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FEMALE BEAUTY &

rld’s Grealesl Gollecllﬁn of
Strange & Secret Photographs

NOW you can travel round the world with the
most daring adventurers. You can see with
your own eyes, the weirdest peoples on earth. You
witness the strangest customs of the red, white,
brown, black and yellow races. You attend their
startling rites, their 1m,stenous practices. They

are all assembled for you in these five great vol-
umes of THE SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND,

600 LARGE PAGES

Here is the World's Greatest Collection of
Strange and Secret Photographs. Here are Exotic
Photos from Europe, Primitive Photos from
Africa, Torture Photos from Asia, Female
Photos from Oceania and America, and hun-
dreds of others, There are almost 600 LARGE
PAGES of Strange & Secret Photographs, each
page 57 square inches in size!

1,000 REVEALING PHOTOS

You see actual courtship pract:ced in every
quarter of the world. You see magic and mys-
tery in queer lands where the foot of a white
man has rarely trod. You see Oriental modes

Contents of 5-Yolume Set

Volume 1—The Secret Album of Africa
Volume 2—The Secret Album of Europe
Volume 3—The Secret Album of Asia
Volume 4—The Secret Album of America
Volume 5—The Secret Album of Oceania

of marriage and female slavery
in China, Japan, India, ete. Through
the intimaey of the camera you wit-
ness the exotic habits of every con=-
tinent and the strangest customs of
life and love in America, Europe, etc.
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) You are bewildered by these large
pages of ONE THOUSAND PHOTO-
GRAPHS including 130 full-page
photos, and thrilled by the hundreds

;j of short stories that deseribe them.

5 GREAT VOLUMES

The SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND consists of
five plcture-packed volumes (solidly bound togtther
for convenient reading). Dip into any one of these
volumes, and as you turn its pages, you find It diffi-
cult to tear yourself away. Here, In story and un=
usual photo, is the WORLD'S GREATEST COLLEC-
TION OF STRANGE AND SBSECRET PHOTOGRAPHS,
containing everything from Female Beauty Round the
World to the most Mysterious Cults and Customs.
These hundreds and hundreds of large pages will
give you days and nights of thrilling instruction,

Specimen Photos

Various Secret Societies—Civilized Love vs. Savage
—BExotic Rites and Cults—Strange Crimes, Crimi-
nals—Omens, Totems & Taboos—Mysterious Cus-
toms—Dress & Undress Round the World.

1,000 Strange and Secret Photos

FORMERLY:SHQ
NOW ONLY.

Simply sign & mail the coupon. Renismber,
each of the 5 volumes is 9% inches high, and
opened over a foot wide! Remember also thut
this 5-Volume Set formerly sold for $10. And

it 1s bound in espensive ‘life-time’ cloth.
Don't put this off, Fill out the coumon, drop
it in the next mail, and receive this huge
o2 work at once.
Il---l-l-l-q
METRO PUBLICATIONS,
[l 70 ¥ifth Ave., Dept. 8912, New York
Send me ‘‘The Secret Musoum of Mankind™
(5 great volumes bound together). I will pay
postman $1.88, plus postage on arrival. If in 5
days 1 am not delighted, I will return the book
and you will refund my $1.98.
NAMO .ovsvosnsnanssnsnsrectssssannssnnns suns

AdAress cesssssssssssrsnsssasrssnrreanansenres

City .

- Btate il isesends
CHECE IIERE. if suu ‘are encloging ll 98, .
thus saving the mailing coats,
Canadian orders $2.50 in advance
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{ NAME AND ADDRESS
SENT UPON REQUEST)

*Tadio servicing permitted me to sttend
sehool mnd work evenings and week-ends,
Upon completing the N.R.I. Course I was
made Service Manager at 340 to $60 & weck,
more than twice my shos factory wage.'
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 junped from 8 a week fo 50

Free Book starfed me foward this

GOOD PAY /N RAD/IO

*] had an $18 a week job in a shoe factory,
but desired to make more money and con-
tinue my education. I read about Radio
oppertunities and enrolled with the Na-
tional Hadio Institute.”

“The instruction I received was so practi-
cal I was soon #ble to earn 35 to $10 »
weck in spere time gervicing Radios. This
eid for the N.R.I, Course and led to serv-
ice work paying for my college education.™

“Later the N.R.I. Graduate Scrvice D
partmeiit sent me to Station KWCR &s a
Radio Operator. Now I am Radio Engineer
of Station WSUI end connected with Tele-
vision Station WOXK."

President
Institule

). E. SMITH,
National Radio
Established 25 Years

Hore s a quick way to more pay. Radio,
offors the chance to make $5, $10 & weck
extra {n spare time a fow months from now.
There 18 an inereasing demand for full time
Radlo Technicians and Radio Opérators,
too. Many make $30. $40, $50 & week. On
top of xecord business, the Radio Industry
iy getting milllons and millions of dollars
in Defense Orders. Clip the coupon below
and mail it. Find out how I train yor-
ilgse opportunities.

Why Many Radio Techni-

Train Make $30, $40, $5¢
The 882 broadcasting station
employ thonsands of Radic

¥ Foamong the

Repairl
and aute T
r 50,600

L

*The N.R.I. Course took me out of a low-4
pey shoe tactory job and put me intd Radio
st good pay; enabled me to earn funds for
™ CO]I;:H education, Thera's a n~omisine fi.
fora for A e




FUTURE

combined with SCIENCE FICTION

Volume Two—Number Two

Dacember, 1941

A CLASSIC SCIENCE FICTION NOVEL
AROUND THE UNIVERSE ... ..i..oiovoviiviinen Ray Cummings 10

It started as a ploasurs tour and endad with a mad race around afarnity to avert the
danger that hung over Earth, Tubby, Amssna of Vanus, and ths strange little profes-

sor—was it possible that this adventurs had startsd from an idls wish? A novsl to
rﬂm.mb’r.

OUTSTANDING NOVELET
DAY OF THE TITANS .............c...... Frederic A. Kummer, Jr. 74

They thought the tima-cons might gat them out of troubla; they dida't think it would
add to thsir problems!

UMUSUAL SHORT STORIES
NO STARSHALLFALL .................c00nns Wilfred Owen Morley &0

This is that strangs dream you've besn trying to ramamber.

............................. Martin Pearson 70
...... Mallory Kent 91

.Laslie A, Croutch 98§

| have ts behave or the

aul Dennis Lavend 100
s thair ships batwaen the

........ Laslie Perri 108

4 suddenly bacoma eringing

“+eryone 64
ditor 90
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"FREE

own heme and in
the mail te me ms fast as your legs can g
ATLAS, Pept. 4M, 115 Eagt 23rd St., Now York Clty.

I'M “trading-in" old bodies for new!
I'm taking men who know that the
condition of their arms, shoulders,
chests and legs — their strength,
“wind,"” and endurance—is not 100.
And I'm making NEW MEN of them.
Right now I'm even training hun-
dreds of soldiers and sailors who
KNOW they've got to get into shape
FAST!

How do YOU measure up for the
defense of your country? Have YOU
the strong shoulders and back that can
haul for miles Uncle Sam's standard 61
pounds of Army man's equipment? Or if
home defense presses you Imto service,
have you the he-man strength and tire-
less energy that double-ghifts of working
and watching may call for?

Now as Never Before You Need a
Body That's Ready for ANY job In
National Emergency!

Are you ALL: MAN — tough-muscled,
on your tees every minute, with all the
up-and-at-'em_ that can lick your weight
in wildeats? Or do you want the help I
can give you—the help that has already
worked such wonders for other fellows,
everywhere?

All the world knews I was ONCE a
skinny, 97-1b weakling. And NOW it
knows 1 won the title, '"“The World's
Most Perfectly Developed Man.” Against
all comers! How did I do it? How do I
work miracles In the bodies of other
men in such quick time? The answer is
“Dynamic Tension"!

In just 15 minutes & day, right in the privacy
of your own heme, I'm ready to prove that “‘Dy-
namie Tension' can lay a new outfit of solid muscle
over every inch of your body. Let me put new,
gmasghing power Inte your arms and shoulders
give you an armor-shield of stomach muscle that
laughs at punches—strongthen your legs Into real
eolumns of surging stamina, If lack of exercise or
wreng living has weakened you inside, I'Il get
after that condition, too, snd ghow you how it feels
to LIVE

only 15 minutes a day, then
ot _to the letterbex!

This Famous Book That Tells You How to Get
a Body That Men Respect and Women Admire § Sod o, soor free book. “Everlasting Health and

Almost two million men have gent for and read my book
Health and Strength.’” It tells you exactly what ‘‘Dynami
And it's packed with pictures that SHOW you what it does. REBULTS it
has produced for other men, RESULTS I want to prove it can get for YOU!
1f you are satisfied to take a back seat aud be pushed around by other fel-
lows woek-in, week-out, you don’t want this book. But if you want to learn
hew you can actually become a NEW MAN, right In the privacy of your
man!—get this coupon inte Py T e A T W State ...

, “Everlasting
¢ Tension” can do.

inutes a Day!

5 M
Give me

and I'll prove I can

- ANEW MAN!

—actual phote g
of the man who
holds the tiile,

Charles Atles . . .
America’s Greatest
“Bullder of Men”

Among all the phyeical instructors
and ‘‘eonditioners of men’’ ONLY ONE
NAME STANDS QUT—Charles Atlasl

THAT is the name immediately
thought of by men whe WANT to at-
tain a physigue that wili withstand
hardship and strain, ready for any pos=
sible emergency, personal or mational.

In every part of the country Charles
Atlas s recognized as “‘Amerlca's
Greatest Builder of Men.” Almost two
million men have written fo him.
Thousands upen theusands have put
their physical development Into his
capable hands!

And new that the call Is for men
capable of helping America meet and
conquer any national emergency, many
thousands ef others, even these sirendy
In thelr country's Army end Navy
are calling upen Charles Aflas
to build the kind of men
Amerlca vifally needs!

MAIL THIS
COUPON Now!
'------
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 4M,
116 East 23rd St., New York City

_ T want the preof thal yeur system of “‘Dynamic Ten
sion” will holy make a New Man of me—give me o
bealthy, bushky body and blg muscular development,

i
esssnse ]



Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

Thisis a call for men everywhere to handia
exclusive agency for ons of the most
unique business Inveations of the day.
Porty years ago the horse and buggy business was supreme—today
almost extinct, Twenty years ago the phonograph industry ran into
many millions—today practically a relic. Oaly & comparatively few
foresighted men saw the fortunes ahead in the aucomobile and the
. Yet .icresistible waves of public buyiag swept thess men to
fortune, and sent the buigy and the phonograph into the discard. So
are great successes made by men abls to detect the shift wa public favor
from onpe industry to another,
wather ] Leow. Aa old ‘esrablished indusery—an In
fﬂ"hmm past of the l-l:::”l‘ﬂf!cm—-h which millioas of dule chaa, :‘-‘:{
is in th: of cases being replaced by & eruly asconishing, simple invea-
work better—more reliably—AND AT A wsrog'n-:n AS LOW
IE, OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID! It has pot ”Y:‘d very loag for mea
. o8 80 this valoabls invencion 2 do & remarkabls business,
these times are aaboand of for che average man.

Not a " Gadger"' —
Not g " Knick-Knack" =
of Segeny ey S
Fuccers) =
'mmu

iness novicer o well ay
weterand,

$ake 1o mistaki—chis fs 86 povelcy—80 Aimry crsaclon
which the iovearor hopes 80 put 00 the mazker. You

ly have scen mothin, it yer—perhaps pever
md&:mmd:::chd:rlc.n—ynah:?dmg

offerod in every
share. Oa $1,500 worch
dollar's worth of

R o g Doy
grea oy b r.m. percaarage.

A Money-Making Opportunity
for Men of Character
EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR

AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE

A MULTI-MILLION-DOLLAR INpUSTRY

EARNINGS

from “Since 1 have beea operating (just a litcle
I«odua‘nmehdm.ulsellmg)mdm{hn day at
that, becausc I have been getting organized-and s

at least half the day in the office; counting what I have sold
outright and o eriaf, I have made just a lictle in excess of one
thousand dollars profit for one month,”" A maa working small
city in N, Y, State made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man
ficts over $300 in less thaa & wieek's time, Space does not pere
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. Howe
ever, they are sufficient to indicate chat the worthwhile futuce
in this business is coupled with immediate carnings for che
right kind of man, One man with us has already made over
a thousand sales on which his eargings ran from §5 to $60
Eﬂ sale and more, A great deal of this business was fepeat
usiness, Yot he had never done anythiag like chis before
coming with 0s. That is the kind of opportuaity this business
offers, The fact that this business has a to it such
e Eor o cin o R vl B g
men ‘who dem: only the highest of O ity
income—gives a fairly good picture ofrg: kiad of business chis
is. Our door is open, however, to the youag man looking for
the righe field inwhich to maks hisstart and scvclophi:fumu.

Profies Typlcal of

the Young, Growing Industry {a eying s busiot oue, You e measrs the poubs

Colag laco this huim.dh not Idih welling wm#u -
grocery, drug or deparement store. For

dnstaace, whea you tak .50 ocder, §5.63 can be your
2 $1,500 worth .a?bwiuu. your share can be
$1,167.00. The -nz“m;uge: a3 your pare of every
sinem you do is 7 cents—on ten

dollars” worth $5.70, on a huadred dollass® worth §67.00
~—in other words two chirds of every order you get is

youss, Notoaly oa the ficse order—but oa repeat orders
—sad you havs the opportunicy of caraiog an ¢vea larger

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing

No Money Need Be Risked

itics aad 8ot be oat & dollac. If yeu ary lesking for
hlbn;ahltm:nmz J: thi

coming inco i own—on the upgrade, inseesd of cha
downgrade—a busioess thae odzrs the buyer relief frons
; b some, but unavoidable moﬁuH Mﬂlﬂm
a8 & ¢ practically in every , tode, OF
into wpi“:u ydorm ne; e—regardiess of M:.:
weocrriry buc does not have any oS cut 0 coo
with as other oscessities I.HI‘:T: hu:uuyw coatrol
the saley in cxclusive terricory is your owa
1hat pays movs on some individual 1alss than many mem mete
A4 & wweck and somatimets in & manth's vise—if such s businsss
books s if ic is worth investigacing, ger do tech wirk wb
=t a1 for the s in your territory—don’e
because che chances are chat if you do wait, someone clsg
weill have wriceea to us in the i 4f ix curny
put chat you were the betezr man—we'd both be o
S50 for coaveaicace, wae the roupon belme—but seod it ri

whe mooey is mually bei  m - .
moment — tad the Lur-h’fzq of saving ehe Mot do rou have to kbow anyching about high-pressare  SWAY—0F Wirg i you wish. Bus do iv sow.
pore ol expeosc i obvious iys aclling. “'Sclling"™ is unnccessary in the ordinary sense of
; m word, ln-lmnl‘n:"hm.;ing nur:k: tire ;ul;n.ﬁdm P. B ARMSTRONG, Presidsad
’ brying ¢o “force™ & male, you make a digni i
Some 0! the SGI‘I’I" bu:’.neu-djne call, Jeave the imu’lluim—whu:gu size Dept.4007-N, Mobile, Als.
You Can Show the ‘cuscomer says he will acee ¢ oue fisk, let the
=5 customer sell himszlf after the device is in and working. S G S G G S e s e
Yoa lnnnoﬁmmlpu:dmbémmgm This does away with the need for pressure oo the cuse
& leteer from & salcs organizacion showing chak did  gomer—ic climinares the handicap of wying to per the FOR EXCLUSIVE
-mmm«-.mmumw,fw have  gmonzy before the customer has really convineed himself ' TERRITORY PROPOSITION l
ot them over $200, A building supply cocporscion pays  100%. You simply tell what you offer, spow‘i? proof of
our man §70, whercas the bill could have been for $1, success in that e’y particalar line of busi ' . B ARMSTRONG, Pres,, Dept. 4007 - N,Mobtie. A, §
An susomobile dealer plmr representative $15, wheress  Then leave ¢he inveation without a dollar down. I¢ Withaut obligation ta me, ssad e full lafec
the expenie could have over §1,000. A starts working at once. o a few shory days, the installs- matlon 0a your progositica. I
score has ¢ of $38.60, possible cost if doss oumide  tion should y prod ulr'-my par
the business being well over $2,000. And 20 00. Wecmﬁ ot che deal, ts above the iavestment coming in l [ - |
®©0t possibly list all cases here. These are just & few ac che same tme. You then coblect your monsy. st o ol =,
the acousl cases which we place in your hends 0 Nothing is 5o convincing as our offer to et resulcs ]
work ddlm?ﬂcdt.dly erur‘h:ddbrhdm-idl:dﬂuy ﬁrﬂ&mﬂmwiﬂ:wzn_nk to the customer! While | B e e s e
coungry I8 these feports. 0 ot even a our meca are making sales 2 s rtE
mwmmmmﬂm wﬁwmnﬂmhqhnm'dmm l :;' '
tion T e g S T e

]

the bas, Grms in the counary, sad sold
saaptiot Uisiraes by ot daoreadls -
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$1.00

186 PAGES — (LOTHBOUXND

A Complete Course in the Development of
WILL POWER—clear, practical,

12 POWERFUL LESSONS

YOUR
WAY

TO SUCCESS

"How to
Develop Your
Will Power"

To develop the Will is
far easier and simpler
than one might sup-
pose. The Power of
the Will can be devel-
opred through exercise
Just like the Power of
@ Muscle, This can bhe
done by any man or
WORnan,

The way has been
made clear and peosi-
tive with the 12 Pow-
erful Lessons in this
inepiring course—
baced on the scientific
laws of human nature,
but se simple a child
can understand and

ided.

inspiring.

follow n'ery
word and "-'-"‘

HERALD PUBLISHING CO., Dept. W8SN
26 East 17th St., New York,

Send me

/

L]

THERE can be no doubt that a weak
will can keep you from Success in your
Business — Love — Health — and Other
Desires. On the other hand, history of-
fers a continueus record of the lives of
men and women whose IRON WILLS
PUSHED THEM TIIROU(}H TO BRIL-
LIANT SUCCESS, in spite of lowly
hirth, lack of education, poor environ-
ment, poverty, physical wealiness and
infirmjities.

Will Power Is the Mainspring of Life

It is the driving power, the engine,
without which the ecomplicated machin-
ery of the human being would stop, We
cannet all drive ourselves to world fame
and success like Lincoln, Napoleon, Edi-
son and many others—whose will power
helped them to overcome discouraging
handicaps—but WE CAN ALL DEVEL-
0P A STRONGER WILL and thus win
a GREATER MEASURE OF SUCCESS
IN OUR OWN LIVES!

What Is Your Aim in Life?

What is yeur strongest desire? What is
your secret ambition? What is your idea of
success? \Whether you aim  for Money—
Fame—Good Health—Happy Love and Mar-
riage—Snccess in Art, Profession or Busi-
ness—WILL POWER will surely help you
Klﬂil’ it for you, as nothing else in the world
will!

Let Us Send This Course
For Free Examinafion

Don't delay, G(t started nmow, Mail the cou-
pon now for “Hew to Develop Your Will
Power” by €. Tree Major and start gettin

the things you want in life. MONEY BAC

IF NOT 1084% SATISFIED. After book ar-
rives, read it and use, If least bit unsatis-
fied, return it and we will send your money
back immediately. But write now.

--------------------------I’

» SEND NO MONEY; Just Mail This Coupon Now! §

“How te Develop Your Will Power" by i

l

| |

|

E

]
1—Self-Examination 6—Development of :C. Tree Majer, for which I will pay postman ¥
7 Courege § $1.00 (plus few cents postage). If I am not satis- g
2_W‘“' Its Power, Func- —The Val f Habiis ¥ fled, I may return the book within 10 days, and g

e 7 e Yelue o

tien, and Development 8—Self Cenirel : my money will be refunded at once. :
3—Fhysical Dominance 9—Self Contrel and Eusi-g s e S o o ot :
4—Physical Dominance, ness Power : :
centinued 10—Business Success B RTBEN- . e e S R S ek s e e T SV b A a4 S ¥
. H 4 r
§—FPhysical Dominance, 11—Will and Ideals : g
concluded 12—Review of Letsons B City .....covvcvvrasnraccccocenens BEata .. i :

L]
HERALD PUBLISHING CO. . I am enclosing $1.00 with the coupon, and .vuu=

28 East 17th st. Dept. WSEN

New York city!

O

7

will pay postage. SEame money back guarantee.
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'FROM THE FAR OFF GOBUR DISTRICT OF ALGER/A
COME THE CHOICE 8R/AR ROOTS USED IN-THESE LUXURY

L]

t oy

YOU'LL BE GLAD YOU PICKED: A “FEATHERWEIGHT”
..... ITS LIGHTNESS ‘WILL DELIGHT YOU

EVEN more surprising 15 the fact that these AmGZing -‘

Algerian Featherweights, so light and com-
fortable, are made with a costly inner cup* but TRUE
of smooth, virgin Gobur Algerian Briar . . 2 :
for richer appearance, for longer-lasting : or;fyr__
quality, and for a swester, more satisfying
smoke And for aoll this you don’t risk a cent!
We tell you how at the bottom of this ad |
These beautifully carved pipes compare |
magnificently with those in any man’s collec-
tion Under present difficult import conditions
—if only for their beauty and value—you, as
o wise pipe smoker, will be wiser still if. you
order the COMPLETE salection of shapes. Use
these luxury pipes for your own pleasure or

as fine gifts in any case, you save o good
deal of money at $1.00.

V' packagy,
Thrae Squires Tol

fobaceas

con be imokad
lh'ria.,.“'_ =¥
blended togethas
Averlabiy o
tHeres vary.
where from

oo g

*YIRGIN
INNER CUP

£ = : 1 FEATHERWEIGHT PIPE . . Value $1.00
AMAZ'NG! ! ! - 1 POUCH ﬂmnosa"' ,,f 00
: e RUM and MAPLE PIPE MIXTURE . . .15 g,
sgSRN !J&Y\OONREE’ E:: é‘KNI 1 PACK THREE SQUIRES TOBACCO . . .15 £ ::sur

TOTALYALUE  $1.30
f. after trying one of these pipes with tobaccos, money-order, cash or stamps to get your packags fully
you are not entirely sahsfied, just say the word. prepoid by us, or sand a postcard to us . you pay
You keep pipe ond tobaccos and we promptly re- postman $1.00 plus 18c CO.D. fee. Free cotologue of
turn your money Specify shape wanted. Send check, other mognificent values with each order.

imeres JAMES B. HALL, Inc. it

and visit aur

Tobacconists 34H UNION SQUARE (cor. 16th 31) NEW YORK, N.Y. ratail store

oo




Personalized Pencil Kit
Makes A Popular Gift!

GENUINE LEATHER—ALL NAME-STAMPED

Here's the season’s mest popular gift—it's a
two-piece genuine leather pencil kit and memo
pad that every member of the family would be
proud to own. For business folk—teachers—
college students—secretaries—and youngsters
at scheol—this handy pocket set is every inch
an attractive and useful personalized item.

The pencil kit consists of pencil pouch and
memo pad, both of genuine leather, with in-
dividual name stamped in bright gold letters.
The pencil kit consists of five quality, hard-
wood pencils, each with sturdy ferrule and
red para eraser. Fine graphite in each pencil
assures smooth-writing. Each pencil is in-
dividually stamped with personal name.

The memo pad is convenient pocket-size—with
refill for pad obtainable everywhere. Your
name also stamped on the memo pad in at-
tractive gold letters.

Get this handy pencil and memo pad today—
use it yourself or buy it as a gift for some-
one. Order today—only $1.00 pestpaid any-
where in U. S.—Clip coupon and mail.

ALL $q00
GENUINE
LEATHER POSTPAYD

Asthma Agony

Don't rely on smokes, sprays and injections if you
suffer from terrible recurring, choking, gasping,
wheezing spells of Asthma., Thousands of sufferers
have found that the first dose of Mendaco usually
palliates Asthma spasms and loosens thick strangling
mucusg, thus IEmmmlug freer breathing and more
restful sleep. Get Mendaco in tasteless tablets from
druggists, Only &o0c.

Money back guaranteed unless
fully satisfied.

Save on your burglar insurance
WORLD ELECTRIC PROTECTION
COMPANY, established in Brooklyn, New
York, over 20 years,

Burglar alarms installed and maintained
for stores, factories and homes.

Our grade “A” alarms are approved by
Underwriter Laboratories,

We also install the invisible ray photo-
eleciric eye alarm, low cest.

Write for complete information, no obliga-
tion.

WORLD ELECTRIC PROTECTION CO.

1081 Flatbush Ave, Broeoklym, N. Y.

N

GOVERNMENT 4

START
$1260 to $2100 YEAR

Men — Women P s e e

ach year in Inslitufe
M. L. SALES CO., Dept. 12, Room 315/ T°h Yeo0L o ./ Dep Dzie
60 Hudson Sf.. New York C|*y 1942 Examinations ) luhﬂu. NY
Gentlemen: Bnclosed please find $1.00 for which |32 Page * Gentlemen : Rush te me
send me postpaid a GENUINE LEATHER PEN-| Civil Service o UFgEgoo! charge, list. of
CIL KIT AND MEMO PAD which includes five| Book FREE . Sobi. émd":"“:'t;\'f-‘ég l;?
pencils—all name-stamped in bright gold letters.| Maii Coupon ©  psge book describing sala-

Today = © 1::}(*-5‘.““:“?.0“': homl- and work.
NAME ..ccvveersossnasssnsssansciasssscnssss.| SURE &= ol thse hat. qualify for one

............

CErEEssenn Esssnpsns sreapermran .
-

> P

..........................
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AROUND

Tubby had no idea when ha made his
wish about "knowing the cosmos first hand"
that it was going to come true. But come
true it did, and he found himself off on a
tour of existence with the odd little man
who called himsslf Sir Isaac Newton Verne
Walls. . And Tubby never suspected that
their pleasant little jaunt would turn into
a mad race against time, to sava Earth
from a terrible threat.

Here it is—the best-liked of the fa-
mous "'Tubby" stories—a full-length
novel, reprinted by popular request.
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THE UNIVERSE

A COMPLETE NOVEL
by RAY CUMMINGS

(Author of “Man on the Meteor,” “Tarrano the Conqueror,” etc.)

CHAPTER 1

(AN HAT ain't so,” Tubby spoke up
suddenly from the seclusion of

his seat across the room. He
glanced at the three men who sai around
the little table under the circle of light,
their poker game temporarily suspended,
the cards and chips pushed to one side.
“That ain’t so nohow. Don’t you tell me
it 1s!"”

“He ain't tellin’ you,” responded one of
the men caustically.

“1 ain’t sayin’ what I think,” the first
man defended. "I'm tellin” you what be
said. The Stars goes right on past the Sun
—right to the edge of Space—only there
ain't no edge of Space. That's what he
said.”’

“You're right, Jake,” agreed the second
man, "‘That's what he said.”

Tubby glared belligerently, and brought
his pudgy fist dewn upon the flimsy arm
of the camp chair into which he was
wedged. "That ain't so. There must be
an edge to Space,” he snorted. "How can
Space go on forever? That ain’t got no
sense to it.”

The first man continued patiently:

“He said if you could imagine the edge

of Space with nothin' on beyond, that
would just be more Space, wouldn't it ?”

This question addressed directly to Tub-
by, confused him momentarily. The place
where” Space stopped with nothing on be-
yond! Sure that would just be more Space.
Then, quite suddenly, the flaw in the ar-
gument struck him.

"You got the wrong idea,” he declared
condescendingly. 7 ain’t never said there
was nothin’ on beyond the edge of Space.”

"He'r right, Jake,” the second man put
in. “He ain't never said that.”

The first man stared.
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“You're assumin’ somethin’ you ain’t got
no right to assume,” Tubby went on met-
cilessly.

The first man collected his scattered wits.
“Well, what 4id you say?” he demanded.

“I didn’t say nothin',”” Tubby responded.
Then to change the subject he added abrupt-
ly:
“"Who was he—said all this?”

"A Perfessor—an-—an Astronomer,” re-
plied the first man. “Us heard him give
a lecture last week.”

“Did he say the mooa had people on it?"
Tubby persisted.

The first man, confused by the sudden
introduction of this new topic, answered
sullenly:

“No, he didn't say nothing about no peo-
ple in the moon.”

“What are you gettin’ at, Tubby?" the
third man put in. "We're talkin’ about
Space, not no men in the moon.”

Tubby smiled  genially, “I''m talkin’
about the moon. 1 read a book by a guy
named Wells, Now he says—"

“He ain’t no Astronomer,” the first man
objected. ““What's he know about it?”

The third man continued the attack.

“Stick to what you were sayin’, Tubby.
Yor said there would be somethin’ at the
edge of Space—not just more Space.”

“1 didn’t say nothin" about it,” Tubby re-

eated. “But 1 will say....There 75 an
edge to Space because when you get there
you wouldn't find more Space, you'd
find =

“What?" demanded the first man ag-
gressively when Tubby hesitated.

“Why—why, mote Land —that's what
iou'd find.” Tubby glared through the

lue haze of the tobacco smoke that hung

like a pall about the unventilated room.
“More Land,” he repeated triumphantly.
“Ain’t that argument enough? Don't that
show Space can’t go on forever?”

The third man was gathering up the
cards and chips, “'Let's go ahead with the
game,” he suggested. “This here argu-
ment ain't got no sense. You shut up,
Tubby—you ain't in this.”

“Right,” said Tubby, with the magnani.
mous air of a victor. He shifted his feet
more comfortably on the second camp chair
and leaned back contentedly. "You don't
want me talkin’. I can shoot your argu-
ment full o' holes in no time.”

The first man insisted on proceeding with
his astronomical narration, while Tubby

listened idly. It was then—as he sat there
vaguely sorting out in his mind the mis-
cellaneous statements regarding stars, plan-
ets and comets which his friend was mak-
ing—that his great gift was revealed to
him. The revelation came unobtrusively—
so unobtrusively in fact, that at first Tu{,\hy
did not grasp its real significance.

"I wish they'd quit that talkin’ an’ go on
with the game,” he murmured to hunself
with annoyance.

It seemed quite logical that at that in-
stant Jake should decide he wanted to re-
sume the poker game. At all events, in
another moment the chips were clicking on
the board table—science was forgotten for
the more absorbing intricacies of poker.

Tubby, even then not realizing his mar-
velous gift, was left alone with his thoughts.
Enormously large numbers whirled in his
head—strange words—orbits, suns, planets,
comets, stars....Stars! He seized upon
that, as one word at least, that was really
familiar. It was a beautiful night out, he
remembered; and as he gazed upward to
the dim, smoky rafters of the room he was
sorry he was not outdoors.

‘(l WISH I could see them stars now,”
he murmured.

And quite naturally, there were the stars,
brilliant and glittering, spread out above
him like millions of diamonds on a huge
blue-velvet cloth. The moon hung over a
clump of trees, above Bill Hawkins' apple
orchard,

There are some very surprising things
that occur so naturally they do not cause
surprise.  The revelation of Tubby's mai-
velous gift was one of them. He was not
surprised to see the stars, only pleased.

“I wish 1 koew somethin’ really true
about them stars,” he mutteted thoughtful-
ly. And then with sudden vehemence:

“L wrsh 1 knew all about them stars. 1
wish 1 knew all about Astronomy—I wish
I could see it all for myself.”

He felt fingers plucking at his sleeve,
and turning, faced the dim figure of a man
who was standing by his side.

“I came,” said the man softly, “because
you sent for me.” He stepped forward a
little, out of the shadow to a place where
the moonlight fell on his face. Tubby
thought he had never seen so sad a face
before. It was long and very thin. It
needed a shave, Tubby thought; and its
eyes were unnaturally bright. A thin wisp



of scraggly brown-white hair was above the
face; and below, just above the collar of &
soft white shirt, protruded a perfectly enor-
mous Adam'’s apple.

