in the tongue
of ‘Venus." In setting this record down I
have been forced to translate even our
proper names, as far as possible, accord-
ing to sense, into their equivalent English
words.

For so utterly alien to you is our speech
that not one word of it can be expressed
in Earth characters or pronounced in any
Earth tongue.

.Some thirty sleep-periods before the
time set-for the departure of Hunter’'s ex-
pedition, and while his plans were yet
secret, there had been signaled through to
Central Venus the report that this Mme,
Mason,who, through her position and per-
sonal ability, had become: known as the
First Lady of the South, had been whis-
pering about among her friends a most
revolutionary proposal,

It was said that she declared for defi-
ance of the ancient, unbroken custom of
Venus by seeking in marriage a mate from
another clan than her own, a thing that
had never been tolerated in Venus as far
back as recorded history or even tradition
goes.

I remember how amazed I was'later

when I first learned that in this topsy-
turvy Earth of yours, you not only allowed
but encouraged the practice, to us-so re-
pulsive, of mating a man and woman not
related by blood or the ties of a clan, nay,

that, on the other hand, you rather dis-
couraged the marriage of relatives, a prac-
tice so common among us.

So serious was the-suggesting of this
hitherto unheard-of thing by so influential
a woman that I determined not to record
the rumor in our Chronicle until I had it
first-hand from the lady herself.

You may well understand how important
I'considered this interview when I tell you
that I disliked travel exceedingly, and that
the distance to South Venus was a little
over twenty sleeps, or about two thousand
of your Earth miles.

In Venus a “sleep” was not only our unit
of time but of distance as well. Despite
our lack of a natural time-unit, such as
furnished by your Earth day and night,
custom had established with us a uniform,
periodical time of sleeping. From the be-
ginning of one sleep-period to the begin-
ning of -the next, we called a ‘'sleep”, as
you call your time-unit a day. Likewise,
our ancients hit upon their average jour-
ney in a sleep-period as a measure of dis-
tance,-just as your primitive tribes meas-
ured distance by a-:-day’s journey.

But in our modern-times, with our swift
motoer-driven canal barges being our sole
means of overland travel in Venus, we were
able to make: at least two sleeps of dis-
tance in one sleep of time. So In the course
of ten sleeps'I arrived in‘South Venus and
secured quarters at the leading travelers’
home.

When I think of the perils and hardships
of the appalling pilgrimages I have under-
gone since, over black, uncharted lands
and seas and through empty spaces, I

smile at the to-do I made over this brief
journey.

But 1 was accustomed to the privacy of
my roomy quarters and the freedom of
the sireets, and I chafed under. the re-
straint of the narrow cabin and the en-
forced company of my travellng compan-
ions. Those who occupled adjacent sec-
tions and hence were most thrust upon me
proved uncongenial and tiresome.

There was an elderly woman, an engi-
neer who-had charge-of the upkeep of one
of. the southern sections of .the canal Sys-
tems; a young woman who acted as buyer
of raw materials for a big chemical con-
cern in Central Venus, and a middle-aged
man, manager of a line of ships plying
around the coast from South Venus to the
Western Islands.

No sooner did this worthy trio learn that
I was editor, of the Chronicle than they
began vylng with each other to get my ear



BETWEEN WORLDS" 13

and pour into that suffering organ in-
numerable dull details of thelr several af-
fairs, aiming, no doubt, to impress me suf-
ficiently with their importance to get men-
tion before the public. To my death, I shall
positively loathe the subjects of canals,
chemistry, and shipping.

But, aside from the wearisomeness of
my company-and my eagerness to get at
the nub of my errand,  the journey had
been most tiresome, in that it was entirely
lacking in new interest. Though I had not
made this trip before since my early youth,
when I had taken it with my father, the
landscape had not altered a whit.

There was the same endlessly flat coun-
try as far as the eye could reach, traversed
by its network of straight, narrow canals,
through which we made our way. Along
either bank was the same unbroken suc-
cession of pyramidal buildings, all alike,
whether dwelling or business bulldings,
save that around each dwelling was the
usual small garden patch which did its
part toward supplying food and vegetable
fabrics. Nor were there any of the vari-
ations of customs and dress among the
people, such as I have found since lend
constant interest to an earthly journey.

So it came about that I arrived in South
Venus wearled and out of temper and in
no proper frame of mind to interview so
exalted a personage. But my impatience
to have done with my errand and be upon
my homeward way prevented my first
seeking rest and a more equable moaod.

Then, as I was about to set out for the
Mason dwelling, there came over the sig-
nal-towers the astounding news of my
friend Hunter’s proposal to traverse the
Circle of Darkness, and the purpose of my

visit was at once thrust into the back-
ground.

I was therefore ushered into the presence
of the Lady of the South with mind great-
ly distraught with my new tidings, little
dreaming that any connection existed be-
tween Hunter’s mad purpose and the mad
ldeas of my hostess.

WAS ushered into the Patriarchal resi-

dence by one of the young women of the
Mason clan, who was fulfilling her cus-
tomary term of household service, such as
fell to the lot of all youths of Venus. She
was & shy maiden who greeted me politely
enough, but there was about her an air of
suppressed excitement, which I noted also
in all those I met in the passages of the
great house on my way to the apartments
of her I sought.

As usual with the younger generations
of a family, the lady occupied an apart-
ment in the apex story of the pyramid,
hence I had good epportunity to observe
many of the tenants of the building as I
passed up the several inclines and along
the thrifty roof gardens growing on each
terrace.

I could not believe that the perturbation
I noticed on every countenance was due
to the fact that I was a stranger. For the
household of a Patriarch must of necessity
be accustomed to the frequent going and
coming of strangers seeking advice of its
head.

1t was while I waifed in an anteroom of
the Lady’'s apartment for my guide to
make known my presence and the object
of my visit that I learned the cause of
this general excitement, and became con-
vinced that the report I had received of
my hostess’s opinions was no mere idle
rumor.

There came to my ear after a moment
excited voices in an inner chamber, a man
and woman in heated argument. They
were evidently so overwrought that they
were heedless of the fact that I could not
help but overhear every word.

“I beg of you, my daughter,” pleaded the
man, “do not further disgrace us. All our
household is terribly distressed already by
this report of your foolish ideas.”

You have no right to say I have dis-
graced you,” objected the woman. “Truth
1s no disgrace.”

By this 1 knew I was an unwilling lis-
tener to a dispute between the Lady and
her father, the Patriarch. The voice of the
Lady was resolute and impassioned, but
low-pitched and musical. Prejudiced as I
was against the speaker, I could not but be
swayed by its charm.

“See thls man, if you must; I can’'t pre-
vent it, of course,” continued the Patri-
arch, “but I plead with you for the last
time to give up your horrible notions. Tell
him that you were not serious, that you
have no such ideas. Truth you call them?
They are damnable errors!”

“Nonsense!” was the retort. “It 1s time
we changed our ideas in Venus. We boast
we have no laws, but we are slaves of
tyrant custom. I will see this man and tell
him the truth as I see it, and tell him to
spread’it through all Venus. The women
will heed me. Some have already done so.
I shall lose no chance to spread the
truth.” "

“My child, you force me to be sorry that
vou are & daughter of mine, Wait—"
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He was interrupted by an impatient ex-
clamation. There was a quick, light step.
The draperies were thrust aside, and the
Lady of the South stood before me.

Despite the impression her voice had
made, I had still expected to ‘see a com-
manding figure, a stern-faced, wild-eyed
creature. On the contrary, I beheld the
very incarnation of the voice I had heard.
A slight, softly rounded form was revealed
beneath a clinging silken robe that draped
her to the feet Instead of stopping at the
knees like the conventional, uniform tunic
of both men and women of Venus. Nor
was this robe of the regulation white, but
shimmered with a blending of soft colors.

She was a little under the average
height. Her hair, a shade darker than the
usual flaxen, instead of falling loose to
the shoulders, as was customary, had been
let grow and had been braided and coiled
about her shapely little head.

The face betrayed not a hint of the
sternness I had expected. To this day I
have difficulty in recalling its features dis-
tinctly. I was conscious then only of a
radiant smile that held me fascinated and
for the moment bewitched. I could only
stare helplessly into her wistful gray eyes,
all the brave catechism 1 had -prepared
wiped out of my mind.

I recognized her at once as a new’and
strange type in Venus, where our women
had, as a class, little to distinguish them
In appearance either mentally or physli-
cally from the men with whom they had
worked side by side during all our history
on a basis of perfect equality.

It was my first experience with a glamor-
ous woman—something which at the time
I did not attempt to analyze, but which I
realized later was due in a large part to
the consciously arranged effect of her un-

usual method of dress.

I was scandalized even while I was fas-
cinated. It had never occurred before to
the women of Venus that they should make
themselves attractive, nor had our men
been in the habit of considering such a
superficial element in choosing wives. I
have learned that you, of Earth, had dei-
fied our planet as the goddess of romantic
Jove between the sexes. But I assure you
that you were wide of the actual truth.
Such a thing as romantic love had never
been dreamed of in Venus until intro-
duced by the First Lady of the South. We
knew only the affection developed after
marriage, which, with us, was purely an
affair of convenience.

The Lady gracefully dropped on a rug

near the one on which I reclined, and
waited for me to speak.

S0 I pulled myself together and in em-
barrassed, halting fashion, told her of the
report that had reached us in Central
Venus and of my desire to learn the real
truth from her.
~ “I.am glad to glve it to you,” she re-
sponded. “I simply belleve that marriage
and fthe rearing of children is woman's
chief work and that she should be left
free to do that work. As it is, we must,
according to custom, earn our living and
leave the care and education of our chil-
dren to the old people who have retired
from other work.”

“Do you mean that women should do no
work except the care of their homes and
children?” I asked.

uI do.”

“Who then would support these wom-
en?” I demanded incredulously.

“Who indeed but their husbands, the
fathers of their children?”

“Can you imagine any man willing to
bear such an unreasonable burden, or any
able-bodied woman whose pride would al-
low her to live in idleness on the proceeds
of another’s labor? How do you propose
to make men support women?"”

“By not marrying unless we first love the
man we marry and he loves us, If a man
really loves a woman and can marry her
only on those terms, he will submit.”

Love before marriage! I had never heard
of such a thing. It struck me as a thing
improper even to speak of.

“T know what I am talking of,” he went
on, “because I have loved a man myself
and I have never been wed. This is why
I believe in marriage with those out of
one’s clan. Love cannot be controlled. It
goes where it will, There should be no
marriage without love. So when love comes,
marriage should follow, whatever our old
custom says. I shall preach this until our
women are free. They shall not suffer as
I have suffered. I love a man not of my
clan. I have asked him to brave custom
and marry me, and he has refused. Yet

I believe he loves me.”

‘She was growing excited, and, -needless
to say, I was becoming greatly embar-
rassed at this intimate revelation. I has-
tily cast about in a panic-for a change of
subject, and recalled the news of Hunter’s

proposed expedition.

Mumbling some awkward words of sym-
pathy for her distress, I added that I, too,
had been greatly disturbed by news from
a dear friend.
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Then I told her briefly of Hunter’s deter-
mination to explore the Circle of Darkness.

The effect of my words was most aston-
Ishing.

She leaped to her feet, her face torn
with {renzied horror.

“He shall not go! He shall not go! I will
stop him! I must not lose him like that!
I cannot live without him!”

She dashed from the room, and I did not
see her again.

Our Hunter, then, was being wooed by
this mad lady! But I returned home con-
vinced that it was the embarrassing pro-
posal of the Lady of the South that had
much to do with Hunter’s determination
to explore unknown seas. And in the pop-
ular move to prevent him, I saw evidence
that the Lady’s influence over the people
was far-reaching.

O MY dying breath I shall never forget

. my sensations as I stood by Hunter’s
side on the deck of his great ship and
watched the light fade away, perhaps
never again to shine for us. Ahead, and
ever drawing nearer, was that grim, un-
known, nether region of eternal darkness
in which, if our purpose held, we were soon
to be engulfed.

Consider what this meant to us who, in
all our lives, had never known darkriess,
excepting when, for amusement or experi-
nent, we had.each probably at some time
or other covered the windows of a room
and enjoyed for a few moments the thrill-
ing novelty of being unable to see.

To us eternal light, unvarying even for
2 moment from one age-end to another,
was as much a matter of course as the air
we breathed.or the moisture it shed upon
us, or the genial, unchanging glow of heat
that pervaded it. Whence came that myste-
rious light and heat we knew no more
than we understood the source of that in-
exhaustible stream of air that poured
unvaryingly across our land, or of the end-
less supply of moisture that fed our soil
from above. And our scientists, who delved
deeply.into the mysteries of chemistry and
biology, were as much at a loss over these
more familiar mysteries as were we of
lesser minds.

Anad yet, unexplainable as was the pres-
ence of light and heat, their absence was
still more incomprehensible. Nevertheless,
reputable explorers who had ventured to
the very margin of the Cirele of Darkness
had returned with undoubted proof of
such lack.

Within the present age a distant cousin

of Hunter’s had sailed his ship so far into
the twillight that bordered the Circle of
Darkness that his terrified crew had looked
ahead into what seemed a jet-black, im-
penetrable wall scarce a ship’s length In
front of them. That it was no solid wall
they knew when a great mountain of crys-
tal floated out of the darkness and di-
rectly toward them. Only maneuvering
the vessel averted wreck. As it was, a
jagged corner of the mass grazed their
hull, a fragment breaking off and falling
on the deck. Those who, gathered curi-
ously about this bit of crystal, laid hands
upon it, were seized with sharp pain in
the palms.

When they sought to bring this crystal
back as a memento, it shortly turned to a
pool of water on the deck—a great marvel
to all who saw it, no one having ever
withessed the like before

But, stranger yet, the water in a bucket
on the deck had turned to this same hard,
clear crystal, only to become water agaln
on their return to the warm seas.

Meantime the air about them had
changed to malignant vapor that seemed
to cut them to thelr very bones. Some
there were whose ears and fingers were
smitten as with a leprosy, swelllng and
turning white and giving great paln.

Such .evidence as this was in accord
with tales told by their earlier explorers.
This earller Hunter had sailed away on
a later voyage, and neither ship nor crew
had ever again been heard of.

Now, as I sought to project- my imagina-
tion and prepare myself In some measure
for this unthinkable experience, it balked
in the attempt. Of what Hunter's plan
might be-for coping with these awful nega-
tlons of nature, I had as yet no knowledge.
Having been away in the south when he
planned his expedition, I knew. nothing
of its details until my return home just
before his departure. He had sent for me,
briefly outlined hils purpose, and asked
me to join him. There had been no time
for further details.

I had agreed to his proposal on the spur
of the moment, partly through devotion
to him, and partly because, as editor of
the Central Chronicle, of Venus, I could
not afford to let pass the one great news-
event of my lifetime.

Nevertheless, Hunter had seen to it that
any of his company who turned faint-
hearted when confronted with the grim
actuality might have chance to turn back.
We were accompanied on the first stage
of our trip by a convoy ship on which any
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of us who chose might return to safety
at the last moment. Hunter had expressly
stipulated in my case that I should feel
no embarrassment in so doing, inasmuch
as I had started without full explanation
of his plans.

Now that we were drawing near the
point where our convoy would leave us, I
had sought out Hunter; to ask him for the
further aetails he had promised.

“Very well, Scribner,” he said, “if you’ll
come down to my. cabin I'll explain why
I'm undertaking this thing, and you can
declde finally whether you are with me
to the finish.” )

Hunter’s cabin had more the appearance
of a combination of study and laboratory
than the sleeping-room of a ship’s com-
mander.” Only his sleeping-pad, now hang-
ing to air by one of the octagonal win-
dows, suggested the room’s latter char-
acter. There was a well-fllled case of en-
scrolled tablets, all on sclentific subjects,
records of former explorations, I noted
from the titles.- Another case contained a
mixed - assortment of nautical and chemical
instruments. On the walls were numerous
maps. "

The center of the cabin was occupied
by an ordinary hemisphere, on its surface
g map of the Land of Light which we were
leaving. The base of the hemisphere, as
usual, shaded off into the black band that
represented the Circle of Darkness.