Tubby's gaze swept the man's thin, but
somehow muscular-looking  figure—Dbare-
headed, coatless, the white negligee shirt
with loose, soft collar and a flowing black
bow tie; and very baggy tweed trousers that
flapped on bony legs.

“I'm here because you wanted me,” the
man repeated. His voice was deep and
throaty, and inexpressively sad.

Tubby felt immediately sympathetic.
“I'm sorry you're so sorry about somethin’,”
he said conselingly. “I didn’t mean to send
for you. 1 v

The man smiled gently, pathetically.
Tubby stared at his Adam’s apple, fascinat-
ed, for it was bobbing up.and down as
though its owner were swallowing rapidly.

"Oh, I don't mind,” the man said pa-
tiently. “Yox couldn’t help it. You wished
you knew all there was to know about As-
tronomy——" He paused, his voice trail-
ing away.

“Right,” said Tubby encouragingly. He
felt somehow. t:emenc{()usly sad, but deter-
mined not to show it. “That's what I
wished. And so you—" ;

“8o, of course, because you have the pow-
et to make all your wishes come true, I bad
to hurry here to tell you everything you—
wanted to know.”

His voice broke; and Tubby saw, even
in the dim moonlight, that his eyes were
filling with tears.

. "TII tell you all about Astronomy,” the
man went on in his dull monotone. “But
you won't believe me.”

His utterly hopeless depression was con-
tagious. Tubby swallowed the lump in his
throat. He put out his hand and touched
the man’s elbow—a round, bony knob un-
derneath the thin sleeve of his shirt,

“Yes, 1 will believe yox,” he said kind-
ly. "I wouldn't never think you was a liar.”

The man brightened perceptibly.

“Let's get acquainted,” Tubby added.
“Then you can tell me why you're so sad.”

(1 Y NAME is Isaac Wells-Verne,”
said the man. “Sir Isaac Swift
DeFoe Wells-Verne, but my friends call me
Professor.”
“Mine’s Tubby—pleased to meet you,
perfessor.”
They shook hands.
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“"What are you perfessor of?” Tubby
asked, after an awkward silence.

Sir Isaac’s expression, which had cheered
somewhat at the introduction, clouded over
again.

“Professor of Knowledge,” he said sad-
ly. "It is my business to know everything
and to tell people about it—in writing.”

“Oh,” said %’ubby.

“I do tell them—" Sir Isaac sighed heav-
ily, and a tear slipped from one of his eyes
and rolled down his lined face—lines of
care, and of emaciation rather than age, for
the man was net really old. "I do tell them
—but nobody ever believes me. Life and
people on the moon, for instance—" He
sighed again, and shrugged resignedly.
“I've told them all about that and they
don't take me seriously. They think be-
cause I've never been there, that I'm mak-
ing it up. Sometimes they won't even buy
what I've written. They—"

Tubby's fat little arm went around Sir
Isaac's thin waist.

“Don’t you care, perfessor. I'll believe
you. I won't never think you're makin’
nothin’ up.” A sudden thought occurred
to him. “Yeu're hungry, ain't you, perfes-
sor? You look hungry. Did you eat to-
day ?”

“I—no, I didn't,” Sic Isaac admitted re-
luctantly. “But I don’t care about eating.
I want people to appreciate my genius. I—"

“You must eat,” declared Tubby. He ex-
panded his stomach. "Look at me—I ain’t
never missed a meal in ten years.”

The further theught struck him that pos-
sibly Sir Isaac had no money with which
to buy food. McGuirk’s lunch-wagen was
less than a mile away—Tubby himself
would pay for the meal. And then, as a
climax to this mental activity, Tubby re-
membered his own newly discovered power,

“I wish we had a abso-lute-ly perfect din-
ner served right now, here on the ground,”
he declaimed abruptly.

And, even before Tubby himself realized
his wish had come true, Sir Isaac was squat-
ting cross-legged on the ground eating the
food with avidity. Tubby had eaten only
an hour befere, and with difficulty he
crammed down barely a third of the lavish
meal, But Sir Isaac was equal to his task;
and, for ten minutes, Tubby, completely sa- -
tiated, sat in silence watching his new
friend empty the huge silver platters. Tub-
by noticetf now that from the pockets of
Sir Jsaac’s shirt the stubs of three or four
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grubby lead pencils and a fountain pen pro-
truded; and that the third finger of his
right hand bhad a corn on it, near the end
joint; and all his fingers were ink-stained.
Also from each of his hip pockets, as he
sat hunched forward on the ground, Tubby
could see a huge bundle of folded manu-
script, sticking out.

When everything edible was completely
eaten, Sir Isaac sighed contentedly.

“1 wish we each had a good cigar,” said
Tubby promptly; and striking a match deft-
Iy with his thumb nail, he courteously light-
ed the huge black perfecto which Sir Isaac
had in his mouth.

With his own cigar lighted, Tubby
leaned back luxuriously and smiled at his
companion.

“This ain’t so bad,” he declared cheer-
fully. “Now, perfessor, tell me all about
everything, You can begin with—" He
deliberated. “—begin with the edge of
Space. These here guys—"

Tubby broke off, for a stupendous idea
had just occurred to him. Sir Isaac knew
all about everything—but he had not ac-
tually seen it. The Moon, for instance.
He had never been there—that's why peo-
ple wouldn't believe what he wrote about
it. Now with his (Tubby’s) ability to wish
for anything, why not go there—go every-
where—and see everpthing? It ought to be
possible. . . .

“Listen, perfessor,” he said, excitedly.
“You don't need to tell me nethin’, Let's
go see things for ourselves.” He explained
his idea vehemently.

Sir Isaac looked almost dazed for an in-
stant. “If I only could,” he said musingly,
his deep voice filled with awe, “I know
just what we would find—on the Moon,
Venus, Mercury, Mars—everywhere, every-
thing—I know it all. If only I could verify
it—could see it all for myself—"

Tubby was standing up impatiently.
“Come on, perfessor, Let's go.”

Sie Isaac climbed to his feet mechanical-
ly, a look of exaltation on his face.

“If T only could—" he murmured; but
Tubby interrupted him sharply.

“Come on. Don’t be no goop.”

“But where? How? asked Sir Isaac al-
most stupidly, for the anticipatory joy in
his heart had dulled momentarily even his
gigantic intellect.

“I wish we could go anywhere in the
Universe. I wish we were all ready to go

now. I wish we had a—a abso-/wse-ly pec-
fect ship to go in,” Tubby intoned rapidly.

HEY BOTH saw it the same instant,

shining in the moonlight in a field not
fifty feet away—a pale, grey-white, square
metallic object, as large as the little build-
ing that housed O’Conner’s Grocery.

“There it is,” said Tubby. “What is it?
Come on—let's go sce.”

Sir Isaac’s eyes shone as he looked at it

"My Inter-planctary vehicle,” he mur-
mured, pride and awe mingling in his tone.
Without another word he gripped Tubby
by the hand, jerking him forward at a run.

Tubby’s breath was almost gone when
they arrived. He stood leaning against the
side of the vehicle, panting. The thing
was indeed as big as a very small cottage.
It was made of metallic substance—similar
to aluminum only different, Sir Isaac said.
In shape it was like a huge cube with a lit-
tle dome set on top. It had several tiny
windows of heavy plate glass set in each
side, with a small metal door in front,
which door now stood invitingly open.

Tubby, his breath recovered, walked
around the vehicle, inspecting it curiously;
while Sir Isaac stood regarding it as a proud
mother might regard her precocious off-
spring.

After a complete circuit outside, Tubby
peered through the doorway into a dim in-
terior.

“Come on in, perfessor,
waitin® for us.”

They went inside together; and Sir Isaac,
as though he had lived in the place all his
life, immediately switched on a light.

Inside, the vehicle was divided into sev-
eral tiny rooms on two floors—just like a
toy cottage, Tubby thought—and seemed
fully furnished and equipped ready for oc-
cupancy. There was a store-room of food
—a little kitchen, like the kitchen of a Pull-
man dining car—a main room, filled with
a mass of scientific instruments—and two
very small beds upstairs, Tubby sat down
on one of the beds tentatively. Its mattress
was soft; its springs yielding but strong,
and its coverings luxurious.

Tubby sighed with relief. I ain't no
kicker, perfessor, but I do like to sleep com-
fortable.”

They went back into the instrument room,
where Sir Isaac quictly inspected a little
keyboard like that of a typewriter.

“What's that?” Tubby asked. “Do you

It's all ready,



know how to run this thing, perfessor?”

Sir Isaac straightened. His manner had
completely changed. He was now forceful,
commanding, deminant. Tubby was im-
pressed by his look, even before he spoke.

“This is my Inter-planetary vehicle,” he
said sternly. "I invented it—/ designed it
—1 have operated it, in my mind, many
times. It is one of the meost important of
my contributions to science. I know all
about it, of course.”

“Oh,"” said Tubby. "“That's fine. Then
we're all ready to start, ain't we?”

Sir Isaac bowed gravely.

Tubby at the moment was standing be-
side one of the little windows. The moon
was still over Bill Hawkins' apple orchard;
and at the sight two ideas came to Tubby
simultaneously.

“Just a minute, perfessor.” Sir Isaac was
about to close the heavy front door. "I
ain't goin' 'til I wish them apples of Bill
Hawkins' is lyin’ rotten on the ground.
He's 2 mean guy, he is—wouldn't let me
pick none ever.”

Tubby's eyes were sparkling with vindic-
tive joy at the thought of this simple and
efficacious revenge. “Come on, perfessor.
Let’s go see how all them apples look when
they're rotten."”

Sir Isaac’s glance was scornful.

“That is childish,” he said shortly; and
banged the door shut.

Tubby, subdued but still wishing fervent-
ly and audibly that this catastrophe would
befall the luckless Bill Hawkins, stood by
the window while;Sir Isaac went to the
keyboard and unhesitatingly pressed one of
its keys.

There was a faint but perceptible trem-
bling of the room. Tubby's feet pressed
hard against the floor and his stomach
seemed failing. It was like an elevator that
suddenly takes you up much too fast.

Sir Isaac switched off the light, plunging
the room in darkness. Through the win-
dow Tubby saw a moonlight landscape si-
lently dropping away beneath them.

He turned from the window after an in-
stant, slightly sick and very frightened; but
at once he felt better, The purring had
ceased. The room, in fact, was apparently
motionless and quite silent. Tubby felt no
further desire to look out of the window;
he sat down in a chair, mopping the per-
spiration from his forehead with his shirt-
sleeve,

Sir Isaac, his tall thin figure barely vis-
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ible in the moonlit room, was still standing
rigid by the keyboard, his fingers pressed
delicately but firmly on its keys as a sur-
geon’s assistant holds the patient’'s pulse
uring an operation. Tubby stared at him
a moment, then ventured:

"Where—where we goin’, perfessor?”

Sir Isaac moved, and as his fingers left
the keyboard to itself, Tubby’s heart leaped.
Would the thing fall if you didn’t watch
it? Evidently not, for Sir Isaac went over
to the window quite calmly. ;

“We will not bother with the moon just
now,” he said thoughtfully, more to him-
self than to Tubby. "Ne, we can stop
there coming home. .. .I think we should
go toward the sun first, and then, after
Venus and Mercury, skip back te Mars and
so on out....Yes, that will be best.”

He turned away from the window toward
Tubby.

“Our first stop will be Venus,” he add-
ed authoritatively.

“Venus!” exclaimed Tubby. “That's
fine. Then—then where do we go?”

“After that,” said Sir Isaac slowly and
impressively—"after that we will inspect
the entire Universe!”

CHAPTER 11

6o COME over here, Tubby,” said Sir

Isaac a few moments later. He

had gone back to the keyboard,
pressed another of its keys after making a
rapid mathematical calculation with one of
his pencil stubs on a little paper tablet, and
now was standing quietly by the window
again. "Come here, Tubby, and look out.”

Tubby shook his head emphatically. “You
look out. 1 ain't interested.”

He was considerably more frightened now
than a few moments before, for a very dis-
concerting thing had happened. He had
secretly been reassured as they started, by
the knowledge that in the event of any dire
disaster, he could ecasily wish himself safely
back at home. It had been getting ex-
tremely warm in the room, and he had
wished it would be cooler. But, so far as
he could tell, it was getting warmer, rather
than cooler. Alarmed, he had wished ve-
hemently that they were back on Earth
looking at Bill Hawkins’ apples. But noth-
ing had happened. Sir Isaac was then mak-
ing his mathematical computations at the
keyboard; finally he had pressed another
key carefully, and quite in defiance of Tub-
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by's frantic mental wishes, walked quietly
to the window.

Tubby considered the situation, and now
decided to consult his companion about it.

Sir Isaac laughed softly.

"That was merely your Earthly power,”
he said condescendingly. - “I suppose I am
glad you possessed it, since you were en-
abled to bring into material being this in-
ter-planetary vehicle of mine.” He raised
his hand deprecatingly. “Of course, I
could easily have constructed it myself. In
fact, I was intending to—as soon as I had
the necessary money.”

Tubby was aggrieved at this ingratitude.
“An’ then I—I ain't able to wish for noth-
in’ no more?”

“No,” said Sir Isaac. “Naturally not—
since you have left the Earth. You are now
in the realms of Science—subject only to
rational scientific laws. That magical wish-
ing ability you had was childish. [ could
never be concerned in an affair like that.”
He seemed to shudder at the thought, and
added emphatically:

“1 am a man of Science. Everything /
have ever conceived has been strictly scien-
tific. I am ashamed of you—and of course,
now that you ate in my realm, naturally all
such foolishness has been left behind..”

Tubby pondered this, sitting hunched up
in his chair and sweltering in the heat. He
was somewhat sulleu; but presently, when
Sir Isaac patted him kindly on the shoulder
and assured him they were in no great dan-
ger, he cheered up a little. |

“It's too hot in here, perfessor,” he de-
clared. “Can't we open the window an’ get
a little air in?”

Sir Isaac smiled at the idea, “There is
00 air outside,” he said quietly. "We have
already traversed the few hundred miles of
atmospheric envelope and passed beyond
even the most rarefied strata of the Earth’s
atmosphere. We are now in space.”

“Oh,” said Tubby. "Well, just as you
say. But it’s awful hot.”

Sir Isaac was bending dowa to squint up-
ward through the window, which from
where Tubby was sitting was merely a black
rectangle. .

"It will cool off presently,” he said cas-
ually.  "There’s the thermometer by you.
See what it says.”

The room was now dimly lighted by one
small electric bulb—which was lucky, Tub-
by thought, for there was not even moon-
light coming in through the window. He

found the thermometer. It stood a little
over a hundred degrees.

An alarming igca came to Tubby; it
would be terrible to smother and be so hot
all at the same time. “Say, perfessor, how
are we goin’ to breathe when we use up all

the air we got in here?”

IR ISAAC reluctantly turned from his
inspection of whatever it was showed
through the window, and pointed to one of
the instruments on a table over against the
wall.

“In breathing,” he explained, “we alter
the air only in so far as we use up its oxy-
gen and add to it an excess of carbonic acid
gas. Now over there on that table is Reiset
and Regnault's apparatus—which 1 still
consider the best of its kind. It produces
oxygen from chlorate of potassium and re-
leases it into the air as fast as we use it.”

Sir Isaac smiled to himself with satisfac-
tion. "l have thought of and provided for
every contingency. The carbonic acid gas
that we exhale is absorbed.” He indicated
several containers under the table. “Those
hold caustic potash, which absorbs the car-
bonic acid gas....I have explained all this
in my books, but T suppose you have not
read them.”

“Yes—no,” said Tubby. “Not all of
them, I guess.” He felt a little humiliated.
“I ain’t so very scientific, perfessor. You'll
have to tell me things as we go along.”

“1 will,” agreed Sir Isaac magnanimous-
ly. He pulled out his handkerchief and
mopped his forchead. It 7 hot. That's
because of our friction in going through the
Earth’s atmosphere so fast. We're far be-
yond the atmosphere now —exposed to the
intense cold of inter-planctary space. We'll
be freezing in a little while—you nced not
worry about the heat.”

Tubby glanced apprehensively toward his
discarded coat, and tried to recall how many
blankets there were on the bed upstairs,

Sir Isaac added:

“"Come over here and look out the win-
dow. Don't be afraid.”

Through the window Tubby saw the
stars, brighter, more brilliant than they had
ever been before. Freed now from the dis-
tortion of the Earth’s atmosphere, they
glittered like huge, sparkling diamonds,
surrounded, not by the familiar blue of the
sky as seen from the Earth, but by a pro-
found inky darkaess.

It was a marvelous—indeed 2 stupendous



—sight. The whole extent of the heavens
swarmed with stars and constellations of
pristine purity. Here and there hung huge,
spiral nebulous masses, fleecy white, and
glittering with tiny blazing points of white
fire. Some of the larger stars were blue-
white, others silver, still others 2 dull glow-
ing red; and across the firmament stretched
that immense ring formed by an impalpable
dust of stars, the "Milky Way,” in the
midst of which our own sun ranks only as
a star of the fourth magnitude.

“Ain't that pretty?” Tubby marveled. His
fear had entirely gone. “Where's the
moon ?"’

“The moon is on the other side of us,”
answered Sir Isaac. “It is shining into the
room next to this.” The instrument room,
in which they were, only extended half the
width of the vehicle. ‘“Looking out this
window we cannot see the moenlight, for
there is no atmosphere to diffuse its rays
.. .Stoop down and look upwards, Tubby.”

Tubby squinted up through the window
from beneath and saw a very large; thin
silver crescent—an enormous arch extending
nearly a third of the way across the sky.
It glowed with a blue, almost phosphores-
cent light, and its outlines were blurred
and wavy. Some parts of it were brighter
than others, and there were many dark,
almost black spots.

éé HAT'S that?” he asked, amazed.

“I ain’t never seen nothin’ like
that in the sky before. Is that where we're
goin’ to? We must be almost there. What
is it? Venus?”

“That's the Earth,” said Sir Isaac calmly.
“We have turned over, you see, because our
base is heavier. We are falling diagonally
away. from the Earth, partly toward the
moon and partly toward the sun. 1 shall
head directly for the sun later tonight.”

It was very hard for Tubby to realize that
they were going the other way, having
turned almost completely over; but finally
he managed it. He was beginning to feel
comparatively little surprise at anything any
more. :

"Why don’t we see all of the Earth?” he
demanded. “Why is it so thin—like a
new moon?”

“Because the Earth is ‘new’,” Sir Isaac
explained. "From the position we now oc-
cupy that is all that is illuminated by the
sun’s rays, though if you look closely you
andistinguishthedimoutlineofth!run«
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illuminated portion of the sphere. You see
the Earth is in its first phase. It " He
seemed contemplating the use of some pro-
found scientific language; then, meeting
Tubby's puzzled glance, he shrugged and
gave it up.

"It 75 just like 2 new moon,” he added.
“Only it's a new Earth.” :

They inspected the moon itself a few
moments later, through the window of the
adjoining room. It hung apparently mo-
tionless just below the level of the window.
All around it in the blackness, the stars
shone as brightly as though it were not
there—which, as Sir Isaac reminded, was
merely because there was no intervening
atmosphere to diffuse its rays and thus ob-
scure the stars.

The moon was somewhat larger than
when seen from the Earth, and considerably
brighter.  Its rays bathed the store-room
with a brilliant, blue-white light. Tubby
was ?ipening a box of crackers as he stood
regarding it,

“Ain’t that romantic,” he murmured a
moment later, with his mouth full of bis-
cuit. “That's abso-/ute-ly pretty moonlight.
Come on, perfessor—eat somethin’. This
travelin’ so fast makes me hungry.”

They made 2 very comfortable little mid-
night supper of sardines—which Tubby
found in a well-filled ice box—and the
crackers. Sir Isaac’s appetite revived with
eating, and he devoured such a prodigious
quantity of the food that Tubby became
alarmed over an ultimate shortage.

“It's quite all right, you know,” Sir Isaac
assured him. "We are supplied for over a
year. I've never started on a journey like
this—even 2 mental journey——without an
entirely adequate food supply. Besides, we
can replenish along the way. You will find
the Mercurian cuisine particularly good.”

It had been growing steadily colder; and
Tubby, discovering that the tiny kitchen
which adjoined the store-room held a very
decent little gas stove, made them each a
steaming hot cup of coffee.

“Hew cold is it liable to get, perfessor?”
he asked, as they sat at an immaculately
clean beard table and drank the coffee.
“Ain't this house got any heatin’ appara-
tus? A nice little furnace now =

“It can be heated,” Sir Isaac answered.
“But we shall not need it. It will be warm
enough presently.”

Certainly the weather in space was ex-
ceedingly changeable; but that was to be
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expected when one was traveling from
place to place with such rapidity.

“But how cold would it get if we stayed
where we are?” Tubby persisted. He was
beginning to be theoretical also, which, as
Sir Isaac had remarked, is the first prerequi-
site. of a scientific mind.

“I think I once estimated the tempera-
ture of space to be about 250 degrees Fah-
renheit below zero,” remarked Sir Isaac.
“Pass me the cream, will you? And the
;offcc pot? You make pretty good cof-
ee.

“Thanks,” said Tubby. “I ain’t so ter-
rible good at cookin’ He paused dep-
recating, his amazement at Sir Isaac’s esti-
mation at how cold it could get forgotten in
the compliment to his culinary skill.

“Minus two hundred and fifty degrees,”
Sir Isaac repeated thoughtfully. “I wish I
could verify it now. But we won’t suffer
from the cold. Soon we shall be——"

As though in answer to his unspoken
words, sunlight burst in through a window
in the floor directly under Tubby's feet.
He had not known this window was there,
and leaped aside in terror. The vehicle at
that moment had emerged from the cenical
shadow cast by the Earth, and the diagonal
rays of the sun struck its lower surface.
Bathed in its golden fire, which mingled
with the moonlight from the side wincfow,
the room in a moment became warm and
pleasant.

“This is nice,” said Tubby, with rapidly
recovered equanimity. He discarded his
coat again, and pushed the hot coffee from
him. “We sure do have speedy changes of
weather, don't we, perfessor?”

IR ISAAC had donned a pair of smoked

spectacles and was on his knees peer-

ing down through the window. He called

Tubby and offered him a second paic of the
glasses.

Tubby sat down on the floor. The sun,
through the smoked glass, appeared a glow-
ing red ball, with enormous tongues of
flame rising from it. The globe itself was
no larger than usual. They were closer to
it, Sir Isaac remarked, but its distance still
was so comparatively great that its visual
increase of diameter was undiscernible.
Also, on Earth, the atmospheric refraction
enlarged it.

The sun was not directly beneath them,
but off considerably to one side—on the
side away from the moon. And although

Sir Isaac had already explained the phenom-
enon in the case of the moon, Tubby was
greatly amazed to see the stars shining quite
imperturbably all around the sun.

“That's the first time I ever seen stars
shinin’ in the daytime,” he murmured.

Sir Isaac climbed to his feet. “T'll be
back in a moment. [ want to change our
course and 1Put on more speed.”

He left Tubby sitting there and went into
the instrument room, where, after 2 few
morc algebraic calculations, and careful ref-
erence to a huge book that lay at hand, he
depressed another of the keys slightly—and,
after an instant’s hesitation, two others on
another rank of the keyboard. :

Tubby, squatting on the floor in the oth-
er room, saw the sun and all the stars swing
slowly over to one side—the whole firma-
ment shifting silently under him. The sun
was directly underneath when the movement
ceased. Looking over to the side window
he saw that the moon had risen considera-
bly. It was now so high he could only see
it because he was down on the floor.

Sir Isaac returned.

“We'll make good speed now,” he said.
“We're headed directly toward the sun, with
eleven and a half times our former veloci-
ty.” He sat down beside Tubby on the
tloor.

It was amazing to stare down through
that window at the sun and stars—into the
immensity of space directly under them—
and to realize that they were falling into it.
Yet Tubby was not alarmed, possibly be-
cause the vehicle felt so stable, so vibration-
less, so absolutely silent and motionless.
There had not beea the slightest perceptible
movement since that first instant when they
started. In changing their course it was the
stars and sun that appeared to move, not
the vehicle.

Tubby pondered all this. “Why don't
we feel like we was movin’, perfessor?” he
demanded some minutes later. “If we're
goin’ so fast =

“My dear fellow,” Sir Isaac answered,
“you must realize that all motion is relative.
There is no such thing as absolute motion—
it all depends upon your immediate sur-
roundings. Einstein might tell you that
as something very new—yet I have always
known it."”

“I don't get you,” said Tubby, puzzled.

“The Earth,” said Sic Isaac, “is flying
through space at the rate of some 66,000

miles an hout. You never felt that motion,



did you? But when you are in a train go-
ing 60 miles an hour—that motion you do

ive. That is because, relative to your
immediate surroundings, you are moving
that fast. Do you understand now?”

“No—yes,” said Tubby. “I guess so.
Show me Venus. When do we get there?”

Venus, which fortunately was approach-
ing inferior conjunction—that peint in its
orbit when it is between the Earth and the
sun—was discernible slightly to one side of
the sun at a visual distance of about twice
the sun’s diameter, Tubby saw it as a very
large, bright, blue-white star.

"A telescope would show it as a crescent
in its last phase,” said Sic Isaac.

Tubby, with their first stop in such plain
view directly beneath them, was intensely
interested. “Tell me all about Venus,” he
demanded. “An’ tell me how you rua this
—this inter-planetary house we're in, so you
can make it go where you want 0.”

Sir Isaac glanced at his watch. “Twelve
fourteen. You must get some sleep soon.
[ will explain the operation of my vehicle
tomorrow,”

Tubby realized he was a little sleepy.
“How long we been travelin’?” he asked.

“Two hours and twenty-seven minutes.”
Sir Isaac pulled out a lead peacil and a little
slip of paper and began a rapid calculation.

“We are now about 947,000 miles from
the Earth,” he announced.

“In two hours an’ a half!
travelin',”

Sit Isaac smiled. “I should not say that
—however, it is quite satisfactory. I started
very cautiously. We went through the
Earth’s atmosphere considerably less than
one one-hundredth that fast. 1 increased
our velocity soon after that—and just now,
when I altered our course, I increased it
again eleven and a half times.”

That's some

6¢ O ON,” said Tubby. “Tell me
more. Tell me mote about Ve-
nus.”

“Venus,” began Sir Isaac, “is a globe
very little smaller and of very slightly less
density than our Earth, Its mass, hence, is
only a little less—gravity on its surface be-
ing .88 that of the gravity on the Earth.
.« . Do you follow me? I'm only talking
in round numbers, of course.”

“Of course,” Tubby agreed. “Go on.”

“It revolves on its axis once in 23 hours,
4 minutes and 193 seconds. Those are my
figures, you understand—they are quite ex-
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act. Therefore, its day is very similar in
length to our own. Its orbit lies about 67
million miles from the sun—some parts of
it farther, some nearer. The Earth, you
know, revolves at a mean distance of about
93 million miles from the sun. Venus
makes one complete revolution around the .
sun in a little more than 224 days—hence
its year is that long—about a third shorter
than ours. Venus has seasons just as we
have—only less matked. Its atmosphere is
a little denser than ours, but altogether Ve.
nus is more like the Earth than any other
of the planets.”

“Good,” said Tubby. “Go on.”

"It has no satellite,” Sir Isaac added as
an afterthought.

"What's a satellite?”

“A satellite is a smaller body revolving
about a planet, just as a planet revolves
around the sun, The moon is the Earth's
satellite. It revolves around the Earth about
once a month."”

“How far away?” Tubby demanded.

“Oh, very close. Only about a quarter of
a million miles, We are already four times
that far from the Earth. You can see how
close the moon and Earth are together now.
Look!”

Sir Isaac pointed to the side window,
pulling Tubby over on the floor nearer to it.
The moon had risen still further, and had
dwindled greatly in size. The tip of the
Earth, very much smaller than before and
more silvery, showed in the upper corner
of the window.

“Why, they're gettin’ right together,”
Tubby exclaimed. “That moon really be-
longs to us, don’t he? He's our little
brother!”

“Yes,” said Sir Isaac. “We'll stop oft
there going home. Now about our present
velocity. Venus, at the time we started, was
about 31 million miles from the Earth, We
have already gone about ene million, at an
average rate of some four hundred thousand
miles an hour. I have now increased this
velocity to four million, six hundred thou-
sand miles per hour.”

Sir Isaac looked a little worried as he
named these figures. I hope we don’t hit
anything,” he added anxiously.

“Hit anything!” Tubby echoed. He
glanced down through the window at the
heavens beneath. “Ain’t we got plenty of
room? It leoks like we had plenty.”

Sir Isaac sighed. “All space is relative
to motion. We haven't very much room at
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this velocity. It's so crowded in here near
the sun. Qutside—particularly  beyond
Neptune—things will be different. Then
I can really put on speed.”

He shrugged. "You go to bed, Tubby.
I'll watch here. I don’t fancy we're in any
great danger.”

"Right,” said Tubby. “If you see any-

thing comin’ you steer around it.” He got
to his feet. “Good night, perfessor. I'm
goin’ upstairs right away. When do we

land at Venus?”

Sir Isaac was again absorbed with his
mathematics, the sunlight from below light-
ing with strange outlines his lanky figure
and earnest, intellectual face.

“What?"' he asked abstractedly.

Tubby meekly repeated his question.

“I shall alter our course later tonight,”
said Sir Isaac. "I am using the suf’s at-
traction now. It's a little longer route, but
simpler. Later 1 shall head directly for
Venus and slow down somewhat.”

He added:

“I'lf call you about six o'clock. We will
be fairly close in by then. We'll land
shortly after breakfast. ...Good night.”

“"Goed night, perfessor. Don’t make no
mistakes with them figures, will you?”

He turned, and climbing to the floor
above, carefully selected the better of the
two beds and soon was snoring heavily.

CHAPTER III

UBBY had gone to sleep in the

l starlight and very dim moonlight.

He awoke most uncomfortably warm,
to find the glaring sunlight beating directly
on his bed through the bedroom window.
For a moment he did not know where he
was. The sun, larger than he had ever
seen it before, was about level with the
window—shining among the stars in the
black sky, intolerably bright, excessively hot.
He lay blinking and gasping; then with
returning memory, he leaped out of bed and
jerked down the green roller shade.

The vehicle was without vibration, silent
as before. The room was hotter than mid-
summer. Where was the professor? Was
anything wrong? What time was it?

“Oh-h, perfessor!” Tubby bellowed.

Sir Isaac’s voice answered him from
below.

“Oh, you're awake, are you? Come on
down. Dress as coolly as possible.”

Tubby was dressed in a few moments,

putting on his thinnest clothes—white flan-
nel trousers, white buckskin shoes and white
negligee shirt—which he had found in the
bureau drawers and the wardrobe. He was
glad to find them there, and glad that they
fitted him so perfectly, for he wanted to
look his best when arriving on Venus.

When he got downstairs he found Sir
Isaac also dressed all in white, with his
shirt sleeves rolled up and his shirt open
at the throat exposing half his bony but
broad chest. Around his forehead was
tied a white silk handkerchief to keep the
hair out of his eyes. He was sitting at the
instrument room table, working at his in-
terminable figures,

The side window of the room, which was
now turned away from the sun, showed only
the black void of space with its glittering
stars. Through another window, in the floor
directly under Sir Isaac’s feet—which Tubby
had net known to be there since it had been
covered the night before—a soft, pale-
blue light was streaming. It flooded the
entire room, more intense than moonlight,
but blue rather than silvery.

Sir Isaac leoked up from his calculations
and smiled.

“Geed morning.
to call you.”

“The sun woke me up,” said Tubby.
“It's awful hot up there. . . . It ain’t so
cool dewn here either. . . . What's that blue
light from? How are we getting on?
What time is it?”

Sir Isaac laid down his pencil reluctantly.

“Seven thirty-three,” he said. "You've
had a-goed leng sleep. I just altered our
course again. We intersected the orbit of
Venus twenty-seven minutes ago, so [
thought 1 had better turn and head di-
rectly for her. That's why the sun swung
up to your window.”

Tubby bung his natty Panama hat on a
rack and approached Sitr Isaac.

"What's that blue light? Venus?"

Locking down through the window,
Tubby saw directly beneath them an enor-
mous blue half moon, with dark, irregular

atches all over it. Against the black
Eackgmund of siace it glowed with intense
purity—its pale-blue light making it seem
ethereal —unreal.

“That is Venus,” said Sir Isaac softly.
“You can see the whele of the sphere when
your eyes become accustomed to the light.”

A moment more and Tubby saw the dark,
unilluminated portion. He saw, too, that

I was just coming up



where the edge of the light crossed the face
of the globe it was not a continuous line,
but was broken into many bright spots and
patches of darkness.

“That's where the sun strikes the tops of
the mountains,” Sir Isaac explained. “The
dark places are valleys and plains. . . , Let
us have breakfast. Aren't you hungry?”

“No—yes, sure 1 am.” Tubby rose to
his feet from where he had been kneeling
heavily on the floor. "That Venus is aw-
ful pretty. How far away is she? When
do we get there?”

“We intersected her orbit at a point
1,142,606 miles away, roughly speaking,”
Sir Isaac replied. "I had to change our
velocity once or twice during the night—
but still I fancy I may say we have done
fairly well.” Sir Isaac drawled this out
complacently. He was,.indeed, very Eng-
lish at times,

“I ain't got nothin’ to complain of,"
Tubby agreed. “When do we land?”

“Our present velocity is only 575,001
miles per hour. Venus is coming toward
us at the rate of some 68,000 miles per
hour. . . " Sir Isaac seemed to be cal-
culating in his head. . But allowing
time for landing—we shall have to slow
up much more a little later on, you know--
well, T think we should be there by ten-
thirty or eleven o'clock this morning.”

“Very good,” said Tubby briskly. "Come
on. Let's eat,”

They had bacon and eggs for breakfast,
and iced coffee with whipped cream, because
it was too hot for regular coffee. Tubby
would have made pancakes, but there did
not seem to be any maple syrup, at which
he was exceedingly annoyed, Several times
during the meal Sir Isaac went into the
instrument room for a moment to make a
brisk calculation, to verify their course and
to decrease their velocity a little.

UBBY'S questions about Veaus were
incessant at first; but as Sir Isaac said.
why discuss it theoretically when they were
to see it so soon?
The store-room, which they were using
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level with the instrument room side window
and thus almost exactly opposite the sun.
So far as Tubby could see it was a star
no different from any of the rest of them,
except possibly a little larger. The moon,
of course, was invisible,

Venus, through the window beneath their
feet, had grown very much larger during
breakfast. It was now an enormous glow-
ing ball, half dark, half light, apparently
nailed fast to the black surface of the
firmament. The sensation that they were
high above it and falling directly down to
its surface came to Tubby suddenly. [t
made him a little giddy at first: but the
unpleasant feeling soon passed away.

For nearly an hour they sat talking
idly, while this glowing sphere bencath
them grew steadily in apparent size. They
could distinguish even its dark portion quite
clearly now, and its convexity was unmis-
takable. They were hardly more than 25,-
000 miles above its surface, and falling
slightly toward its northern hemisphere,
when Sir Isaac suggested that Tubby wash
up the breakfast dishes.

“I shall go down through the atmos-
phere very slowly,” he said. "But still 1
think we shall be there in rather more than
an hour.”

Tubby -hasiened into the kitchen, and
Sir Isaac, pencil and pad in hand, took
his station at the keyboard. When Tubby
finally returned the instrument room was
considerably darker than before. Sir Isaac,
with two small electric bulbs lighted, was
still seated at the keyboard.

“Say,” began Tubby indignantly, “the
sun went behind a cloud or somethin’,
I ain’t quite finished, but I don’t know
how to light the lights.”

They had already entered the atmos-
phere of Venus, and had encountered, as -
chance would have it, a heavy bank of
clouds—heavier than clouds ever are in the
atmosphere of the earth. The sun thus
obscured, the interior of the vehicle had
grown quite dark.

“Never mind,” said Sir.jsaac. “Let it

go. We'll be there very shortly.”

as a dining room because it adjoined the ~ -, Tubby located his Panama hat, rolled
kitchen, was directly under Tubby's bed- ~down his sleeves, and donning a thin blue

room. The sun hung level with its window,
but they kept the shade closely deawn. After
breakfast they returned to the instrument
room, Tubby insisting he would not wash
up the dishes so soon after eating; and Sir
Isaac showed him the Earth. It was about

serge jacket sat down to await their land-
ing.. He could ses nothing but grey mist
through either window for a time; then,
as they burst through the clouds, the room
suddenly brightencg.

Sir Isaac bent over the window in the
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fioor, calling to Tubby. Beneath, spread
cut in a vast panorama extending to the
horizon in every direction, lay the land-
scape of Venus—forests of green vegeta-
tion; a thin silvery ribbon of water; tiny
grey blobs that were cities; and in the
distance a range of blue-green mountains
with heavy white masses of clouds above.
And, curiously enough, by a familiar optical
illusion, it seemed now a concave surface,
as though they were hanging over the
center of a huge shallow bewl, with the
horizon rising upward to form its circular
rim.
“My!" exclaimed Tubby. "Ain't that
pretty? Just like bein’ in a airplane, ain’t
it, perfessor?”

Sir Isaac, hovering anxiously between the
floor windew and the keyboard, was now
exceedingly busy.

“I've got to select a landing place,” he
said. "If you see a large open space where
there are no trees, tell me at once.”

Tubby, forgetting the peossible damage to
his white trousers, sat down on the floor
beside the window, peering intently down-
ward. They were falling rapidly; the land-
scape grew momentarily Jlarger in detail,
 passing slowly to one side as they fell
diagonally upon it.

The instrument room was now hotter
than ever before. Tubby took off his hat
and coat again, and dashed the dripping
perspiration from his face.

“Hey, perfessor, slow up a little,” he
called to Sir Isaac at the keyboard. “"We're
gettin’ pretty close.”

They were now at an altitude of hardly
three thousand feet. The circular horizon
had already risen so that the range of moun-
tains in the distance was visible through
the side window. It was a beautiful day
outside—subdued rays of sunlight filtering
through the white cloud masses and falling
upon the vivid green countryside in bril-
liant patches of light.

They passed over the narrow river, and
Tubby saw an open space surrounded by
tremendous fegests of tangled green vegeta-
tion, with occasional white blobs that might
have been houses. Beyond, perhaps hve

miles distant, a city lay—its low stone build:*

ings gleaming a dazzling white.
When they were directly over the open

space, Sir Isaac depressed another key sharp-

ly; and the vehicle began falling vertically
downward, with constantly decreasing velo-
city, until, ‘'when they were only a few

hundred feet up, it scemed floating gently
down rather than falling,

Sir Isaac’s eyes were now glued to the.
window, his fingers resting lightly on the
keys. Tubby stood up and put on his coat
again; and a moment later, with scarcely
a perceptible jar, they landed on the sur-
face of Venus.

Sir Isaac relaxed, his face radiating
triumph.

“We have landed,” he cried exultantly,
“A perfect trip, my dear fellow—12 hours,
14 minutes and 7 seconds elapsed time!”

“Right,” said Tubby. “"We're here. Come
on perfessor, let's go outside an' get some
air,

(14 FHAT'S that?” Tubby exclaimed
abruptly. “"Don’t you hear
somethin’, perfessor?”

Music was wafting to them on the
breeze—soft, liquid tones like the music of
a harp, and the sweet, pure voice of a
girl singing,

“It’s over there,” Tubby half whispered.
“Over in the banana trees. Come on—
let's go see.”

They crept quietly forward; and within
the grove of trees came upon a tan-bark
path. As they followed it the music grew
steadily louder, until nestling under the
huge spread of banana leaves they saw a
little white marble pavilion, with a tiny
splashing fountain before it. The figure of
a girl in white reclined beside the fountain
—a gitl who was appatently alone, play-
ing on a small harp-like instrument and
singing to its accompaniment.

“Hello-0!” Tubby called incautiously.

The girl sprang erect; and stood trem-
bling, lyre in hand, as they hurried for-
warg. Tubby saw she was a rather small,
very slim girl, dressed in a flowing white
garment from shoulder to knee, which was
gathered at the waist with a golden cord
whose tasseled ends hung down her side.

“Goed morning, msa'am,” he said gra-
ciously. “It’s a nice day, ain't it?”

The girl smiled, seemingly reassured by
his greeting.

““WWe trust you speak our language,” Sir
Isaac added anxiously. "It has always been
my theory that on Venus—"

The girl rephied in a gentle, softly musi-
cal voice:

“1 speak the language of the North
Country of Venus, sir.”

Her fear seemed to have left her. She



stood, with dignified bearing, waiting for
them to explain their presence.

Sir Isaac, with infinite relief on his face,
turned to Tubby. “You see? I am vin-
dicated. 1 always knew that on Venus—
particularly in the North Country—the lan.
guage was—" -

Tubby frowned. “My name’s Tubby,” he
said to the girl. “An’ my friend’s name
15—

“Sit Isaac Swift DeFoe Wells-Verne,”
stated Sir Isaac impressively. “We are
charmed to meet you, Miss—er—"

“I am called Ameena,” said the girl,
simply; she extended her hand in most
friendly fashion.

When they had all shaken hands, she
added:

"You are not of my world, surely. We
so seldom have visitors here. I cannot
tell—"

"We're from the earth,” said Tubby
promptly. “We just got in this mornin’.”

“The earth!” Ameena exclaimed. She
seemed suddenly perturbed. “I had thought
you were Mercurians—men of the Light
Country perhaps. We have never had earth-
men here before. Never have I seen—"

“No,"” said Sir Isaac. “We are the first.”

The girl had seated herself on the mar-
ble rim of the fountain; her pretty little
face was clouded over with anxiety.

“I am so glad you came,” she said after
a moment of silence. “Now I can warn
you of the danger to your earth. My peo-
ple are so indolent. The Martians are
about to descend upon your earth and con-
quer it. Rebels from the Twilight Coun-
try of Mercury are their allies. Only last
month they were hete in Venus—emissaries
asking our people to join with them.” She
shrugged. "We would not do that, of
course, What is war to us? These Mar-
tians do not covet omr world, for we have
nothing—only our fruits and our wine and
our simple buildings, and our music and
poetry—and love-making.”

She added, “'But your earth—that is dif-
ferent. Your world they desire. They—"

“"Martians to conquer the earth!” Sir Isaac
gaspcd, stupefied.

“They have pgone to Jupiter also,”
Ameena went on. “When they found we
would not join with them, then they said
they would enlist help from the great
Jovians themselves. I do not know if—"

“Oh, my gosh!" Tubby was almost

speechless with fright,
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“To conquer the carth!” Sir Isaac re-
peated. “When, Ameena? Only tell me
when ?”

She answered quietly, but with obvious
agitation;

“Already they have conquered your moon.
Your poor Selenites could offer but little
resistance, and a Martian outpost is es-
tablished there. And the Twilight army of
Mercury is already massed in readiness on
Mars.”

She paused; then added swiftly:

“At the next opposition of Mars with
your earth—only two months off they say
it is—then the Martians and their allies
will descend in hordes upon you!”

CHAPTER IV

situation for their native earth of

which the voyagers were thus un-
cxrectcdly informed. Even without his
reference books, or the use of mathematics,
Sir Isaac’s well informed mind told him
that they had no time to waste. Mars
would reach opposition—that point in its
orbit when it was nearest the earth—in
just 57 days, 6 hours and 30 minutes from
the present moment. Sir Isaac knew that.
He also knew that if the miserable rene-
gades of the Twilight Country of Mercury
were allied to the Martians in an attack
upon the earth, this attack, when it oc-
curred, would be ifresistible. And already
the enemy had cox;guemd the moon—oc-
cupied it—established there a hostile out-
post barely 250,000 miles away! -

Sir Isaac’s stern, intellectual face was pale
as he questioned the Venus-girl more close-
ly. Tubby, when the details of this das-
tardly plot began to sink into his mind,
spluttered with indignation.

"How dare them people attack our
moon?” he demanded. “That ain't right.
We never did nothing to them. What are
we going to do about it, perfessor? We
got to do something.”

Sir Isaac had seated himself beside
Amcena on the fountain rim, He was

lN TRUTH it was a drastic, desperate

“trembling a little, and his thin lips were

pressed tightly together.

“Yes,” he said, struggling to keep a
semblance of composure in his voice. “Yes,
you are right. We must do something.
But what?”

“That's what I said—what?” Tubby
prompted. “Go on, perfessor.”
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He had so forgotten Ameena’s gracious
beauty in the excitement of the moment
that his hat was now jammed on the back
of his head, and his fat little fists were
clenched belligerently.

“It isn’t the moon I'm worried over,”
Sir Isaac went en musingly. “That's a
mere detail. It's the safety of our earth it-
self. If they land there in any strength
at all we'll be annihilated in a day—every
living being on the earth! Why with that
Mercurian Light-ray—and with those great
machine bodies te house the Martian In-
telligence—" Sir Isaac broke off, overcome
at the thought his words invoked. He re-
covered after a moment, however, and
added to Tubby and the girl impartially:

“1 fancy you have never read my books.
I've told all about it in them.”

Ameena shook her head; Tubby seemed
embarrassed.

Sir Isaac obviously was disappointed. “Oh
well, of course here on Venus they had no
sale, It is immaterial. \ . , This attack on

our earth is too horrible—it is unthinkable.

It must not be.”

“No,” agreed Ameena soberly. "It must

not be. But what can we do to prevent
it?”

“We?" exclaimed Sir Isaac. "You will
help us?”

She held out her two hands simply; and
Tubby and Sir Isaac impulsively grasped
them.

I could not let my cousins of the earth
come to harm for lack of my help,” she
said quietly,

Sir Isaac, sentimental by nature, was again
overcome with emotion; Tubby pressed the
girl's hand warmly, beaming on her.

“That's fine, Ameena,” he declared. “"You
are a regular girl, ain't you?”

There was 2 brief pause. Then Ameena
said:

“1 do net know if in Jupiter they are
lending help to the Martians or not. But
in the Light Country of Mercury I know
they hate the Twilight People—these out-
law neighbors of theirs who are joining
with the Martians. . They of the Light
Country, perhaps, would help us.”

“The Light Country of Mercury!” Sir
Isaac echeed. "By jove, how stupid of
me! Of course! They, too, have the
Light-ray. With ene Light-ray we can
fight the other!”

“Fine,” agreed Tubby, still beaming at

Ameena, who flushed prettily under his
openly admiring gaze.

Sir Isaac stood up with determination.
“Mercury is now fortunately approaching
inferior conjunction with Venus. It is bare-
ly thirty million miles away from us at
this present moment. Let us go to Mer-
cury at once!”

“Come on!” cried Tubby enthusiastically.
“Let's go. Let's aim to get there this
afternoon—we can if we hurry'  And
clutching Ameena by the hand, he started
off at a run through the giant banana grove,
Sir Isaac following close behind.

After 2 hundred yards Tubby stopped
abruptly, almost jerking Ameena off her
feet.

“Say, listen, little girl—how about your
family? Ain’t your family liable to get
scared, you runnin' out into space this way
without sayin’ nothin" to nobody?”

Sir Isaac also seemed worried by this
thought, but the girl smiled readily. ™I
have heard abeut your earth families,” she
said. "In Mercury they have them also.
But here on Venus there is only the State
and the Individual. At fourteen I was free
from control of the State. I am my own
mistress now.” She raised her arms with
a pretty gesture. “Even love has not come
to me yet. I am free.”

Sir Isaac was relieved. "Of course! Nat-
urally. How stupid of me. [ should have
known that on Venus—"

“Great,” said Tubby. "Come on then
—let's get goin".” He started off again
as fast as his fat legs would carry him.

HEY departed from the surface of

Venus ten minutes later, hurtling up
through the atmesphere at a velocity that
heated the interior of the vehicle like an
oven: Sir Isaac put its cooling system into
operation at once—chemically cooled coils
over which air was driven by electric fans
and then circulated through the various
rooms—after which, ignoring their guest, he
seated himself at the instrument-room table
and began a computation of their course
to Mercury.

Tubby showed Ameena over the vehicle
with enthusiasm. He had forgotten for the
moment the dire portent of this new jour-
ney and was like a boy on a holiday. The
girl was intensely interested in everything,
especially in the marvelous, ever-changing

oyf her own world as they slgwly
turned over and dropped away from it.



"You can have al the upstairs to your-

self,” Tubby declared, with due regard for -

the conventionalities. They were standing
then in the doorway of one of the dainty
little chintz bedrooms. “The perfessor an’
4’1l bunk downstairs. He's a real nice guy,
the perfessor—you'll like him.”

“I'm sure I shall,” Ameena said. Her
eyes, glancing at Tubby sidewise, .were
veiled by their heavy black lashes, She
added softly:

“And you, too, my friend Tubby.”

Tubby did not quite realize it then, but,
indeed, this Venus-gitl, typical of her race,
had a distinct talent for love-making.

When they came to the kitchen, Tubby
was much embarrassed over the remains
of the breakfast dishes. But Ameena proved
herself a real housewife by immediately
assuming chacge of this department of the
vehicle. She began washing the dishes at
once—a curiously incongruous sight in her
Greek-maiden robe as she bent over the
kitchen sink!—while Tubby stood admir-
ingly by, watching her.

When the kitchen and store-room were
immaculate, Tubby and Amecna returned to
the instrument room. The sun was shin-
ing up through the lower window; the
vehicle was cooling off a trifle sincc leaving
the atmosphere of Venus; they were now
well launched into space.

Sir Isaac, having completed his computa-
tions, greeted them triumphantly.

“"We have traveled 2,138 miles,” he
said. "I am heading directly for the sun
now. 1 have been taking it very slowly
until a moment ago.”

“Very good,” Tubby agreed, with a most
business-like air for Ameena's benefit. “But
we got to hurry from now on if we're
goin” to get there today.”

They sat down then to discuss the fu-
ture. There was really very little to discuss,
as a matter of fact, for Ameena’s knowl-
edge of war conditions throughout the solar
system was very slight. What the voyagers
could do to protect the earth depended upon
two factors. Had the great Jovians joined
in this dastardly war? And would the
Light-Country of Mercury lend its aid—its
Light-rays and other weapons—for the
earth’s defense?

“Well,” said Tubby, "we'll know pretty
soon. What's the use arguin'? Am't |
right?”

Sir Isaac yawned involuntarily in spite of
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their interesting argument. He looked em-
barrassed.

“You're sleepy,” exclaimed Tubby solic-
itously, He added te the girl:
“The pertessor ain't had a wink of sleep

since we left the earth last night. He'd
better go take a nap.”
Sir Isaac was indeed tired out. 1 must

direct our flight,” he said. "I cannot leave
our course to—"

“"Why can’t you?” Tubby demanded. "I
ast you twenty times. already to show. me
how this here thing works. 1 can run it
the same as you, if you show me how just
once.

N THE face of his growing fatigue
which would not be denied, Sir Isaac
was forced to yield.

“My inter-planetary vehicle operates upon
a very simple principle,” he began. “First
you must know that the law of gravitation
says that every body in the universe at-
tracts every other body directly as the mass
and inversely as the square of the distance
between them.”

Tubby and Ameena were all attention,

“We don’t quite get you,” Tubby said.

"Directly as the mass means that if one
body weighs 100 tons and another weighs
10 tons, the big one will exert ten times
the attractive force of the little one.”

“That is very clear,” said Ameena.

“Go on,” nodded Tubby.

“And inversely as the square of the
distance means that when bodies are twice
as far apart they only exert one-fourth
the attractive force upon each other. Thus
you see every mass of matter in the uni
verse is attracting evemy other mass accord-
ing to those laws.

“Now cach of the six faces of this
vehicle—top, bottom, and the four sides—
is lined with a metallic plate. This very
curious metal is found principally on Met.
cury—although, as I have shown in my
books, it has been prepared by one scientist
on earth-——he who went first to the moon,
My projectile, fired from an enormous can.
non, you remember, failed to reach the
moon, but merely encircled it.”

“I remember that other one,” Tubby ex-
claimed.

Sir Isaac was pleased. "Yes. . . . That
was where 1 explained my gravity screen,
. . . Well, we are using now a device very
much like that, only vastly more efficient.
You see, in this particular interplanetary
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vehicle I have a current something like the
Mercurian Light-ray, and something like our
own electricity. With it I charge any or
all of these metallic plates both negatively
or positively. I mean, I can make them
nentral to gravity—so that gravity is cut
off entirely as in the cast of the gravity
screen. Or I can make them affractive, or
tepellent, Without any charge, you un-
derstand, they are attractive, as all matter
is. With my negative charge they repel
with exactly the same force as normally
they would attract.”

“Ah,” said Tubby.

Sir Isaac warmed to his task. "Let me
explain to you the exact result of this.
When we were resting on the earth’s sur-
face, I cut off—only partially, for you see
the change may be made with any rapidity
desired—the gravity from our base. Having
then an insufficient attraction from the earth
to hold us there, we left its surface, flying
off at a tangent because of the earth’s rota-
tien on its axis. . . . But I won't go into
that. . . . Once in space, as we are now,
I merely make one face attractive, and the
others neutral or repellent. Thus the at-
tractive face acts on whatever heavenly
bodies lie in the direction, and we are
drawn toward them. For greater speed I
also use the repellent power of those bodies
lying behind us. For instance, after leav-
ing the earth, I used the attraction of the
sun—only a portion of it, of course. Later,
merely for experiment, ] combined with
that a fraction of the earth’s repulsion.
Eacly this morning, when we apprached
Venus, I used Aer attractive power, cutting
off the sun completely.”

Sir Isaac turned to the keyboard. It was
qQuite similar to the keyboard of a very
large typewriter—and with more keys.
These keys were of three different colors
—white, red and black—and all of them
were numbered plainly.

“These keys,” said Sir Isaac, “you will
observe are on six banks—each bank gov-
erning a different face of the vehicle. For
instance—"" He indicated the lowest row of
keys—"this bank geverns our base. And
this, the top of the vehicle—and these are
the sides,

"“There are, you notice, fifteen keys on
each bank. When they are all up there
is no action at all—the face allows any
heavenly body to attract with its full, normal
force, But, when 1 press down this red
key—each bank has one, you see—then the

face becomes neutral to gravity. The seven
white keys give seven different intensities
of attraction, and the seven black ones
give seven different intensities of repul-
sion. A key pressed down stays down until
you pull it up.”

“Sure,” agreed Tubby.
awful complicated.”

Sir Isaac went on:

“You will understand then that when
number seven white key is down, the face
is fully attractive, just the same as it is
with all the keys on that bank #p. Do you
follow me?”

“Absolutely,” nodded Tubby.
that out long ago.”

“Well,” said Sir Isaac, “with these ninety
keys, working singly or together, a very
great number of combinations can be ob-
tained. We can go in any direction we
choose, and at almost any velocity—at least
I have never been able to calculate any
limit to the velocity if sufficient time for
acceleration is allowed.”

“Right,” agreed Tubby. "You mean we
don't get up speed all at once—we keep
goin’ faster. That's good. . . Show us
what's doin’ now.”

"Our present course is very simple,” con-
tinued Sir Isaac. “You observe five of
the red keys are down—the top and all
four sides of the vehicle are neutral to
gravity. On the bank governing our base
the first white key is down. We are being
drawn toward the sun, pulled by one-
seventh of the sun’s attraction. If we
wanted to go faster we could use more of
the sun’s attraction, or some of the re-
pulsion of Venus. If we wanted to go
slower, we could combine some of the
attraction of Venus, which would act as a
drag. By balancing the attraction of Venus
and that of the sun we could stop entirely.

. I think I shall use another seventh
of the sun’s attraction. Watch carefully.”

Sir Isaac suited the action to the word,
greSSing down the second white key of that

ank, and then releasing the other.

Tubby watched closely.
What else?”

For half an hour more Sir Isaac explained
the navigation of space—with practical de-
monstrations, during which he made the
heavens swing over at will in most dizzying
fashion as he altered the vehicle’s cousse,
Finally Tubby announced himself satisfied,
and competent to assume charge for a few
hours at least.

“That ain't so

"1 doped

“That's easy.



“You go lie down,” he said. “We'll get
you up when Ameena has lunch ready.”

Still Sir Isaac hesitated. “In half an
hour,” he explained, “I would, I think, in-
crease our speed by wusing about three-
sevenths the repellent power of Venus.”

He indicated the changes. “Our velocity
is steadily increasing as we approach the
sun—but we must go still faster, We are
in a hurry.”

As he turned to leave the room, his face
clouded with sudden anxiety.

“We shall shortly attain a velocity of
nearly seven million miles an hour,” he said
soberly. “I—I hope I'm not taking too
great chances. It's so crowded in here
with meteorites. We've been marvelously
lucky so far.”

“Go on to bed,” commanded Tubby. “I
ain't goin' to let us hit nothin’. I'll watch,
If 1 see anything comin® I'll thump them
keys, or yell for you.”

Most reluctantly, Sir Isaac gave up com-
mand; and, with Ameena’s gracious pet-
mission, he retired to one of the upper
bedrooms.

IT REALLY was Ameena’s fault, though
Tubby was too much of a gentleman
ever to say so—for if Ameena had not
called him into the kitchen it could never
have happened. She had gone to prepare
the noonday meal, and Tubby reluctantly
had parted with her and maintained his
post at the lower window of the instru-
ment room. The sun shone ap at him in-
tolerably bright.

Nothing showed in the sky below, ex-
cept that huge, flaming red ball slowly but
steadily increasing in size—the sun as it ap-
peared through the smoked glass—and
those glorious constellations of stars hang-
ing immovable in the black fitmament. In
thirty minutes exactly, by the instrument
room’s chronometer—Tubby had added to
their velocity three-sevenths the repellent
power of Venus. This world they were so
rapidly leaving hung directly overhead—an
enormous silver-blue sphere now complete-
ly illuminated by the sun, but visible only
from the upper windows of the vehicle.

It was just after he had put on the addi-
tional speed that Ameena had called Tubby
into the kitchen to ask him how to open
a can of tomatoes for canned goods were
unknown on Venus, Tubby, once in the
kitchen, had forgotten to return to his post.
He was sitting in the doorway of the ad-

Around the Universe & & % 27

joining store-room, chatting vivaciously with
Ameena, when suddenly he became aware
of an unusual light coming diagonally in
through the side window.

Leaping up, he saw in the black, starry
void a huge silver disc—a thousand moqns
in size! It was below them, off to one
side. It was so close he could see barren,
rocky mountains on it; and it was turning
over like a ball thrown into the air. Even
while he gazed, with his heart in his throat,
it doubled in size, so stupendously fast was
it approaching—and already exerting its at-
tractive power upon the base of the vehicle,
it was altering the vehicle’s course so that
the heavens began shifting sidewise.

With a startled cry, Tubby dashed into
the instrument room, Ameena following
him with the can of tomatoes still in her
hand. Through the instrument room floor
window the heavenly derelict, again doubled
in size, shone directly bencath them. They
were rushing into it, drawn irresistibly by
its attraction!

Tubby took one horrified glance, and
then, jumping to the keyboard, he depressed
half a dozen of the keys indiscriminately.
There was no answering vibration percep-
tible within the wvehicle; but outside its
windows the heavens were whirling! The
sun, Venus, the threatening derelict globe,
a myriad of stars—all flashed past the win-
dows so rapidly they were distorted into
mere blurs of light. The vehicle, beyond
control, was spinning on its axis and fall-
ing abandoned in space!

Tubby and Ameena, standing stock-still
on that solid, apparently motionless floor,
were giddy at the sight.

“Oh-h, perfessor!” Tubby bellowed.
“Help, perfessor! Come here quick! We're
fallin’ to pieces!”

Sir Isaac came clattering downstairs, his
apparel awry, his face still dazed by sleep.
With one quick glance at the windows he
hastened to the keyboard. Tubby and the
girl stood anxiously beside him.

“Somethin" w-went wrong,” Tubby chat-
tered. “There's a b-big world right out-
side. We war r-runnin’ into it.”

The vehicle, spinning like a top, gave
Sir Isaac no opportunity of locating the
correct keys to depress. He first threw them
all into neutral; then tried, tentatively,
throwing the attraction into the base of
the vehicle for that instant when it was
facing Venus, and releasing it an instant
Iater,
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For five minutes he worked, his face pale
with anxiety. “Am 1 stopping our rota-
tion?" he asked. “Are we s&wing down?”

Tubby forced his gaze to the window and
saw that the heavens were spinning with
a little less rapidity.

“Go on,” he encouraged. “"You're deoing’
fine.”

“I don't dare leave everything in neu-
tral,” Sir Isaac muttered to himself. His
gaze was glued to the floor windew; the
perspiration was rolling down his face.
“Inertia would carry us forward on our
former course without any force of attrac-

tion. We could not aveid collision. Per-
haps we cannot anyway.”
“Don't say that,” pleaded Tubby. "“Go

on. You're dein’ fine.”

Ameena now crouched on the fioor, grip-
ping a chair leg to steady herself; and
* peered intently downward through the win-
dow. At each instant when Venus came
into view she called to Sir Isaac, and he
promptly depressed. the necessary key, re-
leasing it once the planet had swung past.
With Ameena’s help he did this more ac-
curately than before, and gradually the
vehicle's axial rotation was - decreased,
Finally they caught Venus and held it di-
rectly beneath them.

Sir Isaac stood up, trembling. “Thank
God!” he exclaimed. "“We are headed
the other way. The danger is past.”

OW that the excitement was over,
Tubby felt extraordinarily weak in

the knees. He sat down in a chair, pant-
ing.

“What was it, perfessor? What hap-
pened 2"

“An asteroid,” Sir Isaac answered, smiling
weakly. “A minor planet, unknown to as-
tronomers. 1 knew its orbit lay in here, but
I had calculated the asteroid itself to be
on the other side the sun this month—fool
that I was!’

A moment later, carefully, Sir Isaac re-
sumed their former course. The asteroid
had disappeared; the sun new shone up
from beneath them as before.

“How close did we come to it?” Tubby
asked, when they had all three recovered
calmness. "1 guess we didn't miss it by
more'n a mile,”

“We passed it about 4000 miles away!”
Sir Isaac answered..

Tubby was amazed. “Four thousan'
miles! An’ I thought we nearly hit it!”

tically uninhabited. We

Sir Isaac smiled. I should not care to
come any closer. Our velocity at that mo-
ment was 7,200,000 miles an hour. That
is exactly 2000 miles per second. In just
twe seconds more we would have collided
with that asteroid and been annihilated!
That's why I said we were crowded in
here. It is very dangerous to approach
within 2 million miles of anything.”

They had lunch shortly after that, Sir
Isaac isisting on having his served on the
store-room floor so that he might keep
close watch through the lower window
there, for comets, and even infinitesimal
meteorites, as well as asteroids, were to be
avoided. As Sir Isaac pointed out, to col-
lide with even a hundred-ton meteorite at
a velocity of 2000 miles a second would
be a fatal catastrophe!

After lunch, over their cigars, while
Ameena straightened the kitchen, Sir Isaac
told Tubby about Mercury, which he had
hoped they would reach about five o'clock
that afternoon, but which now they might
not arrive at before six or seven o'clock.