Such was our conception at that time
of the planet on which we lived, we who
had no knowledge of other planets than
our own, or ever dreamed that they ex-
isted beyond the eternal cloud-blanket of
our sky. ‘

You who were born on Earth, our then
unknown sister planet, and have all your
lives looked out through a clear atmos-
phere upon the blazing sun of your.days
and the moon and stars of your nights,
can hardly imagine a world like ours, where
there were no days or nights, a world, one-
half of which dwelt in eternal light and
the other in eternal darkness. And yet
your astronomers had discovered that such
is the case with us. Venus, unlike your
Earth, does not spin about on its axis,
giving every part of its surface a con-
stant change from light to darkness and
back. It presents, forever, the same face
toward the sun.

Now, had Venus enjoyed a clear atmos-
phere'llke that of Earth, we would, like
you, have been familiar with other heaven-
ly bodies, and have developed astronomers
who would have taught us the fruth about

our own planet. For we are a race of
scientists, many of whom have in certaln
fields far outstripped those-of Earth. But
your astronomers, .I have "learned, have
also shown you that Venus has a constant-
ly cloudy atmosphere. Never in the re-
corded history of Venus has the sun ap-
peared to us through the gray mantle of
our heavens, and never up to the time
when this tale begins had anyone dreamed
of the existence of such a body.

In view of these handicaps, then, I pro-

~test that you of the.Earth should have

charity for our ignorance. Particularly
should ‘this be in view of the fact that
but a few ages ago you of one hemisphere
of the Earth were as ignorant of the other
hemisphere as were we of the Land of
Light of the other half of our planet. I
have learned of your Columbus, who, like
our Hunter, believed in another land be-
yond the seas, and in the face of a scofing
world wagered his life on his faith.

But your Columbus had reasons for
the faith that was in him, reasons based
on scientific facts that are now common-

places to the veriest child. As Hunter

stood over his charts and explained to me
his falth, I was forced to confess that he
had no shadow of logical evidence, nor to
this day have I been able to fathom the
basis of hls belief. It is still to me little
less than intuition.

IKE all my fellow-beings in Venus, I
' believed firmly in the Over Spirit of
the Air, Creator of all things, the same, 1
am convinced, as He Whom you Earth-born
call God. But I have always been one: of
those advanced thinkers who doubted the
popular bellef that the Over Spirit
breathed.into the minds of our Patriarchs
rare bits of unprovable wisdom that were
not granted to the mass of us. Yet, as
I look back, I am near to believing that
this son of our Chief Patriarch had par-
taken in-a measure of this divine glft.

To be sure, the truth came to him in a
strangely distorted vision, which he un-
folded to me, bending over his charts there
in the ship’s -cabin.

“This,” said he, placing his hand on the
hemisphere, ‘“is our present idea of the
universe. I believe we are right.as to the
shape of our Land of Light. Our mathema-
ticlans have proved it is a symmetrically
rounded hill like this.

“But why should we believed this is the
only hill rising out of the zone of dark-
ness? I believe the universe is a great sea
of air of infinite extent. Only the upper
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layers of the air have the mysterious
properties of light, warmth, and moisture.
Hence only those lands which, like ours,
rise up as islands above the stratum of
darkness enjoy the life-giving properties.

“But, call it pure theory, mere fantasy,
as you will, I cannot believe that in all
limitless space the Over Spirit has created
only one little island like ours, and then
allowed it to be overpeopled. There must
be other lands rising above the darkness
and put there for:us to find. I believe 1
am the one appointed to find them.”

He turned from the model and paced
the floor excitedly, carried away by the
fervor of his great dream. His tall, power-
ful frame quivered, and his strong face
glowed with intensity.

“I tell you,” he went on, as though ad-
dressing a great multitude, “the time f{s
ripe for change. Our race is rotting with
monotony. New worlds must be opened
for it to conquer, new difficulties found for
it to overcome, new problems presented
for it to solve, new customs thrust upon it
to waken its sleeping soul.”

He paused and seemed again to realize
my presence. He seized me by the shoul-
ders and searched my face eagerly.

“Scribner, have you never felt it? Am
I the only man in Venus who has sickened
of the changeless life we lead?”

I had till then been a bit bewildered by
his tirade. Buf now as his burning eyes
bored into mine, I suddenly felt an answer-
ing thrill. There flashed over me new
realization of a great void in my life, a
void so familiar that it had never before
dawned on my consciousness.

Change! That was the magic word. A
word little used among us because the
thing for which it stood had no place in
our lives. I realized in the same instant
what was that haunting, elusive sense of
something impending that had caught me
as I watched the throng in the market-
place. The same hunger for that change
that had burnt into consclousness in
Hunter’s vibrant soul and been communi-
cated by him to me was seething in the
subconsciousness of the multitude and
drawing dangerously near the surface. It
needed but a little urge and touch of mass
excitement to cause it to break out as a
great contagion, mass psychology in ex-
plosion. Hence the general tumult at
Hunter’s going.

Hunter, then, sought to avert the cata-
clysm he had foreseen by providing a
safety valve in the form of new worlds to
conquer.

Sharply as I had been struck by the
revelation of the -changelessness of our
world and with hunger for change, it was
at the moment mainly an emotional rev-
elation. I had no standard of comparison
to give me an Intellectual grasp of what
I meant by change. But now, after over
three of your years on your ever-chang-
ing Earth, I can give you, my readers,
some conception of the situation.

Our monotony was founded in nature.
I have said we had no days or nights. We
had no months or years, for no glimpse of
heaverfly bodies gave us such measure of
time. Your hours and minutes did not
exist. Time flowed in an unmarked stream,
broken into periods only by the lengths
of our lives.

Likewise, we had no change of climate,
for Venus does not lean on its axis toward

the plane of its orbit as does your Earth.

We lived on one great continent. No
mountain ridges or Intruding seas broke
us into groups. So we had but one race,

one language, one religion, one set of cus-

toms, that had not altered since the last
corner of our land had been settled.

And the consclousness of this monot-
ony had suddenly burst upon me, though'L
had as yet no experience of its opposite.

I wrenched myself from Hunter’s grasp
and seized both his hands in mine,

“Hunter!” I eried. “You’re right, and I'm
with you to the end! I know now what I
have hungered for all my life and what

all Venus pines for, unknowing, in its soul.
Change! Adventure! Surprise!

“Don't -tell me more of your plans. I'll
follow where you lead. For once, let me

have an experience which I cannot fore-

see!l”

And I knew that he understood. With-
out another word, we returned to the deck.

All my dread of the darkness had van-
ished. I was looking forward with the
eagerness of a child to our departure from
the Land of Never Change.

CHAPTER II
A VOICE FROM THE DARK

T WAS a tense moment aboard the
great vessel. Our little épmpany of
thirty seemed strangely alone as we
stood grouped on the deck straining our
eyes toward the spot where the convoy, the
last link with our former life, was fading
from sight in the thickening murk. At mo-
ments the heavy vapors rolled up and shut
her from sight. Then through a rift we
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would catch some glimpses of her again.

Ghastly stillness reigned, startlingly
shattered at intervals by the melancholy
boom of the convoy’s gong, tolling in the
gloom like a funeral knell to life and light
and all we held dear. The ship’s motor
was still. She lay motionless on the black,
stagnant flood. Even the heavy, biting air
had ceased its eternal movement.

It was as though the Spirit of Dark-
ness had paused aghast at this impious in-
trusion while it considered what dire
punishment to enforce on these imprudent
mortals. _

I dare say that not one of us, as we
stood huddled together, shivering in our

strange new garbs:'of heavy fabric, but

what suffered an instant of half repent-
ance of our rash purpose.

Soon the convoy was altogether blotted
from sight. The throb of the gong came
fainter to our ears, its mellowing reso-
nance sounding more than ever a note of
despair. The darkness steadily closed in
around us. It became a blank wall a few
paces from our gunwales, then it mounted
our very rails. A few moments, and we
gasped In unison as the black wall closed
down altogether. It was as though the
eyes had been plucked from our beads. I
reached out involuntarily and touched my
neighbor to make sure that I was not
alone in the black void.

I felt a stir of panic among my com-
panions, an echo of the tumult in my own

soul.
At that critical point there came from

the motor-cabin the calm, confident voice
of Hunter.

“Don’t be alarmed,” he -assured us. “We
‘will have light, plenty of it, in a moment.
It will startle you when it comes, so be
prepared.”

It was here that our leader put our
faith in him to the supreme test. I briefly
regretted that I had not, after all, insisted
on a full disclosure of the method he had
in mind for coping with the darkness.
Manifestly no progress could be made with-
out the aid of eyesight. I recalled the
ancient tales of great mountains of crystal
floating out of the blackness to crush
such a puny object as a man-made: ship,
of seas that turned solid so that no float-
ing thing could force its way through.

Did he mean that he had no conquering
device, after all, and, confronted with the
actual condition of darkness, had at once
seen the hopelessness of advancing? Was
he about to turn back-.to the light he had
just left and abandon the expedition?

The clang of the convoy’s gong was still
faintly audible. We could get our bearings
from it, and return.to safety. I was gullty
of the hope that such was hls purpose.

Or could he be obsessed with the idea
that the Circle of Darkness was only a
narrow zone through which we could drift
in a few brief moments into a new realm
of light?

But even as we struggled with these
doubts we were answered in most amazing
fashion. The darkness-was snatched from
our vacant eyeballs by a great glare such
as none of us had ever before experienced.
So intense was its brilllance that it para-
lyzed our optic nerves. After the first sense
of sheer whiteness we were left for an
instant blind agalin.

When our eyes became accustomed to
this sudden change so that we could see
again, we found ourselves bathed by radi-
ance brighter than we had ever before
known. Every detall of our bird-shaped
vessel stood out in clear-cut distinctness.
The great wings which extended half
folded along-either side, a unique feature
of Hunter’s ship, to my mind then a use-
less decoration, shone as though of silver.

The decks, the rounded cabin roofs, the
short spars, and the high prow which
terminated in the figure of a water-fowl's
neck and head, all gleamed in the same
way. This effect, I noted in passing, was
produced by the glare reflected from a
thin sheeting of icy crystal that had
coated the whole vessel since we entered
the cold zone.

Far out over the water the illumination
extended, ending only where it was dis-
Sipated in the white shifting fog-banks.
The surface of the sea, revealed at last
sight as a lifeless floor of blackness, now
sparkled and danced amid a flashing of
myriad hues.

We were aroused from our stupor of
astonishment by the volce of Hunter:

“What do you think of it? Didn't I prom-
ise you light?”

There was in his voice and. manner the
triumph of a small boy who has played a
smart trick on his elders.

For 2a moment more we stared, still un-
comprehending. Then it dawned on us.

For the first time, a mortal of Venus
had produced light!

To you, my Earth readers, this must
be almost incomprehensible. It will be
hard for you t0 understand a race that
had never in its history known fire or ar-
tificlal light, except as we had now and
then seen an accidental manifestation of
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it, for which we had not any possible use.

The races of Earth, I am told, began
using fire before the dawn of civilization,
indeed much of your civilization developed
from-that use. To-day your boasted prog-
ress woud vanish in a night if fire were
removed from Earth.

But remember, necessity is the mother
of invention, as one of your sages has
said. You had need of filre to warm you
in your winters. Hence you learned to use
it. So your dark nights demanded the
light that went with fire. |

We had no winter and no night. So
why should we concern ourselves with
fire? And in our world there were few
of the accidental manifestations of nat-
ural fire, no volcanoes, no electrical storms,
no conflagrations resulting from accident
from the use of fire, as with you.

HEN it came to mechanical inventions,

not even then had we missed the use
of artificial heat. You being familiar with
fire and learning its power, had from it
developed the steam engine and later the
electric dynamo.

We, starting from a different viewpoint,
had developed much earller than you a
knowledge of chemistry. We had for in-
stance from the earliest recorded ages
prepared our food by chemlcal process in-
stead of fire cooking as with you. In de-
veloping artificial power we had invented
crude chemical motors at first, later dis-
covering a method of develoning high
power electricity chemically and applying
it to the driving of powerful machinery,
a thing which you have as yet seen only

a. glimmering of in what you call your
galvanic batteries.

But now, driven by need, Hunter had
invented artificial light. Faced with his
voyage into eternal darkness, he had be-
thought himself of the occasional dull
flashes and glows he had noted while ex-
perimenting with chemical apparatus.
Seeking their cause, he now devised glass
globes filled with a compound which when

excited by electricity produced this bril-
liance,

He pointed out to us now some of these
globes set on each point of the vessel, on
the crest of the figurehead, at the top of
the spars, and in rows on the cabin-roofs.
We had. noted these globes before only as
ornaments without use and commented on
Hunter’'s vain love of decoration.

Fach cabin also was equipped with one
of these globes, giving the interior of the
ship heat as well as light.
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“This is really the first time I have
had darkness to test the lights!” Hunter
exclaimed. “I haven't felt confident of the
success of our venture until now. 1 think
we can dismiss the convoy and be on
our way.”

He entered the motor-cabin and sounded
three sharp rings of the gong, the signal
agreed upon with the convoy’s captaln.
Faintly over the water came the answer
in kind. _

Then he pulled a control bolt. The mo-
tors underneath him began to throb. The
great.- webbed feet at the vessel’'s side
swept out and began churning the water.
A moment more, and we were gliding
gracefully into the unknown.

Gradually we became accustomed to our
strange surroundings and our -fears wore
away, to be replaced again by the thrill of
high adventure. The new light, once ex-
plained, gave us a sense of confildence we
had not felt before since the voyage was
proposed. We were in high spirits.

True, we were already experiencing a
foretaste of hardship in the extreme cold
which searched and stung our untried
bodies despite our heavy robes. Hunter
made the watches short, and the members
of each watch were glad to escape to the
warm cabin for respite when the time

marker in the motor-cabin polnted to
the end of their trick.

So five watches passed with.little in-
cident, save that. now and then our ship
crunched through a field of thin ice
crystal or was occasionally bumped by
jagged blocks of that material. To this
we soon became accustomed but were
ever sharply on the lookout lest we crash
into one of the reported crystal mountains

that might come upon us suddenly from
the fog-banks.

It was in the sixth watch, which chanced
to be mine, that we first sighted one of
these towering monsters off to our right,
just within the range of our light, an
awesome spectacle to our unaccustomed
eyes. From then on we saw many of them.
We ran at reduced speed, barely creeping
at times The crystal fields were becoming
more frequent and more difficult to break
through. The cold grew more intense.

It was in this watch that a curious ex-
citement occurred. Up to this point we
had seen no sign of animal life in the

chill, dead water or in the scarcely less
dead and chill alr.

Now, near the end of my watch, we
heard discordant cries in the air behind us
which we soon recognized as those of
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water-fowls. Presently we were overtaken
by a flock of some dozen of these birds,
flying low and making to pass us close
to the left.

To our surprise they paid not the slight-
est attention to the glare of our lights,
which we supposed would have terrified
them.

They had nearly passed us when one
flying in the rear drove head on against
the light at the summit of the ship’s figure-
head and fell back, stunned on the deck.

The forward watch picked it up and
examined it curiously. After a moment he
cried out in surprise and studied more
closely the bird’s head.

“Look!” he eried. “The creature has no
eyes!”

And it was true. We each examined the
bird carefully, but could discover nothing
but two faint scars where eyes should have
been.

There were indeed monsters in this
strange world, forms of life that found
their way about in the blackness without
need of sight, and born without organs
with which to see. For nature evidently
wasted no unnecessary equipment on her
.creatures.

One of us dropped the uncanny thing
overboard with a shudder. Trivial, in a
way, as was the Incident, it left us with
an uneasy feeling not readily shaken off.

But we had little time to dwell upon this
horror. A cry from the steersman called
our attention back to our surroundings.
While we had been examining the bird we
were entering an apparently broad pas-
sage between two crystal fields. Now we
saw that these fields had converged until
they met just ahead of ,us. We were in a
pocket.