“Mercury,” Sir Isaac explained in his
slightly llpedantic way, “is the smallest of the
major planets, and the closest to the sun.
Its orbit lies at a mean distance of 36,000,-
000 miles.” :

“"An' how far did you say Venus was
from the sun?” Tubby asked. He was be-
coming avid for astronomical mathematics.

“Sixty-seven million,” answered  Sir
Isaac.

“An’' the earth is 93,000,000. An' the
moon a quarter of a million frem the
earth.” Tubby was memorizing the figures.
“All right. Go on.”

“Mercury makes one revolution around
the sun every eighty-eight days. That is
the length of its year. It is so close to
the sun that the enermous solar attraction
holds one side of it always facing that
way. Hence its axial rotation is also once
in eight-eight days, and it has no day or
night—always daylight, twilight or dark-
ness according to what portion of its sut-
face you are en.”

“What part are we goin' to?” Tubby
demanded.

“To the Light Country, where there is
daylight—Dbut it is not too intense. Heavy
clouds and a dense atmosphere make life
possible on Mercury, even though it is so
near the sun. In the Fire Country, which
directly faces the sun, the planet is prac-
I land at the
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Great City—the largest center of population
on the planet. It is the Light Country
people we want to enlist as allies, against
their outlaw neighbors, the Twilight peo-
ple and those horrible Martians.”

This brought them again into a discus-
sion of the Martian plot which they were
determined at all hazards to frustrate,
Ameena joined them shortly after that, and
for hours they argued, without however,
reaching any new conclusions.

Sir Isaac was momentarily growing more
sleepy; and finally, when Tubby had
solemnly promised that for two hours he
would not leave the window under any
circumstances and would call out at once if
anything unusual came into sight, Sir Isaac
again_ retired. They were then about 18,-
000,000 miles from Mercury, which shone
as the brightest star in the lower hemisphere
of the firmament, visually quite near the
sun’s outer limb. And so great was their
haste that again Sir Isaac had resumed al-
most their former speed.

During these two hours, Tubby and
Ameena sat on the floor by the window,
exchanging accounts of their respective
worlds.

“I'm strong for Venus,” Tubby declared
once. “When we get these Martians put
in their place, an’ get our moon back, 1
believe I'll come to Venus to live.”

The girl agreed that would be very nice
indeed; and Tubby; intoxicated by her
beauty and the fragrance of her person,
suddenly laid his hand over hers.

“Ain’t this romantic though—shootin’
around the sky like this? Sing somethin’,
Ameena.  Where’s that harp you had?”

Ameena played on her lyre, and sang:
Tubby listened, and complimented her, and
urged her constantly for more, Thus ab-
sorbed in their youth, the two sat oblivious
to the vehicle's course, while she sun blazed
larger and hotter, and Mercury grew from
a gleaming star to a silver cresceat — larger
and larger until, like Venus of the morn-
ing, it stretched an enormous arch in the
blackness, with the sun to one side behind
it.

Fortunately for the safety of these bold
voyagers (and indeed for the future ex-

~ istence of earth itself, which depended upon

the success of their mission), no other
uncharted wanderers of space chanced to
be in the vehicle's path during those two
hours.

It was nearly half-past four when Tubby
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came to himself. A glance through the
window reassured him that all was well,
and, reluctantly tearing himself from
Ameena’s presence, he went upstairs to
awaken Sir Isaac.

They entered the atmosphere of Mercury
at 6:37 P, M., shortly after a hurried sup-
per. Falling diagonally over the. Dark
Country, they came into the Twilight Zone.
A few moments later the Narrow Sea la
beneath them, and at last they sighted the
Great City at the edge of the Light Country.

It was 7:29 P. M. exactly when, with
only a slight jar, they landed upon the
surface of Mercury.

CHAPTER V

OW selfish is human nature the
“ Universe over! After a voyage of

some thirty million miles, the
travelers might quite as well have re-
mained on Venus! The Mercurians of the
Light Country were sorry—indeed, they
greatly deplored the action of their neigh-
bors of the Twilight Country in joining
with the war lords of Mars against the
unoftending Earth—but they would do
nothing about it! How simple all human
problems become, when viewed in that de-
tached spirit! How human nature does re-
peat itself, wherever in the Universe it
may be found!

The audience with the ruler of the Light
Country took place at 9:49 p. m., Earth's
Eastern Time—shortly after the First Meal,
as time chanced to be on Mercury.

Tubby, Sic Isaac and Ameena gravely
faced the white-haired King and his aged
dignitaries who were seated around a huge
table in the Audience Room. The place
was crowded; its gallery above, open to
the public, was thronged with those curious
to sce these strange visitors from another
world.

Sir Isaac, who, fortunately, was fairly
fluent in the Mercurian tongue, explained
their mission. He was earnest and elo-

uent. And when he had finished having

jone his very best, the King, after a
whispered conference with his councillors,
mads his speech of condolence!

Sir Isaac was aghast. He translated the
King's words briefly to Tubby and Ameena.

“How dare they?”" the girl cried. It
is inhuman, Tell him [ say—"

Sir Isaac interrupted her, in a whisper,

for the Audience Room was intensely quiet.
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“Your position is not so impregnable,
Ameena. Your own people refused to mix
up in this interplanetary war. How can
you expect—"

“My people have no weapons of war,”
she dcfcudsd passionately. P?PIhey know
nothing of fighting. Never bas a voice
been raised in anger in my world! What
could they do to help, if they would?”

“You let her alone,” Tubby whispered
vehemently to Sir Isaac. "She's got the
right idea. You tell this King ke can
help. Ain't he got that Light-ray? Make
him lend it to us.”

Sir Isaac then requested the use of the
Light-ray—a sufficient amount of its ap-
garatus which they could set up on Earth
or defense.

At this a stir ran over the assemblage.
The King's guards, squat little men in
leather jackets and wide, knee-length leather
trousers, shouted for order. Several young
girls flapped their long red-feathered wings
—only the wemen had wings, it seemed—
and one fluttered across the room near the
ceiling, until commanded by the guards to
cease,

The King looked exceedingly grave at
Sir Isaac’s request; his whispered confer-
ence with his advisors lasted several min-
utes. At last he shook his head.

Sir Isaac translated his answer. ""He says
he is sorry. They could rot trust their
Light-ray to another world. He claims
the Earthmen would then learn its secret
and some day might use it against Mer-
cury.”
“"He's a fool!” shouted Tubby angrily.
“Ain’t they got it on Mars already? An’
maybe on Jupiter?” He turned toward
the King. “gay, listen here you—"

Thirty feet separated Tubby from the
King at that moment, but he encompassed
it on one bound, for on so small a planet
as Mercury even Tubby weighed Eardly
sixty pounds! He landed beside the King's
chair.

“8ay, listen here you—"

As Tubby's fat little body went hurling
through the air pandemonium broke out
in the room. Girls were fluttering about;
the guards were pushing and shoving the
cowd. One or two of the coldéer women
fainted. A little boy broke inte terrified
screaming,

The King, finding he was not hurt,
ignored Tubby's fist in his face, and with
rare presence of mind rose to his feet,

shouting reassuringly to the assemblage.
Three of the nearest guards, their faces
dark with anger, were making for Tubby
belligerently; one of the ageg councillors
put a restraining hand on his shoulder,
but he shook it off.

Sir Isaac bawled:

“Come back here, you fool! They'll kill
us all!”

It was Ameena's pleading voice, rising
above the tumult, that brought Tubby to
his senses. He stopped abruptly his abuse
of the King, and with another prodigious
bound leaped over the heads of the inter-
vening people, and landed back beside his
friends.

“Come on, let's get out of here,” he
gasped. “This here Mercury ain’t goin® to
get us nothin’.”

Sir Isaac, with true diplomatic suavity,
waited until order was restored. He then
paid his respects to the King, apologizing
for Tubby's conduct, and stating with curt
dignity that the Earth would solve its own
problems and look after its own safety in
its own way. After which, escorted by the
King's guards to protect them from the
incensed populace, the three visitors coldly
departed.

As they left the room, a young girl—
with huge wings and a sneering, unpleasant
tace, so different from the beauty of the
other girls in the room as to mark her of
another nation—climbed from the balcony
into one of its outer windows. Poised
there a moment, she launched herself into
the air, spread her wings and flew away.

Sir Isaac, Tubby and Ameena were on
the palace steps when this girl flew past,
just over their heads. She shouted some-
thing venomously at Sir Isaac, and rising
higher, flew rapidly toward the Narrow Sea
and the Twilight Country.

Sir Isaac did not mention this incident
therr to Tubby or Ameena, who had not
noticed the girl. Indeed, he forgot it in
a moment, though afterward it was brought
most vividly and unpleasantly to his me-
mory.

T WAS 11:45 p. m., Earth time, when

the vehicle was again launched into
space. When they had passed over the
Dark Country and had left the atmosphere
of Mercury—headed this time away from
the Sun, back toward Venus and the Earth
—the three inter-planctary adventurers sat
down quietly in the instrument room to



determine what should now be done, in the
face of this unexpected disappointment.

“An' here we went an’ wasted all day,”
Tubby moaned. "We could have been al-
- most anywhere while we was foolin’ around
here with them selfish, pin-headed—" He

trailed off into abuse of the Mercurians.
- Sir Isaac, more practical, summed up
the sitvation as it now stood.

.~ "We have, of course, no means of know-
ing whether the inhabitants of Jupiter are
against us or not,” he said. “But at all
events, at the next opposition of Mars with
the Earth we may expect their attack.”

"Less'n two months from now,” Tubby
put in gloomily.

“In fifty-six days and eighteen hours,” Sic
Isaac corrected. I assume their method
will be to mass their army first Lpon the
Moon. From that point of vantage, always
close to the Earth, they can launch their
successive attacks at will.”

“That is what they will do,” Ameena
cied. “From the Moon of course.”

Tubby frowned. ““What will they do to
the Earth? You say they're goin' to kill
us, but you ain’t never said how.”

Then Sir Isaac, his voice trembling in
spite of himself, explained the horribly de-
- structive power of the Mercurian Light-
say—that beam  of red-green light-fire,
which from giant projectors ignited every-
thing within its path over a distance of
. fiftcen miles! And the tremendons wat-
- machines of the Martians—giant mechanical
. bodies housing the Martian directing brain
in their tops—mechanisms with metal legs
like steel girders fifty feet long running
rampant over the Earth!

“That's enough!” - interposed Tubby
hastily, mopping his face. “Don’t tell us
nothin’ more like that. My idea is we
- better not let ‘em land on the Earth.”

“Quite right,” agreed Sir Isaac. “But
how to prevent them? That's just the
question.”

It was the question indeed, and for an-
other hour they wrestled with it.

“Let's eat,” Tubby suddenly announced.
“We can do that if we cant do nothin’
else.”

Tubby now found himself, after this
episode on Mercury, somehow more in the
nature of leader of their enterprise than
he had been before.-

“We're done with Mercury,” he said,
when over the midnight supper the argu-
ment was resumed.
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Sir Isaac nodded.
tainly.”

“An' Venus ain’t no use to us.”

“No,” Ameena put in. "My world is
powerless.”

Tubby went on with merciless logic:

“If we go home an' wait, we're licked
sure.”

“Yes,” agreed Sir Isaac, “that will mean
absolute annihilation, even thcugh the
world's armies and navies were massed to
our defense.”

“An’ we can't land on the Moon,” Tubby
persisted.  “They'd murder us in thirty
seconds—on our own Moon too.” The
pathos of this struck Tubby with sudden
force. "“Ain't that actually criminal? Can't
land on our own Moon!”

“What are we going to do?’ Ameena
asked hopelessly. “Oh, dear, we cannot
seem to land anywhere.”

“"How about Jupiter?” Tubby demanded.
“That's a big place, ain't it?"”

“The largest planet of the solar system,”
said Sir Isaac. “But whether they are
friends or enemies—"'

“Well let's go see an’ find out!”

The logic as well as the daring of this
simple suggestion was immediately ap-
parent.

“If them Jupiter people ain’t enemies
they can help us easy,” Tubby added. “Let's
take a chance anyway.”

There seemed nothing else to do. The
Earth was powerless to defend itself. Help
must be obtained—from whatever source—
at all costs.

And so it was decided.

Back in the instrument room Sir Isaac
computed their course to Jupiter. A little
later, for it was then nearly three o'clock
in the morning, Ameena retied to the
upper floor,

he vehicle had now reached a point in
space almost midway between Mercury and
Venus. Tubby suddenly remembering the
asteroid with. which they had so neatly
collided that afternoon, peered anxiously
down through the lower window, to the
tiny blue-white disc among the stars that
was Venus. _

Sir Isaac, hearing Tubby's muttered ex-
clamation concerning the asteroid, laughed
reassuringly.

“It has passed on in its orbit,” he said,
“Rushing around the Sun in a most ec-
centric ellipse, it is now many million miles
from here.”

“We are, most cer-
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Having been the one to suggest their fu-
ture course of action, Tubby was feeling
his growing responsibility. He felt simul-
taneously his need for more specific as-
tronomical information than he now pos-
sessed.

‘IIF I'm goin’ to boss this expedition,”
he announced, "I got to have all the
dope in my head.”

Sir Isaac had frequently been tracing their
flight upon a celestial map of his own
making, and Tubby now demanded to see
it. Sir Isaac produced it readily, from the
table drawer, and clearing a space on the
table, unrolled it before them. By the
light of an electric bulb—for the side and
floor windows admitted nothing but star-
light—Tubby  examined it.

“This is merely a rough drawing I made
myself,” Sir Isaac explained apologetically.
“It shows the solar system—though not at
all to scale—and gives a rough idea of
the present positions of the planets, and
our course up to date.”

This is what Tubby saw:

“You notice,” said Sir Isaac, indicating
with his pencil point, “that the Sun oc-
cupies the center of the solar system, and
the planets revolve around it in concentric
rings which are called orbits. These are
not circles, but are ellipses—so that the
Sun is not exactly in the center, but a
little off to one side—in one of the foci
of the ellipse, to be technical. Thus the
orbit is somewhat nearer the Sun in one
portion and further away in another. The
amount of this difference is called the ec-
centricity of the orbit.”

Tubby nodded his comprehension; Sir
Isaac went on:

"Fortunately, as you observe, all the
planets chance to be on this side the Sun
just now. . . . I must alter our course to-
ward Jupiter. We are now headed for
Venus, but Jupiter, you see, is considerably
further along in his orbit.”

Sir Isaac went to the keyboard, and a
mement later Venus, as seen through the
lower windows, swung sidewise out of
sight. A new region of gleaming stars—
none of unusual brightness—came into
view.

“1 am heading well past Jupiter,” said
Sir Issac. “We are falling diagonally side-
wise now, forward by the ined attrac-
tion of all those stars, and sidewise by the
repulsion of Venus and the Earth and all

the stars behind them. This will bring us
into a direct line drawn from the Sun to
Jupiter—and then 1 can make better speed
by using the Sun's repulsion and Jupiter’s
attraction combined, which 1 cannot do
now.”

By careful consultation of the
Tubby finally got this clear.

“It's a longer route,” Sir Isaac added.
“But I think it will prove quicker. . . .
You'd better lie down, Tubby—you're tired
out.”

Tubby was indeed terribly sleepy—but,
unselfishly he realized that Sir Isaac must
be also.

“I'll watch,” he said. “Yox take a nap.”

But Sir Isaac wished to get the vehicle
upon its direct course first.

“We'll be in line with the Sun and

chart,

Jupiter in about two hours,” he explained,

“I'll call you then. From then on we
will hold the same course all the way.”

Tubby yiclded, and started upstairs.
Then, remembering Ameena, he went into
the store-room instead, and with the cush-
ions from one of the chairs of the in-
strument room for pillows, stretched out
on the floor and went to sleep promptly.

* E L

"Wake up,” said Sir Isaac, shaking him.
“It's seven forty—you've been asleep near-
ly four heurs.”

Tubby rubbed his eyes, and clambered
to his feet. “What's dein?’ Anything new?
Where are we?”

"We're on our direct course to Jupiter,”
Sic Isaac answered. He had shaved and
washed. His hair was slicked back and he
was smoking a cigar; but his face was
haggard and he looked tired out.

“You can take charge now,” he added.
“I must get some sleep, if only for a few
hours.”

Tubby sat alone on a cushion at the floos
window of the instrument room. The
Sun, from which they were now receding,
as Sir Isaac had told him, at a velocity
of 15145 million milés an hour, was blaz-
ing high over the roof of the vehicle, and
thus was invisible from the staclit room
downstairs. Through the floor window
Tubby could see nothing but gleaming
silver stars. One of them, he could not
distinguish which, was Jupiter.

Tubby whistled to keep himself awake,
After an interval he looked at the chrono-
meter. It was 8:20 A. M. Why didn't
Ameena wake up? Tubby was lonesome




and depressed. A little later he went into
the kitchen and made himself a cup of
coffee.  Again he wished fervently Ameena
would come down and join him. Should
he wake her up? Wasn't it time for break-
fast? Wouldn't she even come down?

For another hour he wandered discon-
solately about the lower rooms, glancing at
intervals through the floor windows to make
sure no derelicts were in sight. Remem-
bering Sir Isaac’s jaunty appearance, he
shaved and washed—fortunately having had
the forethought, the night before, to rescue
his razor from the bedroom upstairs.

He had about decided in desperation to
awaken the girl, when, on an impulse he
climbed into the little dome on the roof
where Sir Isaac had mounted a small tele-
scope. A moment later he was clattering
down through the vehicle, bellowing loud-
ly for Sir Isaac and Ameena.

“Hey, perfessor! Ameena! Oh, Ameena!
Get up, quick! There's somethin’ follerin’
us!”

Sir Jsaac came bounding upstairs from
the storeroom, meeting Tubby 1n the upper
hallway. From one of the bedrooms came
Ameena's sleepy voice:

“What ss it? Mwusi 1 get up?”

Together the two men rushed up into
the little observatory.  Another vehicle,
twice as large as their own and somewhat
different in shape, hovered almost directly
above them, showing as a dark spot in
the firmament and edged with silver from
the Sun's rays behind it.

“That Mercurian gisl!” Sir Isaac gasped,
with sudden memory. “She flew to the
Twilight Country! She said she was going
to have revenge!”

They were indeed being followed! This
pursuing enemy was at that moment hardly
more than five million miles away, and
was overtaking them rapidly!

CHAPTER VI

IR Isaac dashed back to the instru-
S ment room three steps at a time,
with Tubby at his heels. Ameena
came from her room and followed them.
“"What is it?” the girl demanded. "Is
Something wrong?"”
Tubby called back over his shoulder:
“Them Mercurians is after us. Right
overhead—comin” fast. Come on down—
we got to do somethin’.”
Sir Isaac rushed to the keyboard.
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“Swiltch our course,” Tubby suggested,
“Let’s see if they can turn when we do. .,
Or how about goin' faster? Can we go
faster 2"

“Wait,”” commanded Sir Isaac. He de-
pressed two keys—a black one on one baak
and a white one on another—and raised
the ones which had been down. Then he
dashed away upstairs again.

Tubby had no more than time to compli-
ment Ameena on her appearance—she was
dressed quite as on the day before, but she
was flushed with excitement and her eyes
sparkled, so that she was more beautiful
than ever—when Sir Isaac was back. He
sank into a chair and smiled at them
weakly.

“That danger’s past, for the moment,
We have left them out of sight behind us.”

“So quick?” exclaimed Tubby. “Out of
sight already? We must be goin' some.”

Ameena looked her relief. Sir Isaac made
some further adjustments of the keys.

“I've just slowed us up again,” he said.
"I would not dare go as fast as we would
very soon liave been going.”

“Well, how fast arc we goin' the way
you got it now?" Tubby persisted.

“About 28 million miles an hour,” stated
Sic Isaac. "Of course I haven't computed
it yet—but I judge we shall Shortll; at-
tain that velocity. 1 am now using six-
sevenths of the Sun’s repulsion with every-
thing else in neutral. Our rate of speed
depends very largely on the length of
time allowed for acceleration, you under-
stand.”

He gazed down through the lower win-
dow anxiously, and muttered:

“Heavens, 1 do hope nothing gets in out
way!”

“Maybe we better slow up,” Tubby sug-
gested. It did seem a trifle fast to be go-
ing, when he came to think of it. On
the other hand such a speed was not in
the least beyond his understanding now.
Sic Isaac had already explained something
of the laws governing freely falling bodies;
and Tubby had recalled that old stunt of
dropping a baseball from the top of the
Washington Monument, which fell so fast
even in that little distance that the pro-
fessional catchers could hardly catch it.
The vehicle was more than a freely falling
body—it was being pushed downward.

Sir Isaac shook his head at Tubby's sug-
gestion that they slow up a bit.

“We must chance the danger,” he said,
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though not without considerable perturba-
tion. “That Mercurian vehicle may be
. able to attain this speed also—or even a
greater one. We cannot tell.”

“Suppose | they shonld overtake us,"”
Ameena speculated.  "“They could not
board us—or collide with us without death
to themselves?”

“They might have some means of de-
stroying us—/ do not know,” Sir Isaac re-
plied. “Though possibly the Light-ray is
useless in Space.” His voice became medi-
tative. “Curious I never thought of fhat
before. 1 suppose it would be inoperative.”

“I think,” said Ameena, “that they are
merely trying to reach Jupiter before us.
Perhaps they want to warn the Jovians
against us. To persnade them not to—"

“Meaning—" Sir Isaac interrupted eager-
ly. The poor man's mind was working
so constantly that he seemed grateful to
anyone who would do his thinking for
him.

“"Meaning that I think it shows that on
Jupiter the rulers are at least neutral.”

“Sure,” exclaimed Tubby. “You're some
clever girl, Ameena. If them Jovians was
our enemies, these Mercurian guys wouldn't
bother chasin’ us there. They'd know we'd
get walloped anyhow. You got the right

idea, kid” He gazed admiringly at
Ameena, and the Venus-girl blushed
charmingly. -

This conclusion, thus happily arrived at,
cheered the three adventurers immeasur-
ably.  They now felt tolerably certain of
at least a square deal on Jupiter—if only

they could arrive there ahead of the enemy. -

“Well, that bein’ settled,” declared Tub-
by, rising. “'Let's eat.”

On this flight outward from the Sun
they had crossed the orbit of Venus about
6.30 A. M., while Tubby and Ameena
were asleep—though this course to Jupiter
took them many million miles ahead of
Venus' position in her obit. This Tubby
and Ameena readily understood by another
glance at Sir Isaac’s drawing, which they
consulted soon after breakfast.

About 8.15 A. M. while Tubby had
been on watch alone, they had crossed the
orbit of the Earth—though nearly twice
as far then from the Earth as they had
been from Venus. :

“Mars revolves around the Sun at a
mean distance of 141,701,000 miles,” said
Sir Isaac, some little time after breakfast.
"We should have intersected his orbit

about 10.40 A. M.—that was when we
were closest to him.” s

“An’ you didnt tell us!” cried Tubby
reprovingly, "I want to get a look at
that—that murderin’ villain.”

It was then about ten minutes of eleven,
Mars, to which they had passed compara-
tively close, still showed as a half-ligﬁted,
circular, reddish disc. lis tracings of fine
intersecting lines—the “canals”—were quite
distinguishable.

Even at the enormous velocity the vehicle
had now attained, all the heavenly bodies
hung apparently motionless in the firma-
ment—except Mars, which because of its
nearness, scemed slowly moving upwards
as the vehicle dropped past it.

Tubby, standing at the side window,
shook his fist at the disturber of the peace
of the Solar System.

“We'll fix you yet—you—"

Ameena laughingly pulled him away.

“Is Mars as large as my Venus?”' she
asked Sir Isaac. “Or your Earth?”

“The diameter of Mars is 4,316 miles,”
said Sir Isaac. “The Earth is 7,917 and
Venus 7,629."

“Only a little guy!” Tubby was con-
temptuous. “That's the way with them
little fellers—Mercury too—always lookin’
for a scrap.”

Sir Isaac went on:

“Mars revolves around the Sun once in
a little less than . 687 days. That is
the length of his year. His orbital speed
is 15 miles per second. He is ahead of
the Earth now in his orbit; but the Earth
travels forward at the rate of 1814 miles
per second. Thus you see, the Earth is
overhauling Mars—and when they are both
in line with the Sun, that will be opposi-
tion. That's their closest point to each
other until the Earth comes around again
—and that's when the Martians will attack.”

Sit Isaac, because of one threatened catas-
trophe or another, had had so far very little
sleep since leaving the Earth two days be-
fore. About half past eleven that morning
Tubby and Ameena sent him to bed again.

“Don’t let me sleep more than two hours
at the most,” he said anxiously. "There
are thousands of Minor Planets in here be-
tween Mars and Jupiter.”

“Shucks,” disclaimed Tubby. “That don’t
make no difference. Ain’t I on guard?”

It was a magnificent chance for sarcasm,
but the sterling character of Sir Isaac for-
bade such weakness. All he said was:



- "Our velocity of 28,000,000 miles an
hour would be sufficient to carry us from
Earth to Venus, or from Venus to Mercury
n a little over sixty minutes! I don't
want you to forget how fast we are fall-
ing now.”

With which admonition he retired.

It was a long, tiresome, comparatively
uneventful day—at least it would have been,
if Tubby had not had Ameena's compan-
ionship. She sang to him again; and
with his somewhat raucous tenor voice they
contrived “Inter-planetary duets” as Sir
Isaac jocularly called them. When they
had tired of music they climbed into the
dome to make sure their pursuers had not
again come into sight. The overbead sky,
out of which they were falling, showed
nothing unusual. Mars—well above them
now-—had dwindled to a small, reddish
star; the Earth, Venus and Mercury were
indistinguishable among the mass of other
glittering worlds.

“Look at the Sun,” said Tubby. He
pulled Ameena toward him. He had in-
deed, progressed to where his arm was
almost constantly about her, which, since
youth and love are the same the Universe
over, Ameena accepted as quite reason-
able and natural.

“Ain’t the Sun gettin’
added.

The orb of day had dwindled to half its
apparent size as viewed from Earth. The
vehicle too, was growing hourly colder,
Ameena shivered a little.

“"Come on down,” said Tubby solicitious-
ly. "We'll have to get the perfessor to
heat the place up more—an’ get you dressed
warmer.” His appreciative glance swept
Ameena’s dainty figure. "T'll see what |
can dig you up—right after lunch. Come
on down where it's warmer—let's play
cards.”

little?”  Tubby

XPLAINING te the girl the intric-
acies of the fifty-two different cards
of the deck took nearly another hour, after
which Tubby's stomach peremptorily in-
formed him that it was time for lunch.
He swept up the cards, and with sudden
thought gazed anxiously down through the
lower window to see if they were about
to collide with anything. Jupiter had
grown to a macvelously brilliant star; be-
yond that, everything was as before.
"You go fx up somethin’ to eat,” he
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said to the girl. "Il call the perfessor
—he's asleep long enough anyway.”

Sir Isaac came down shortly, dressed in
a warm-looking tweed suit with golf trous-
ers. Glancing at the chronometer, he im-
mediately plunged into an intricate mathe-
matical calculation. :

"Our velocity since 9.30 this morning
has averaged just 28,502,122 miles an
hour,” he announced a little later. "My
guess was right.”

“Good,” said Tubby. "Come on inte
the dinin’ room. Lunch is ready.”

After lunch Tubby himself dressed more
warmly—in a Notfolk jacket golf suit and
heavy grey flannel shirt, an outfit that was
extremely becoming. He then sent Ameena
upstairs, magnanimously offering her any-
thing and everything in the way of ap-
parel she could find. She returned a few
moments later, and stood shyly awaiting
his approval. She had donned a heavy
pair of golf stockings and rubber-soled
shoes which miraculously were Imost small
enough for her. And over her knee-length
white dress she was wearing a natty-look-
ing man’s overcoat which almost swept the
ground. Her hair was now piled on her
head, with a huge, red-silk handkerchief
bound around it.

Even Sir Isaac glanced up from his fig-
ures long enough to admire her appear-
ance. She looked indeed, like a radiantly
beautiful little Earth-girl, on her way to
the beach for a swim.

"Fine,” declared Tubby. “Keep that
coat buttoned up an’ you'll be nice an’
Warm.

They were now—it was about 2.30 P. M.
—more than half-way in distance from
Mercury to Jupiter, Sir Isaac announced.

“Tell us somethin’ about Jupiter,” said
Ameena, sitting down beside Tubby and
giving him her little hand to hold. “You
said it was a very big Planet.’

“Its mean diameter is 87,380 miles,”
Sir Isaac answered. ''Its volume is 1390
times greater than the Earth!”

“Some big planet,” Tubby commented.

Sir Isaac added:

“And it makes one revolution around the
sun in 4332.5 days. Thus its year is equal
to 11 years, 314.9 days on Earth.”

"My goodness,” said Tubby.

“But Jupiter's day is only about 9 hours
and 56 seconds long. That is because it
rotates on its axis so very swiftly.”

Tubby interjected.
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“This here Jupiter's a re-mark-able
Planet, ain’t it?”

“Go on,” said Ameena. "Tell us more.”

Sir Isaac seemed embarrassed. “Well to
tell you the truth,” he said hesitantly, “I
don't really know very much about Jupiter.
You see I've never really had occasion, up
to now, to—"

“Right,” interrupted Tubby. He had no
wish to be hard on his friend, especially
before a girl. “What's the difference?
We'll soon be there an’ see it for our-
selves. . . . Whea 4o we land, perfessor?”

Sir Isaac looked worried again.

“At our present velocity I calculate we
should enter the Jovian atmosphere about
10.15 P. M. tonight, but—"

“Very good, indeed, perfessor.”

“But I dare not maintain this velocity,”
Sir Isaac finished.

“Why not? Ain't we in a hurry?”

“We are in a hurry certainly,” Sic [saac
conceded. "But, as you know, the more
haste the less spced sometimes. We are
now in the region or Minor Planets. More
than eight hundred of these little worlds
have been discovered and listed, even by
those inefficient astronomers of Earth. [/
have never given the subject much atten-
tion—except in the case of 'Hector Serv-
adac’—and in that story—"

“IWe ain't seen no Minor Planets yet,"”
Tubby hastily interrupted.

Sir Isaac drew him and the girl to the
side window.

"There are a dozen or so0,” he said sim-
ply-
Tubby made them out after a moment—
very tiny half-moons gleaming among the
stars. They were apparently moving up-
ward as the vehicle fell past them, while
all the stars appeared quite motionless,

“Some of these little worlds are only
from a few hundred thousand to a million
miles away from us,” Sir Isaac added. “We
could reach them with this velocity in a
minute or two! They're all around us
0ow-—so you can understand what chances
we're faking.”

Tubby understood indeed; and when, a
litle later, he saw through the lower win-
dow a gleaming disc come into sight, grow
to the size of the Moon, and sweep past
them to one side and out of sight above
them-—all in the space of 2 minute—he was
glad enough to have Sic Isaac reduce his
speed. It gave the pursuing Mercurian
vehicle a better chance to overtake them,

of course, but even that was the lesser of the
two dangers.

The evening was a long one. Tubby and
Sir Isaac played cards after dinner, with
Ameena an interested spectator. They dis-
cussed their Mercurian pursuers a little—
the other vehicle had not again appeared.
Ameena retired about ten o'clock and Sir
Isaac, shortly afterward, lay down at
Tubby's feet on the door of the instrument
room.

Tubby faithfully kept watch until two in
the morning. Jupiter was now considerably
larger than the Moon appears from Earth—
a silver disc with broad dark bands on it,
and a huge red spot, like a dull red lantera
gleaming from its lower hemisphere. The
red spot winked and went out shortly after
Tubby discovered it.

When Sir Isaac woke up, of his own
accord, Tubby, too tired to ask any ques-
tions, fell asleep on the floor, wrappej up
in a blanket from the vacant bed upstairs,
He dreamed he was a railroad tramn and
that Jupiter was flagging him with a red
lantern. He wanted to stop, but couldn’t.
There was a terrible collision. . . .