Weaver, chief of the wateh, gave orders
to the steersman to back out and seek
some other passage. But on attempting
to do so we found, to our consternation,
that quantities of drifting crystal blocks
and sheets had floated in behind and
threatened to imprison us. Moreover, the
driving-feet crashed and ground against
these impediments and were momentarily
in danger of being broken.

In this erisis Weaver ordered the motor
stopped and summoned Hunter from his
sleep for consultation.

Hunter had just come on deck and was
taking in the situation when a sound off
across the crystal field fo the right held
us all at atteation. It was a hoarse cry,
low-pitched but penetrating.

My first thought was that it was some

strange animal denizen of the darkness.

We listened for a moment. Again it came,

this time with unmistakable distinctness.
It was a human voice!

'E .STARED- at each other, amazed.
How could there possibly be human
beings out there in the wastes of endless
night and cold?

And yet human beings there were, and
no small \number of them. For now the
call was repeated and answered by another
and another at different points. Then in
still another quarter beyond the range

of our powerful lights arose shouts. It

was as if several persons were conversing
éxcitedly.

We were too far off to catch the words,
yet words of human speech they were, and
the speakers were rapidly drawing nearer..

Those of our company off watch, aroused
by the tumult, leaped from their sleeping
pads and rushed to the deck. We stood

at the rail, gripped with bewildered fear.
Hunter himself was as much at loss as

the rest, though if he felt any consider-
able degree of the terror that held us,
his calm self-control concealed it.

Suddenly with a ecry of mixed relief
and alarm he whirled from the rall to-
ward the motor-cabin

“I have it!” he shouted. “Those must
be the men of our convoy. They have
drifted back into the shadow and have
been lost. Probably had trouble with their
motors. I'll ring our gong so they’ll know
who we are.”

But at that another sound drowned
the human outecry and held even our
leader motionless with horror.

It began in a low-pitched, thunderous
erowl that rattled the cabin windows. It
rose to a rasping roar and ended in an
ear-piercing, wailing shriek.

Then out upon the lighted area of the
ice-field staggered a great, shaggy, four-
footed beast. To my excited eyes the crea-
ture measured no less than ten paces from
his frothing jaws to his lashing tail., Our
lights gleamed on a double row of
hideous fangs and on formidable hooked
claws that tore at the ice with each awk-
ward leap. I was ready now to give full
credit to the nursery tales of monsters
with which in my childhood I had been
regaled by my granddame.

As he neared the center of the lighted
area, his pace slackened and presently,
with another awful outery, he swayed and
sank to the ice and lay twitching as if
in agony.
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We could see protruding from his left
side just back of the .shoulder, a short
lance, round which oozed a slow stream
of blood. He had been struck by a human
huntsman. As this last cry reechoed over
the frozen fields there stole out of the
shadows behind the great beast a half
circle of some fifty human forms. They
were creeping cautiously forward and clos-
ing around their wounded prey.

They moved in absolute silence now, but
there could be no doubt that these were
the beings we had heard shouting in the
distance. Nor did it take more than the
first glance to convince us all that here
were no sailors from our convoy, nor any
men of the Venus we had known.

I have called them human. In that I
flattered them grossly. They walked up-
right and, to be sure, had human forms.
Moreover, the creatures wore man-made
clothing.

But it was such clothing as none of
us had ever 'before seen, fashioned rudely
of shaggy fur, following the shape of their
bodies throughout, so that they looked
not unlike lesser copies of the great beast
that sprawled before them.

But their faces sent- cold shivers of
horror down our spines. They were darker
in complexion than those of normal man,
and heavy, protruding jaws gave them a
pecullarly beastly appearance. But even
at this distance there was an indefinable
lack of all expression. Nor were they the
expressionless faces of beasts, but the
blank countenances of dead men, of pe-
culiarly brutal dead men who had died
from some foul disease that had horribly
disfigured and discolored their features.
It was as though we were watching gro-
tesque automatons silently closing in on
the dying beast. Each fur-covered hand
held a spear such as we had seen in the
animal’s side.

And not one of these strange figures,
to our great surprise, had as yet taken
the slightest notice of our brilliantly
lichted ship, though such a spectacle had
certainly never before invaded the.haunts
of these sons of the night.

AS the deadly circle closed in, the wound-
ed quarry staggered up, and with a roar
dashed forward. He was received on vici-
ous spear-points and recoiled, snarling.
A second lance now quivered in his right
side.

In a frenzy he whirled about the circle.
Now a frantic sweep of a terrible hook-
tipped claw caught two of the hunters
unawares, and they went down under if.

With a gasping snarl the great jaws
snapped once at each prostrate throat and
the two victims moved no more.

But this moment of partial triumph was
the beast’s final undoing. While he was
thus preoccupied the circle closed in and
lance after lance struck home. With a last
cry of pain he sank to the ice, twitched
convulsively, and was still.

YHERE followed a scene of brutal sav-

agery such as I had never before
dreamed possible among human beings,.
Remember, no savage race had survived
in the Land of Light, and the savage
period of our own race’s history ceased
before the beginning of any records save
the vaguest of discredited traditions. There
was in our knowledge no precedent for
murderous savagery.

The Iinstant they were satisfied that dan-
ger from the man-killing claws had passed,
there was a rush for the carcass. The next
instant they were madly fighting each
other for the booty. The circle of allies had
resolved Into ‘a mound of screaming,
squirming, thrusting, fur-clad foes.

Now and then a luckless one- recoiled
from the mass and fell on the ice, dead
or sorely wounded from a spear-thrust.
Several times a contending pair separated
from the main group and fought an ex-
change of wild lance-thrusts until one or
the other fell. The victor paused long
enough to strip the fur garment from the
fallen adversary and fasten it around his
own walst as a trophy.

But gradually the fighting ceased as one
by one the savages got what they fought
for, a -part of the beast’s carcass. Each
successful one retired with his booty to a
little distance, and, squatting on their
haunches, began eating a chunk of the raw

flesh, tearing it greedily with his teeth,

a process you can well'imagine was a nau-
seating one to us fastidious vegetarians
watching from the ship. I know I was
sick with mingled-horror and fear.

“They're human beings, no doubt,” said
Hunter in a rather shaky voice at my
elbow, “but they are of very low intelli-
gence. They seem fo have only the in-
stinct to kill and feed. They are too stupid
even to notice us so far. We must get out
of here before they do take notice. We
have no weapons, and know nothing of

fighting. They’d slaughter every man of
us for our clothing.”

He rushed into the cabin to start the
ship’s motor. I saw at once that there was
little chance of our extricating ourselves
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in a hurry from the pocket into which we
had drifted just before our attention had
been diverted by the savages. One side of
the vessel was now crowded firmly against
the margin of the very ice-field on which
the savages held their ghastly feast. All
about her were quantities of floating pieces
of ice that were every moment wedging
more tightly into our narrow, blind chan-
nel, and already beginning to freeze to-
gether into a solid sheeft.

We were in a critical position. I doubted
not that these strangely nonchalant sav-
ages had noted at a distance, ‘even before
we saw them, that we could not escape
and intended to ignore us until they had
eaten thelr fill. In no other way could I
explain thelr strange indifference to our
presence. After the exhibitlon we had
just witnessed, what possible mercy could
we expect from them?

With our very lives staked on the ship’s
response to her driving feet, we waited
breathlessly for the first sound of the
motor.

It came, and the powerful feet churned
and ground at the ice. Our gaze was bent
over the rail upon the channel’s margin
In hope of some sign of progress. But none
came. Instead, after a moment there was
a crash within the bowels of the ship and
the motor stopped altogether. The strain
of fighting the ice had proven too much,
and one of the maln shafts had finally
parted.

We lay absolutely at the mercy of the
savages. And at the same instant it seemed
evident that the quality of thelr mercy
was to put to the test.

For just as the motor .broke down they
seemed suddenly aroused by the sounds
from our vessel -and taking note of our

presence for the filrst time. As one man,

they dropped their fllthy food, seized their
spears, and leaped to their feet. For a
moment they stood .tensely silent, as if
listening.

Then-one gave a.low cry, as of direction,
They ‘turned .our way.and in grim silence
began advanecing upon us with set spears,
as we had seen them but a little time ago
closing in on the doomed beast.

We watched them in hypnotized horror
while they advanced a matter of twenty
paces, those dead men’s faces becoming
every Instant more distinct and more grue-
some. |

And then we realized all at once what
had lent the crowning horror to those
faces.

Not one of them had eyes!

NSTINCTIVELY our ship’s company

drew around Hunter in desperate, word-
less hope that:somehow he had foreseen
this peril and was prepared to save us
from these eyeless and ruthless fiends.

But for once our leader seemed without
foreknowledge and without Iinspiration.
While that uncanny semicircle of blind
murderers advanced another twenty paces,

-he stood clutching the rail, studying the

hideous faces as if in those blank masks
he might find an answer to his problem.

“If I had only a little time!” he groaned.
“I should have been prepared for this!”

An age it seemed to us hefore we saw
his eyes light with-a flash of hope.

“We'll try the gong,” he whispered. *“It
may scare them off. If I can gain a little
time, we will be safe.”

He stepped swiftly into the motor-cabin,
turned on the electric- gong-control, and
the harsh, melancholy clamor tore the air.

It seemed for a moment that this might
have the desired effect. At the first clang
of the heavy hammer the oncoming horde
recoiled as:if from a blow in their sightless
faces. A few turned to flee, but stopped
some paces back and stood, heads bent
toward ‘us as though concentrating their
sénse 0f hearing In an effort to analyze
the strange tumult.

But evidently creatures who so reckless-
ly faced violent death In search of food
and In haphazard quarrels over its pos-
sesslon were not to be greatly dismayed
at mere clamor, however unfamiliar.

Again the guttural order from one of
their members who seemed to be a leader.
The line-stiffened at once. The half-fear-
ful ones returned to their places. The
slow, silent and relentless advance against
our devoted company was resumed. How-
ever they might fly at each other’s throats
in dividing prey once won, they evidently
acted in concert while stalking it.

At that our nerves snapped. Panic selzed
us. Our.only thought was flight, we knew
not where, or much cared. The darkness
of the.open ice-fields seemed for the mo-
ment- a welcome refuge.

But the side of the ship away from the
savages, over which we would have in-
stinctively fled, lay next to the channel
whose surface of loose ice offered no foot-
ing. As it was, many of our company
would have leaped blindly into this freez-
ing flood and perished had not some few
of the cooler heads among us recovered
a little self-possession in time to realize
this danger and herded them over the
opposite rail.
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There was still a considerable open
space left between us and the fast ad-
vancing foe, and there was time to slip
around the end of the blind line, iIf we
did not betray ourselves to their marvel-
ously acute sense of hearing, which seemed
largely to replace sight. We counted on
the nolse of the gong to cover our move-
ments. "

Weaver and I were among the last to
leave. We realized slmultaneously that
Hunter was still in the cabin, probably
unconscious of the fact that his company
were deserting the ship. We called to him
frantically, and getting no answer, rushed
in after him.

He was working calmly but quickly over
his motor controls.

“Come!” I shouted. “They’re almost on
us! The rest have gone!”

“Gone! Where?” he demanded.

“Out on the ice. We've just time. Come!”

“Call them back! Call them back!” he
ordered excitedly. “I'll have the ship out
in another moment.”

But our taut nerves would brook no
further dallying. We seized him between
us without ceremony and, despite his in-
dignant protests, dragged him bodily over
the ship’s side.
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He thanked us afterward for this show
of mutiny, for so little margin of safety
remained that we nearly brushed against
the vile creatures at the end of the line
as we stole trembling out of the closing
trap.

Once, our uncertain footing was near to
betraying us. Our feet had never before
tested this treacherous frozen field, and
we made sorry work of our effort to step
without sound. Slipping, stumbling, again
and again, one or more of us falling prone,
we made our way till the last of us had
nearly passed beyond immediate danger.
Weaver was a pace behind Hunter and
myself as we rounded the end of the sav-
age line.

I heard a muffled thud behind me and
turned to see Weaver lying full length on
his back. His feet had slipped from under
him suddenly, and he must have struck
full on the back of his head, for he lay
as 1f half stunned.

That fact saved his life. For even as
I looked back, one of the blind savages
at the end of the line, scarce three paces.
away, halted abruptly and bent a sensitive
ear toward the spot .where Weaver had
fallen, Then, with spear upraised, he felt

his way shufflingly over the ice directly
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toward our prostrate companion. The fel-
low’'s head was bent forward Inquiringly
and his thick, brutal nostrils dilated as he
sniffed the alr llke a wild beast. Even
in my fright I noted that the sense of
smell also. aided the hearing in replacing
the missing eyesight.

He had almost stepped on Weaver when
he halted and drove his spear out with a
short, powerful stroke. Had Weaver gained
his feet promptly he would have been
thrust clean through.

As it was, his daze left him just as the
savage struck. He rolled over, and before
his assailant ceuld locate him more defli-
nitely he had crawled on hands and knees
out of his reach.

Again the great gong clanged, and while
its reverberations still echoed and re-
echoed, we scurried away and halted only
when we reached a point where the lights
of our ship no longer illuminated the ice
sufficiently to make further progress safe.

There we stood, a shuddering, panic-
stricken group, walting breathlessly to see
what fate awaited our vessel.

By now the horde had reached it. In the
very presence of -the*booming gong they
suffered another fit- of trepidation. Pres-
ently, however, they regained assurance,
and one after another pressing forward,
struck the side of the ship and felt 1t

seriously. They thrust their spears at it

as though they thought it might be some
manner of beast. They poked their noses
against it speculatively.

At length, one by chance touched the
ladder by which we had made our escape
and called excitedly to his fellows. They
crowded around him, each feeling of this
mysterious affair and discussing ‘it ex-

citedly.

T length one bold spirit seized hold

and cautiously mounted it till he stum-
bled over the rail on to the deck." Then
he shouted volubly to those below, fill one
after the-other the rest followed his ex-
ample. Presently the whole crew were
defillng the vessel with their filthy pres-
ence. -We could see them prowling about

from deck to deck, shouting exictedly at
each new discovery.

“T have a scheme,” execlaimed Hunter
suddenly. ‘“Some of the bodies of those
devils may not have been plundered. If so,
some of us will put on their clothing, bor-
row their spears and steal back. aboard
. Ship. Then we’ll feel like one of them if
any of them touch one of us, and those
clothes ought to give us the right odor, too.

second time to restrain him.

Maybe we can maneuver them _below
decks, and lock them in. Anyhow, we'll
have something to fight with.”

In a few moments.we had found the spot
where the fight had occurred, marked all
too plainly by a welter of congealed blood,
scattered fragments of the great beast,
and the stripped bodies-of the slain.

Controlling our squeamishness with an
effort, we searched all about, but found
only one body that had been overlooked.
though there were a number of spears
scattered here and there.

Hunter distributed the spears among
those oI us in whose untried physical

prowess he had most confidence, and ap-
propriated the dead savage's furs for hime=

self.

These strange garments he drew on over
his own, and announced, to our consterna-
tion, that he would -go alone. aboard the
vessel—we amateur spearmen to gather at
the foot of .the ladder, ready to rush to
the rescue if he was beset.

We protested loudly and unanimously
against such foolhardiness on his part, de-
claring that we might better rush the
decks in a body, or at least that one of
the rest of us should take the risk he
proposed shouldering. We pointed out,
too, that it would go hard with us should

our leader be lost at this critical point.

We all but resorted to physical force a
But he re-
mained firm.

“If" we cannot save the ship we are lost,
anyhow,” he insisted. “I stand the best
chance of saving it.”

With that he led the way back to the
vessel. without further argument. With

‘sick hearts we watched him disappear

among the motley, wrangling horde.

Moment after moment passed, each
seeming an age. At the ladder’s foot we
stood tensely grasping our unfamiliar

weapons and ready to dash into practically
hopeless conflict.

Our uneasiness had increased to the

peint where we could not much longef

restrain ourselves when suddenly our at-
tention was diverted in most unexpected
and startling fashion.