Tubby opened his cyes to find Sir [saac
shaking him violently.

“All right,” he protested, sitting up
dizzily. “Lemme alone. What time 1s
it? Ain't we there yet? Where's Ameena?
“"What's that red light comin’ from?”

T WAS just six o'clock. A lurid red

glate was shining up through the
lower window. The room was frightfully
hot! Tubby, as soon as he was fully
awake, stared down through the heavy glass
pane. The dark surface of Jupiter, over
which they were poised, stretched out as
far as he could see in every direction. Di-
rectly underneath the window, like the huge
mouth of a red-hot furnace, yawned a gap
in the Jovian atmosphere from which lurid
tongues of flame were licking upward into
Space—venomous, scarlet-red tongues thou-
sands of miles in length.

Tubby was awed as well as alarmed. They
werc dropping directly into the mouth of
Hell!

“Don’t be frightened,” laughed Sir [saac
from behind Tubby's shoulder. “We're two
million miles up yet and falling only at
the rate of halfp a million miles an hour.
That is the great red spot of Jupiter. [ re
always wondered just what it was. Those
are tongues of flaming hydrogen. It proves



conclusively that Jupiter is more like the
Sun than any other Planet. Its surface
is not solid on this side, and as you see,
it is internally heated to a very consider-
able degree.”

While Tubby gazed, fascinated, Sir Jsaac
went on enthusiastically:

“Jupiter is partially self-luminous, which
I have also always believed. And, be-
cause of its internal heat, the surface tem-
perature is easily warm enough to sustain
life, even out here so remote from the
Sun.”

“That looks absolutely to¢ hot to live in,”
Tubby declared, gazing down into the crater
of this mammoth volcano.

Sir Isaac laughed again; evidently he
was in high spirits at this complete veri-
fication of this theories.

"Of course it's too hot on this side. 1
knew that, but I came around here to see
the red spot. We had to follow it around,
you see, because of the Planet's very rapid
axial rotction. The surface, as I said, isn't
solid. Nevertheless, since we know that
Jupiter is inhabited, however much it would
appear not to be, there must be at least a
small portion of solid surface. We'll go
around to the other side again and locate
it

“Like lookin’ for land when flyin’ over
the ocean?”’ Tubby illustrated.

“Exactly. That is just what it can be
compared to.”

Tubby rose to his feet.

“Very good, perfessor. Very good, -

deed. You navigate us around, an’ I'll go
wake up Ameena. She mustn't sleep a//
the time. We got to eat.”

They passed fairly close to Satellite 1V,
which revolves around its mother globe at
4 mean distance of 1,162,000 miles. They
were then having breakfast, and during
the remainder of the meal Sir Isaac en-
tertained them with a most interesting dis-
sertation on the nine satellites of Jupiter.

They were all three dressed as on the.

evening before, though Ameena had dis-
carded the overcoat. She resumed it after
breakfast, however, for when they had
passed around over the other hemisphere
of Jupiter, beyond the flames of the “red
spot,” exposed again to the cold of Inter-
planetary Space and warmed only by a
very small, pale little Sun, the interior of
the vehicle rapidly cooled off.

After breaktast, an observation of Jupiter
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through the lower window showed only
dense, black cloud masses.

“Let’s go down, perfessor,” Tubby sug-
gested. "Can’t see nothin’ up here through
them clouds.” He added gloatingly:

“l guess we beat them Mercurians in, all
right.”

They entered the Jovian atmosphere about
eight o’clock—at an altitude of 1,400 miles
—a depth of air strata that surprised even
Sir Isaac. Inky blackness surrounded them
for a time. At 110 miles they emerged
into daylight. Later all the clouds swept
away. The pale Sun shone through the
side window, rising over the horizon—for
it chanced to' be early morning on this por-
tion of the mighty Planet—shortly after
dawn of a clear, frosty-looking Jovian day.

"Looks awful chilly out,” Tubby re-
marked dubiously.
“Yes,” agreed Sir Isaac. “"We would be

freezing in here now if it were. not for our
friction in passing through the atmosphere.
I have shut off our heating apparatus. . . .
It will be much warmer down below, how-
ever. The internal heat of Jupiter warms
its lower strata of air.”

At an altitude of 25,000 feet they could
distinguish quite plainly the Jovian land-
scape over which they were passing hori-
zontally—a barren land that looked as
though it might be thick black water and
mud. It seemed to boil very sluggishly in
spots. Here and there it appeared firmer—
and there were curious vegetable growths as
near like two hundred foot mushrooms as
anything else Tubby could think of.

The landscape was changing constantly.
Now they came over a barren, almaost rocky
land, with enormous trees like pines and
cedars. Half an hour later the ff::lrests be-
gan occasionally to be dotted with cities—
mammoth buildings rising in terraces two
thousand feet into the air....Everything
seemed built on the same gigantic scale.

They sclected, quite at random, one of
the largest of the cities; and descended in
an open space nearby. It was 9.50 A. M.
when they came to rest upon the sutface of
Jupiter—a flight from Mercury, smallest
major planet of the solar system, to Jupiter,
the largest, of exactly 34 hours and 5 min-
utes.

HE AUDIENCE with the Great Mogul
of Jupiter—who came riding out of the
city with his Wise Men on an" enormous
animal—like a queer-looking elephant with
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broad, very flat feet—took place about 12
o'clock noon Earth Eastern time, though it
was by then late afternoon of the Jovian
day.

Ylt may seem remarkable that so great a
dignitary would go to his visitors rather
than bidding them come to him. The an-
swer, however, is obvious to any thinking
student. Tubby and Sir Isaac had flatly
refused to allow themselves to be carried;
and since gravity on the surface of Jupiter
is more than 21/ times that of the Earth,
they could hardly stand on their feet, much
less walk!

The Great Mogul was a towering giant
some fifteen feet tall, with his Counsellors
in proportion. A robe of richly-colored
cloth fell in folds to his feet. There were
ropes of enormous gems about his neck—
that is to say they might have been consid-
ered gems, though they looked more like
little gargoyles moulded out of red and
green putty and his braided white beard
hung down his chest to his waist.

The audience was held in front of the
vehicle, with Tubby, Sir Isaac and Ameena
sitting on the floor in its doorway while a
circle of guards kept back the crowd of gi-
ants that had collected. Within this circle
the Great Mogul and his four Wisest Men
stood.

Tubby felt as though he weighed over
four hundred pounds—which indeed was
the case; and his companiens in propor-
tion.

“It’s just like being a Lilliputian in Gul-
liver's Travels,” he whispered to Sir Isaac as
the Great Mogul kneeled down to see him
more closely. Tubby was struggling for
breath; a great weight seemed compressing
his chest; his head was ringing; his ecar-
drums felt as though something were push-
ing them inward—all, as Sir Isaac had ex-
plained an hour before, because of the ex-
cessive pressure ol the Jovian atmosphere.
It was most disagreeable. And especially it
was unpleasant to be nailed down by one's
own weight—to be forced to interview -he
greatest monarch of the Solar System in aa
undignified sitting posture on one’s own
doorstep!

Sir Isaac beamed when Tubby made his
remark about the Lilliputians. “Ah, so you
have read my 'Gulliver's Travels'? There
was a book! If I do say it myself, my sci-
entific conceptions in that were....”

“Sh!” Tubby whispered. "“He's talkin’
to us!”

Tubby noticed suddenly that the Great
Mogul and all his followers had very big,
flat feet — shaped like snow-shoes — as
though they were meant for walking on
very soft surfaces. They

The Great Mogul was talking in a huge,
roaring voice. The words were strange, un-
intelligible.

Sir Isaac smiled with embarrassment; and
shook his head. “Too bad,” he whispered
to Tubby. “I eught to know their language
—but I don’t.  You see I've never written
much about Jupiter. I 32

The little Joviar stepped forward—a
stoop-shouldered, weazened individual no
more than nine or ten feet tall. By his
face he might have been two or three hua-
dred years old. He looked more like a
giant mummy than a man.

"l speak your Earth-language,” he said.
“All of them—the languages of the Solar
System are my study.”

Tubby felt impressed. He whispered to
Sie Isaac:

“Looks like he'd beea studyin’ too much,
don’t he? Mean lookin' guy, huh, per-
fessor 2"

The Iaterpreter added:

“His Supreme Highness demands that
you explain your mission.”

Sir Isaac did so, respectfully but eloqueat-
ly outlining the nature of the disaster that
threateaed the Earth from Mars and Mer-
cury, and ending by pleading most earnestly
that the great Jovians lend their aid to the
Earth to prevent so murderous an attack.

The Interpreter turned to his mastér and
translated. When bhe had finished, the
Great Mogul laughed!

The three voyagers knew then, before an
answering word was spoken, that their mis-
sion to Jupiter was a failure. They had
made their plea—the lives of all the teem-
ing millions of people of the Earth were at
stake—and the Great Mogu! laughed!

“That dirty, mean Tubby would
have broken into open vilification, but Sic
[saac stopped him.

The Great Mogul was now speaking to
his Interpreter.

“His Supreme Highness the Great Mo-
gul is extremely sorry,” said the Interpreter
a moment later,

“Yes, he looks it." This from Tubby.

The Interpreter’s face darkened as he re-
peated this sarcasm to his master. A tor-
reat of passionate anger swept over the
Great Mogul's face. The Taterpreter lis-




tened to his words a moment; then, in
translating them his anger made him lapse
into an Earth-colloquialism more expressive
than elegant.

“His Supreme Highness says all you little
worlds can shoot yourselves to Hell for all
He cares,” said the Interpreter.

Tubby tried belligerently to rise to his
feet, but his weight made the effort a
lamentable failure.

“We're sorry,” Sir Isaac shouted at once.
“Tell His Highness we meant no offense
....These Jovians are most hot-tempered
people it would seem.” He added this last
te Ameena in an undertone.

“Ask him about Saturn, Uranus and Nep-
tune,” the quick-witted girl said immediate-
ly.
Sir Isaac put the question as humbly and
placatingly as possible.

“They are uninhabited,” said the Inter-
preter sourly.

His Supreme Highness was making ready
to depart, apparently without further in-
terest in the proceedings. Tubby had almost
managed to climb to his feet, but at last he
gave it up and sank back again.

“Come on,” he panted. "Let's get—out
of this....This an’t no place for us—
we're wastin'—time again.”

Without further ceremony, like little dis-
appearing manikins in a mechanical box, the
three voyagers pulled themselves back out of
the doorway of their vehicle and closed the
door after them. Sir Isaac rolled across the
floor of the instrument room—the easiest
mode of locomotion—and hoisted himself
into reach of the keyboard.

An instant later the vehicle, freed from
the tremendous gravitational pull of Jupi-
ter, flew like a rifle bullet into Space.

CHAPTER VII

GAIN, after a voyage of some 450,
A 000,000 miles, the would-be sa-
viours of their own world were
doomed to disappointment! When they
had again safely traversed the Jovian at-
mosphere, avoided Satellites 11 and IV with
one of which they very nearly collided and
were again launched into space, headed
they cared not whither for the moment, the
adventurers sat down to discuss this terrible
misfortune.
As might be expected, the discussion
yielded nothing. The miserable Jovian af-
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fair was most discouraging, though Tubby
took a measure of satisfaction in it,

“I'm sorry for them Mercurians when
they get here,” he declared, with a sudden
grin at the thought. "I wouldn't wish them
no worse luck than askin’ a favor of that
Mogul guy.”

“But what will we do?” Ameena asked.
The brave little girl was extremely agitated
as the possibility—even probability—of
their final failure forced itself upon her.
“Saturn, Uranus and Neptune are unin-
habited! That leaves us nowhere else to
go—and we must have help. We must!”

“I wouldn’t bet a plugged nickel on any-
thing that guy said ali)out them other Plan-
ets,” Tubby declared doggedly. I say—
let's see for ourselves. It ain’t so much of
a trip, is it?”" Tubby, with Ameena’s hand
to hold most of the time, was not finding
the voyage unpleasant in the least.

Ameena flashed him a look of admira-
tion as he made this sturdy suggestion. Sir
Isaac pondered,

"We are now about 485,000,000 miles
from the Sun,” he said thoughtfully. "Sat-
urn’s mean distance is 887,098,000 miles;
Uranus is 1,784,732,000 miles, and Nep-
tune is 2,796,528,000 miles from the Sun!”

Tubby was slightly staggered; but he
tried not to show it.

“That ain’t so far,” he declared. “May-
be we could speed it up a little out here.”

Sir Isaac, as the idea began taking hold
of him, was making a swift mathematical
calculation.

“We might go past each of them with-
out stopping to land if they are not habita-
ble,” he said finally. "Owing to their pres-
ent positions it would be a trip of about
3,281,000,000 miles from here.”

He added:

“That's nearly a third farther than a di-
rect route to Neptune owing to Saturn and
Uranus being out of line.” He showed
Tubby and Ameena his chart again. "How-
ever, we ought to be able——"

“Sure thing,” Tubby interrupted. “Let’s
get goin’. We're always wastin’ so much
time."

They were comparatively uneventful, the
days that followeg-—uneventful that is, so
far as astronomical occurrences were con-
cerned. To Tubby, however, they were days
of never-flagging interest. Sir Isaac, with
his charts and his mathematics, concerned
himself almost exclusively with navigating
the vehicle. He had started on a rapidly-
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growing manuscript also—a sequel to the
“Wat of the Worlds,” he said; and except
for a brief game of poker in the evening,
he left his fellow-travelers entirely to their
own devices.

Tubby and Ameena cooked the meals to-
gether, and washed the dishes; and, for re-
laxation sang their Inter-planctary duets.
For the rest, Tubby held her little hand,
and with his arm around her awed into si-
lence, they watched together the never-end
ing vista of glorious stars toward which the
vehicle was falling with constantly accel-
erating velocity.

Now that their voyage was extended into
such gigantic distances, Sir Isaac, more than
ever before, felt the need of bhaste. Only
fifty-five days and some six hours trom the
time they left Jupiter remained before the
fatal opposition of Mats with the Earth.
Much could be accomplished m fifty-five
days; but still, as Tubby lugubriously re-
marked, at the rate they were accomplish-
ing it, fifty-five days was a very little time,
Wherefore Sir Isaac, setting his determined
jaw firmly, burled the vehicle with pro-
digious velocity onward.

The danger of collision, which had so
perturbed Sir Isaac in the region of Minor
Planets between Mars and Jupiter was now
greatly lessened. They had plenty of room
now—for Asteroids, Meteors, even Comets
were seldom sighted. It was a run of some
460,000,000 miles to Saturn, through a
region of space comparatively deserted.

At their former maximum velocity ot
twenty-eight million miles an hour, which
Sir Isaac now maintained as an average, six-
teen hours after leaving Jupiter they were
approaching Saturn. It was then half-past
four the following morning. Sir Isaac had
slept the afternoon grevious .nd was on
watch. He awakened Tubby; and Tubby
went immediately upstairs and called
Ameena. Shortly afterward all three were
cronched over the instrument room floor
window, peering down at the great Ringed
Planet above which they were seemingly
poised some twelve million miles away. Sir
Isaac had decreased their speed materially
so that they might make observations with-
out approaching too close,

Saturn, a globe almost as large as Jupi-
ter, and with its marvelous system of rings
very much larger, at this proximity was a
magnificent sight. The globe itself—a gi-
gantic silver disc occupying half the firma-
ment visible through the window—had

broad bands of darkened area upon it sim-
ilar to those the voyagers had observed on
Jupiter. But those rings! Tubby and
Ameena were amazed into silence; even Sir
Isaac was awed by their splendor.

As viewed from the vehicle’s present po-
sition, the concentric rings—the inner one
somewhat darker—were opened up to an
angle of nearly thirty degrees—a glistening,
gleaming silver band, like the broad brim
of a crownless hat encircling the Planet—a
silver brim more than 37,000 miles broad,
with a total diameter, including the sphere
it encircled, of nearly 167,000 miles! Hang-
ing there in space below them, the Planet,
its rings and its several tiny moons bathed
the interior of the instrument room with
silver fire. It was the most glorious, most
stupendous sight that human eyes had ever
looked upon!

“Let us go down close,” said Sir Isaac
quietly.

A little later they could make out the
composition of the rings with perfect clari-
ty. Billions upon billions of tiny fragments
of star-dust, each of them infinitesimal sat-
ellites, each of them like tiny moons re-
flecting the sunlight, whirled in their re-
spective orbits about the mother Planet!

“The wonder of it!” Sir Isaac murmured.
“A billion billion, and yet countless other
billions of satellites—all on one identical
plane, each separate, each holding its place
and following its own circular orbit!”

Through the cloud-masses occasionally the
onlookers could distinguish the surface of
the Planet itself—could observe that it also
was in motion, moving in gigantic whirl-

Is.

“It is undoubtedly entirely 1i3uid or gas-
eous,” said Sir Isaac, “of a density very
much less than water. We shall find no
inhabitants here.”

“No, I s'pose not,” Tubby agreed. He
seemed, for once, reluctant to proceed with
the journey. He sat with his arm tightly
encircling Ameena’s waist—as who would
not with such a girl and such a sight before
one? T guess we got to get on our way,”
he added with a sigh.

Sic Isaac altered their course; and in an
hour more they were well on their way to
Uranus, with Saturn and his rings high in’
the firmament above them.

It was a run of about eleven hundred
million miles from Saturn to Uranus. Sic
Isaac had already maintained an average
velocity of twenty-eight million miles an



hour for some hours. He now determined
to better it. Beyond Saturn, he was con-
vinced, there was still less chance of en-
countering any derelicts. And, with each
passing hour—each passing Planet from
which they hoped to obtain help for their
own threatened world—the panic in their
hearts grew.

It was Tubby who voiced it most strong-
ly.
“In fifty-four days from today the Earth
goes out of business,” he remarked dole-
fully, from a deep, reflective silence into
which all three had fallen.

“Fifty-four days and twelve hours,” cor-
rected Sir Isaac. "If we don't succeed.”

“"We shall succeed,” declared Ameena.
“We must never think but that we shall.”

Thus, always, woman's stronger hope and
courage never flags.

The run to Uranus occupied some 28
hours—an average velocity of a trifle over
39,000,000 miles an hour. It was about
noon of the following day when, after no
patticularly unusual incidents—Sir Isaac
again slowed down for them to make ob-
servations.

It had grown colder steadily; the ve-
hicle’s heating plant was in active operation.
The Sun had dwindled to a little blazing
point among the stars.

All that morning the travelers had sat
looking downward, watching Uranus grow
from a brilliant star to a little moon; from
moon to glowing silver-green disc. And
now, at noon when they slackened their
fall, the seventh Planet of the Solar Sys-
tem Jay beneath them.

After Saturn, the sight was disappointing.
Uranus, 32,879 miles in diameter, lay per-
fectly barren. Its axial motion, observed
closely over a period of time, was distin-
guishable—like the minute hand of a clock
that creeps slowly forward. Sir Isaac be-
lieved it to be of some six or eight hours
duration.

Heavy banks of cloud masses obscured
the Planet's surface; Sir Isaac had not be-
lieved Uranus would prove to have an at-
mosphere—but it hadl,) and 2 very dense
one obviously. But the surface of the Plan-
et itself, what little they occasionally could
see of it, was obviously liquid.

(13 O INHABITANTS here,” said Sir

Isaac. Quite evidently he was tre-
~ mendously disappointed, for he knew that
~ the average density of Uranus was not much
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more than that of Jupiter, and he had hoped
that in this instance the Jovian interpreter
had been lying.

“No inhabitants here,” Tubby echoed
sadly. "Well, let's get on our way.”

Between the orbits of Uranus and Nep-
tune there lies a mean distance of 1,011,
796,000 miles—that is to say, something
over a thousand million miles. Neptune
now, however, was unfortunately very much
farther along in its orbit, so that the
oblique course necessary to reach this lat-
ter Planet lengthened the distance to near-

_ly eighteen hundred million miles. Sir

Isaac, after a very abstruse calculation, an-
nounced the exact mileage to be seventeen

.hundred and ten million and twenty-six.

Tubby was getting used to these gigantic
figures, which as anyone can realize, are
only relative. Sir Isaac pointed this out
clearly.

“On earth, in a railroad train,” he said,
“if you were going at the rate of fifty miles
an hour and had a journey of 1710 miles
to make, it would not be very confusing to
fathom the figures, would it? Or to cal-
culate how long it would take you to make
the run? That is exactly comparable to this
run we have before us now, from Uranus
to Neptune. We have about 1710 million
miles to go, and I propose to average about
50 million miles an hour.”

Here Sir Isaac fell back upon one of his
favorite topics. “All distances are relative
to other distances. A mile to a snail is a
long trip, but an airplane makes it in two
or three dozen seconds. There is no such
thing as absolute distance—or absolute mo-
tion, or time or size. Everything is relative
to something else. Twenty-four hours is a
very little time in the life of an elephant
—but it is more than a lifetime to many
insects. Our trip from here to Neptune is
not more than an inch in all the countless
miles of space....But I'll tell you more
about that some other time.”

"Right,” said Tubby, considerably re-
lieved. "Just now we got to eat. Ameena’s
got lunch all ready.”

The flight to Neptune occupied just thir-
ty hours—an average of 57 million miles an
hour. Sir Isaac was intensely pleased,
though as he admitted to Tubby, the maxi-
mum velocity of the vehicle had never yet
been tested.

Tubby and Ameena were also enthusias-
tic.
"Wonder what become of them Mer-
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curians who was after us?"' Tubby speculat-
ed. “Swell chance of them gettin’ way out
here.”

“They must have stopped at Jupiter,” said
Ameena. “‘We were gone then—they could
not tell where.”

This, obviously, was logical. At all
events, the Mercurian vehicle was now the
least of their worfies. Neptune lay beneath
them. Would they secure, on this far out-
post ol the Solar System, the help they
needed? Fervently they prayed so, for it
seemed their last chance.

It was just 6 P. M., on the day following
their departure from the vicinity of Uranus,
when Sir Isaac held the vehicie poised above
the surface of Neptune. The Planet, very
slightly smaller than Uranus, lay completely
enveloped in its dense atmospheric envelope.

“We got to go down,” said Tubby
frowning. “Can’t see nothin’ from way up
here.”

The descent through Neptune's atmos-
phere was pleasurable, for the friction
warmed the vehicle once more to comforta-
ble temperature. At an altitude of some
fifteen thousand feet they emerged from
the dense cloud-banks into Neptunian day-
light. And what a dim, miserable daylight
it was! And below, what a bleak, dreary
sight met their disappointed gaze! With
sinking hearts—their last hope gone—they
stared downward. Neptune's surface—flat,
unmarked by a single distinguishing physi-
cal conformation—might have been the sur-
face of a polar sea! In all directions, to the
circular rim of the raised horizon, stretched
a level surface of grey-white snow, dirty-
looking in the twilight which was Nep-
tune’s day. But whether land lay beneath,
or merely some frozen liquid, could not be
told.

There was not a sign of life — noth-
ing but bleak desolation. It was an amaz-
ing sight—an old world seemingly, when
everything in the logic of Sir Isaac’s scien-
tific mind had led him to anticipate a new
one—a world of heat, of liquid or gas tur-
bulent from its own internal fire.

Sir Isaac muttered to himself. Looking
upward through the side window with Tub-
by, they saw the Sun through a rift in the
clouds—a tiny pencil-point of light in the
dull, reddish-blue day—a dreary, remote
Sun, hopelessly impotent to light or to
warm this fac-away offspring.

Tubby's face was solemn as he turned to
his friend.

“Ain’t no use goin' down no farther.
That's our finish—that puts our Earth out
of business.”

Silently the vehicle, with its three sad-
dened, frightened occupants, ascended
through the Neptunian atmosphere again
into- space.

“Well,” said Tubby finally. "Now what?
That’s the end, ain’t it?"

Again it was Ameena who first recovered
her courage. Her lips were compressed;
her beautiful, dark eyes blazed with de-
termination,

“It is wot the end, my friends! To such
men as you the end never comes before
defeat!”

She pointed to the Stars blazing outside
the window—the band of "Milky Way,” a
myriad stars brighter now from this outer
edge of the Solar System—and added:

“There are other worlds—countless other
worlds. Let us go to them! With all the
haste we can make—forgetting danger to
ourselves—let us hurry. Here at home, in
our own little Solar System, we have been
rebuffed. But somewhere in this Uni-
verse there must be humans who are un-
selfish—who though without hope of re-
ward, still will not suffer their own kind
to go down into disaster and death!”

Her enthusiasm was contagious.

“Come on!"” shouted Tubby. “Let's get
goin'! There’s a big star—Ilet's go to that
one!”

Sir Isaac thumped his fist on the table.

"We will!” he exclaimed. T shall at-
tain a velocity never before even imagined!
We must—we shall find help for our
Earth!”

A tew moments later, sweeping circularly
around Neptune, the undaunted adventurers
left the Solar System behind them and
launched themsclves boldly out into the
uncharted realms of Inter-stellar Space!

CHAPTER VIII

‘6 MUST not rush into this
thing thoughtlessly " Sir
Isaac declared, when the first

flush of their enthusiasm was passed and
practicality began to creep in. “We must
plan—calculate. Our time is limited. We
only have—"

“Fifty-two days exact,” Tubby finished.
“How far we got to go? Ain't we pone
a good ways already?”

Sir Isaac had made several brisk compu-



tations a few moments before. Neptune,
with the entire Solar System behind it, al-
ready hung far above them. They were
falling downward, apparently toward a very
bright Star which gleamed amid a myriad
of its fellows in the lower firmament.

“We have relatively a very great dis-
tance to go,” said Sir Isaac, answering
Tubby’s question. “"We are already on our
course to the nearest of all the Stars—
and fortunately we happen to be at that
extremity of the Solar System nearest to it.
He pointed to the lower window.

“Very good,” approved Tubby as usual.
“The closest Star. Very good. What's its
name an’ how far away are we? An’ say,
what's a Star anyway? We been dealin
in Planets so long—" .

Sir Isaac smiled. “To answer your last
question first, T shall have to give you a
brief explanation of the nature of the entire
Universe.”

Anticipating a somewhat lengthy disser-
tation of the sort Sir Isaac seemed to delight
in, Amecena scttled herself beside Tubby
and gave him her hand to hold.

“"Go on, Sir Isaac, please do,” she
pleaded.

"Go ahead—shoot!” said Tubby.

Thus encouraged, Sir Isaac began:

“The region we call Space is a limited

area whose boundaries I shall explain some
other time.”

Tubby and Ameena were aaxious to
know. "

Sir Isaac frowned slightly. "Oh well—
that is immaterial. In that scientific nar-
rative 1 dealt with infinite smallness, and
now we are dealing with infinite largeness.
The theory is the same. . . . However, this
region we call Space is devoid of air. It
is not, of course, a vacuum, but is com-
pletely filled by the ether.”

“What's that?” demanded Tubby.

"The ether, my friends, is an agglomera-
tion of imponderable atoms, which, rela-
tively to their small dimensions, are as far
removed from each other as are the Celes-
tial bodies in Space. It is thes¢ atoms
which, by their vibratory motion, produce
both light and heat in the Universe. . . .
That's my own definition. 1 hope you
like it?”

“It's—it's beautiful,” declared Ameena.

“Thank you,” replied Sir Isaac, smiling
graciously. "I thinE it 7s rather neat, I've
used it frequently, Though lately, these
foolish modern scientists of Earth are be-
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ginning to dispute me. . . . Well, to pro-
ceed. In this region of Space, billions
upon billions of Celestial bodies are whirl-
ing. They all obey recognized laws of
Celestial mechanics—all are acted upon by
different balancing forces. . . . I shall not
weary you with that.”

“No,"” said Tubby.
Go on.”

“These Celestial bodies range in size
from the most gigantic blazing Suns, mil-
lions of times in volume of our own Sun
of the Solar System, down to the very
minutest fragment—which is nothing more
or less than an atom of the ether itself!

“"We call these Celestial bodies by dif-
ferent names. A Star, for instance, refers
to luminous bodies. Our own Sun is one
of them. Planets are reflecting, or partially
self-luminous bodies revolving around a
central Sun. You already understand what
Satellites are. Then there are Asteroids,
which are merely Planetoids—smaller Plan-
ets. And there are Comets, and Meteors,
and—"

“Never mind all them,” Tubby inter-
rupted hastily. He squeezed Ameena’s hand
consolingly as Sir Tsaac. plunged on:

“Therefore, you understand, we live on
onc of the Planets—I beg your pardon,
Ameena—on two of the Planets of the Solac
System—the Earth and Venus. Our Sun.
with all its Planets, forms only ore System
ot an infinite number. Each of those
Stars-— " He waved his hand again toward -
the window—"Each of those Stars very
probably has revolving about it a system
of worlds much greater than our own
‘Solar System ' "

"My goodness,” Tubby commented.
"This here Universe is a big place, ain’t
it? We only got started, so far.”

The memory of those fifty-two days of
grace which were all that remained to them,
struck Tubby forcibly. He added anxiously:

“"How soon do we get to this first Star,
perfessor?”

Sir Isaac referred to a memorandum.
“The nearest Star to the Solar System is Al-
pha Centauri,” he answered. "The Astron-
omers of Earth recently claim to have found
one slightly nearer, but / do not recognize
it. That is Alpha Centauri we are heading
for—a splendid binary of the First Magni
tude, with a parallax of 0.75” whose com-
ponents revolve in 81 years. [ mean—
he added apologetically, “it is really two
Stars several hundred million miles ‘apart,

“We'll pass that up.
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revolving around each other. Tt is drift-
ing through Space with a velocity of some
sixty miles a second.” ]

Tubby lifted his eyebrows; Sir Isaac con-
tinued hastily:

“Every Star is moving—drifting, I call
it—as though they were in gigantic cur-
rents circulating about—I don’t know just
whither or why. Our own Sun, for in-
stance, with all its Planets, is drifting—
floating toward some of the Stars and away
from others—at the rate of many miles a
second, but always holding its mass of
Planets intact.”

Tubby turned to the girl beside him.
“Kind of complicated, ain't it, Ameena?”
Then to Sir Isaac:

“How far 75 this closest Star we're head-
in" for? I ast you *hat, an’ you...."”

“l was getting to that. But if you muast
know at once...."” Sir Isaac spoke with
some asperity. “If you insist, I'll tell you
that Alpha Centauri is a trifle less than
25.000,000,000,000 miles from here!"”

Tubby and the girl stared blankly as Sir
Isaac stated this astounding figure.

“"You see? I knew you would pot un-
derstand me. What I wanted to explain
first, was that in dealing with these larger
figures, to save confusion we generally use
a larger unit than the mile. The best one
is the Light-year. Tt is the distance light
travels in a year.”

“"How far?"' Tubby asked, with rapidly
recovered poise.

(14 IGHT travels about 186,000 miles

a second,” said Sir Isaac. ""Multi-
ply that up to a year and divide it into
25,000,000,000,000 and you get 4.35. A
child could do that by simple arithmetic.
Thus you find that Alpha Centauri is dis-
tant 4.35 Light-years.”

This  latter figure was considerably less
awe-inspiring. Tubby seized it eagerly.

“"Only four Light-years. That ain't so
far.”

“No,” said Sir Isaac, smiling with re-
turned good humor. “Comparatively speak-
ing, of course, it isn’t far. All distance is
relative. If you can travel fast enough, 4.35
Light-years, especially compared to the many
hundred Light-years which separate some
of the Stars, is relatively quite near. ...
Now about our own velocity. .. ."

It was, in truth, the problem of attaining
a sufficiently great velocity to cope with
these greater distances that had worried Sir

Isaac from the moment they decided to
launch out into Inter-Stellar Space. With-
in the comparatively narrow confines of the
Solar System—menaced by Asteroids and
Meteors—a great velocity was neither nec-
essary nor desirable. But now—in the out-
er realms—it was both.