Somewhere far off to the left, outside
the reach of our lights, came a resounding
crash. Even as we looked ‘at each other
aghast, the ice-fileld heaved under .our
feet. A great wave of water tore down
the channel amid a roar of grinding ice.
Our vessel was torn from its mooring:
against the ice-field and swept out into
mid-channel. The wave overran the ice
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where we stood, drenching us waist deep
with its icy flood.

From the dlrection whence this terrific
disturbance started one of those towering
ice mountains floated majestically into
sight, drifting slowly but relentlessly down
the channel, throwing back the ice-field
on either side like a powerful flow. tossing
up soft soil. '

Directly in its path lay our crippled ves-
sel and heroic leader.

Powerless now to aid him, we furned
and fled from the heaving margin of the
channel. We had run perhaps a hundred
paces when without an instant’s warning
the lights of the vessel went out, and the
gong ceased ringing. We stopped In our
tracks, in the grip of complete despair.

There we were in total darkness on an
unstable field of lce in the heart of the
region of endless night, without ship and
without leader, the unthinkable cold bit-
ing our drenched bodies to the bone.

GRADUALLY the thundering and crash-

ing of breaking ice died away. The.

dizzy heavings of slippery flooring sub-
sided.

Now we stood huddled together in the
blackness, listening breathlessly for some
sound .in the direction of the channel to
lend us hope that our ship and its master
still survived, but in vain.

Absolute, deathly silence reigned!

The men about me began to stir nerv-
ously, to chafe their numbed limbs, as
much as anything to break-the awful spell
of the soundless and sightless world.

Now and then I caught a hushed word,
but for the most part we were restrained
by the horror of the darkness. We Enew
not what monstrous thing might be drawn
Our way by any careless sound.

We were for the moment as helpless as
a herd of panic-stricken domestic animals
left without keeper,

Presently I heard Weaver murmuring my
name . and, working around the- group,
guided by each other’s voices, we soon got
together and withdrew a little from the
rest.

Weaver was a capable seaman and a
man of resourcefulness used to directing
men. He had joined the expedition as mas-
ter mariner and first lieutenant to
Hunter.

From the first moment I had laid eyes
on him during the demonstration in the
market-place, he had appealed to me
strongly. Ere our ship had been three
sleeps on its way, we had become friends.

Now that, with Hunter’'s removal, the
responsibility for the company rested on
his shoulders, he naturally turned to me
for council. It was not, I must confess, be-
cause I was of any real value as an ad-
visor In time of emergency, but because
In his perplexity he felt the need of a
confidant..

“I'm afrald there 1s nothing we can do,
Seribner, but wait for the end,” he ad-
mitted. “We have no food or shelter or
light, and no chance of getting them. We
can’'t- survive long. 1 am a man of action
only. When it comes to carefully worded
speech, that is your craft. So I am going
to give you the task of breaking to our
comrades, as gently as possible, the facts
of our situation, and prepare them to face
death calmly, They are a brave company,
or they would not be here, but their nerves
are shaken by what they have just been
through, as I confess are mine.”

“I am myself certainly in no better frame
of mind than the rest,” I admitted, “but
I'll talk as courageously as possible.”

So I got the ear of the company and
stated Weaver’s conclusions.

“Strange things have happened, how-
ever, in this bewildering place, since we
entered 1t,” I added in conclusion., “It may
be, then, that some miracle may save us.
So .let’s not despair as long as we breathe,
but be ready to take advantage of such
fortunate chance if it occurs.”

This last remark was sheer bravado, and

"I think it was recognized as stich by the

comrades.

A murmur of comments followed my
speech, then all fell silent again. Even our
uneasy movements ceased for the time be-
ing. _

The biting alr hung motionless. Not a
sound came out of the darkness.

I, for-.one, was offering prayer to the
Over Spirit, and I knew instinctively that
every member of our band was doing like-
wise. |

Presently I- was conscious that I had
ceased praying and was listening again, my
whole soul concentrated in my ears, search-
ing out the uttermost depths of that black,
horrible quiet.

It was as though all the universe had
been blotted out save one little island of
absolute, lifeless cold, to which our lost

\souls clung for a brief moment, before we,

too, merged with the silence and became
nothineg.

I felt that I must hear some sound from
without or lose my reason.
And then it came!
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At first I could not be sure but that it
was a trick of my overwrought fancy.

A little back of me, I seemed to hear it,
a faint shufling as of padded feet. My
first thought, when I became convinced
that I had really heard a sound, was that
I was listening to one of our own party
moving about, and that I had lost my
bearings. For I had not realized that I had
turned around while talking to Weaver,
and I supposed the rest of our group were
directly in front of me, so near that I
could reach out and touch them.

I started to turn toward the sound when,
somewhere oif to the right this time, I
heard it again. Then, as I listened in be-
wilderment, it came from somewhere in
front of me, and was immediately repeat-
ed off to the left.

“Weaver,” I whispered, ‘“did you hear
that? Are our men going mad with this,
and scattering? Weaver!”

But no answer came from Weaver. 1
called again a little louder, but again with-
out reply.

Weaver and I had been talking shoulder
to shoulder only a moment before, his hand
resting on my arm. I had not heard him
move away.

Wondering at his failure to reply now,
I reached out to touch him, but encoun-
tered nothing. Thinking still that I might
be confused as to direction, I turned slowly
about with hand outstretched. Then 1
turned in a timid circle, still feeling the
empty air.

Agaln I called in vain.

Now almost beslde myself, I took several
heedless steps In the direction in which my
instinct told me Weaver had last been.

And I collided sharply with another hu-
man body. I nearly wept with relief as we
clutched each other by the shoulders.

“Is this you, Weaver?” I gasped.

“No, this is Baker,” he replied. “Who are
you?”

“I'm Scribner. Weaver was at my side
an instant ago, and now he’s gone.”

“Weaver!” I called aloud, throwing all
caution aside.

Only a mocking echo answered.

By now I felt the presence of our coms-
pany about me, and my panic subsided
enough for cool thought.

“Is it possible this thing has driven him
mad and he has wandered off beyond our
reach?” I asked.

“Perhaps the cold has overcome him,”
suggested a volce in the group. “I feel
nearly done for, myself.”

“That 1s possible,” I asserted. “He may
be lying helpless at our feet.”

Then a suggestion flashed into my mind.

“Let's all join hands in a line,” I pro-
posed, “so that we cannot be separated,
and we will move about In a circle over
the ice. I'll stand here in the center as a
plvot. If he has fallen, he must be near
by, and we will come on him.”

HiS scheme we carried out, but though

we circled cautiously several times, each
time shifting my plvot position so as to
cover a new area, we found nothing.

We paused at length, in dismay, and
again we listened as though the darkness
might perchance betray this new secret.

And again came that soft, shuffling
sound here and there around us, now
unmistakably outside of our group.
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“Do the rest of you hear anything?” 1
guestioned.

“T do!” came In awed whispers from here
and there.

“That must be he!” said one.

“It’s someone walking, feeling his way!”
declared another.

‘“He has gone mad and wandered off!”
cried a third. |

“But!” I exclaimed. “There is more than
one thing out there. They are all around
us. Who else has gone?”

There was a sudden stir of panic among
the men -at this suggestion, and a calling
of names here and there.

‘“Tanner, are you there?”

“Is this you, Baker?”

“Where is Carpenter?”

“Just a moment, men!” I called out. “I'll
call the roll from memory.”

One by one, I recalled and pronounced
the names of our original company, with
some promptings toward the end of the
list when my overwrought mind failed to
function readily.

To our horror, six of the group failed
tc answer.

We stood stunned.

We had become prepared to meet our
fate manfully together, but this mysterious
separation of our forces again unnerved
us.
For a long time we remalned thus, the
silence broken now and then by someone
chafing and thrashing his chilled body,
and in between, at intervals, by that soff,
insidious shuffling around out on the ice.

‘“Tanner! Tanner!” cried someone sud-
denly. |

“Tanner .i1s gone! Tanner is gone!” he
exclaimed.

‘This time- we were too stunned to react.

“We were standing hand in hand,”
shouted the man frantically. “He jJerked
his hand out of mine, and he’s gone. Tan-
ner, where—"

The volce broke off suddenly, as though
the man had been choked. ‘

“Who was that speaking?” I demanded.

No answer came.

Madness, indeed, was overcoming our

company.

From then on I became oblivious to the
passage of time. I would beat my arms
about me till I felt my sluggish blood stir-
ring again, and then listen till I heard
once more those eerie and ominous .shuf-
fling sounds.

Then, driven by the need of action, I
would circle around the group of shudder-

ing men, feeling my way from shoulder to

shoulder with a2 word of encouragement
to each.

As I completed one of those rounds I
became convinced that the group.had
grown smaller since my last round. I
groaned hopelessly. No use to warn them
again. The madness was evidently seizing
them one by one.

I had not the heart to make another
round. I could not bear any closer realiza-
tion of the passing of my brave comrades.

I drew off a pace and, momentarily
yielding to a dragging sense of exhaustion,
I sank to the ice. It may have been only a
moment as I thought then. It may have
been much longer that I lay there. I sud-
denly realized that 1 was yielding to a
leaden drowsiness.

With a supreme effort of the will, I
staggered to my feet and shook my body
into life again. I must keep moving till
my fate overtook me. Was it possible that
the madness that had invaded our com-
pany had at last found me out?

I determined to make the round of the
group once more.

I felt out where I supposed them to be,
and touching nothing, took a faltering
step forward. Still I touched no one.

I stopped in my tracks and waited for a
movement or a word to set me right.

For moments I listened, but heard not
the slightest sound. Moreover I was now
oppressed by a sensation of being com-
pletely alone.

Now, beside myself with fear, I began
running frantically, calling first one name
then another. All in vain.

At length, completely exhausted, I
stopped, famt with absolute despair.

I was alone with this eternal silence!

CHAPTER III
THE QUEEN OF THE NIGHT

¥ STRUGGLED against a sense of gid-
diness, partly due to physical collapse
and partly to sheer horror. I swayed
and stumbled. Finally, after recovering
myself two or three times, my shaking
limbs refused longer to sustain me.

I pitched forward, but instead of strik-
ing the ice I was caught firmly by a pair
of muscular arms and jerked back on my
feet.

For an instant I was too surprised to

speak. When I did open my mouth -to

demand the name of my rescuer, I was
suddenly half choked by a mass of nau-
seating, foul-smelling hair thrust into it.
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My hope that one of my companions
had been restored to me was short-lived.

While the ironlike arms still clasped me
about the chest, binding my own arms to
my side, someone else behind me was ad-
justing the gapg, evidently a strip of raw
fur, and tying it at the back of my head.

Then another band was passed about
my arms. These precautions taken, all
without spoken word and with scarcely a
sound, the two unseen belngs, whatever
they were, seized me on either side, and
wlth swift strides, marked only by the
soft, shufiling sound that had but how
so bewildered our party, began half guid-
ing, half propelling my involuntary foot-
steps through the blackness.

Instead of beinp rescued, I was a help-
less captive. What fate awaited me I could
only imagine, but I strongly suspected it

would have been better to perish from cold

on the emply ice. |

This, then, explained the mysterious
vanishing of my companions; a stealthy
foe had snatched them one by one out of
the midst of our group and borne them
away.

Could it be that the blind savages who
had boarded our vessel had escaped from
it and surrounded us? Or were our cap-
tives another group of the same tribe?

We had not proceeded far before I felt a
change in. the natute of the. footing. It
was ho longer firm and slippery. I seemed
to be walking on some soft, yielding sub-
stance that crunched crisply under feet.

At times I sank into it to my knees and.

walking became increasingly difficult. I
guessed that we had left the sea’s frozen
surface and were on land.

I also noted an increasing unevenness
and change of the level over which we
strode. It had been smooth as a floor.
Now we frequently went up and down sharp
inclines. We stumbled over hummocks.
My guides as well as I seemed to find the
way difficult, for they proceeded more

slowly and at times paused as if studying
their bearings. |

At each of these pauses my ears, which
were with recent practise becoming more
and more acute, caught the crunching of
an Increasing number of footsteps. I heard
now occasional guttural shouts or the ex-
change of words in more conversational
key. I realized that my captors had bheen

joined by a considerable number of their
kind. I wondered if the rest of our ship’s
company were with us, gagged and help-
less captives llke myself.

I became more and more confident that

our captors were members of the same
blind race of savages who had taken pos-
session of our vessel. The thought of the
gruesome and ugly faces of those human
beasts as we had seen them under the
glare of our ship’s lights, and their still
uglier actions, made me sick with dread
of what might be in store for us.

Buf as time went on and I came to no
harm nor was subjected to any deliberate
brutality, I began to take an interest in
trying to learn something of these belngs.
One may well imagine I made little head-
way at such study-when I had nothing by
which to go but my memory of a brief
glimpse of their faces and such sounds as
I heard around me.

I reasoned that this race must have in-
habited the realm of eternal darkness from
time iImmemorial. Either the race had
origihated here and, there belng no use
for eyes where light was not, it had never
developed eyes, or else 1t was descended
from beings like ourselves who had origin-
ated In the Land of Light and became
lost in the Land of Darkness countless ages
ago. Having no further use for eyes,
evolution might have gradually eliminated
them in the descendants.

After listening closely to their frapmen-
tary speech, I leaned to the latter theory.
Every now and then I caught a word that
was strikingly similar in sound to one in
the language of the L.and of Light. I
noted too many of these to believe they
could be mere coincidences. It indicated

a common origin in speech between this
race and ours.

But. my attention was shortly diverted
from speculation back to my own Immedi-
ate troubles. It was during one of these
frequent pauses, There was an unusual

amount of talking and movement about
me.

After s word or two of apparent com-
mand from a third person, I was led to one
silde by my two: captors and faced about.
As they brought me to rest I brushed
against another person immediately be-
hind.me. One of my.captors began attach-
ing. some sort of tackle to my shoulders.

« While he was doing this, I felt a second
man in front of me.

Presently, both of my captors left me. I
made a tentative move forward, more to
test my freedom than with any futile idea
of escape. I bumped into the person in
front. He immedlately dodged away, and
as he did so, I felt a forward tugging at
the contraption attached to my shoulders.

At the same time there was a slight
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backward pull as though I were attached
to something behind me that yielded
slightly to the strain.

Y ARMS were still bound down so that

I could not feel about with my hands,
but a little further twisting of my body
convinced me that I was connected by
some sort of a harness both with the man
in front of me and the man behind me.

A moment later, from off at the side,
came a sharp command that unquestion-
ably meant “go” in our tongue., Simultane-
ously I heard a swishing in the air and felt
a stinging blow as of a bit of rope being
flayed over my head and shoulders.

I lunged forward in pain. Aiter a mo-
ment of strain I felt the tackle give a
little, followed by the grinding of some
heavy body being dragged over the ground.

Twice more I heard the whip cut the air
and fall first. on the man behind me and
then on the man in front. We were moving
forward briskly together now, and the
drageging sound behind continued, as did
the pull at my shoulders. It dawned on
me that I was one of a team of three cap-
tives harnessed to some burden which our
captors meant to have us drag home for
them.

We were not, then, mere captives of
these blind men of darkness. We were
their slaves.

It was clear now why we had not been
summarily killed as I had expected. Our
new masters had useful drudgery for us
to perform.

Up-hill and down, we labored on. Again
and again I would have dropped exhausted
had I not been spurred on by the stinging
whip and the hoarse shouts of our driver.

At length, when it seemed that I could
not take another step, we were halted. 1
was freed from the harness. The thongs
about my arms were-removed, but my gag
was ‘allowed to remain. Nor, for a single
instant did my driver let go of my arm.

He had led me forward some half dozen
steps, then suddenly, by main strength,
forced me to my hands and knees and
began pushing me ahead in that position.
Almost immediately I realized that I had
'left the free air. I was scrambling along
like an animal on all fours over a hard,
smooth surface.

I tried once to rise to my feet, but im-
mediately thrust my head against a roofing
less than a pace’s distance from the floor-
ing. I was in a low, tunnel-like passage-
way.

But after I had been driven forward

two or three paces farther, my captol
jerked me to my feet and removed the
gag from my numbed jaws. I had scarce
time to clear my mouth of the filth leff
there by the gag when another nasty
object was thrust into it. At the same time
my master guided one of my hands up to
the stuff, and then let go.

“Eat,” he sald.

Then I realized that I was being fed.

It seemed to be a bit of raw flesh. To
this moment 1 cannot think of it without
being nauseated. I will not inflict a de-
scription of it upon the reader.

But I was famished from long lack of
food, violent exercise, and exposure to the
cold. So I managed somehow to choke
down the fearful stufl.

I was so preoccupied for the moment in
satisfying my c¢raving for food that I did
not realize when my captor left me, but

-when I came to take stock of my new

surroundings I was alone.

I called aloud, but noe one answered. I
felt my way about. I was in a little cell,
rounded in shape and a bare four paces
across. The roof just missed my head. I
found the passage through which I had
come, but 1t was blocked. The air, though
close andfoul, was not so cold as the wind-
swept wastes without.

Satisfled at length that I was in no
immediate physical danger, I gave up to
the extreme weariness that beset me, and

thirowing myself on the hard floor, at once
fell into a -deep sleep.

I must have slumbered long, for I awoke
naturally, feeling greatly refreshed, theugh
stiff and sore from my unwonted exertions
and exposure,

I had :paced back and forth for some
time, limbering my creaking limbs, when
a sound behind me caught me up short. I
whirled:about and saw to my astonishment
in the' wall of my cell an upright oblong
of dim light.

As soon as my unused vision became ac-
customed to functioning agaln, I made
out that it was an.open door beyond which
extended a short passage on.whose walls a.
fitful radiance flickered.

Then for the first time I saw the dim
form of a man beside me. He grasped me
firmly by the arm and propelled me to-
ward the opening.

some ten paces forward I found myself

~suddenly thrust out Into a great dome-

shaped chamber, whose walls shone and
sparkled under the light of Innumerable
flaming torches set in brackets all about.

There was a motley multitude assembled.
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A glance showed me fhe same grotesque,
fur-clad, lance-equipped figures with hide-
ous, sightless faces that we had seen
sweeping down out of the darkness upon
our ship.

But the sight that at once caught my
attention and held me fascinated and
amazed was a raised platform in the
center of the cave, covered with heavy
furs, on which reclined the most beautiful
woman I had ever seen. And she had eyes,
two dark orbs that were just now search-
ing my face with deep curiosity...

It was a long moment before my fas-
cinated gaze wandered in embarrassment
from -her lovely face. And then I almost
shouted aloud in further amazement.

Reclining on the fur carpeting beside
her, with the air of one very much at
home, was our lost leader, Hunter.

RECALL a fleeting feellng that I was

still sleep in my cell and having a fan-
tastic dream. The sudden appearance of
light among this eyeless people whom I
had become accustomed to think of as
having no knowledge of light and no use
for it; the presence of a beautiful woman
with perfect eyes among these brutal
savages, and above all the miraculous re-
appearance in such strange surroundings
of our leader, who, I supposed, had long
since perished out in the frozen seas some
sleeps away—all gave a dreamlike atmos-
phere to the scene.

I was still staring, astounded, when
Hunter, who had been gazing inferestedly
about, caught my eye and smiled greeting.
He spoke no word, and taking my cue from
that, I, too, remained silent, though I was
eager to shout a score of questions.

Presently the woman on the dais turned
to Hunter with every show of deference
and addressed him, speaking clearly in our

teongue, though with a strange, guttural
accent.
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“Look, O great chief,” she said, “and
take count of these two-eyed ones before
you and see.if they be all of your men. If
there be one missing, or if so much as one
little inger of them be hurt, these hunters
of mine shall pay dearly.”

“T have counted, O queen,” he made
reply. “All are here. Before I determine if
they have been harmed I must go iato
the darkness with my councilors and learn
further of what has happened.”

I had glanced about me at the queen’s
first words, and was greatly relieved to see
the rest of our ship’s company standing
about the dais, each with a sinister guard
at his side armed with ready spear.

As he spoke, Hunter had risen to his
feet. Simultaneously the queen stood up
and stretched out a warning hand.

“I must crave your pardon for restrain-
ing you,” she protested. “You shall be safe
and comifortable while you are with us,
and I would keep you for some time, for
I have much to learn from you. Mean-
while, I cannot have you from my sight,
for you have shown that you have strange
powers over these simple, eyeless people of
mine.”

Hunter simply smiled 1ndulgent13rl in
reply.

And the next instant I felt perfectly
sure that I was dreaming. I could swear
that I had not moved or so much as winked
an -eye. Yet the whole scene had vanished
—the great hall, the crowd, the beautiful
queen.

I was back in my cell, but this time it,
too, was lighted. Half reclining on the floor
beside me was Weaver, looking as amagzed
as I felt. Standing over us, a torch in his
hand, wearing the same indulgent smile
he had just turned on the queen, was
Hunter.

‘“Well, old comrades,” he exclaimed. “Get
up and let me look you over. I didn’t think
g little while ago that we':d ever gee each
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other again alive. No, you are not dream-
Ing. I can see you both think you are.”

Still half doubting our senses we. arose
and began a duet of eager questions.

“One at a time!” He laughed. “The sim-
plest way to answer is to begin where we
parted last and tell the whole story. I
can guess pretty well what happened to
you from what the queen has told me. So
I'll give my experience first.

"“When I left you people at the foot of
the ship’s ladder my one hope was that the
savages hadn't yet found their way into
the cabins. I believed that if I could run
the gauntlet of their sharp ears and noses
and once get inside, I could lock myself
in, repair the vessel’s machinery, and .de-
vise some scheme of getting rid of our
boarders.

“Well, I got to the deck just in time.
Right opposite the top of our ladder, you
know, was the door into the motor cabin.
By good luck it had slammed shut after
you two dragged me out so unceremonious-
ly, but it was not locked.

“Just as I reached the top of the ladder,
one of the brutes was feeling the handle
of the cabin door. I thought of nothing
but the need of keeping him owt of the
cabin. But even then it didn’t occur to me
to use the spear I had brought with me.
I'm not used to the idea of killing, you
know, even if my name does come from
ancestors who made that a business.

“I simply dropped the spear on.the deck
and made a dash at the fellow. He heard
me, of course, and started to turn about
just as I struck him. I caught him by the
arms before he could raise his spear and
whirled him away from the door.

“In the meantime a brother savage of
his at my left had heard me also, and
evidently catching the odor of a stranger,
despite the familiar clothing I had on, let
drive his spear in my direetion. By chance,
I had thrown the other’s body in front of
me just in time for it to catch the spear-
thrust that was intended for me. The thing
I clutched gave a choking cry and dropped
bleeding in my arms, I shrank away, faint
with horror for the moment.

“But I had neot time to Indulge in
squeamishness. At that instant I caught
sight of another savage with spear set and
dilated neostrils sniffing the air in my
direction, feeling his way along the edge
of the cabin. I saw at a glance that he
would reach. me before I could wrench
the door up; the noise I would make do-
Ing it would draw his spear unerringly at
me.

“At that my hereditary instinets came
to the rescue, I had just time to snatch
up the spear I had dropped, dodge to one
side, and thrust it through the savage’s
middle Then I wrenched up the door,
stumbled into the cabin, slammed down
and locked the door, and dropped on the
floor in a half-faint.

“There was a tumult of rage outside by
now. A spear shattered the cabin window
and one savage, fingering the ragged glass,
cut his hand badly. He turned away in
pain and shouted something that sounded
like our word for ‘bitten.’

“At ‘that, the rest drew away from the
cabin and stood doubtfully, muttering
among themselves. I think by now they
bélieved they had encountered some. new
form of great beast.

‘Meantime I had recovered myself and
began hastily revising my plans. I rec-
ognized the fact that fear had little part
in the make-up of those stolid brutes, and
it was only a matter of moments when
they would break into the cabin. There
was no time to repair our motors while
they were at large. I must overcome them
first.

“My first thought was of my laboratory.
I had stored, you know, a very complete
outfit of chemicals and chemical apparatus

on the ship, not knowing what need I
might have of them in the new world I

expected tc_) discover.

“Among them was a quantity of the
volatile anesthetic discovered by my grand-
father. You know of its use in surgery. A
little of i1t sprayed in the open air will
render instantly unconscious any lving
thing within its reach unless equipped
with.the neutralizing mask that the physi-
cian wears while using it. The asphyxiated
person remains rigidly in the. position he
was in when overcome, and when he comes
to, has no knowledge of the fact that he
has been unconscious.

LL, I HAD one of the masks and a

spray syringe in my cabinet. 1
loaded the sprayer in a hurry and put on
the mask. Then I threw open.the door and

oo

let them have a good dose of the stufl.

“The whole crew froze in thelir tracks on

the instant. I had already planned how to

handle them. I dug a coil of rope out of the
storeroom, cut it into short lengths, and
when the crowd came fo, every man of
them was tled hand and foot.

“And then, just as I was debating my
next move, I heard a terrific uproar out
over the ice. The ship leaped so violently
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that we were all hurled to the deck. I
had just made out the ice . mountain bear-
ing down on us when the vessel crashed
apainst the opposite side of the channel,
and heeled violently over against the ice-
field. The battery connections must have
been wrenched away, for the lights went
out and so as to what happened after
‘that I can only guess.

“Apparently the big mass of ice passed
just to one side of us. We were tossed
about like a plaything in fhe hands of a
child. The vessel rolled almost completely
over, first to one side, then the other. I
thought surely her sides were broken in.

“But when the motion at length subsided
we were still above water, though the ship
lay over on her side at so steep a pitch
that it was impossible to stand on her
decks. I and my prisoners were huddled
together in a mass agamst the lower rail.
My first task was to restore the lights.
What with the tangle of wreckage I found
within the cabin, and the absolute dark-
ness in which I must feel my way about,
it was a long and difficult task. My labor,
also, was accompanied by a most distract-
ing uproar of wails and cries from my
tethered prisoners. The amazing-fashion
in which they had suddenly found them-
selves bound and helpless, apparently
without the ald of human hands, together
with the climax of the ice-mountain’s part
in the performance, had at last affected
even their rudimentary nerves.

“But at length I had our lights going
again. I found that our shattered ves-

sel lay hlgh and dry on the surface of
the jce-field, as though a giant hand had
picked it up and hurled it there.

“T was far more concerned, however, over
the fate of you people than with our ship’s
plight. I determined to use my prisoners
In hunting you out, if you were still alive.
In listening to their jargon I had discov-
ered, as you doubtless have, that they had
some words in common with our speech.
Making use of this knowledge; I managed
to make them understand that I had com-
rades out-on the ice near where they had
fought the great beast, and that they must
lead-me to you. They were now thoroughly

cowed and ready to do anything I com-
manded.

“My next move was to unfasten one of
the ship’s lights and attach a small battery
cell to it, so that I had a portable illumina-
tion. I did this just in time, for the main
battery was still defective, and presently
the other lights went out again. Then 1
untied the feet of my followers, still keep-

ing their hands bound, however, and we
climbed out to the ice.

“The strange, unerring instinct with
which those sightless creatures found their
way about was a source of endless wonder
to me. Their sense of smell is so acute that
they followed your trall from the ship
straight here. We arrived only a little time
after the last of you straggled in.

“Imagine my surprise at finding a con-
siderable city here built of blocks of ice,
and a beautiful woman, with eyes, and the
ability to make and use light, ruling these
eyeless savaees with a rod of lron.

“Intelligent as she is, however, the
bound condition of the warriors I led in,
the tale they told, and my own appearance
and speech, filled her with awe and fear
of me. Nevertheless, it was necessary just
now to give her a demonstration with my
anesthetic to clinch the matter and prove
that we are people not to be trifled with.”

“So we really did see you in a big room
with a beautiful woman by your side!” I
exclaimed. “I was convinced that I was
dreaming. I may be dreaming yet.”

“Not at all!” he assured me. “You really
saw what you thought you did. I brought
my anesthetic spray with me. When I told
her I was going into the darkness, I simply
filled the atmosphere with the vapor, and
she, with all the rest in the room, became
instantly-insensible, excepting myself, who
was protected by the mask I held over my
nose. You were all -insensible long enough

for me to bring you and Weaver here.
When they woke up out there, it seemed
to them that we had vanished instantane-
ously into thin air, for they had no sensa-
tion of losing consciousness.

“It's a handy little invention in our pres-
ent plight. I had already rescued you
from unpleasant slavery and myself from
death, and I propose to use the influence it
has given me to make the rest of our stay

in the Land of Darkness both safe and
comiortable.”

NCE convinced that we had not

dreamed these remarkable experiences,
we were filled with a not unnatural curl-
osity as to this strange woman whom Hunt-
er called the queen. How could it be
possible that from so degenerate a race,
whose eyes had atrophied from lack of
use, if indeed it ever possessed those or-
gans, could have sprung this beautiful
creature, not. only. possessed of perfect
eyes, but feeling the need of using them
and able to devise a way of doing so?
Moreover, what was the explanation of



34 FANTASTIC NOVELS

her comparatively fluent use of our speech
among a people whose vocabulary consist-
ed only of a few simple and badly distorted
words?

But we found Hunter as much at loss
as we on these points. His brief interview
with her, however, had convinced him that
she was no freakish offshoot of the race
of the blind that came of utterly different
origin. He had asked her if there were
other people in the Land of Darkness who
were able to see, and she had assured him
that she had never before seen eyes in a
human head. From her earliest infancy
she had llved among these blind people,
as far as she could remember.

How artificlal light had first come to be
‘used ‘in this Land of Darkness she did not
know. Her earliest recollection was of life
in a small ice-hut, on the wall of which
was a burning torch. Someone who took
care of her then had shown her a great
store of unburned torches, and taught her
to light a new one whenever the old one
died down. Otherwise there was no way
to create new light. Later she had learned
to make the torches from the halr of beasts
saturated with oil tried from their flesh.

This guardian of hers, whether parent
or not, must.have died about the time she
was taught the use of the torches, for she

could recall nothing of him or her after
that. She knew, however, that she had

been taught to speak before this time.

We assumed that this person also must
have possessed sight to have known the
use of light.

She had evidently inherited a good brain,
for she soon saw her-advantage over those
around her and brought them under her
unquestionable .rule. She had used much
.0of her energy In compelling her subjects fo
build larger and larger huts, till now she
ruled over a city of ice buildings, some of
them equal in size to small mansions.

“But I am not'so much interested in the
origin of this lady, fascinating as she lis,
as I am in my plans for recovering and
repairing the ship and continuing our ex-
plorations,” Hunter concluded.

“How will that be possible?” questioned
the practical-minded Weaver. “If our ves-
sel is lodged on solid ice, and no open
channel near it, what good will it do fo
make repairs? We cannot float her again.
My advice would be to rescue from the ves-
sel several of the life-rafts, our food sup-
Ply, and other necessary equipment; and
compel these savages to drag them back
over the ice the way we came until we
are near the Land of Light.

“Then we may be able to paddle back
to the light, and perhaps be picked up by a
passing merchant vessel.- Later, if you in-

sist, we can secure another ship and make

a. second attempt.”

This proposal, I could see, met with no
favor from Hunter. It seemed rather to
irritate him.

“There are still some things about the
ship that even you do not know, Weaver,”
he replied, with some asperity “In the first
place, it could ‘hardly be replaced at all.
Moreover it has in it an appliance I have
never explained to any of you. Like the
lights which were a complete surprise to
you, this contrivance has never had a prac-
tical trial, but I feel equally sure it will
succeed. I will not explain it until I can
try it. If it falls,_then. I'll consider your
advice.

“None of these miracle-working de-
vices of mine are at all original. I am no
inventor. I have simply applled well-
known discoveries that have never before
been used because the need has never be-
fore arisen. That has been the curse of the
race. We have suffered little need. So we
have not, in ages, developed -anything but
useless,-theoretical knowledge.”