Sir Isaac, in spite of his bombastic state-
ment to Tubby as they left the Earth, had
never really anticipated a prolongation of
the voyage beyond Neptune. Nevertheless
he hag always believed that the vehicle's
velocity, theoretically, was illimitable, Sev-
eral factors contributed to this conclusion.
It is one of the laws of motion, inertia to be
exact, that a body once in motion and not
acted upon by any force, will continue for-
ever in motion at exactly its original rate.
Thus, whatever force was applied to the
vehicle must accelerate its rate of speed in-
definitely.

The entire Solar System now lay above
them, and thus the combined repellent force
of all its Planets and its Sun could be used.
This, with the attractive force ot all the
countless gigantic Stars that lay below, Sic
Isaac was confident would cause them to
fall into the void of Space with tremendous
velocity—a velocity that had no limit ex-
cept the time allowed for acceleration.

Haste was needed, and now, for the first
time since leaving' the Earth, Sir Isaac used
almost all the total force at his command.
They had left the vicinity of Neptune about
8 P. M. At midnight, just when the sleepy
Ameena was about to retire, Sir Isaac looked
up from the most complicated calculation
he had so far made.

“Our velocity is now approaching two
hundred thousand miles a second,” he an-
nounced triumphantly.

“Thousand!” Tubby exclaimed in dis-
may. ""We was goin™ in millions this aft-
ernoon !’

“I said a second,” Sir Isaac returned, “We
did attain—at one short period last night
—about a hundred million miles an hour.
But 1 cut it down at once. This is per sec-
ond—not per hour.”

"Oh,” said Tubby with relief.
much is that an hour?”

“About seven hundred and twenty mil-
lion—that is to say, seven times our for-
mer maximum,

This was joyful news indeed; but Sir
Isaac’s next words dispelled the joy com-
pletely.

“At this rate,” bhe added, “we should

“"How



reach Alpha Centauri in about four years!"

And in fifty-two days Mars would de-
stroy the Earth unless they were back there
to prevent it!

"But—but then—" Tubby protested. Sir
Isaac’s quiet smile stopped him. '

“"You need not worry over that,” he said.
“There are many forces acting upon us
which you do not understand. The accel-
eration of a falling body is in astounding
ratio—especially when it has an additional
repellent force above it....I've told you
that before, Wait until tomorrow—then
we shall see.”

There followed a somewhat lengthy si-
lence.

“Say, perfessor,” Tubby began finally,
“ain’t this kind of re-mark-able—this extra
speedy travelin’?” -

Sir Isaac looked up from his mathematics.
"My dear fellow, 1 4o suppose these Astro-
nomical figures confuse you. I've already
tried to explain—"

“No—I mean, #s bein’ able to »o so fast.”
Sir Isaac laid aside his pencil, and frowned.
“l see nothing extraordinary in it. Your
mind is still in its Earth-rat. You must get
out of that line of thinking.”

“I will,” Tubby declared humbly.
tell me how to.”

Sir Isaac’s good nature returned, promptly
as usual. He laughed.

“You must understand that on Earth you
have always been dealing—personally, |
mean, with mileage the longest distance of
which is the circumference of the Earth—
25,000 miles. All your life you have been
a little ant, chained down by gravity. Nat-
urally, for you, motion has had a very nar-
row meaning. Your own motion, in rela-
tion to the ground beneath you, is all your
mind daily recognized. That, for you, was
the standard of motion.

“But, my dear friend, that is not really
motion at all, You were like an ant, crawl-
ing around the parrow limits of its little
world. How can you expect an ant to un-
derstand, or to fathom the velocity of aa
airfplane, or a rifle bullet, which covers in
a fraction of a second, a space—a distance
—cqual to the entire known world of the
ant?”

Sir Isaac was gradually warming up.

“You call that motion. On the other
hand, though you did not know it, perhaps,
both you and the ant have always been mov-
‘ng with great rapidity. For instance, the
rotation of the Eacth on its axis, if you

“Only
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happened to be on the Equator, would car-
ry you around a circle of 24,000 miles in
onc day—every day. That is a thousand
miles an hour. Added to that, the Earth
also moves around in its orbit some 66,000
miles an hour. Still more than that, the |
Sun drags the Earth along at about 36,000
miles an hour. This motion of the Sun can
only be calculated by its relation to the oth-
er Stars. And, so far as | know, the whole
Universe may be hurtling through Space a
thousand times that fast. In fact, I think it
is. And still more than zhat probably Space
itself is moving—a million times faster than
everything else. .. .But that you cannot un-
derstand yet. .. .T'll explain fhat to you
later.”

“Tell me more,” Tubby mucrmured des-
perately.

“Well,” said Sir Isaac, “in Space, you see,
all Earthly ideas of motion must be recon-
structed.  We are now a Celestial body our-
selves—obeying all the laws of Celestial
Mechanics—a little world all our own—a
world of three inhabitants.”

It was an interesting thought; it aroused
in Tubby a sudden patriotism for the ve-
hicle and its welfare.

Sir Isaac went on quietly and earnestly:
“Some of the Stars are drifting at the rate
of 250 miles a second. Driftzng—you un-
derstand. But we are not drifting, we are
falling—pulled down by attraction from be-
low and pushed down by repulsion from
above. Is it any wonder then—after fall-
ing freely for millions of miles, and with
such a constant, tremendous impulse—that
we should attain an enormous velocity 2"

Both Tubby and Ameena admitted the
reasonableness of this. Motion, as Sir Isaac
so clearly pointed out, depended entirely
upon the motion of something else with
which you compared it.

“l guess it ain't so wonderful, perfes-
sor?”" Tubby said finally. “But you goi to
get used to thinkin' about it.”

Sir Isaac smiled, and turned to the tired
gitl.  “Hadn't you better run along to bed,
Ameena?"”’

Tubby escorted her to the foot of the
stairs. As he parted with her for the night,
she said softly:

“Do not worry, Tubby dear. We shall
succeed—1I know it,”
With a radiant smile she kissed him

goodnight and darted up the stairs, For an
hour thereafter Sir Isaac’s figures fell upon
deaf ears; the memory of Ameena's beau-
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tiful face and the tenderness in her voice—
attributes that had all the inherited inten-
sity of hundreds of Venus-women ancestors
behind them—absorbed Tubby's entire con-
SCiousness.

During the night, Tubby and Sir Isaac
alternated keeping watch, though as usual
Tubby did most of the sleeping. Poor Sir
Isaac was getting thinner than ever; but his
wonderful courage and vitality held him up.
He was almost always either working with
his calculations, or using some of the many
scientific instruments with which the room
was equi ; and, for diversion, writing
his me:]nufcl?i:‘;t, which hourly grew in bulk.

E WAS engaged in this latter occu-

pation the following morning after
breakfast, when Ameena, coming in from
washing the breakfast dishes, timidly asked
him what he was writing. He looked up
to her with tired eyes as she and Tubby,
with arms around each other, stood beside
him.

“I am writing a scientific narrative which
I think I shall call ‘Around the Universe’,”
he said quietly.

Ameena clapped her hands.
that fine? All about our trip!
publish it on your Earth?
love to read about all
things, won't they?"”

Sir Isaac’s smile was very gentle, slightly
cynical.

"My dear child,” he said, “you do not
understand human nature. People may con-
descend to read what we have gone, but do
you think they will believe it?”

“But, of course, they must,” the girl
cried. "Is it not actually happening to us?”

Sir Isaac sighed. “It is, most certainly.
But people are so skeptical. They do not
even believe that jupiter is habitable. They
will think T made it all ap—treat it as a
joke. All my scientific data—my personal
observations—the most wonderful Astro-
nomical =

“Let ‘'em go to blazes,” Tubby put in
fiercely. “We'll give it to Venus. If them
Earth-people ain't got no more sense
than...."”

“But first we must save the Earth-people,

“Oh, isn't
Will you

Everyone will
these wonderful

or those terrible Martians will destroy
them,” reminded Ameena.
Tubby sobered. “That's so.” Another

thought struck him. “We'll save all them
Earth-people from gettin' murdered—an’
then they’ll laugh at us for tellin’ them how

we did it!
That's——"

Ameena kissed him gently. "Never
mind, Tubby. We shall do what we can
—for the sake of humanity—without hope
of reward.”

Sir Isaac, practical as always, remarked
somewhat cynically:

“To accomplish that, we must have belp.
We must find some other humans in this
Universe as unselfish as ourselves. Can we
do that? T doubt it.”

“You are extreme, Sir Isaac,” Ameena
said. "On your Earth, when you have had
war, have not Nations aided each other?”

"Yes,” he answered. “But only for their
own interest—for their own defense. 1
cannot recall a single instance of real un-
selfishness. Yes, I think there were two.
A few years ago there was a little Na-
tion——"

A little Nation!” Tubby exclaimed.
"Say, maybe that's the answer! Maybe we
was wrong to pass uj: all them little Plan-
ets between Mars and Jupiter!”

“I thought of that,” Sir Isaac responded.
“A small Nation or a world, I think, is
more likely to be completely unselfish. I
don’t know why it should be so—but it
seems to be. There are Ceres, Juno, Pal-
las—many Minor Planets—and we ignored
them all.” He shrugged. “You see, a lit-
tle world, however willing, would be pow-
erless to help us materially anyway—even
if they wanted to. That is why 1 did not
consider them.”

The train of thought which this conversa-
tion brought to Sir Isaac worried him after-
ward very considerably. In drawing an
andlogy between individual Nations and
Planets, it became perfectly clear that to ask
aid of any Nation is a very different mat-
ter from going to another world. Nations
on the same Planet have infinitely diversi-
fied interests interwoven. War comes.
However unselfish a Nation may appear—
may in fact really and sincerely in its heart
feel itself to be—it cannot by the very na-
ture of things, be wholly detached. But go
to another Planet. The detachment is com-
plete. Then—and then only—can you put
it to the real test of altruism.

Thus the identical attitudes of the
ple of the Light Country of Mercury, and
of Venus, and Jupiter, while they cannot
be condoned, at lsast can be understood.
And following this train of thought, as Sir
Isaac did that morning while he sat star-

That's gratitude for you!



ing with unseeing eyes at his neglected man-
uscript, an additionally disturbing conclu-
sion was inevitable.

All the Planets the voyagers had so far
importuned, belonged to the Solar System.
To some extent, therefore, their theoretical
interests were mutual. And, if Mercury,
Venus and Jupiter were willing to stand by
and see the War Lords of Mars overrun
the Earth, how much more likely were
worlds far outside the Solar System to adopt
a shnilar attitude? Sir Isaac pondered this,
until at last he began to realize how inev-
itable would be their rebuff, no matter
where in the Universe they went.

Noon came. Sir Isaac ate moodily, then
went back to the instrument room and his
gloomy reverie. Ameena put the kitchen in
order with Tubby's help, after which the
two young people sat in the store-room,
Ameena strumming her lyre and Tubby
singing with enthusiastic abandon.

It finally became too much for Sir Isaac’s
overwrought nerves.

“Won't you please stop?” he called
querulously. “I can’t siand that infernal
noise when I'm thinking.”

They stopped obediently; and a moment
later ioinch Sir Isaac.

“"How we makin’ out, perfessor?”” Tubby
asked timidly.
you—this here house is so awful quiet.”

Sir Isaac was never one to hold rancor.

C‘WE ARE doing very nicely. Our
per second velocity now is ap-
proximately 45 million miles. At this rate
we would reach Alpha Centauri in about
six days. I shall, however, do much better
than that—our rate of acceleration is quite
satisfactory.” ;

But Sir Isaac clly shook his head and
went back to his reverie.

It was a futile thing—Sir Isaas smiled
cynically to himself at the thought of it.
The Stars themselves would not be inhab-
ited since they were blazing Suns. Hope
only remained with their individual Plan-
ets; and to locate these Planets anc land
upon them would consume much more time
than the meager 51 days of grace that were
left.

A very real problem of Celestial Mechan-
ics showed Sir Isaac the mathematical im-
possibility of landing upon more than two
or three additional Planets at the most, in
such a time. The vehicle, during these
many hours that Sic Isaac had remained lost

“"We're sorry we disturbed .
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in thought, had acccierated to a velocity of
some two hundred million miles a second
—enough to take it far beyond Alpha Cen-
tauri in a very few days—especially since
the acceleration was constantly progressing.
But more than twenty-four hours had been
consumed in attaining this velocity; and to
check it entirely, under similar conditions
would require an equal length of time. But
suppose Alpha Centauri had no Planets!
Or suppose the Planets were not inhabited ?
To go to the next nearest Star would re-
quire many days more—a still higher ve-
locity—a still greater loss of time in start-
ing and stopping. And then the actual time
necessary to land upon a Planet—the slow
descent through its atmosphere—the ascent,
and hours afterward proceeding at a snail’s
pace such as they had used within the Solac
System! No, it was impossible. A year
would be required to make any extended
exploration—a year at the very least.

"I will figure it out,” he muttered grim-
ly. "The most delicate, abstruse mathe-
matical problem ever attempted! But it
cann be solved-—and 1 will—I musi—solve
it.”

CHAPTER IX

HE CAR passed between the com-

I ponent stars of Alpha Centauri dur-

ing the early afternoon of the follow-
ing day. The two gigantic blazing suns
were four times our own sun in apparent
diameter.  Theic light was intolerable to
the naked cye. Even with the shades of
the side windows drawn, the interior of the
vehicle was disagreeably bright.

The heat was tremendous—almost “sti-
fling. All that morning the temperature
had been rising, until, at lunch time, the
two men again appeared in their white flan-
nels, and Ameena was back to her charming
native costume.

During the morning the two stars that
compose Alpha Centauri had visibly sep-
arated, and Sir Isaac laid his course between
them—a thing that was rssible only be
cause the vehicle’s tremendous velocity pre-
cluded even these gigantic masses from
drawing it aside and into them.

The actual passage between the stars was
very brief, fortunately, or the voyagers
would have perished in the intolerable heat.
Sir Isaac estimated the stars to be some
3,600,000,000 miles apart. He professed
ignorance as to what figure the earthly as-
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tronomers had set, and admitted his esti-
mate probably was greatly in error since he
had nothing to judge it by save the stars’
apparent flight uswud past the side win-
dows. It was indeed, only a few seconds
before they were above the vehicle and vis-
ually again drawing together.

When it was over, Sir Isaac, trembling
at the keyboard, turned his white face to
his companions and smiled weakly.

“I should not have tried that,” he said.
“It was too dangerous, attempting to pass
through that little space. How ! ever man-
aged it—"

He broke off, adding:

“Well, we're past now, at all events. 1
did not want to slow down—but sup
just suppose we had run too close to one of
those stars—suppose we bad collided with
one of Alpha Centauri's planets?”

“Was there any planets?” asked Tubby.
"I didn’t see none.”

“Neither did 1,” Sir Isaac confessed. 1
did oot see anything. There might have
been—1 do not know.” He took a swallow
of water from the carafe on the table, light-
ed a cigarette—he was smoking incessantly
—and went back to the mathematics in
which he was now constantly engaged.

Tubby watched him timidly for a mo-
ment. Then, encouraged by a glance from
Ameena, he said, hesitatingly:

“"Where we goin’ next, perfessor?”

Sir Isaac looked up, frowning.
What's that?”

"I said, where we goin’ next? You said
this mornin’ we wouldn't stop at Alpha
Centauri, but you forgot to tell us why.”

Sir Isaac, still working on his plans, had
made a brusque statement to that effect.
He had promptly immersed himself in his
mathematics again, so Tubby and Ameena
had thought it best to let him alone tempo-
rarily. They had spent almost the entire
morning together in the little observatory
upstairs, where, through the small telescope
they had tried to locate the Solar System.

Sir Isaac, during the morning, had
reached a definite conclusion: and now in
the face of Tubby’s ingratiating attitude, his
austerity melted a little, and he detailed his
plans.

"I did not stop at Alpha Centauri,” he
said, “because I calculated that the time we
would lose in checking our present high ve-
locity and starting again, would, after a very
few stops, exhaust all the time at our com-

"Eh?

mand.” He smiled in friendly fashion, and
explained in detail. .

“But then,” protested Tubby, "it we don't
never stop, how are we goin’ to get any
help?”

Sir Isaac hesitated. “To be quite frank
with you, my friends, I have about con-
cluded we cannot get any help.”

“"Oh,” said Tubby.

“"Oh dear,” Ameena echoed faintly.

Sir Isaac continued.

“I think we can save our earth alone—
through our own efforts—without any out-
side assistance.”

Coming from such a meticulous person
as Sir Isaac this was good news indeed.
Tubby and the girl vociferously demanded
details.

Sir lIsaac raised his hand. "I have not
worked it out yet. That's why I didn't
want to tell you anything about it. The
plan involves a tremendous, a very abstruse
and delicate mathematical calculation. If 1
can secure complete and exact enough fig-
ures the execution of my plan will be very
simple. I am working on the calculation
now. | worked all last night—all this
morning. It may require many days—I do
not know. But if only my strength holds—"

“You go right ahead,” encouraged Tubby.
“We won't bother you none. And mean-
time—"

“In the meantime,” Sir Isaac supplied, "I
thought we might as well go onward.” He
smiled with just a touch of embarrassment.
“To tell you the truth, I am very curious
about these outer realms of space. T have
lots of good theories—but I really £now
very little about this pertion of the Uni-
verse.

“"Me neither,” Tubby declared liberally.

"And,” Sir Isaac went on, "since we have
attained this high velocity, and are each
moment accelerating it, I thought we might
as well utilize our spare time to—well just
to satisfy our curiosity. 1 have a theory
regarding the edge of Space—"

"Ah! The edge of Space!”

“Yes, the very ultimate edge of this
Space we are traversing. If we could reach
it and return with my calculation completed,
and then save our Earth, it would—"

“Great!" cried Tubby.

“We can! We will!” cried the girl.

"—it would gratify me very much,” Sir
Isaac finished.

Thus it was arranged. Tubby and Ameena
returned to the observatory—the only part



of the vehicle where they could sing with
abandon and without fear of disturbing Sir
Isaac.

Two hours later they came quietly down
to indulge in afternoon tea. In the instru-
ment room, sprawling in his chair, with
his arms on the table and his head upon
them in the midst of a litter of papers cov-
ered with algebraic hieroglyphics, sat Sic
Isaac, fast asleep.

“Poor dear man,” murmured Ameena.
“"He is completely worn out.”

“Yeh, he’s all in,” agreed Tubby.
get him to bed.”

They awakened him gently, and ordered
him up to one of the bedrooms. Like a
child, he obeyed. On the stairs he roused
himself sufficiently to caution Tubby.

“Let's

é‘l WANT you to look ahead through
the floor window at least once every
minute,” he declared. “We have very lit-
tle room, even out here, at this velocity.
I have several times barely avoided colli-
sions that I haven't told you about. If
we approach closer than 900,000,000 miles
—or cven as close as that—to any celes-
tial body of sufficient mass to deflect us,
we are lost. Will you promise?”

Tubby promised; and this time, with
Ameena's assistance, he kept his word.

As Sir Isaac explained to them the fol-
lowing morning, the danger of collision
in one way was now very great, though
in another way it had lessened. They had
passed Alpha Centauri at a velocity per
second of something like 275,000,000 miles.
This by steady acceleration, now approxi-
mated 740,000,000. Any very gigantic ce-
lestial body in front of them would de-
flect them aside and into it. It was this
danger that they must avoid. But of course,
so enormous a body would be visible an
enormous distance away and so could be
seen in time to be avoided.

On the other hand, there was now little
danger to be apprehended from smaller
bodies such as the asteroid with which they
had so nearly collided back in the Solar
System. Even if one of these should sep-
arate itself from the proximity of the
larger worlds, its comparatively minute
mass could not exert sufficient attractive
force to make the slightest deflection in the
course of the vehicle For a collision to oc-
cur, therefore, one of these smaller bodies
would have to lie exactly in the vehicle's
path—a space of some forty feet which was
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the vehicle’s width. And, as Sic Isaac re-
marked, any particular forty feet in these
vast realms of outer Space was too small to
be considered. Sir Isaac also pointed out
that any asteroid would be invisible until it
was only a fraction of a second away at
this velocity. A collision with one was a
blind chance which they could not avoid
taking.

Twenty-four hours after passing Alpha
Centauri the voyagers found themselves dis-
tant from the Earth some 1514 light-years.
Sir Isaac left his mathematics for an hour
that afternoon to point out to his friends
places of interest in the Heavens,

The firmament now shone with dazzling
brilliancy, though the faint stars of the
Milky Way still seemed as far away as
ever. The sun of the Solar System—its
planets quite invisible—had dwindled to
one of the faintest of all the stars in that
region. Alpha Centauri, visually quite near
the sun, was infinitely brighter, but still it
was surpassed by many of its fellows.

Sir Isaac, passing from one¢ window to
another, pointed out the red stars—Antares,
most deeply colored of all—Betelgeuse, Al-
debaran and Arcturus. Tubby wondered if
any of these stars were as large as the Sun,
or whether it was only on account of their
closeness they looked so much brighter. Sir
Isaac laughed with genuine amusement.

“They are somewhat larger.” he said iron-
ically. “Take Betelgeuse, for instance.
There's our' Sun—there’s Betelgeuse. Our
Sun is about 1514 light-years from here—
Betelgeuse is about 150 light-years!”

"He—he must be lots bigger, then,” Tub-
by concluded after a moment of amaze-
ment.

“He is,” said Sir Isaac. “Professor Al-
bert Michelson measured the diameter of
Betelgeuse in the autumn of 1920. His
figures show that star to be equal in size to
27,000,000 Suns like ours!”

Tubby was staggered. Sir Isaac went on
calmly.

"The diameter of Betelgeuse is 260,000,-
000 miles. Let me show you how really
enormous that is. You remember our trip
from the Earth to Venus, and to Mercury?
Well, if Betelgeuse were a hollow globe
and you put our Sun suspended in its cen-
ter, Mercury, Venus and the Earth would all
have plenty of room to traverse their orbits
inside it! Even the orbit of Mars would be
oaly a short distance outside!”
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Neither Tubby nor Ameena could think
of anything to say.

“Professor Michelson found all that out
by what he calls the ‘Interference Method.’
1 won't bother you by explaining it...."
Sir Isaac raised his hand despairingly. “Of
course Michelson deserves a lot of credit.
I never had occasion to work on just that
particular problem, or 1 would, of course,
have been able to——"

“Show us somethin’ else,” Tubby inter-

Sir Isaac pointed out several binaries that
now were visually separated. It was all a
most wonderful sight; the multiple stars—
“clusters”—and the curious spiral nebulae,
the still faint, far-off Milky Way. Tt was
indeed a stupendous, awe-inspiring sight,
though Tubby and Ameena were now suffi-
ciently used to it, to be comparatively unim-
pressed.

For nearly a week the vehicle, with steady
acceleration, dropped into Space, while Sir
Isaac worked almost incessantly at his com-
putations and Tubby and Ameena engrossed
themselves in each other’s companionship.

They entered the Milky Way on the sev-
enth day after passing Alpha Centauri.
Though their actual entrance into the Ga-
lactic Plane was unmarked by any visual
phenomena—the firmament blazed with
stars as usual—a different set of stars were
now brightest, but to the non-technical ob-
server there was no marked change.

During this week an apparent star mo-
tion had gradually increased, until now,
looking down through the lower windows,
the stars could be seen opening up as the
vehicle dropped into them——separating
themselves, passing upward, across the side
windows, and closing together again over-
head. -

“"How fast we goin’ now, professor?”
Tubby asked once. ;

It was supper time. Sir Isaac hastily mas-
ticated a huge mouthful of cheese sandwich
and washed it down with a swallow of cof-
fee, before replying. _

"I cannot tell you in miles,” he answered.
“In light-years I estimated it this morning
to be about 1/120 a second. That is, 1/
light-year a minute, or about 720 2 day, We
are now about 3,500 light-years from the
Earth.”

Tubby had by this time made up his mind
never to be surprised again at anything.

"That’s an awful lot faster than we used

to go, ain't it?” he remarked. "Around

Mercury or Venus, f'r instance.”
Sir Isaac’s smile was condescending.

cé HE diameter of the entire Solar

System, from Neptune's orbit, across
the Sun, and out again to Neptune's orbit
on the other side is a mean distance of
5,593,056,000 miles. We are traveling that
distance now just about once every second!"

Probably no other statement of Sir Isaac’s
was so amazing. And, as Tubby and the
girl pondered it, the immensity of this
Space through which, day after day, night
after night, they were plunging at this al-
most inconceivable rate, was made clear
to them.

Sir Isaac added laughingly:

"The Solar System isn't very large. Why,
that star Betelgeuse could hardly turn
around in it. A mere 5,500,000,000 miles
—it's only a few times the diameter of that
one star.”

How Sir Isaac ever avoided the stars of
the Milky Way, even with the gigantic dis-
stances scparating them, he never under-
stood. AE that night, his still elusive cal-
culation neglected, he sat at the floor win-
dow in the instrument room. From time to
time he leaped to the keyboard to alter
their course. It was a nerve-wracking, hor-
rible nmight. But in the morning, when
Tubby, and a little later, Ameena appeared,
the Milky Way lay glistening above them.
Below, only a few stars showed; beyond
that, darkness—blank, unfathomable.

Sir Isaac greeted his friends with a wan
smile; he was on the verge of physical
exhaustion, but his spirit remained un-
daunted. =

"We are beyond the stars,” he said. It
is as 1 always thought. Even from Earth
I have telescopically observed a perceptible
thinning out of the Celestial bodies. We
have reached the limits ot our Celestial
Universe on this side. We have now below
us only empty Space—unless we encounter
another Universe.”

Sir Isaac quite evidently had his own
theories as to what lay beneath them in
that void of darkness. But he smilingly
resisted all Tubby's efforts to make him
talk about it.

Finally in desperation, Tubby exclaimed:

"We ain’t got no business goin’ much
farther. The opposition of Mars comes off
in forty-two days from 6 P. M. tonight—an’



we're gettin' a fair distance away from the
excitement.”

Sir Isaac smiled confidently. “We shall
return without a stop—quite in time, even
at our present speed, That isn't worrying
me. It's—"

“Your calculations?” supplied Ameena,
“Your great plans of which you will tell us
nothing? How are they progressing, Sir
Isaac?”

His face clouded. "I have been so busy,”
he said somewhat anxiously. . "But I'm mak-
ing progress. Now that we are beyond the
stars, I will have more freedom—will re-
double my efforts.”

Poor Sir Isaac, for all his eagerness to
work, was forced to retire immcdgiately aft-
er breaktast for a few hours of much need-
ed rest. They awakened him for luncheon
—which he gobbled in haste—retreating at
once to the instrument room, where by the
light of the table electrolier, he became in-
stantly immersed in his interminable figures.

Thus, in similar fashion, while the ve-
hicle plunged onward through Space at a
velocity sufficient to take it across the
5,593,056,000-mile diameter of the Solar
System in very much less than one second,
fifteen more days and nights of intermin-
able voyaging went by! :

The Universe ot which our Solar System
is so minute a portion, had long since faded
into invisibility. Others had been distantly
sighted on both sides, and passed overnight
—reduced by comparison into mere . nebu-
lar regions, though each may have been as
large, or larger than our own Universe.

On the fifteenth day, skirting alongside
a smaller Universe—possibly no more than
a thousand light-years in diameter, Sir Isaac
announced that they .were approaching the
end of their outward voyage.

The vehicle was still dropping to that
vast void of silence and darkness with a ve-
locity now quite beyond calculation, It was
a decreasing velocity, now, however, for,
sometime since, Sir Isaac had begun to re-
tard it.

Overhead, the last starry firmament was
visible, though every hour with perceptibly
lessening briliiance. Tubby and Ameena
sat together in the observatory, watching
the receding stars, and wondering how,
among all these Universes, Sir Isaac would
ever set his course going back, in order to
reach that particular one of the Solar Sys-
tems to which they belonged.

The temperature of the vehicle was now,
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curiously enough, very comfortably warm—
so warm, indeed, that Tubpy wore his white
clothes and Ameena that dainty costume in
which he had first seen her on Venus. This
paradox of temperature—for here in outer
Space it should have been insufterably cold
—Sir Isaac bad explained to them the eve-
ning before. Their velocity was so great,
he said, that even the minute, widely
arated atoms of the ether, pounding against
the vehicle’s base, were heating it—just as
it had been heated before when passing
through the atmospheres of the several plan-
ets upon which they had landed.

Sir Isaac, alone in the instrument room,
worked over his figures incessantly, fever-
ishly, all that afternoon. It was neatly five
o'clock when, with a cry of triumph, he
dropped his pencil and staggered to his feet.

“I've solved it! Tubby, Ameena, my
friends, at last the problem is completed.
We shall save our Earth now-—nothing can
prevent us!”

With head reeling, he groped his way
out into the dim hallway and up the staifrs,
looking for his companions. In the star-
light of the observatory he found them—
Tubby lying prone with his head in
Ameena’s lap, she stroking his hair gently,
singing softly a tender love-song ot Venus.

“I've solved it!"” Sir lsaac cried. “"We can-
not fail now to save the Earth! My calcu-
lation is completed at last, down to the
smallest decimal.”

Tubby turned his head slightly; Ameena’s
song died away.

"Oh, is that you, perfessor? Ceme on in
an’ congratulate us. Ameena an’ me just
got engaged!”

CHAPTER X

HE SILENT, lonely, little vehicle
plunging through the darkness of
Space, a world to itself, now rang
with the gay laughter of its three inhabi-
tants. Sir Isaac haa successtully completed
his complex calculation, using therein every
intricate device known to higher mathemat-
ics, with a verified result correct to seventeen
decimals. Tubby. and Ameena were en-
gaged to be married. What stupendous
events to have occur simultaneously. No
wonder the little Celestial wanderer was the
scene of rejoicing.
It was an evening of the gayest festivity.
“We must hasten now,” Sir Isaac said in
a moment of comparative quiel. “Nothing
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remains but for me to show you the edge of
Space, which I want very much to do.
Then we must hurry back and put my plan
for the downfall of Mars and his allies into
operation. I fear nothing now. We can-
not fail.”

“You can’t get back too quick for us,”
Tubby declared. “This here outer Space
ain't no place to go lookin' for a minister
in. Where we goin' to get married,
Ameena? The Earth or Venus?

The girl had not yet made her choice;
and the question was left open.

The penny-ante poker game in the instru-
ment room—a game at which Ameena had
now become extremely proficient—Ilasted
well into the night. When it was over Sir
Isaac made a brief calculation and concluded
that the "Edge of Space” —as, with a slight
smile, he still insisted on calling it—was
still considerably below them. The vehicle,
therefore, needed no attention.

After this pleasant discovery, Ameena
lingeringly parted from Tubby and retired

to the upper floor. The two men made up.

their beds in the instrument room. Within
fifteen minutes all three were fast asleep.

Evidently nothing unusual occurred dur-
ing the night, for when the three voyagers
awoke about ten o'clock next morning they
found themselves still dropping into the
abyss of blackness. Overhead the stars of
that last Universe were still visible, though
now extremely faint.

During a lazy breakfast the three friends
fell to talking personalities.

“You got a lot of names, aint you, per-
fessor?”” Tubby said.

“Quite a good many,” responded Sir
Isaac pleasantly. He was obviously pleased
at the question. "I am usually known
merely as Sir Isaac Swift Defoe Wells-Verne
—but 1 have other names—Stockton, for
instance.”

“"What's the 'Isaac’ for?” Tubby asked.
“1 ain't never seen that on your books.”