I saw that Hunter was off on his hobby
again, and hastened to Interrupt him as

tactfully as possible.
‘“Wouldn’t it be well to return to the

queen before she recovers from her sur-
prise enough to -send searchers after us?”
I sugeested. ‘“We can lay our plans a little
later for return to the ship. We mustn’t
risk spoiling the effect of your trick.”

“You are right,” he assented. “At the
same time we must push our plans for
escape a8 quickly as-possible.”

“Can’t be too quick about 1t to suit me,”
grumbled Weaver. “If I am forced to eat
much more of that cursed grease, I'll. grow
fur and begin growling like an animal.
As‘it was, I came near bitlng my keeper’s
hand when he fed me the stuff.”

“Come down the passage close behind
me,” Hunter directed. “I'll give them an-
other sleeping dose and we'll return to our
places under-cover of it. Hold you breath
when I give the signal, and it won’t ef-
fect you.”

- So we extinguished the torch, stole on
tiptoe down the passage, and peered into
the great chamber. We need not have been
at such pains to preserve quiet. The crowd
was in an uproar. The savages were all
jabbering excitedly at once.

On the dais the queen sat half upright,
leaning backward on her hands, and star-
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ing in terror and amazement at the spot
beside her from which Hunter had so
miraculously vanished.

Then our leader gave the signal on
which we had agreed. Weaver and I took
deep breaths and held them as Hunter
had dlrected. He clapped hils mask over
his face, drew from under his tunic his
magle sprayer, and pressed the piston.

The effect was almost instantaneous. The
outcries of the savages ceased. Each was
caught and held rigid in whatever position
he happened to be at the moment.

In some instances, particularly, the re-

sult was most grotesque. I noted especially

my own Kkeeper, who stood poised over
the spot where I should have been, his
suddenly stiffened clawlike fingers clutch-
ing at the empty alir.

“Now, quick! Back to our places! Just
as we were before!” whispered Hunter.

Weaver and I slipped into posttion beslde
our respective keepers, and Hunter threw
himself down on the fur-covered dais be-
slde the dead-eyed, staring queen.

MOMENT passed. Then through all

the room quavered a sighing as of the
wind through the leaves of a garden, and
the breath returned to the crowd. Each
continued his own clamor where it had
been broken off till the surprised shouts
of the keepers of Weaver and myself in-
formed them that the lost were found,
and they fell Into stolid silence. I could
not forbear amusement, too, at the be-
wilderment in the faces of those of our
ship’s company to whom the trick had
not been explained.

The emotions of the queen betrayed a
more highly sensitized nervous organism.
The instant the light of consclousness re-
turned to her face, she leaped to her feet.
A moment she stared Incredulously at
Hunter, then, with a plercing scream that
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caused every eager lance of her motley
followers to leap to attentien, she swayed
forward in a faint. She would have fallen
from the dais had not Hunter sprung up
and caught her In his arms.

Gently he laid her on her rug; then stood
awkwardly over her, for once at a loss
what to do. But presently she stirred and

moaned a little; then suddenly sat up and.

agaln stared at Hunter, shrinking away
from him in terror.

Our leader by now had recovered some
degree of his accustomed ease. He was
altogether unused to dealing with hyster-
ical women, however, and for the moment
I had feared that in his discomfiture he
might lose some of the advantage he had
gained over this savage queen who had
such power over our destiny.

“Have no fear, O queen,” he sald, with a
return to the ceremonial manner he had
affected in addressing her. ‘“We are your
friends, and mean no harm to you or your
people. We of the two eyes, as you have
seen, possess powers as much greater than
yours as yours are greater than those of
these eyeless people whom you rule. It will
be of no avail, then, to try to restrain
us against our will.

‘“We ask first that you release these men
of mine and send your men away while
we confer with you. That you may feel
safer, we grant that you keep. as many
of your spearmen standing guard at the
passage~-ways as there are men of us in our

party. It will be of no use for them to at-
tack us. If they try it, they will suddenly

find themselves bound again as they did
when they assailed me on my ship.”

For a little time the queen stood irreso-
lute, looking thoughtfully first at Hunter
then at us, and then at the sightless faces
of her guests. When .at last she spoke it
was In the guttural jargon of the blind
tribe. For an instant I half feared that
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Hunter had overestimated the impression
he had made upon her, and 'that in'ig-
norant bravado she was about to order an

attack upon us.

But instead, to the relief both of our
sicht and nostrils, the filthy brutes wheeled
about and departed. A moment later the
members of our ship's company, who had
been separated under such harrowing cir-
cumstances, now freed from restraint, were
exchanging intimate greetings. |

A little later I noted that the queen
had recovered from her fright, and that
Hunter at last seemed perfectly at ease in
her presence. They were conversing Inti-
mately together, and on the face of each
was evident the keenest interest in the
other.

It had already occurred to me that we
were not getting very far with our pro-
posed conference over the rescue of our
ship.

It was Weaver, the blunt, who broke up
this little tete-a-téte.
~ This direct old mariner, after briefly
ereeting his shipmates, had been pacing
about uneasily, casting furtive glances of
displeasure now and then at the pair on
the dais.

At length he stepped resolutely over and

addressed our leader, ,

“Hunter, I beg leave to Interrupt,” he
began.

At his first word.the queen glanced up,
startled, a .far-away look came into her
eyes, the look of one striving to recall
something out of the distant past.

“Hunter, you said,” she half whispered.

“Hunter? Hunter? Hunter? What does
that mean? I've heard it before, long ago.”

“Hunter is my name,” he explained won-
deringly. “In the land I came from my
people long ago hunted wild beasts, as your
people do now. So the name of Hunter
was given to us.” '

A look of slow recollection and memory
grew in the girl’s beautiful face.

“Oh, now I remember, remember just a
little, as in a room where the torch has
burned low and you can see only shadows.
I have seen eyes before. There was a wom-
an who took care of me and ‘taught me
this speech that is like yours. And there
was 2 man who taught me to use the torch-
es, and they both had eyes. And the
woman called the man Hunter, and they
both called me their little Hunter.”

We had all gathered about the dais
by now, and every man of us heard these
last words. I think, however, that I was
the first to grasp their import. My trade

of chronicler kept me famillar with the
events of our world. It had also trained
my mind to the ready tracing.of relation-
ship between past and present happenings
and to the drawing .of quick inferences.

The last words of the queen completed
a mosaic of facts and inferences that my
mind had been constructing, both consci-
ously and subconsciously around the myste-
rious character. On a sudden I saw the
meaning of its weird pattern.

“Hunter!” I cried. “Don’'t you see it?
This lady is your kinswoman, daughter of
your cousin who sailed away when you
were a babe, and never returned.”

HE -reader will recall that early in this

tale I made brief mention of this lost
cousln of Hunter's who had returned from
a voyage with a weird tale of adventure in
the margin of the Land of Darkness. I
remembered that there had been several
women in the party making that remark-
able voyage.

One of these women, a member of his
clan, of course, that former Hunter had
married shortly” after their return. She
had salled with him on his second, ill-
fated voyage from which none of their
party had ever come back, and till this
moment their fate had been an absolute
mystery.

It was now suddenly made clear to me
by the queen’s recollections, that their
ship had entered that Land of Darkness
again and there been wrecked. The wedded
couple had evidently escaped with their
lives, only to spend them among the blind
s'avages, among whom this their daughter
was born.

My impulsive statement seemed to mean
little to the queen. She stared at me re-
sentfully as though I were simply an an-
noying person who had interrupted her
reverie. Plainly she was absorbed in {ry-
ing to recall more of that dim, early mem-
ory of hers.

Hunter was for the moment dazed. Then
the truth of what I had said forced itself
home., Even in the uncertain torchlight I
could see that he had turned very pale.

A moment he glared at ‘me almost an-
grily. Then he fastened his gaze on the
face of his new-found cousin and held it
there till I thought he would never have
done with the drinking in of her loveli-
ness. It was as though he had noted for
the first time that loveliness in the light
of this suddenly revealed rela.tlonship

Till this moment she had been to him
a being apart, a strange, exotic, hardly
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human creature, to be feared and guarded
against. No bridge of human feeling could
cross between two so alien. Now she stood
suddenly revealed as blood of his blood,
one, like himself, lost from the Land of
Light in this realm of darkness. Swift
pity replaced fear and aversion.

I saw this emotion appear in his face
and grow until I fancied I read there some-
thing more than pity. I suddenly remem-
bered the Lady .of the South, the only
other woman I had ever seen who com-
pared In beauty with this queen.

I remembered the strange doctrine of
love before marriage which that lady had
advanced, and the rare expression of ten-
der regard in her face when she had men-
tioned Hunter, That same look, to my
horror, I saw now copied on the. face of
our leader as he gazed on his new-found
kinswoman.

I say I viewed it with horror, for even
as I admired the falr face of this woman
I did not trust her. I shuddered at the
thought of what might befall us all if our
leader fell under the spell of this fascinat-
ing creature.

Further, I had an uneasy suspicion that
Hunter, who from our earliest boyhood to-
gether had been my ideal hero, was reveal-
ing a new side of his nature, a weak side
he had kept sternly hidden from his best
friends; in short, a weakness for the lure
of women—a manifestation most unusual
among the men of Venus.

But even as this suspicion took form
within me, I had to admit in all ‘charity a
certain measure of excuse for my hero.
Probably no man in Venus had ever so
been assalled by such unusual allurements
in two separate embodiments, very differ-
ent superficially, yet fundamentally alike
in their strange power to attract.

Had not I myself been forced to admit
the fascination of the beautiful Lady of
the South? And, now, much as I distrusted
the charming barbarian before me, I real-
ized that my pulse quickened a little in
her presence.

Hunter had the reputation among his
friends of being particularly indifferent
to womankind. Indeed, it was an open
secret that his father, the Chief Patriarch,
was not a little disturbed that his eldest

son had gone so long without choosing a
mate.

At the time of our sailing on this voyage

he had all but convinced me that this’

indifference had developed to the point
where he had become a confirmed woman-
hater. -

When he had sent for me, on my return
from my journey to the south, to enlist
me in his undertaking, he had shown more
interest in my recent interview with the
Lady of the South than in the plans {or
his voyage. It was due to this that 1
learned so little of the details-of his plans
in the brief time he could give me.

I remember being a bit disturbed at the
expression on his face as I had spoken of
the Iady. It had reminded me strongly of
the emotion the lady herself had betrayed
when I had spoken of him to her. Though
he had hastened to express disgust at her
declaration of love for him, a member of
another clan, and to assure me he had no
sympathy with any proposal to depart thus
from the sacred customs of the land, I got
the impression that the lady had in reality
strongly appealed to him, and that he was
going on his voyage as much to escape her
overtures as for his avowed purpose of
seeking new lands.

He had hastened, a little vehemently, 1
thought, to declare that women had no
place in his life; that they were a disturb-
Ing element, and that he had accordingly
refused to take any of them with him on
this voyage.

Af, the same time, I felt convinced that
the tale of this strange romance was not
finished. Should Hunter ever return alive
from his mad voyage, it would be, I feared,
only to ruin his future career by an irreg-
ular entanglement with the daughter of

the Patriarch of the South, a thing that
might have a far-reaching effect on the

future of our people.

But now I viewed the episode of the
Lady of the South as-but one horn of a
serious dilemma. Here in the wilds of the
Land of Darkness was another allurement
equally disastrous. In this case, the charm-
er was & kinswoman, and thus he was not
safeguarded from the union with her by
the custom of Venus.

Would be become so obsessed as to re-
main with her here, forgetful of his home
and his race and his high purpose? Or
would he attempt to bring back this
autocratic barbarian to the Land of Light
as his wife? To my mind, either move
meant his ruin.

O YOU may well imagine that with all

‘these possibilities in mind I watched
with great uneasiness the drama before
me.

Some of my perturbation, at least, was
apparently shared by Weaver. He had not
finished the sentence that had brought
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out this astonishing revelation. He

“Once I saw it long ago. I remember

seemed to have forgotten it., With a deep now,” she remarked casually.

scowl on his face, he,stood in silence study-
ing the faces of the pair on the dais.

The rest of our company stood about,
frankly incredulous. By the way most of
them eyed me I could see they suspected
1 had taken leave of my senses.

The queen broke the spell. With a re-
luctant sigh, she brought her absent gaze
back to Hunter.

“I can remember-no more of my past

history,” she sald -
Then, as though for the first time re-

calling that I had spoken, she darted a

puzzled glance at me.

“But what does this man mean?” she
asked. “Whose daughter am I? What does
he mean by a kinswoman?”

Despite her general memory of the
tongue taught her as a child, these words
designating famlily relationships had little
meaning for her. The facts for which they
stood had no place in her fragically lonely
life.

‘“Little cousin,” Hunter began in signifi-
cant contrast to the formal address he
had employed toward- her before, “a long
time ago in the Land of Light from which
I came a man of my name had many
children. One of these became my father’s
father. Another had a son who salled the
sea in ships. Once he sailed away, and a
woman, his mate, sailed with him. Their
ship was lost, and no one of its company
were ever again heard from.

“But now you tell of two people who
called themselves Hunter, as I call myself.
No other Hunters were ever lost from the
Land of Light. So those cousins of mine
who were lost must have been those whom
you remember. They must have been

your father and mother, for they called

you Hunter, too. And that is why you
have two eyes like us and why you speak
like us.”

For a long time the queen considered
this in silence.

“I understand,” she said simply at last.

Buf she seemed neither glad nor sorry.
She sat again, lost in thought. We all
watched her compassionately. The rest of
our company now seemed convinced that,
after all, I had spoken with reason.

“From the Land of Light you ‘came?”
the queen questioned suddenly, turning
again to-Hunter.

“Yes,” he assented, “from far away,
where the light shines forever and there
are no torches needed, and everyone has
eyes.”

“What!” Hunter exclaimed, starting up.
“You saw it! But I thought you said you
had always lived in the Land of Dark-
ness!”

“I always have,” she returned in sur-
prise. “But I saw the light once a long
way off. I was a little girl then, and 1
stood just outside here. A pgreat wind
blew, and I stood up and saw the light
way up over my head like a little torch far
off.”

““'Tis foolishness; a child’s fable!” grunt-
ed Weaver in my ear.

But 1t was evident that Hunter took 1t
seriously. He was all interest, and at once
fell to asking her a score of eager ques-
tions, to all of which she could give but
little answer.

“By the Great Over Spirit!” swore Weav-
er disgustedly under his breath. “He be-
lieves it! He will be asking us next to try
flying with him in search of lights in the
upper afr.

“And 1f he does,” he added after a mo-
ment with a rueful grin, “I’'ll be fool
enough to try it, though the Over Spirit
knows I'm no great success as a bird.”

CHAPTER IV

A NEW DAWN

into the good graces of the queen and
were no longer held in the status of
slaves, that we would be served with food
more palatable to our vegetarian tastes.
But In this we were disappointed. At the
queen’s orders we were presently served
again with the same greasy provender that
Weaver had so pointedly ralled against.
With the prospect of shortly returning to
our ship, however, we consoled ourselves
with the thought that this would be our
last meal of this sort. Evidently there was
no better food to be had, for the queen did
us the honor to dine with us, and I must
say amazed me with the daintiness with
which she handled such undainty food de-
spite the fact that she had no eating uten-
sils save her slim, brown fingers.

Having eaten, the queen retired to her
private chamber, first ordering some of her
men to bring in a pile of soft rugs, and tell-
Ing us we could have the use of the big
room for our sleep. |

Hunter established watches as on ship-
board, rouglhly measuring the time by the
state of the burning torches. Despite the

E HAD hoped, now we had been received
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queen’s assurances and show of friend-
liness, we by no means trusted her retain-
ers. She had assured us we would be left
alone, but no sooner had our company be-
come quiet than we could hear faint move-
ments about the passageways leading into
the main room, and occasional low, gut-
tural mutterings. It was plain that we were
under guard, and we were spurred to the
utmost vigilance.

The first watch set and the rest of the
company sleeping, Hunter sought out
Weaver and myself and took us to one side
for a consultation.

“As soon as we have slept,” he an-
nounced, “the queen will take a company of

her men and pilot us back to our vessel,

and we will soon be on .our way.”

“You still think you can rescue the ves-
sel!” Weaver asked.

“T hope so, but if not, your proposal to
drag our rafts and supplies back will be
adopted.”

He hesitated for a moment as if uncer-
tain whether to confide his next thought.

“I have something else in mind which
you may not approve, but which I feel is
my plain duty,” he declared finally.

My heart sank. I knew in advance what
his proposal was to be. His next words
confirmed my intuition.

“The queen of this race of savages is
my kinsworman, a woman entitled to high
standing in the Hunter clan. It is not
right that she be left in this horrible place.
I propose, if possible, to take her back
with us to the Land of Light, the home
of her ancestors.”

He paused and searched our faces with
an air of determination, as if he surmised
our- disapproval but meant, neverthless, to
stick by his purpose.

“T feel it my duty to my family,” he in-
sisted, as though we had already pro-
tested.

“Has the lady given her consent?” I
asked for want of anything better to say.

“Not yet. I have not yet put the ques-
tion to her pointblank. But I have been
preparing her by picturing the delights of
the Land of Light, and I think her curlosity
will win her.”

This from the man who, a little time
ago, had railed against the dullness of the
Land of Never Change and fled from it to
seek change even at the peril of his life.
I reflected bitterly on the decaying effect
on a man’s character that followed the
lure of a pretty girl, but held my peace.

“But what if the lady objects?” insinu-
ated Weaver,

He pondered this a moment.

“In that case,” he replied at last, “much
as I disapprove of such measures, I think
I shall use force.”

And this from the son of our Chlief
Patriarch, whose solemn warning against
the dangerous doctrine of force had rung
in our ears as we sailed! Character decay,
indeed!

“I feel that you are not asking our ad-
vice,” Weaver blurted out; ‘“but I for one
can see no good from trusting this savage
woman aboard our ship.”

Hunter chose to ignore his shipmaster’s
rudeness, but pushed his argument from
another point.

“I feel, too, that we owe her much for:
the help she is giving us in restoring us
to our ship, and that she can be of much
further service with her knowledge of the
Dark Land in case other delays keep us
long in these unfamiliar reglons.

“However, thanks to her memory of the
light she saw in her childhood, I feel sure
now that my theory of other reglons of
light beyond the Belt of Darkness was cor-~
rect, and that we have not far to go to
reach 1t.

“It probably seems so0 to her childish
memory. My belief is, you will remember
from my explanations, that only the upper
portion of the great sea of air has the
property of light. Our land, being a high,
rounded hill, projects up into that light.
There is, I believe, near us another high

hill which extends even higher into the
light.”

“I hope you are right,” sighed Weaver
doubtfully. “Only let us get out of here,
and I'll consent to carrying a whole ship-
load of savages. I promise you, though I
shall hold my nose for the most of the
voyage”

Hunter laughed good-naturedly and

bade us seek some Sleep while there was
yet time.

HEN I awoke the entire company was
stirring. Indeed, I think Hunter had
not slept at all. Despite his enthrallment
he realized that in case any of the blind
savages should undertake murder on their
own account our only defense would lie

in the little anesthetic sprayer which he
kept in his tuniec.

Presently the queen appeared in one

of the passageways and announced that
she and her company were ready for the
start.

I shall never forget the hardships of that
short f{rip back to the spot where we had
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last seen our vessel. True, our Journey
from it to the ice city-had partaken noth-
ing of luxury. We had been assailed by

the bitter cold, by the harsh physical.

straln of dragging our captors’ burdens
and the string of our drivers’ whips, and
the mental anguish of dread of approach-
ing -death in horrible form.

But the air, though stinging cold, had
been quiet and clear save for an opcasional
puff of breeze or flurry of fine snow crys-
tals. Moreover, our rigorous physical task,
though palnful, had served to keep a little
warmth in our bodies.

Now as we crawled out of the low passage
behind Hunter, carrying his powerful light,
we were suddenly blinded by a smother of

heavy snow crystals whipped by ‘a gale

that snatched the breath from our nos-
trils and smote our bodies with its lcy
blast ‘as though we had gone forth stark
naked.

Our escort seemed little discommoded by
these -~astonishing weather conditions,
which apparently were nothing unusual to
them. Those blind creatures, mufiled with
extra furs until they looked like little more
than shapeless bundles, stood about a row
of flat frames, made of animals’ bones fas-
tened together with thongs of hide. T have
since learned to call them sleds. They
were dragged over the ground by a team of
the savages attached to each by thongs. 1
surmised that it was one of these con-
trivances'I had myself recently helped to
drag across country.

The queen bade us to dispose ourselves
on these sléds. This time we were to be
drawn, an exchange of status with our
former captors which at first pleased me
greatly, but which I later regretted when
I felt my inactive limbs slowly congealing
from ‘the cold.

Hunter, Weaver, and myself occupled,

the front sled with the queen. We three
men were glad to bury ourselves, heads
and all, under the pile of furs that were
provided for us. But our hostess sat up
In front, undaunted by the fury of the
storm, ‘and- with merciless skill wielded a
long whip-lash over the unfortunates who
drew us.

How long we rode thus I have no means
of .knowing. How our blind guldes made

out the way will, to this day, remain a.

mystery. I can only surmise that these
eyeless creatures had developed some sense
of direction unknown to us, who depend on
the power of sight.

I passed gradually from intense suffer-
Ing with the cold to a sense of numb

drowsiness. I would undoubtedly have
passed from this to the unconsciousness
which I am told precedes death from freez-
ing, had not the queen roused us from our
lethargy and bade us get out and stir our
congealing blood.

I realized then that the wind had died
down and the snow was ceasing. We were
back now at the margin of the level lce
that lay over the sea. It could not be far
from here to the point where our wrecked
ship lay.

After a little we clambered back to our
sleds and started over the ice-fleld, all
eyes strained ahead as far as Hunter’s
licht carried, to make out, if possible, any
trace of our vessel. |

‘Hunter and the queen were now en-
gaged Iin low-pitched conversation. From
words that I caught now and then I in-
ferred he was trying to induce her to go
with us on the remainder of our voyage.

Suddenly 1 heard her exclaim in. tones

that carried every word to Weaver and

myself with ominous clearness
“T will go with you, my cousin, if you
will have no mysteries hidden from me.

‘Tell me the magic secret by which you dis-
‘appear from my sight and return again

without my. seelng you come and go, and
by which you bound up my brave warriors
without their knowing it. I fear such pow-
ers when I cannot understand them. Teach
them to me, and I will go where you say.”

We could not hear Hunter’s reply, and
we were filled with deep misglivings lest
he trust this wild woman with the secret
which alone assured our safety.

-My afttention was dlverted presently,
however, by signs that we neared our goal.
A wlde strip of open water appeared. be-
side our course. Along this we skirted for

some distance.

Suddenly there loomed up dead ahead
an almost perpendicular wall that glistened
dazzlingly under the rays of our light.

It. was one of the great floating ice-
mountains lodged directly across our
course.

Our sled halted, and we stared stupidly
at this barricade,

After .a moment there came' a -full-.
mouthed oath from Weaver.

“Look! Look!” he cried.

He was pointing at the top of the ice-
mountain high over our heads.

We looked and gasped in amazement
and dismay. Some hundred paces up in the
alr, frozen fast in the summit of the great
cliff far out of our reach, hung our de-
voted vessel. The wreck had evidently been
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caught in the edge of the mountaln which
had later turned half over, thrusting the
ship high in air.

Then we were aroused from our stupid
contemplation of this appalling disaster
by a mocking laugh.

The queen had leaped -from her sled and
was executing a weird dance of exulta-
tion on the edge of the open water.

In her hand we saw to our horror the
little spraying apparatus and receptacle
for the powerful anesthetic on which de-
pended our hold over the savages.

“Now, 'cousin,” she chanted tauntingly,
“T have your secret, and you and your two-
eyed followers are in my power. There 'is
your ship. Take it away with you, if you
can. You will not take it. You will stay
with me in the Land of Darkness and do
my bidding!”

With that she flung the apparatus far
into the flood.

HE momentary sllence following this

disheartening denouement was broken
by a hoarse cry from Weaver. Beside him-
self with rage he dashed at the queen with
fist upraised.

She laughed in his very face, and with
a guttural word or two she dodged behind
a group of her followers who, with out-
stretched arms, closed in on our infuriated
shipmaster and quickly overpowered him.

“Close around Hunter!” I yelled. “We’'ll
die fighting.”

I dashed forward, and our comrades
responded to my cry. There was a sharp
command from the queen. In a twinkling
a circle of menacing lances formed
around us.

All this time Hunter had stood as he
was when the gueen had executed her
coup, the light still held above his head, .
his face turned toward his treacherous
cousin in a look of hurt incredulity.

But now his expression suddenly
changed to one of wary sternness. An
instant he glared at the queen in cold dis-
dain; then turned his back squarely upon
her and held up a restraining hand toward

us.

“Stop! .No violence!” he commanded
sharply. ‘“We have no wish to disobey our
queen. We will gladly stay with her if she
wishes.”

But the look he gave us belied his words.
Not one of us but realized that his infatu-
ation had vanished and that he was again
his old resourceful self. Had the queen
been reared among a people with faces
capable of expression she would have

.

been puft on her guard by his change of
countenance. But there was in her manner
cnhly an increase of triumphant vanity.

We who knew Hunter, however, felt a
sudden return of assurance. Between the
words of his apparently submissive speech
we read an admonition to make no out-
break for the present, but wait patiently
till he could find means of circumventing
our foes.

“Llttle cousin,” he said—turning to her
again, his eyes no longer revealing his feel-
ings—"you were hasty with us. The thing
you threw away-was of no further use. It
had lost its power. Our ship, too, is help-
less. The moment I saw it fastened there
I knew it was meant that we should re-
main together. That ship, though it can
never again ride the water, will make you
a palace such as you never dreamed of.
I have told you a little of its comfort, its
warmth, its great lights, the delicious food
with which it is stored. We will be very
happy. in it, little cousin, if we can find
a way to climb to it.”

I could see at once that the queen was

fascinated by the idea, and that she was
of half a mind to trust Hunter.
“We will visit the ship,” .she ruled. ‘“My
men will cut steps up the ice with their
spears. But, though you speak fair words,
my cousin, I do not trust the two-eyed ones
with you. I will first have their hands
bound that they can do us no harm. You
I will not bind, but I will take the light and
with one of my spear men will stay with
you to see that you try no further mis-
chief.”

S0 once more our hands were tied and
we submitted with some misgivings de-
spite our belief that sooner or later Hunt-
er's superior mind would get the best of
his barbarian cousin. The mere prospect

/ of getting aboard our familiar ship again

and once more eating real food greatly
heartened us. I am sure that the latter
item was uppermost in the mind of Weav-
er, whose outbreak had won him a severe
mauling and the honor of a double guard.
His bruised face now wore an expression
almost cheerful.

Several of the blind men were set to work
chipping at the cliff, and they were evi-
dently practised in scaling such obstacles,
for they made rapid progress up the glit-
tering slope. After no great space of time
a pathway of rude steps was completed up
to the foot of the very ship’s ladder which
still dangled from her rail.

Then, at a word from the queen, we
began the ascent, she leading with Huater.
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A little later our mixed company were all
assembled in the big main cabin, which we
packed to the door.

Our good ship, to be sure, was like some
mutilated dead thing, cold and damp from
disuse and long inactivity of its heating
apparatus, wreckage scattered from stem
to stern, and withal perched high out of its
natural element in the clutches of this ice
giant.

Yet to our fair captor it was all a be-
witching novelty. Girlish curiosity utterly
unseating her erstwhile eraft and caution,
she flitted from one thing to another, ask-
ing a thousand eager questions. Hunter,
on his part, appeared to have no idea in
his head save to act the kindly and obliging
host.

“Now, if the queen will permit and will
accompany me while I do s0,” he suggested
at last, I will repair our machine for
making heat and light and give her the
comiort I promised. Then we shall have
some food.”

She consented readily, but with some re-
turn of her caution, for she ordered two
of her guards to accompany her.

Hunter led the way from the main cabin,
not to the motor cabin, where he would
have gone had his purpose been what he
stated, but to his own cabin, where he
kept his cabinets of chemicals.

Not many moments later he returned
alone, a triumphant smile on his face and
a warning gesture for silence. In his hands
were a coil of rope, a heavy knife, and
another anesthetic sprayer.

Our guards stirred uneasily at hearing
Hunter’s footsteps alone, and our leader
acted hastily. Pinching his own nose and
motioning us to do likewise, he released
a charge of the anesthetic. The savages
stiffened into insensibility at once.

Hunter threw open the cabin windows so
that the vapor might be cleared away and

HATE TO S

give us a chance to breathe again, and then
released us from our bonds.

“Quick,” he directed. “Each of you take
a piece of this rope and tie these fellows
up‘li

As he spoke he began cutting the-rope
into lengths, and in less time than I have
used in the telling the tables were again
turned on our blind friends

“Absurdly simple, wasn't it?” he ex-
claimed when we were through. “Simply
led my pretty cousin and her brute guards
up to my chemical cabinet and unstopped
a jar of anesthetic. They are tied up down
there now.”

At that moment an angry wail from
Hunter’s cabin told us that the humiliated
queen had recovered consciousness.

“Now,” Hunter decided, “we’ll keep my
cousin with us, and the two guards she hasg
with her in my cabin. As for the rest of
these brutes, we’ll take their spears away
from them and let them slide back down
the ice-mountain. We’ll loosen the rope on
the last one a little so that in time he can
untie the rest. By that time they won'i
be able to bother us any.”

ASSURE you that we carried out these

instructions with great gusto. I con-
fess, though, that I felt some humane
qualms as I saw these helpless creatures
slide sprawling down from so great a
height. But the promptness with which
each bounced to his feet and continued his
horrible clamor convinced me that these
creatures were of too tough a fiber to be
greatly injured by such an experience.

I have invariably said “he” and *“his”
in referring to these beings, for conven-
ience merely. All the while I was among
them I was never able to distinguish be-
tween their sexes. As a matter of fact, we
later learned that the two we held captive
permanently were of opposite sexes.

E YOUR NECK?

Try a Star Blade on those tough stubble patches
—those spots where whiskers are wiry and skin
tender. Ieel the smoother, better shave you get.
Sturdier Star Blades are precision-made to take
and hold a sharper edge. Try better shaving at a
real saving.
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/ As soon as we had eaten and rested a
little- we set to work under Hunter's di-
rections to restore order on the vessel and
repair the damaged parts. It was) a long
and diffcult task. The ship had been in-
jured more than appeared at first sight.
As for the vital machinery, only Hunter
was thoroughly familiar with its intrica-
cies, and it was necessary for him to super-
vise his mechanics in every detail of their
WOrK. |

Meanwhile the queen alternately raged
and sulked in the cabin to which she had
been assigned as a prisoner Her two blind
attendants, once convinced that resistance
was useless, accepted the situation with
characteristic resignation.

Not so with their brethren whom we
had so unceremoniously thrust down into
outer darkness. They kept up a continous
uproar of snarling rage, thrashing about in
aimless circles, tugging at their bonds, and
now and then a more enterprising spirit
seeking to scale the ice cliff without the
use of his hands, only to slip back help-
lessly to the ice field.

But of what these Impotent savages
might do to us we had now little fear.
They had not yet found means to unloose
their manacles. They had no weapons.
Even should they succeed in mounting to
the ship, we had, as it seemed then, an
overwhelming advantage, our company
now armed with thelr lances and stationed
iIn mass at the top of this difficult ascent,
up which, at the most, only two or three
could reach us at once.

So we stationed a watch at the ladder-
head with instructions to sound the alarm
if the foe made any headway toward us,
and went on with our work without further
apprehension In that direction.