Sir Isaac frowned. “Well, to tell you the
truth, my friends, T am just a little ashamed
of that. Even in my early infancy my
marked scieatific bent was apparent, and
my grandfather insisted on my being named
Isaac. He was a great admirer of Isaac
Newton, you see. Of course Newton was,
in a2 way, a brilliant man. I would have
preferred Jules, or Herbert George however.
I often use both those names. 1 think Her-
bert George is rather natty, don’t you?”

Ameena agreed that it was,

Sir Isaac might have pursued this in-
teresting topic indefinitely, but Tubby cut
him short.

“Won't you please tell us about this here
Edge of Space we’re headed for?”

Sir Isaac, in view of their imminent ac-
rival at the Edge of Space, evidently consid-
ered that the proper dramatic moment had
come to fell them about it.

“I'm sorry you are not familiar with my
scientific narrative about this subject,” he
began somewhat pompously. “However,
that is immaterial. .. .In it 1 explain that
every atom of the Universe is really a world
in itself. Its interior is a void of ether, an
infinitesimal core of Space, surrounded by
a shell of matter. That is an atom. I do
not mean the old-fashioned word atom, but
the inner nucleus which the professional
scientists of Earth have just managed to dis-
cover. Do you follow me?”

“Sure,” declared Tubby. “An atom is like
a cocoanut, only with ether where the milk
ought to be.”

Sir Isaac beamed; Ameena regarded Tub-
by with admiration.

(14 XACTLY,” agreed Sir Isaac. “There

are electrons, of course, which Sir
Eroest Rutherford most doggedly insists are
particles of disembodied electricity—nega-
tive, you know—spontaneously liberated
from the atoms. However, in this Golden
Atom which I described, there revolved, in
its central void of ether, an infinite number
of minute worlds, stars, planets, comets; a
complete little Universe of its own. Do
you still follow me?”

His two auditors nodded somewhat dubi-
ously.

“What's this got to do with the Edge of
Space?” Tubby demanded.

“I'm coming to that. You must under-
stand now, that just as all distances and all
motions are relative one to the other, so
also is size. 1 have brought to your imagina-
tion the golden atom containing a minute
Universe in its central void of Space. That
to our minds, is almost infinite smallness."”

Sir Isaac hesitated impressively.

“Now, my friends, remember, size is only
relative. Conceive now another atom, an
almost infinitely large atom. Within this
gigantic atom, revolving in its central void
of ether, place a Celestial Universe in which
you and I live, the stars and planets among
which we have been voyaging for many
days past.”



“Yes,” said Tubby faintly. “An’ then—"

“Then you will realize that we ate soon
to reach the limits of this atomic void. We
shall land upon the inner, concave surface
of the atom which contains us!”

Sir Isaac’s smile was triumphant.

“Is it not wholly logical that we shall
land upon this inncr surface shortly? But
we will not stay there, or proceed further.
We must return at once to. our own tiny
little planet. So much for facts. If you
wish to imagine beyond that, I shall say
that were we able enormously to increase
our bodily size, we might pass through the
shell of our Atom, which possibly is as
thick through as it is acress its central void
of Space. Then we should emerge on the
convex outer surface. By still further in-
creasing our bodily dimensions, we would
outgrow this Atom and find ourselves in
another world, an inconceivably large world,
of which this Atem of ours may quite well
be an atom of somebody's wedding ring, ot
the atom of a column in 2 King's castle,
or the minute fragment of a grain of sand
in a vast desert. You asked me about ab-
solute motion. Suppose our atom /s in a
grain of sand of some vast desert and is
now being blown in a storm—or that—"

“Never mind any more,” Tubby cried.
“We got the idea, ain't we, Ameena?”

“It is very wonderful,” the girl declared
slowly, "But a little difficult to follow,
just at first.”

“You'll get used to it,” said Sir Isaac.
“Just keep on thinking about it a while,
It's my own theory. I'm going to tell Sir
Ernest about it because my atom is really
that inner nucleus, that portion, around
which his electrons revolve. So you see this
theory of mine will help him out a lot. ...
Ameena, you do make very good coffee.
Can I have another cup?”

When, after breakfast, they gazed down
through the floor window, a very faint lu-
minous glow seemed growing in the black-
ness far below them. Sir Isaac regarded it
intently a moment, then with a cry eof satis-
faction hastened to the keyboard.

“That is light diffused threughout the
atmosphere of the Inner Sutface,” he said,
as he altered the positions of several of the
keys.

3'('I am checking our velocity very rapidly
now,” he added as he straightened up. “We
will arrive at our destination this evening.”

His prediction was correct. All that after-

noon the luminous glow beneath them
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grew in intensity. By supper time it gleamed
like a pale phesphorescence, spreading out
in all directions to the visual limits of the
floor window. Shortly after supper they
entered the atmosphere of the Inner Sur-
face at an altitude which Sir Isaac calculat-
ed to be several hundred thousand miles.

It was nearly nine o'clock when Tubby,

cering downward, saw what might have

Eeen the broad plateau of a mountain-top
coming up out of the yellowish, luminous
haze. It was a flat surface extending out
of sight in three directions. But its fourth
side, almost directly beneath them, ended
in a sharp line with a dimly yellow abyss
beside it.

“Look at the cliff,” Tubby called to Sir
Isaac. "You better slow up some more an’
figure out where we're goin' to land.”

They were then some ten thousand feet
above the top of this “cliff,” as Tubby
called it. Sir Isaac, after a careful inspec-
tion of it which was difficult in the ve
dim, hazy yellow light, finally decided to
descend very slewly close beside its perpen-
dicular face and thus reach the lower level
of land adjacent.

They made the descent in the dim star-
light in an increasing yellow glare from
below a thousand feet away from the face
of the precipice. The wall of rock extend-
ed in a direct line as far as they could see,
as straight as though it were hewn by a
rule.

BT WAS a descent of some fifteen miles.
Tiny peints of light now showed be-
neath them. Through the side window of
the instrument room, the dim face of the
huge rocky wall slid swiftly upward, as
though the vehicle were a silently dropping
elevator car. Occasionally, rectangular open-
ings in the reck wall went up past the win-
dow, openings five hundred feet long, from
which 2 lurid glare of yellow-red light
blazed with blinding force out into the
night.
“Say,” whispered Tubby,
“What sort of a place is this?”
A brilliant ball of fire, seeming hardly
more than a hundred feet away, came ver-
tically up past the side window, a ball of
blazing flames ten times the size of the
vehicle itself. The heat from it was tre-
mendous. From the lower window an even
brighter though diffused light was stream-
ing in; and a deafening, roaring noise filled
the room.

awestruck.
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It all happened within the space of a few
seconds.  Sir Isaac, who had been hovering
anxiously between the windows and the
keyboard, became suddenly confused. He
started toward the table, then changed his
mind and leaped to the side window, half
falling over Ameena, who was in his path.

“Look!"” shouted Tubby, above the roar.
“Hey, look out, perfessor! Let's get out of
here!”

An enormous, swiftly moving black sur-
face, completely obstructing the side win-
dow for an instant, went past close outside.
Sir Isaac leaped back to the table just as
the vehicle struck something soft and yicld-
ing—a glancing, sidewise blow. Tubby
and Ameena were hurled to the floor. Sir
Isaac, clinging desperately to the table, fum-
bled for the keyboard, and altered several
of the keys. There was 1 gigantic swish-
ing noise; the room trembled—tilted side-
wise, Then silence.

Tubby raised his aching head. “Where's
Ameena? Ameena! You ain’t hurt?”

Her faint voice reassured him. He raised
himself to a sitting position. “'Oh, perfes-
sor—you hurt? What happened? Where
are we?”

. They were none of them more than bad-

ly shaken up. The room was level again,
vibrationless, soundless. Through the floor
window shone the faint stars; out of the
side window, high above, the yellow glare
of the Inner Surface was fading. The ve:
hicle had turned over, and was again drop-
ping out into Space!

Tubby lifted Ameena to a chair and
kissed her reassuringly. *’Sall right. We
ain’t hurt none. What happened, perfes-
sor? What was all that?”

Sir Isaac did not know. For an hour they
compared notes on what they had seen. It
had all happened so quickly; it was so con-
fusing, so unexpected. Their view through
the little windows at near objects was so
limited they found that each of them had
seen things differently,

“Well, anyhow,” Tubby declared with a
shrug, “we landed on that there Inner Sut-
face, an’ we got away again without gettin’
smashed up. Now let's get home an’ fix
this Mars business. We only got twenty-
six days left.”

With the entire repellent force of the In-
ner Surface above it, and the attraction of
several of the celestial universes at its base,
the vehicle rapidly gained velocity. It was
nearly midnight whea Sir Isaac, coming out

of a profound meditation, suddenly ex-
claimed.
“I know what happened to us on the

Ioner Surface! Fancy that! How could 1
have been so stupid?”

“What?” demanded Tubby.

Ameena, who just at that moment was
preparing to retire to bed, stood poised
with a bottle of liniment in her hand,

Sit Isaac said excitedly:

“The inhabitants of the Inner Surface,
relative to us, must be gigantic in size.
How silly of me not to have realized that!™

“Well 2

“Well,” Sir Isaac continued, “that was a
gigantic building alongside of which we
went down—a building fifteen or twenty
miles high! Those huge, yellow rectangles
were its lighted windows! That ball of.fire
was a street light! We descended directly
into a city street, and collided, probably,
with the coat-sleeve of a pedestrian!”

CHAPTER XI

HE VEHICLE had passed within the

I orbit of Jupiter on its return voyage

before Sir Isaac deemed it expedient
to explain to his fellow voyagers his mathe-
matical plan for the salvation of the Earth.
It was the morning of the day before Mars
was to be in opposition with the Earth. To
be exact, just thirty-four hours remained at
the moment the orbit of Jupiter was crossed.

The return trip—of a little less duration
than the voyage out—had been devoid of
any exciting events chiefly owing to the un-
flagging vigilance of Sir Isaac. His genius
for astronomy—by some method which he
did not see fit to explain to his friends—
enabled him unerringly to find his way
back to the proper Universe, and thence to
the Solar System.

During these days and weeks, sleeping
little, Sir Isaac had remained almost con-
stantly at his post at the instrument room
flooc window, or at the table beside the key-
board, verifying over and over again, his
gigantic calculations; or writix:n[g on his
now very bulky manuscript. Tubby and
Ameena, left thus to their own devices,
passed the time pleasantly enough, singing
their duets whenever Sir Isaac would let
them, and always cooking the meals and
washing the dishes together. The wedding
had now been set to take place on the Earth,
immediately upon their arrival, with a
honeymoon trip to Venus.



At meal time which the three friends oc-
cupied principally with argument and with
scientific dissertations from Sir Isaac, Tub-
by had once remarked:

“Them inhabitants of the Edge of Space
must have been awful big, perfessor. Big
as anybody could get. Ain’t I right?”

Sir Isaac, in a manner that now was be-
coming quite habitual, smiled condescend-
ingly. 2

“My dear fellow, those inhabitants of the
Inner Surface of our Atom may be, pos-
sibly, several hundred times larger than out-
selves. But, like us, they are merely deni-
zens of an infinitesimal Atom. The inhab-
itants of that outer world are so much larg-
er that their most powerful microscopes—
assuming they have microscopes—would be
necessary even to see our Atom itself much
less see us or the planets in it!”

Within the orbit of Jupiter—they were
heading for Mars and had passed a very
considerable distance from Jupiter itself—
Sir Isaac materially checked their velocity.
The region of the Minor Planets lay ahead.
It was among them that he planned to op-
crate.

After breakfast that morning he called
Tubby and the girl into the instrument room
and very quietly but solemnly announced
that he was ready to explain his plan. Tub-
by and Ameena sat together in the huge casy
chair, she perched on his lap, and hand in
hand they prepared to give Sir Isaac their
closest attention.

“My dear friends and fellow voyagers,”
Sir Isaac began, with something of the tone
of a public lecturer, “we come now to the
most important, most remarkable, and I may
say the most awe-inspiring event of our sci-
entific adventure around the Celestial Uni-
verse.”

“l wish he did not have such long pre-
faces,” Ameena whispered to Tubby.

“Sh! you'll make him mad,” Tubby whis-
pered back. “He don’t mean nothin’. He
gets that way from writin’ so much.”

“As you both knew,” Sir Isaac went on,
ignoring these whispered asides, "at 6:15
P. M, tomorrow evening the Planet Mars
will be at its closest point to the Earth.
We anticipate then that the combined Mar-
tian and Mercurian armies will voyage to
our Moon, which already they have con-
quered, there to prepare to attack the Earth.
It is necessary, therefore, for us to prevent
this migration. If we can keep the armies
on Mars their small force now occupying
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our Moon will be powerless for offensive
movement. We could even send armies
from Earth to destroy them; or, at the next
oppesition doubtless they would return (o
Mars of their own volition.”

“Right,” Tubby agreed impatiently. “But
please tell us how we're goin' to stop the
Mars armies from movin' over to our
Moon.”

“I will,”” stated Sir Isaac. “But first you
must understand the scientific laws govern-
ing what we are about to do. A poet once
said, “Thou canst not touch a flower with-
out troubling of a star.” He did not mean
it scientifically perhaps, but its scientific
application 15 very pertinent. It means
that if you so much as pick a flower any-
where in the Universe, you alter, by some
minute fraction, the course of every star—
every celestial body, no matter how distant,
or how gigantic.

“I see you do not quite understand me.
The Celestial Universe is very delicately
balanced. Every force acting upon the ce-
lestial bodies has another force to counter-
act it. Now since every body attracts every
other body directly s the mass you will
realize that a daisy growing in a field on
Earth attracts Neptune or Mars just as much
in proportion to its mass, as they attract the
daisy. And since attraction is inversely as
the square of the distance, it follows that
if you pick the daisy, thus altering its posi-
tion, you alter its attraction. And therefore
—very minutely, of course—you disturb the
movements of every body in the Universe.”

“I think we understand you,” Ameena
said. Sir Isaac had paused, and this time
Tubby had failed to make any comment.
"It is really very interesting. Do go on, Sir
Isaac.”

Sir Isaac continued:

“Well, I propose to da just that very
thing. To——"

“Pick a daisy?” Tubby put in. He glanced
at Ameena for approval of this quip, but
she frowned.

“To so alter the course of some very
small celestial body—by using the attraction
of our vehicle upon it—that a series of
collisions, progressively greater in the
masses of the colliding bodies, will rapidly
occur among the Minor Planets.”

“Oh,” said Tubby, somewhat abashed.
“Then what?” ;

“1 have figured it out very carefully,”
declared Sir Isaac. “You may appreciate
possibly the abstruseness and the delicacy of
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such a calculation. The collisions will cli-
max at 5.34 P. M. tomorrow afternoon,
B

yTh\t sentence was never finished. Past
the side window, very close outside, a
gleaming white object flashed! Sir Isaac,
Tubby and the girl leaped to their feet in
fright. A glance upward out of the side
window was enough. It was that same
Mercurian vehicle, hovering here between
Mars and Jupiter, awaiting their return!

"Say—what the—did they try an’ run
mto us?” Tubby gasped.

The glistening white cube was receding
rapidly above them. Suddenly it turned,
and as they hurried into the store-room to
observe it from there, it came rushing to-
ward them again.

EC TS RUNNIN' into us!” Tubby cried
in terror. "Hey, perfessor! Let's
do somethin'—let’s get a-goin’ somewhere!”
Sir Isaac rushed back to the keyboard,
The horrible meaning of the situation be-
came clear. The Mercurian vehicle, manned
by “suicide volunteers,” was endeavoring
to destroy them and itself simultaneously
by a collision in Si)acc!
Sir Isaac, his blood tunning cold in his
veins, shook himself together, and with de-
liberate care depressed two of the keys.
The Heavens turned over swiftly, dizzily.

Tubby, who was standing in the center
of the room, clutched Ameena for their mu-
tual support.

“Don’t look at them windows!"” he cau-
tioned. “Close your eyes. Perfessor, which
way we goin’? What'll 1 do to help?
Where's them Mercurians? Are we duckin’
‘em?”

Nothing could be distinguished through
the windows save the rapidly shifting firma-
ment.  Sir Isaac gritted his teeth,

“That tiny asteroid!” he muttered. “We
were near it, the first asteroid in my calcu-
lation.” :

A blinding white glare burst through the
side window; Sir Isaac, desperately pressing
other keys, finally brought the Heavens to
rest.

“It's—all right,” he panted. '"That burst
of light—that——"

Through the side window a tiny blazing
globe was receding above them; from none
of the windows was the Mercurian vehicle
to be seen.

“We are safe,” said Sir Isaac a moment
later, when they had all calmed down a

fittle. “The Mercurians collided with that
little asteroid. They are annihilated.”

Sir Isaac’s face was as sober as though
this were personally a great misfortune to
himself —which indeed it was. He added:

“That asteroid was the first in my cal-
culation—the one on which I was to begin
operations.  This untoreseen collision has
changed its course—the whole fabric of my
calculations has been altered.” Tears welled
into his eyes. “I—I tried so hard to have
it mathematically perfect. And now it's
ruined! Now we are powerless to save our
world!”

The unfortunate man was overcome for a
moment.  Tubby and the white-faced girl
sat beside him.

“You can figure it out again,” Tubby
said consolingly. “Try, perfessor. Maybe
it ain’t ruined at all.”

Under the influence of Ameena's gentle
fingers stroking his hair, and her soft words
of courage in his ear, Sir Isaac suddenly
braced up.

"I'll do it!” he cried. “Give me my pen-
cil and paper....Ameena, make me some
strong, black coffee. Bring it here, . ..
with my lunch. ... Tubby, give me my cig-
arettes, and let me alone. Go away. |
must rectity this terrible error.”

He dashed the damp locks of hair from
his eyes; and while Ameena hurried into
the kitchen, he lighted a cigarette, pushed
Tubby away, and plunged feverishly into
his ruined computation. Ten minutes later
he was altering the vehicle’s course and,
with “his array of delicate scientific instru-
ments, was making careful observations of
the asteroid’s present direction and flight.

Tubby kept out of the instrument room.
At noon, Ameena took Sir Isaac’s luncheon
in to him on a tray. He smiled up at her,
momentarily suspending his flying pencil.

"I do hope your computation isn't ruined,
dear Sir Isaac,” she murmured gently.

"Oh, no,” he said. “In fact I am begin-
ning to think quite the contrary.” He
seemed wholly cheerful. “The Mecurian
vehicle colliding with my asteroid altered
its course, naturally. But I am beginning
to discover that the alteration is favorable
to my plans rather than the reverse.”

He patted her shoulder. “Thank you,
Ameena.. .. That stew looks delicious.. .,
I shall have my new calculation completed
in an hour, [ hope. That Mercurian colli-
sion was a blessing in disguise.”

So it proved, for by two o'clock in the




afternoon Sir Isaac called his friends into
the instrument room and triumphantly dis-
played his new set of figures.

“Very good indeed,” approved Tubl:{.
“Let's get to usin’ ‘em. What do we do
first?”

“At 3.57 P. M. this afterncon we shall
approach -that same asteroid,” Sir Isaac an-
nounced. “Just leave everything to me. It
is all quite simple now!”

At 3:57 P. M. exactly they were encir-
cling the asteroid at a distance of some ten
miles—speeding around it in a circular or-
bit as though they were its satellite. But
with each revolution they paused on one
side and drew away slightly, ceaxing it from
its path by their atiraction.

It was a tiny celestial wanderer indeed—
not more than three or four thousand feet in
diameter, Sir Isaac said—nothing but 2
boulder flying alone through Space.

At 4.17 P. M. the vehicle withdrew. Tub-
by was anxious to have something happen;
but for nearly an hour nothing did. It was
4:45 P. M. when Sir Isaac pointed through
the side window to another, somewhat larg-
er asteroid approaching. With careful work
at the keyboard he swooped the vehicle to-
ward it—around it twice—and then slowly
away again in the opposite direction.

"There,” he murmured. “I think I have
done my part correctly, The laws of Ce-
lestial Mechanics must do the rest.”

He sat by at the side window, watching.
Tubby and Ameena saw the first asteroid
far above them. The other was obviously
nearing it. Both had been deflected from
their normal course by Sir Isaac’s skill; a
collision was inevitable,

T CAME at 5:51 P.- M.—as Sir Isaac

had calculated—a soundless flash, and
then a new, larger celestial body, the fused
mass of the other two, wavering in Space,
{)lunging diagonally toward the Sun, and at
ast finding its new orbit by that delicate
balancing of forces which is the marvel of
Celestial Mechanics.

Sir Isaac was jubilant. He took several
observations of the new asteroid.

“Perfect, my dear friends. The new or-
bit is identical with my calculation. There
will be another collision, with a much larg-
er planetoid, at 7:19 P. M. Let us have
dinner.”

“Very good idea,” approved Tubby with
relish.

Tubby and Ameena still had only a vague
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idez of how all this was to save the Earth;
but they trusted Sir Isaac implicitly, Besides,
they did not dare ask any advance details,
which would have offended Sir Isaac’s sense
of the dramatic.

The second collision—another, = larger
flash—took place exactly at the appointed
time. And all during the evening and far
into the night, other collisions occurred.
Each involved larger bodies—and after
each, from the vehicle which followed in
their train, Sir Isaac computed the orbital
elements of the new celestial body.

“You had better go to sleep,” he said, at
two o'clock. “There will not be another
until 435 A. M. It involves a very con-
siderably larger body—1I shall wake you up
in time to sec it.”

He added solemnly:

"I trus. this next Minor Planet is not in-
habited. T do not think so, though it is
over two hundred miles in diameter. I did
not want to involve it—but I had to.”

At 6:03 P. M. the following evening,
just twelve minutes before the long-antici-
pated opposition of Mars with the Earth,
the climax came. There had been two gi-
gantic collisions during the day. The last
one—at 2:23 P. M.—involved two bodies
of almost equal mass which approached each
other from diametically opposite directions.
A head-on crash ensued. A new body,
fused into a molten mass by the created
heat of arrested motion, hung for an instant
suspended—completely devoid of orbital
velocity. Then it moved downward—slow-
ly at first, then swiftly, with constant ac-
celeration plunging down toward the cen-
ter of mass of the Solar System—the Sun.

The vehicle followed it cautiously.
Watching this enormous, fiery derelict cre-
ated by the mathematical genius of Sir
Isaac, it was nearly six o’clock before Tub-
by and Ameena grasped the true signifi-
cance of what was taking place before their
very eyes.

The new asteroid—five hundred miles in
diameter, a white-hot core with flames hun-
dreds of miles in height leaping from it,
plunged for the Sun. But Mars also lay
beneath it though slightly off to one side
—Mars, now a huge, reddish, smug-looking
crescent across the lower firmament,

Minutes passed. The three watchers
crouched tense at the lower window of the
instrument room. The blazing asteroid
plunged on. Its course for the Sun would
take it half a million miles to the side of
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Mars! Five minutes more! The asteroid,
fecling Mars’ atiraction as it approached,
began turning gradually aside, deflected by
this other attraction which at such proxim-
ity was greater than the Sua's.

Then at last Tubby understood! He
gripped Ameena—breathless.

“Look! Mars is pullin’ it! Look!”

It was 6.03 P. M. exactly when, with a
gigantic, soundless flash, the molten aster-
oid collided squarely with the Planet's up-
per surface!

CHAPTER XII

HAT a triumph, even for the
genius of a super-imathematician!
A blazing, molten mass of mat-

ter five hundred miles in diameter bad
fallen upon the surface of Mars at almost
the very moment of its anticipated triumph
over an inoffensive neighboring planet! No
wonder Tubby and Ameena were overjoyed!
No wonder Sir Isaac’s pale, intellectual
countenance could not but reflect the pride
in his heart!

Tubby shook his friend’s hand warmly;
Ameena kissed him.

“Well,” declared Tubby.
settles them Martians.
them right now!”

“Did it kill many of them, do you think,
Sir  Isaac?” Ameena asked anxiously.
“Women and little children =

"I'm afraid it did,” Sir Isaac said soberly.
“I could not help that—the innocent must
everywhere suffer for the guilty. I had to
do the best I could for our own world.”

He sat down, pondering. Then he added:

“I bave no idea what such a collision
would do or what may be the result of it
to the orbit of Mars and thus to the other
planets. The heat generated may have
roasted every living creature on the globe.
Or perhaps not. But I rather imagine these
armies will have enough to do at home
without undertaking an invasion of the
Earth for some time to come.”

"I should guess yes,” Tubby declared en-
thusiastically. He threw his arms around
Ameena and kissed her vigorously. “Now
all we got to do is hurry right home so you
an’ ‘me can get married. Ain’t T right,
kid 2”*

Fhe girl agreed that this was logical.

“I shall have you there tomorrow,” said

“T guess that
Some excitement for

Sir Isaac. “We need not bother with the
Moon—let us leave that little Martian army
marooned there, We will let it alone—it
cannot harm us.”

“Sure,” agreed Tubby. “Let it alone.
Come on, let's eat and then play poker.”

Oan this last leg of the journey, Sir Isaac
insisted on going slowly. In the first place
he was thoroughly exhausted and demand-
ed twelve solid hours’ sleep; and also, with
Tubby and Ameena thus in continuous com-
mand, he felt it was advisable to make haste
slowly. It was therefore not until 9:45
P. M. the following evening that the ve-
hicle landed again upon the Earth from
which it had departed some sixty days pre-
viously.

The last evening in the vehicle was a sol-
emn one. Tubby and Ameena were to part
from their friend and take their honeymoon
trip alone in it to Venus. A hazardous
voyage, doubtless! But youth and inex-
perience are always confident.

“You're a very wonderul man, Sir Tsaac,”
Ameena said during that last supper.

“You sure are,”” Tubby confirmed. He
hesitated, scratching his head. "But say,
perfessor, there’s one or two things about
this here voyage of ours I ain’t quite got
clear.”

Sir Isaac nodded encouragingly.

“For one thing,” Tubby began. "I ain’t
got this gravity part very straight. Why is
it when we're in this vehicle we don’t per-
sonally feel all these here changes of grav-
ity? If the gravity is cut off from under
us why don't we get lighter?”

It was a stupendous bit of logical rea-
soning on Tubby’s part. It surprised Amee-
na; it amazed Sir Isaac.

"Why—why—"" he stammered. Then he
smiled frankly.

"1 really cannot explain exactly,” he con-

fessed. “The thing surprised me very
much. I've been worrying over it for my
manuscript. It is a fact that we do not feel

any changes of gravity until we actually
land upon some celestial body. But why,
1 cannot say. 1 think it's because of our ve-
locity, the constant acceleration or changes
of velocity of the vehicle. Motion and
gravity are very closely related. If it’s that,
Einstein would know all about it. He dis-
agrees with me on almost everything, but
still he's a nice sort of chap. I think I shall
have to consult him.”



“I would,” said Tubby. “Then there’s
another thing. You got this here vehicle
built wrong. You got the observatory on
top an’ we're always goin’ the other way.
You never onc't used that little telescope.
An’ then there's——"

“Tubby!” cautioned Ameena. And, in
deference to the feelings of their friend,
who after all was only human and there-
fore liable to err, Tubby took the hint and

stopped.

HEY landed, after a careful reconnoi-

ter, within a few hundred feet of where
they had started. As they stepped from the
vehicle to that earth upon which Ameena
had never before set foot, Bill Hawkins’ ap-
Fle trees were in plain sight in the meon-
ight. Instantly Tubby remembered his won-
derful gift which had brought Sir Isaac's
Inter-planetary -vehicle into material being.
The thought of it had never crossed his
mind since the first few minutes after their
departure from Earth. How feolish all their
perturbation over the Martian attack! Why
all they need have done was come home,
and Tubby could have wished that 2l the
Martians and Mercurians would drop dead
as fast as they landed!

Tubby explained all this excitedly to his
friends. Sir Isaac frowned.

"1 thought of that,” he said. “But I
could not be concerned in trickery like that.
My public would not stand for it. We had
a scientific problem to solve, and we solved
it lwith science—quite reasonably and prep-
erly.”

Tubby nodded acquiescence; but his
were spatkling as he regarded Bill Hawkins’
apple orchard. :

"All right, perfessor.  But I'm goin' to
get revenge on this guy Hawkins anyway,
You do things your way—I do them my
way. Come on over an’ let's see them ap-
ples tuen rotten.”

Sir Isaac was greatly annoyed. "I beg of
you net to. It is childish. To engage in
such foolishness, after all our scientific ad-
ventures——"

“You did that onc't,” Tubby suddenly
accused. “An’ when you wrote how yeu
did it, you signed that there Wells name.

I read it.”
~ Sir Isaac flushed. "Yes, 1 did,” he ad-
mitted, with some heat. "I did descend
once to such an unplausible trick—and I've
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been sorry for it ever since. I've been try-
ing to live it down. I—Tubby, you'll only
bring disaster upon yourself—upon all of
us. Forget that ability you have. Don’t
eve .

"I ain’t goin’ to forget it,” Tubby persist-
ed doggedly. “I wish all Bill Hawkins'
apples was rottin’ on the trees. 1 wish—"

A diabelical memory of that similar situ-
ation Sir Isaac had ence conceived under
his favorite “Herbert George” name came
to Tubby.

"1 wish the carth was revolvin® twice as
fast as usual, so Bill Hawkins' house would
fly off in the air,” he intoned.

Ameena flung her arms about his neck:
Sir Isaac gave a cry of terror. A fearful
gale of wind came roaring down upon
them. Stones, sticks, every manner of fly-
ing missile, whistled by.

Sir Isaac, shouting something incoherent,
flung himself prone upon the ground. Tub-
by gripped a tree-trunk to held himself
from blowing away; Ameena clutched him
in terror.

In the midst of the hurricane Bill Hawk-
ins' house was standing firm. Suddenly
madness possessed Tubby.

“I wish the Earth was revolvin’ ten times
as fast! T wrsh——"

Sir Isaac's body left the ground, hurtling
into the air like a bullet, Tubby swung
one arm around Ameena, and one about the
tree-trunk. He felt like a balloon tugging
its leash. The wind was a cyclone. A
house went sailing through the air—Bill
Hawkins' house.

“Tubby! Don't, Tubby !”

The girl's appealing cry frightened Tub-
by. A flying billet of wood struck him
viciously on the shoulder, He tried desper-
ately to think of something to stop this
horrible cataclysm.

“1 wish—" he murmured. "I wish I
hadn’t never been able to wish nothin’. I
wish I'd forget all about bavin' done this.
I wish——"

The clink of the poker chips was inces-
sant-—annoying. Tubby stared across the
smoke-laden room at the three men under
the circle of light. He remembered dimly
that they had been arguing, and sat up
abruptly.

“As I was sayin’, Jake,” he announced,
"I got a idea that this here Edge of
Space——"




“NO STAR
SHALL FALL

an extravaganza
by
WILFRED OWEN
MORLEY

(Author of “A Mattsr of Philosophy,” “Am.
bition,” etc.)

"So long as the race endures, thus long
shall mankind extend its hand to help any
other beings who sesk our aid. No crea-
turs shall perish; no star shall fall if it be
within our power to sst aside the danger.”

EMEMBER how startled you were
R when you awoke suddenly last

night? For a moment you could
not believe that you were in the world
of actuality, so clear and intricately defined
had been the sequences through which you
had just passed. You were sure it was
not merely a dream. You knew that, in
some way, you had passed physically into
the far-distant future, lived a portion of
your own life there.

Your first impulse was to get up and
write down all the memories that flooded
your consciousness, for you didn't want to
lose any of them. But the first shock of
awakening had now passed away; you felt
drowsy. You lay back thinking that you
wouldn't forget this anyway; you couldn’t
forget. Perhaps if you made just a few
notes now, that would be enough. Tomor-
row you would get to work and write down
the entire experience in full detail.

While you were thinking thus, sleep
claimed you again. Morning came and
you awoke, got up, and went about your
usual way of living as if nothing had
happened.