What did harass my mind, however, and
I dare say that of each of my fellows,
save possibly Hunter, was as to what boot-
ed all this effort to put the vessel in shape
when some hundred paces of perpendicular
ice lay between her and the level of the
sea, and even that so nearly frozen over
that escape through open water was high-
ly problematical. Did he intend to tumble
the ship from its perch? If so, the wreck
would again be more complete than ever.

But ‘we were spurred on against our
judgments by the calm, confident manner

of our leader, and presently the craft began

to assume an appearance of order. After
some three sleeps Hunter had the heating
and lighting apparatus at work again, and
it remained only for him to complete the
restoration of the .driving machinery..

It was at this point In the work that
I was resting for a moment, standing near
the ladder head and watching with sar-
donic amusement the gyrations of our baf-
fled foe below us.

I noted ldly that one of the savages
stood quietly apart from the rest, ap-

parently giving all his attention to work-

iIng at his bonds. Suddenly he.gave a
mighty wrench with both arms, and his
hands flew free. He must have. been -the
man whose hands we had tied loosely.

Once loose, this man worked with in-
credible speed and purpose. He falrly flew
from one of his companions fto another,
unfastening their bonds, and in a few mo-
ments they were all free.

In the meantime I had called to several
of my shipmates who happened to be at
ease for the moment, and together we
watched thls performance with purely idle
curiosity, little dreaming there was any
menace in {t.

But now we reallzed a certaln deflnite-
ness Iin the movements of the mob. Under
the harsh direction of one of thelr num-
ber they were forming in a compact col-
umn three wide at the foot of the ice
stairway. Before we realized the wisdom of
sounding a warning, there was another
command, and with a rush this solid maass
of infuriated savages swarmed up the cliff
with irresistible fury.

Then we cried out in chorus and our
men sprang to the spears. Buft It was Im-
mediately evident that our untrained
spearwork would make little headway stop-
ping that rush of hardened flghters whom
we had already seen held death in little
concern.

They were half way to us when Hunter
stepped from the motor cabin and looked
over the rall. He calmly watched the on-
rush for a moment, then turned away and
entered the motor-cabin again.

The top of the oncoming line was with-
in -a pace of the ladder when the ship’s
motors suddenly began to whir at full
speed. The next instant one of the sav-
ages seized the lowest rung of the ladder.

At that we watchers from the. deck
gasped in amazement. The ladder had been
snatched from the fellow’s hands, and he
fell tumbling back over the heads of those
behind.

The deck trembled and lurched under us.
We felt a sinking sensation in our stom-
achs. There was a wide and growing egap
between the savage column at the ice-
mountain’s top and the bottom of the
ship.
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Our great vessel, like a giant bird, was
rising straight into the airl

Y FIRST thought, as I clung to the

pitching rail for support, was that
some new cataclysm of nature, some tre-
mendous eruptive force in the great ice-
mountain had hurled our ship skyward
from its summit. Momentarily I expected
the upward flight to cease and the ship to
fall, pitching back to certain destruction.

But, on the contrary, the steady rise
continued. The air seemed to be rushing
down past us with the speed of a great
wind. The pitching quickly subsided, and
the vessel rode on an even keel. While we
still stared over the rail, too alarmed to
speak, the icy surface of Venus passed
beyond the reach of our lights. We were
swimming, now, above a sea of swirling
vapor. |

Weaver was the first to recover from his
astonishment and grasp the real meaning
of what had happened.

“By the Great Over Spirit!” he cried.

“This is what Hunter promised us! He
has turned our vessel into a flying ship!
But how, in the name of the Spirit of
Light, has he done it?”

In an excited group we gathered around
the motor cabin, through the window of
which we could see our chief at work over
his controls. After a few moments he
seemed satisfiled that his apparatus was
running satisfactorily and looked up. For
the first time he became aware of our
astonished faces. He ralsed the door and
came out on deck.

“It worked,” he sald simply. “Just an-
other case of applying a knowledge we
alreadly possessed. I'll explain it all to
you later. Just now we have something
more important to look out for.”

He turned his gaze intently upward, and
wondering, we followed.

“T think perhaps we could see it better

if we put out our own lights,”” Hunter
muttered presently.

We stared at him in deeper amazement,
as with this contradictory statement he
turned back to the cabin. The next Instant
we were in total darkness, and Hunter
came groping his way out among us.

We stood mutely wondering what vagary
possessed our leader.

Then the silence was broken by his
excited shout:

“Look up! Straight up! The Light! The
queen spoke true!”

For & moment nothing struck my vision
but the blackness. Then my eye focused

on a little glimmering polnt directly over-
head. A chorus of exclamations told me
the others had discovered it at the same
moment.

As we watched, the quivering spark grew
brighter and more clear cut till 1t shone
with a steady glow as of some great
illumination at a vast distance.

Then I saw a little way from it another
spark, then another and another, until
suddenly the shifting curtain of mist over
our heads seemed to sweep away, and we
burst out under a great black dome,
studded from base to zenith with millions
upon millions of these points of light. But
none shone as did that steady ray we had
sighted first.

For a long time, it seemed, we stood
there gazing aloft in speechless awe. Once
only the voice of Hunter broke the silence.

“Countless worlds of light besides ours!”
he exclaimed. “But it i1s not as I thought.
They are separated from us by vast, empty
space.”

Again Hunter displayed his uncanny
intuition, how accurate I was not to realize
until later. To me, at the moment, there
appeared only a myriad of tiny points of
light whose meaning was beyond question.

But now I began swaying with giddiness.
I looked down, thinking too much gazing
aloft had caused it. In the faint light
from above I could dimly see the forms of
my companions. They, too, were affected,
Several staggered and clutched the wall of
the cabin for support.

My sensations passed quickly from mere
dizziness to acute distress. I was panting
as if from grueling exercise. I seemed un-
able to draw enough air into my lungs.
My heart hammered my ribs like a broken
motor. I thought my ears would burst
from the pressure that seemed to pervade
my whole body. Blood was spurting from
my nose.

I sank to the deck, unequal longer to the
mere effort of standing upright. I was
conscious that one of my companions had
fallen near me and lay moaning feebly.

Then I heard the voice of Hunter calling
my name as from a great distance. Rais-
ing my head, I dimly saw him stagpering
toward the motor cabin door, supporting
himself by the cabin wall. —

“Scribner!” he called again, “Go down

and look after the queen while I turn the
ship back. There is something wrong with
the air up here. We can’t go on.”

Though 1t took all my remaining
strength, I managed to crawl across the
deck on hands and knees and into the
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motor cabin, where Hunter had again
switched on the lights, and had thrown
the power off the ship's motor.

After several efforts I opened the door
at the rear of the motor cabin that led
back into the main cabin and the passage
to the staterooms, In one of which the
queen was confined.

As I threw up this door I was startled
by a strong puff of air as though there
had been a silent explosion within, I
hesitated for an. instant, but, coming to
no harm, stumbled through the door,
which fell shut behind me,

To my surprise breath at once came
more freely. The pressure in my ears was
relieved, and, though I was still weak and
ill, -I felt better immediately.

The queen was sulking on a rug in the
corner of her stateroom, apparently in no
way affected by the strange malady that
had overcome fhe rest of us. She made no
answer to my inquiry as to her condition,
but when I hesitated before her for a
moment to make sure that all was well
with her, she leaped up and at me with
the snarl of a savage young animal I
dodged back and slammed down the door
just in time to escape the clutches of her
small but eflicient hands. My physical
condition would have made me an easy
vietim of her rage.

Back in the motor cabin I found condi-
tions improving, though breathing was
still a little difficult. Hunter was too busy
manipulating his machinery to give me
more than a nod of relief, when I reported
that his unruly prisoner was safe.

Worried as to the condition of our com-
panions, whom we had left on the open
deck, I ventured forth hesitatingly, but
found at once that I now suffered little
discomfort there. The rest, like myself,
were, however, still evidently ill from their
experience and greatly puzzled as to its
cause. We ventured a varlety of conjec-
tures, but the consensus of opinion was
that the air above the great layer of
cloudy vapor, beyond which no man had
ever before penetrated, was unfit for
breathing, either due to lack of the ac-
customed vapor or to the presence in the
upper region of some poisonous gas.

EANWHILE the ship had been rushing

back toward the surface of Venus
with the same speed with which it had
risen. The air that had beaten down
upon us with hurricane velocity now
rushed up around us with equal speed.’
I stepped to the rail, where I found

Weaver gazing fixedly over the side. A
moment later we both shouted in alarm as
the frozen ice fleld suddenly came within
range of our lights immediately below.

Destruction seemed to stare us in the
face, But again we reckoned without Hunt-
er’s watchfulness, for as we turned with
common instinct to warn him, the motor
began to whir again. Our decent was
checked so abruply that we were nearly
thrown from our feef.

Then we heard a rattle of tackle over-
head, and, looking up, saw the great wings,
that we had hitherto regarded as fantastic
ornaments, unfold and spread out and
begin to beat the air like those of a great
bird. At once the ship began to glide for-
ward at great speed parallel to the sur-
face of the ice fleld, and presently, circling
around two or three times, came to rest on
the surface so gently that we felt hardly
the slightest shock.

But when we sought our leader to con-
gratulate him on the success of this first
trial of his flying apparatus and to ask
him eager questions as to its workings, we
found him at the moment interested only
in a series of jars that stood on the floor
at one side of the cabin.

“T'll explain the fiying machinery later,”
he said. “I'll instruct you, Weaver, _and
your two sailing mates in its handling be-
fore we start again. Just now I must find
out what was the matter with the air up
there. I have a fear that we may not be
able to sail to those worlds above, after
all. I brought these air-containers with
me to test the quality of the air in the
zone of darkness, thinking”I might learn
the cause of its absence of light.

“Just now, when I discovered while we
were rising that the air was changing in
quality, I began sealing up samples of it in
these jars at different heights. I must know
their secret at once.”

As he spoke he gathered up the jars
and disappeared in his laboratory Having
no invitation to follow' him, we remained
behind and fell to studying the mysterious
mechanism that we had hitherto taken
for granted as merely an improved but
otherwise ordinary ship’s motor. Whether
Hunter had taken his mechanics into the
secret- to any extent, I do not know, but
Weaver and I, not being of mechanical
minds and having no responsibility in the
direction, had not bothered our heads
about 1t.

Accordingly we made little headway with
our study now. We were about to call in
one of the mechanics to test his knowledge
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when Hunter returned from. his laboratory,
his face clouded with disappointment.

“We will have to give up trying to reach
the worlds above at present,” he an-
nounced. “There 1s a space between us
and them where there is no air to breathe.”

“What!” I exclaimed, unable to grasp so
preposterous a thought as a place where
alr was not. “How can that be?”

“I don’t know,” he replied. “I can only
tell yvou that 1t is so. We came very near
rising into that absolutely empty region.
The last jar I sealed up had almost no air
In it. That is why we had such difficulty
In breathing. And the pressure of the alr
in our bodies, not balanced by pressure
without, nearly burst out our ears. That,
too, explains why the queen suffered no
harm. The air had not yet escaped from
the closed body of the ship.”

“Must we, then, abandon the expedi-
tion?” asked Weaver In a tone unmistak-
ably hopeful. _

‘“By no means,” Hunter snapped. “1 still
belleve we can cross the reglon of darkness
and find light lands beyond that are con-
nected with this by at least breathable air.
Now that our flying apparatus works we
can try it, anyhow.”

“In that case,” replied our admirable
sallilng master with a shrug, “the sooner
I learn to fly the better.”

OU may be sure that Hunter’s explana-

tion of the flying properties of his craft,
though intended primarily for Weaver, his
two salling-mates, and the mechanics who
had direct charge of the motors, was a
matter of keen interest to us all. We
crowded In and around the motor cabin
and listened in awe to his account of this
most marvelous invention in the annals of
Venus. It was a contrivance that to our
minds marked our leader as a veritable
wizard of science, though he continued to
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maintain that he had merely exercised a
little ingenuity In adapting discoveries
made by men dead before his time,

I know I, for one, had been not a little
plqued at his proceeding on this voyage
without first explaining the details of ap-
paratus by which he had hoped to make
comparatively simple an expedition that
had appeared well-nigh hopeless to us
who were uninformed. I wondered, too,
that he had not made use of this obvious
means of escape when we were first beset
by the savages.

I reflected bitterly that we might then
have avoided the incubus of our rebellious
female passenger. My very recent escape
from a mauling at the hands of that lady
served in no way to lighten my grievance.

But Hunter’s explanation when it came
was, like all his mental processes, so fair
and reasonable that I was ashamed of my
pettishness.

“The means by which the ship rises from
the ground are absurdly simple, once ex-
plalned,” he began modestly. “Had the
need for flying ever before arisen, almost
anyone would have hit upon this obvious
device. I have simply made use of a large
quantity of lifting stone, such as you have
doubtless all played with as boys.”

The nub of the mystery immediately be-
came clear, though the detalls remained
to be explained. The lifting stone was a
mineral, comparatively rare in Venus, but
of little value from lack of practical use.

It was, nevertheless, well known on ac-
count of its peculiar property.

Left alone, it seemed no different from
an ordinary piece of granite. But sub-
jected to friction it developed immediately
the property of neutralizing gravity. The
greater the mass of the mineral and the
more vigorous the friction applied to its
surface, the more powerful became its
force of repulsion.
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I remember as a boy having a toy bird
whose body was made of this mineral. To
make it fly one had only to stroke its back
a few times with a bit of cloth and release
it. After the energy of this momentary
friction was spent, it would come flutter-
ing gently back on the wings of cloth that
were held distended by tiny frames -from
its sides.

I well remember my childish grief when
I rubbed the thing too hard and it dis-
appeared in a flash, never to be found
again, though I spent several sleeps hunt-
ing the neighborhood for it.

Hunter had simply made of his ship a
toy flylng-bird on a huge scale.. Between
the roof and ceiling of the cabins he had
installed a big amalgam cylinder made of
bits of this flying stone. Around this
cylinder was a revolving metal jacket, its
interior lined with steel brushes in contact
with the cylinder. This jacket was attached
to the ship’s motor and when made to
revolve the resulting friction started the
stone to lifting with rapidly increasing
power.

The great wings, when spread flat, suf-
fered the ship to glide down gently, or,
when worked up and down-in imitation of
real bird’s wings, drove the vessel forward
rapidly ‘at any heilght to which the stone
cylinder held it. |

“I was forced to do all my experiment-
ing in my laboratory with small models,”
the inventor went on. “I knew that if I
tried flying a large vessel in the open 1
would be deemed more crazy than ever
and that probably none of you would risk
your lives with me. I did not wish, more-
over, to raise false hopes by trymg to ex-
plain the device till I had proved it. More-
over,”-he added naively, “I enjoyed giving
you the novelty of surprise.

“You are probably wondering why 1
didn’t use it to escape the savages in the
first place. I intended and hoped to do so
up to the moment when Weaver and
Scribner dragged me away from the ship
as our blind foes were about to board .it.
The motor had become jammed ,in -our
tussle with the ice, however, and I was
not able to get it clear in time.”

Again our confidence in our leader was
renewed, and when he put it to vote as
to whether we should  continue -across the
zone of darkness or turn back toward
home, not a voice was ralsed against going
on with our enterprise. I noted with satis-
faction that our erstwhlle grumbling sail-
ing-master led the chorus of endorsement.
The bluff sailor had been taught a new

trick, the art of flylng, and he was all
eagerness to try his knowledge.

So as soon as Hunter and 'his mechanics
had made certain that the motor and fly-
ing tackle were properly tuned, we rose
again from the ice, no longer fearing closed
channels, ice-mountalns, or obstructing
bodies of land.

The lifting cylinder was now regulated
so that we remained at a safe distance
from the surface and still kept it within
range of our lights so-that we could study
the nature of the country as we proceeded.
The great wings drove us forward at a
surprising pace, we sSoon became accus-
tomed to this new sensation of flying, and
before the first sleep of our renewed jour-
ney had ended, we were as much at home
in the air as we had been on the surface
of the sea.

Aside from the novelty of flight, how-
ever, our voyage had become most monot-
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