But you haven't forgotten, really. Your
conscious mind, occupied so fully as it is
with the business ot making a living™ in

this world, has merely shoved these mem-

ories into a corner of your brain, Relax.
Forget for a moment about your obliga-
tions, your ambitions, your problems. Relax
completely and remember. What was the
first impression, now? How did it start?

WO people, a man and a woman stroll-
M ing in the city. Both dressed in bright-
ly colored costumes, the woman wearing
a greatcape which trailed many yards be-
hind her. For a moment, you could not
believe that one of these figures was you.
You thought, almost frantically, to your-



self: but I don’t look like this. For you
‘were—beautiful. That is the only word
for it. g

You glanced at your companion who
smiled warmly at you. The two of you,
you knew, were mated. Thoughtfully, you
fingered your clothing, noting that it had
some of the qualities of silk and some of
rubber, yet was neither. Bit by bit the
multitude of impressions came to you—it
was as if you had been asleep for a long
time; you knew all about this world, but
so full of the otherworld were you that
you must think in terms of it.

This wide pathway beneath you—it was
resilient to your step, giving your every
motion a springiness most pleasing. The
gently curving hills to the right of you
that led to an expanse of white-sanded
shore, the woodland to the left of you—
you knew this scene well. In the distance
you saw the shafts of buildings towering
into the sky. The great height of them,
you knew, was sheerly ornamental.

These were not the outskirts of the city;
you were strolling in the city proper. How
different from the cities of that otherworld
where so long you had sojourned! The
people of these cities had to go far away
from the metropolis to get into expanses
of hills or woodlands or seashores. True,
they did have parks and beaches but these
were always so crowded . . . Was there
anything at all in this otherworld to cor-
respond with what you saw abeut you?
Only the visions of a few dreamers, and
a feeble attempt in the general direction
at something they called a World's Fair.

But you had been strolling long enough.
You grasped your companion’s hand, and
indicated a colored block in the wide pave-
ment, blocks which appeared at regular
intervals.  Without speaking, the two of
you stepped upon it, and slowly it began
to sink down beneath you, coming to rest
at last in a great subterranean cavern, quiet-
ly lit, completely air conditioned. A single
open car was there, one which seated two
comfortably. You did not see any sign
of wheels, or of any other locomotive
power. However, as soon as the two of
you were settled—it took a moment or so
to fix the greatcape comfortably—the car
began moving rapidly, the cool air stream-
ing your hair pleasantly.

OU emerged from the car to find
yourself in a large courtyard sort of
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giace. The great shafts of what seemed to
several distinct buildings arose around
you, although you knew that this was really
but one construction. However, you had
not long to look around, for ycur com-
panion suddenly grasped your arm and
pointed upward. You looked and gasped.

For hovering in the air, near the top
of the buildings was a creature fantastic
beyond your wildest dreams. Huge it was,
and you thought of a titanic jellyfish and
a titanic plant, and discarded both for the
creature was neither. The spread of its
hood must have been some thirty feet, while
the many hair-like tentacles of it were
easily twice that in extent. Jet black it
was, devoid of any marking; it floated
there, as atop the crest of sea-waves, rising
and falling sofily in the air-currents.

You were astonished, but you were not
afraid. Deep in your brain, something
tinkled, almost bell-like, then impressions
began to come to you. They were not in
the form of words, or even ideas, or then
again definite images. Yet, you under-
stood.

The creature was telling you, in its own
manner, that it meant no harm, that it came
to you for help, It wanted you te accom-
pany it to a far place; it promised that no
danger, so far as it knew, awaited you there.

And you assented. It was the very key-
note of this society in which you lived that
none who came to you for help could be
denied. For man, in this remote day, had
extended bis reach far into the very deeps
of creation itself and many were the strange
and alien beings known to him. Emblazoned
in the great central hall of the planet,
where regularly all humans within reach
met to engage in a common pooling of
consciousness, was the legend you had
learned as early in life as you ceuld recall.

"“So long as the race endures, thus long
shall mankind extend its hand to belp any
other beings who seek our aid. No creature
shall perish; no star shall fall if it be
within our power lo set aside the danger.”

You assented, even as you wondered how
you would help this creature, wondered
through what means you would bridge the
stellar void. In this otherworld where you
had sojourned so long as partially, it
seemed, to forget your own world, men
had dreamed of crude reaction ships for
the purposes of leaping from Earth to
her satellite. And some there were who
dreamed of greater ships reaching farther
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distances, but all were greatly limited ia
their dreams.

While you were pondering, your hand
stole to the wide belt you wore and
touched a stud thereon, even as your com-
panion performed the same act. You felt
a slight exhilaration, and sensed that some
apparatus on your shoulders, which you had
assumed to be decorative, was operating.
Then it was that you realized the ground
was falling away from you and you were
rising, soaring upward to meet the alien

being.

The being's tentacles touched you and

lifted you up to its great hood where a
smaller membrane wrapped itself about you.
You knew this was merely to secure you,
to keep you from Hoating away into the
void. For you knew now that this was a
space-dweller, a creature whose nataral
habitat was space itself, knew that it could
plunge through the starry gulf at speeds
greater than light; nor did this knowledge
disturb you, for man had long known, in
this world, of motions and velocities ex-
ceeding light.

For the veriest fragment of an instant
you felt alarmed, for how could you live
in the airless, heatless deeps between worlds.
But even as these thoughts came to you,
your greater knowledge had dispelled them.
Swiftly your body became inert, your breath
stopped, your heart ceased, and, s¢ far as
could be observed, your brain had ceased
to function. Yet this was not entirely so,
for in the core of your mind remained one
little spark which would keep burning so
long as your body were not totally de-
stroyed.

And, back on Earth, in the great central
building, within the indescribable complica-
tions of a titanic machine, a connection
was made. A great eye trained itself upon
you and your steed, recording your jour-
ney. And a great brain trained itself upon
the spark that remained burning in the
core of your being, receiving impressions no
less perfectly than did your own brain
when awake.

IT WAS not until you had returned to
Earth, and your full individual con-
sciousness had been restored that you knew
what occurred after you and the alien one
had departed from Earth. You sat in the
great hall, with all available members of
the race to see records of this exploit, and

you were no less a new spectator to these
scenes than they.

You saw the creature, your mate, and
yourself plunging through the deeps of
space to come at last to a small star, long
ead. It was about the size of the moon.
At one time, you knew, it had been a
luminary, even as your own sun; then, as
it cooled, it had supported life, even as
a planet, until, finally, devoid of atmos-
phere and light, it now drifted aimlessly
in the void, dark and lifeless.

You saw the space-creature, to whom
the plunge into Earth’s atmosphere had
been as a man’s plunge to the bottom of
a deep lake to retrieve an object, finally
come to rest on its surface, saw there a
large group of similar creatures. And
there, on the barren surface of the star,
was a great building. Not only tall was
it, but spread out, and the architecture
was such that it suggested human construc-
tion.

These creatures, you knew, regarded this
building with a sort of reverence.

You entered the building, along with
the creature who had borne you here, and
found it to be a titanic planetarium. Heic
was a miniature solar system, though nc.
the solar system of the sun you knew. Thei¢
was a central group of suns, and a family
of planets and satellites, moving in many
different planes, unlike the orbits of your
own sun’s family,

Trained on one of the central suns was
what you at once recognized as a gigantic
microscope.  You peered into it and were
amazed to find that there were living crea-
tures on this little miniature, which could
not have been more than twenty feet in
diameter. For some time you gazed at
them, fascinated, even though you, yourself,
were not aware of the fact then. And
you saw further that the space-creatures
regarded this miniature as a special sort
of deity.

Now the space-creature was indicating
what had happened. One of the moons
had somehow broken away from its orbit
and was heading for this sun. Eventually
it would crash into the larger body, and
the creatures feared that the life upon their
revered star would be destroyed.

No less than you were your fellow hu-
mans in the great hall on Earth, watching
the scene, moved by this, for the beings
who lived upon this miniature world were
very similar to humans. You now beheld



yourselves examining the mechanism which
kept these artificial worlds in motion, far
above the planetarium’s floor, finding at
last a plan of the construction. Examin-
ing this plan carefully, checking with the
Eian against the controls, at last you found
ow to avert the catastrophe. By shutting
off the motive power of this moen which
had gone astray, it would settle slowly to
the floor and all would be well. Since
the whole system revolved according to
plan, and individual power-leads, rather
than gravitation, there would be no upset
in the orbits of the other little worlds,

And, as the space-creatures hovered
around you excitedly, you shut oft the in-
dividual power-lead and the moon, even
now dangerously close to the great sphere,
slowly dropped to the floor of the huge
building, idly rolling along until at last
it came to rest.

OW that the danger was averted, you

went back to the microscope to ex-
amine more carefully the sphere your ac-
tions had saved and the liffé upon it. A
strange little world, indeed, it was, and
a strange people, so much like humans in
form, even for their stalk-eyes, their flower-
like heads, and a third arm projecting from
the center of their bodies.

Then the screen in the great chamber
went blank as the being who had brought
you to the dark star prepared to return you
to your home planet.

What was the purpose of this great
planetarium? Why had no other buildings
been observed on the dark star? Who had
built the planetarium and what had become
of them? How had life occurred upon
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this central sun-sphere? Had life also oc-
curred on other of the miniatures? These
were but a few of the questions that arose.

Before the meeting had dispersed, an
expedition to go to the dark star had been
formed and you and your mate had volun-
teered to make a study of the space-creatures
for the central archives of the race.

You and your mate left the great central
hall of Earth to prepare for the expedition,
which would start in a few days. You re-
tired to an abode of your own by the
shore, leaving notices to all that you were
not to be disturbed, for you wished to be
alone together for a time before undertak-
ing this new task.

It was at this point that you awoke, sud-
denly, to find yourself in a darkened room.
What had happened? Where was your
mate? What were you doing in this strange
place?

Then you knew. Yet, even as realiza-
tion came to you, there came also the cer-
tainty that this was not merely a dream,
such as humans experience almost at any
period of sleep. You knew that this was
real, that you had lived a small part of
the future, a future wherein you dwelt.

You could not forget this, you told yous-
self. It was all far too vivid and beauti-
ful ever to forget. You wanted to set it
down in writing at that very moment, but
it was so pleasant lying there and thinking
about it. Perhaps just a few notes would
do. Besides, there was nothing to worty
about; you knew you could never forget
it. So you lay back, smiling to yourself,
until at last sleep claimed you again.

Remember ?

TARRANO the CONQUEROR
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STATION X

The Ayes and Noes of Fandom

(You are invited to send your letters of comment upon FUTURE FICTION, and scienca
fiction in general, for publication in this department, to FUTURE FICTION, 60 Hudson
Street, New York City.)

Heigh Ho, Readers. Putting Future to-
gether is a lot like piecing a jigsaw puzzle,
only in this case all the pieces do not nee-
essarily fit into a given unit. We still re-
call the chagrin we felt when, after having
to cut Les Croutch’'s story out of the August
book, we found that we'd forgotten to cut
the introduction out, too. Well, the old say-
ing “it's an ill wind . . applies here be-
cause, since we shoved it ahead, we founil
that we could fit in an illustration for it by
our new artist, Damon Knight. So everyone
should be happy on that score,

That leads up to the introductions ior
this time. Starting off, we see our old friend
Ray Cummings with his most famous “Tub-
by” story. You'd never guess, we think,
that 1t was written back in 1923 if you didn't
know it was a reprint. And we suspect
that 1f we hadn't just told you the date,
vou'd think it was no earlier a vintage than
1930. We think that was the sort of thing
Morley was driving at when he spoke of
timeless stories, some time bhack.

Fred Kummer, Jr., i8 very much of an all-
around writer. His science-fiction stories
have appeared in nearly every magazine
of that nature going, nor is this his firsi
appearance in Future. We've met fans who
swear by Kummer and lfans who swear at
Kummer—that's the Kkind of stories he
writes: they don’t just leave you indiffer-
ent. This story, we think, will put you
into the first above-mentioned type,

Just in case you didn't get the August
Future (if you didn’t. you can still get one
by sending fifteen cents io the publishers'
address—same place to which you ave in-
vited to send your letters on this issue—
and merely asking for it) we'll repeat that
Leslie F. Croutch is a Canadian, who's sold
a number of tales for Canadian magazines,
and this is his debut In an American sti
mag.

A number of readers have suggested ithat
wa use a bit of scientific fantasy. That is:
fantasy which doesn't lean toward the su-
pernatural side, but merely the great un-
known and the super-physical, leaving the
outlet for some sort of scientific explana-
tion. So here iz Paul Dennis Lavond's lit-
tle fantasy, “Something from Beyond."” The
drawing is symbolie, rather than actually
illustrating a scene.

And Morley contributes the cover story, a
tale which we think you will And unusual,
to say the least. Morley reports, by the by,
that the Bandersnatch Club is coming along
very nicely, the newest members being
Jimmy Wilson, of Wyoming, and Lilith Lor-
raine of Texas. That's their order of
joining.

Artists this issue include Hannes Bok—
whose cover for "Pogo Planet” brought down
tha house—on the cover, and Interior for

“No Star Shall Fall,” B. 1, Dolgov, whom wa
hope to use as & cover-artist some day,
John K. Forte, another cover-man—we'll re-
peail him, too—and Damon Knight. Damon
the Demon, as he is called by those who
know him, recently saw the error of his
ways and came to live in New York; once
here. we pounced upon him and put him
to work drmawing pletures. And if you like
this sample, he has plenty more up his sleeve,

You'll all be wanting to know about the
“A Million Years and a Day” contest, so
here's the dope. Winners are (1) Basll
Wells, Box 12, Springboro, Penna., (2) Bob
Studley, 210 West 109th St., New York Clty,

and (3) Carl G. Bishop, 418 Central Ave-
nue, Williamsburg, West Virginia. Thesa
winners received the Paul double-spread,

Forte full-page and Forte half-page origi-
nals respectively, Three contestants cama
close enough to winning to be listed as
drawers of honorable mention: Isaac Asi-
mov, of Brooklyn, Virginia Combs of Cran-
don, Wisconsin, and I. V. Daniel of New York

City. Mr. Woods and vour editor were the
judges.

As for the contest winner this time, the
writer of what readers thought to be the

interesting letter in the October Fn-
ture—there haven’t been many votes, but
Antony Dirka is clearly ahead. So, Tony,
it's the Bok original for “Man on the Me-

most

teor” for you, and let's see if you can re-
peat against Lhe ecompetition.
Now for a word about the Quarterly.

Science Fiction Quarterly, we call it, and not
only deoes it look neat and natty, with its
144 trimmed pages of first-rate science fc-
tion, sans advertising, but it features an out-
standing science fiction novel in each isaue.
This time, it's HRay Cummings' immortal
“Tarrano, the Conqueror,” which cops the
Paul cover, and has an interior double-spread

by Bok, Alsv jin this Summer issue are
“Harth Does Not Reply,” by Lawrence
Woods, (illustration by Dolbokov), “The
World on the Kdge of the Universe,” by

Maftin Pearson, (illustration by Bok), and
“Path of Empire,” by Hugh Raymond, (il-
lustration by Dolbokov). Dolbokov, as some
of you recall, is Hannes Bok and B. 1. Dolgov
working in collaboration; these are the Arst
Dolbokoy drawings to be published and they
aren’'t hali bad, readers tell us, As a rule,
the Quarterly gives more than three shorl
stories per issue, but “Tarrano” is quite a
long story and we knew you'd prefer to
aee fewer short tales than to have this fa-
mous novel cut. So, if You haven't a ecopy,

may we suggest that you sound out your
newsdealer right away. If he's sold out,
then you may obtain a copy by sending

twanty-Ave cents to this office and asking
for the Summer Quarterly. However, if



you hurry, that exira waft may yet be
saved.

S0, on with the show, and we start in
with the winning entries from the “Millfon
Years and a Day” contest. The first prize
winner put his entry in the form of & con-
tinuation of the story. Se, here is

"BASIL WELLS

David started toward her, horror and doubt
battling for mastery in his eyes. Had his
wife doomed the world to resumed conflict
that might hurl all mankind back inte bar-
barie chaes, or had she chosen ta wipe out
the last of humanity—leaving but two of
them alive? He swept the back of his hand
acress his eves as theugh to blot out what
he must see.

Janice was smiling as she came slowly to
him and ran slim fingers threugh his rum-
pled hair,

“Had wvou forgottem that these conirols
operate only the broadeasting units im the
Old World?" she whispered. “I pressed the
buttons that renewed the vibrations—but
only over half the world! The Old World
is dead but the New World sleeps!

“When we reach the controls in the Old
World we can restore the sleepers ta life
again and there will be no war. Half a
world is dead—true—but the younger, more
progressive civilization of the New World will
live on . . ., our people, David!”

BOB STUDLEY

8o you wanf to know what buttons Janice
;n-essed do you? Why, that's simple. Being

love with David and not wanting to take
a chance of losing him to afy possible future
rival, she pressed the buttons renewing the
sleep-vibration and they lived happily ever
after.

CARL G. BISHOP

The finish to the story “A Million Years
and a Day"” is very obvious. Janice pressed
the buttons which renewed the life in the
0ld World beeause in doing this, she had
the solution ef the way to avoid both the
annihilation of the human race and war and
bloodshed.

The Old World would awaken and would
do as the New World had intended; Janice
knew .that to kill all the human race save
David and herself would only have threwn
back the evolution of the world a miliion
years and destroyed all they had ever ae-
complished. She and David ceuld have re-
newed the race but ceuld not have lived long
enough to teach them the knowledge they
should have had; when they died the world
would have reverted to a savage state and
?Il the arts and sciences would have been
ost.

Some might say that Janice did not renew
the sleep-vibration because in so doing she
would have put David and herself to sleep
also, but from the information derived from
this story, this was impossible: the vibra-
tion affected only those in the opposite plane
from which it was operated, (It's amazing
“how many contestants overlooked this point.
Editor)

Janice and David could have awakened
both the Old and the New Worlds at the
same time, but each one having the sleep-
vibration, they would have stalemated and
would have reverted te more primitive weap-
ons in the attempt to conquer each other,
What Janice did resulted in the tables being
tfurned on the New World, but this was
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the only true bloodless solution she could
effect.

(Thus the contest closes, and we thank all
readers who fook the time to make it im-
teresting for all by writing in. Sorry you
all couldn't win, but there's still a chance
for you on the current contest. Each issue,
Future will send the original double-spread
fllustration to the writer of what the other
readers, by their votes, decide to be the most
interesting letter in Station X. Your vete
must accompany a letter of critical comment
upon Future. Editor)

Now lei's hear from

F. SCHUYLER MILLER

The “different” quality of Hannes Bok's
cover struck me as soon as I went inte the
news reom this week, and completely justifies
your trying him with color work. It at once
set the magazine off from the other science
fletion in the raeck. His distinctive style will
be a good trade mark for Future, as Paul's
was for the old “Amazing,” back in 1924
and '27.

The second surprise was seeing Cummings'
“Man on the Meteer,” for thereby hangs my
own introduetion to science fiction. I had
teethed, practically, on some of Jules Verne's
books—"Mysterious Island,” "20,000 Leagues
Under the Sea,” and "Five Weeks in a
Balloon,” theugh net his more extravagant
works—but being isclated on a farm, had
seen nothing else, unless you rate Tom Swift
as an introduetion to the boy marvels of
medern scienee fi¢tion,

Then, one Saturday, just before coming to
Scotia to enter high school, the Miller family
went to town for the week's groceries. I was
given a quarter for lunch, and started off
to get it, but en route I saw Paul's portrait
of a Martian on the cover of Seience and
Invention—and went without lunch. “The
Man on the Meteor” was well under way—
the third or fourth part, 1 think—in that
issue, and it was my introduction to Cum-
mings and to modern science fiction. But
until now I have never known how the
story started—and I am not disappointed. Tt
follows the Cummings formula, true, but it
is the strangest of all his tales, and 1 miss
only the many bizarre illustrations by Paul
which decorated the original serial. In 1926
I was anxiously waiting for “Amazing Sto-
ries” te appear, and I have not missed an
issue of any science fiction magazine, al-
though 1 am months behind on my reading
and have bheen using this summer to catch
up.

“Out of Nowhere” seemed to me the best
of the short steries, although *Pogo Planet”
had its zany peints, particularly in the char-
acter of its hero. The tragedy of “Forbidden
Flight" seemed a bit forced and limping, but
it is hard te make convincing at best. And
Bok, whom 1 disliked on his first appearance.
is definitely something. It is probably a
quibble to ebject to Saturn’'s appearing in
toto as viewed frem a point beyond and well
below the rings, when the story definitely
places Neme's meteor in the rings them-
selves, and such quibbles on points of fact
seem to have gene out of fashion of recent
years as mere and more fantasy has shared
the bhed of science fiction. I don't object to
the combination, but I do hate te see the bars
let down en science—and Future is far from
the warst offéender in this respect. I could
point te a number of publishers who hoot
louder about their aecuracy and offend with
more ncnsense than those who go quietly
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about the business of printing good stories
when and where they can find thein.

Incidentally, thanks for publishing a quar-
terly that is really a guarterly. 1 domn't oh-
ject to reprints of good stories, plainly la-
belled as such, though In a general science
fiction magazine 1 feel they should alternate
with modern stuff, and when new illustra-
tions are used for the reprint, T gladly buy
it, no matter how many other versions 1
have (always the perfect collector, you see).
But I do object to some things which have
happened in the name of being quarterlies,
and am willing to say so loudly whenever
prodded.

I think you're wise in combining: there
arve too many science fiction and fantasy
magazines. The result has been to make au-
thors lazy: they will aim at the highest pay-
ing, and the harassed editor who is shori
a big fiction budget must buy rejects or
develop new authovs, which Is an unsure ani
nerve-wracking business, I am surve. 1 have
been doing some editing in connection with
my job and know how it feels—and with you
a deadline is a deadline, and not something
that will stretch when pushed.

If I ever do get to prodncing, I hope |
can land a yarn with you some time, if for
no other reason than to see what your artists
make of the illustration. An author looks
at his own story in a very different light
when it is decorated (or occasionally marred)
by an artist's conception of scenes he has

described.
At any rate, good luck and more Bol
covers, Scotia, New York,

Your last paragraph reads very nicely to
us, Mr, Miller, because we've been one of
yvour fans since the days of “The Red
Plague,” “Dust of Destruction,” and “Through
the Vibrations,” your earliest appearing sto-
ries. So we'll be looking for that tale, and
have special lollypops for Bok and/or Dolgoyv
if all's well and we can give it (o an artist
In regard to scientific accuracy—we aren'l
80 much hipped on the straight “educational”
features of stf, and, while we don't want to
present anything as a scientific fact which
is mot a scientifie fact, still we're more in-
terested in first-rate flction, full of inspira-
tional and “dreaming” qualities than having
every phase of every story “scientifically ac-
curate.” In regard to developing new au-
thors, it is nerve-wracking at times, but
fun: Little by little, we are bringing up a
circle of Future's own writers, and, when
they are way up, we suppose they'll be try-
ing other markets, too—that's the way things
are. But it'll be a real satisfaction, when
ithat time comes, to know that they got thei
start with us. Thanks for the well wishes,
and you'll see more Bok covers.

The gentleman we now present may not be
well known to all of you. He, along with
another science fiction and fantasy author,
recently brought out an anthology of the
famous stories of the late H. P. Lovecraft,
one of the finest writers of fantasfic, weird,
and weird-scientific tales that America has
produced. But let's quote from the leaflet
accompanying the letter: “Two years ago,
Arkham House published H. P. Lovecraft's
omnibus of classic weird tales, “The Outsider
and Others' at $5.00 the copy; most of vou
to whom thils announcement is addressed
know without any further word what a fine
book that collection made, . . . Arkham House
is considering the publication of compact
full-length books of weird lales to sell at $2
the copy. The first of thesa books is sched-

uled for publication October 1, 1941; it 1s
‘Someone in the Dark, sixteen weirds by
August Derleth, a book containing what the
author considers the best among his tales
of the uncanny. If 'Someone in the Dark’ s
successful, i. e, pays the expense of publica-
tion, Arkham House will publish selections
of weirds by Clark Ashton Smith, Henry S,
Whitehead, and others,” So, readers, here is

AUGUST W. DERLETH

The leaflet is the bearer of potential good
news—if fandom co-operates. If we, as Ark-
ham House, can szell only 800 copies of each
book, printed at $2 the copy, we plan to
publish the best shorts of Merrit, C. A.
Smith, Whitehead, Bloch, Kuttner, etc., an-
thologies, ete., welrd and science-fletional ma-
terial, at the rate of four books a year—all
reprint material. Be assured we want to do
it, and “Someone in the Dark” is a Tfeeler
in that direction; if that book sells well
enough, we can go ahead with others in
the list. I think Smith is down next. Bul
the important thing to sell the fans is the
necessity of their buying every book, as in
a book club (and indeed, this is something
like a book club) so that the books will move
and pay for themselves, In short, it's a
promise of a firit rate fantasy library In a
handy, beautiful, and expensive format that
will match any book put out today—delinitely
out of the class of the average light fletion
binding, for instance—on condilion the fans
trust our judgment to bring out the books
they want. We're open to suggestion; we're
not going into this thing to make money, but
only to break even. Will yon do what you
can to forther this plan, and also let me
know what you, yvourself think of it?

Re your editorial in the new FF—most of
us, Lovecraft et al, that is, have always felt
that fantasy covers the entire fleld of the
weird on one hand, sf on the other, though
pure fantasy in literature is the work of
Stephens, Dunsany, et al, far removed from
af, and much closer to the weird.

Sauk City, Wisconsin.

We don’t think it's necessary to urge that
fans support this venture—all who received
“The Outsider and Others” know what a
splendid job of printing and binding was
done. We do wish to suggest, however, that
all interested take time off to let Mr. Der-
leth know which storles ol Clark Ashton
Smith, who is next on the list, they would
like to see in a volume of his stories, Read-
ers can also help by nominating stories for
inclusion in an anthology of weird tales, of
fantasy, and of science fiction. And Mr. Der-
leth might be interested in suggestions for a
volume or two of the best stories of favorite
science-fiction writers . . . or of reprints of
outstanding science-fiction novels which may
have seen print but once in some magazine
now difficult, or virtually impossible, to
obtain,

The idea of a fantasy book club appeals to
us very highly; If enough fans were to write
Mr. Derleth pledging membership and a min-
imum annual support, it might be worked
out. In the meantime, Future will be happy
to keep yon posted on latest developments.
Watch pur department, Futurian Times.

This one iz short and sour. The writer is

A, L. SCHWARTZ
Yngvi is not a louse. You are. What the
hell is the idea of using small type? Aincha
got no consideration for our eyes?
Insistently yours,
229 Washington Street, Dorchester, Mass,



Matter of fact, Mr. Schwartz, you are the
only one, so far, who's complained about our
new size type, while we've received a number
of very nice compliments on it. Suppose you
seg if you can find a few thousand Future
readers who agree with you, then we may be
able to do something about it. Though, per-
sonally, we think it's pretiy snazzy, Now,
we present

EARL BARR HANSON

Congrats on the latest Sclence Fiction
Quarterly and especially the October Future.

Evidently you have access to the old Sei-
ence and Invention flles. If able, how abour
reprinting MaClure's “Ark of the Covebant,”
Fezandie's “Doctor Hackensaw's Secrets” (as
a series), Cummings’ “Around the Universe"
(It's here. Editor), John Martin Lealhy's “The
Living Death,” Cummings’ “Into the Fourth
Dimension” (almost forgolten) and some of
his “Tales of the Scientific Club.”

Your filne new illustrations bring new zest
to the old classics,

812 SW 1st Street, Miami, Florida.

‘We'll look up those sugzested reprint sto-
ries, However, we're happy to say that we
beat you to the draw on “Around the Uni-
verse” and—well, we may as well announce
it now—The Quarterly’s feature iz to be
“Into the Fourth Dimension.”

Now, here's a frank letter from

4. 5. KLIMARIS

Every once in a while sheer desperation
Torces us to go tramping (o the neavest news-
stand to buy up the current crop of “science”
fiction in the hope of finding something read-
ably entertaining.. August Future Fiction,
alas, was there too,

Well, let’s see what the record is. Forte's
cover, very good. Must be a hangover from
1927, but the sight of winged rockeis bombing
a many-colored city still gets me.

As for the featured “novel” “They Neve
Come Back"-—much could be said, but the
less said the better. Nowadays one can'
be too particular about making a living, and
it Fritz Leiber makes a living dishing out
such monstrous dung, who am I to tell him
what to do? All [ can do is fervently pray
that in the next issue ye editor finds some-
thing that someone who's passed his seventh
birthday ean read,

“Topaz Gate” was another stinker, “The
story is so significantly parallel to Earthly
history,” Haw! Mr, Bilish is a humorist
as well! But, like in the movies, I'm afraid
that “any resemblance 18 purely accidental.”
Let's dismmiss any comment upon the overly
trite “power-mad ex-plumber” and the golden
qualities of the beloved monarch, and, with-
out another word, toss Mr, Blish to the anx-
lous and hungry lions.

But cheer up, Mr, Editor, there are one or
iwo things to commend you for. After all,
in every editor's life; a little rain of acid
must fall.

If you expected only a littla circulation-
increase trout on the end of the “Million
Years and a Day” line, I'm afraid that vou've
copped a pretty big whale. The idea of sci-
ence fiction brain teasers is a whopper. If
you guarantee something similar in every is-
sue, editor, I promise to buy every damn
issue no matter how god awful the rest of
the stories are. I spent half the night try-
ing to figure out which buttons to press, to
no avail. So instead of mailing in my en-
iry, I think I'll let some other worthy gentle-
man take the prize. Bravo, editor!
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Morrison's “The Barbarians” was not only
good reading but pretty interesting reading
at that. I rate it the best story in the issue,
If Morrison can duplicate it in quality, let's
see some more of his stuff. Who's the gent,
by the way?

Saari's “Shadowless World" is an example
of a fellow who tosses away diamonds in or-
der to pick up a piece of wood underneath.
He had a whale of a good story in the idea
of Zeymo being responsible for the develop-
ment of the world, But instead of using fit,
he drowns it in a pile of nonsense about a
millionaire playboy who's a genius in dis-
guise, Why don't scientifiction writers learn
to write? Why doesn’t someone send them
back to college to learn what makes a story—
it might do some good, who knows?

Your editorial on the weird and the fan-
tastic was very good. Having defined science
fiction, all that remains, Mr, Editor, is foi
vou to explain it to youmr writers—perhaps
we may see some good sclentifiction, then,
in the not-too-distant future.

After filling up a page, Mr. Morey finally
comes to the conclusion that the test of a
sclence fiction classic is its modernity. Well,
well, well! Now, Mr. Morley, just what the

hell is a “modern outlook”™?
“What type of writing has survived
through the ages?” asks Mr. Movley, and

then, “Exclude from this category all those
items ot classic fame which were stuffed
down your throat during school days and
which you privately and frankly thought to
be epitomes of utter horedom.”

What arrant nonsense!

Exclude Shakespeare? Goldsmith? Grey?
Forget all about Stevenson? Poe? Scott?
Tolstoy? What sort of bull is this Morley
throwing? 1Is he serious?

The fault, dear Wilfred, was not in the
classics which bored you when you studied
them, but perhaps in your own inability to
understand them at that time, or in the In-
ability of your teachers to make them pal-
atable to yvou.

Science fiction can become classic only
when it becomes living literature. And M-
erature, dear Morley, is alive when it is an
emotional expression of human experience or
human aspiration. Sclence fiction ean be-
come living literature when it fulfills that
requirement. What true science fiction
reader has not wept with Mary Shelley's
monster that tried to win the love and un-
derstanding of Dr. Frankenstein? Who has
not felt a lump in his throat as Nemo's Nau-
tilus finally sank beneath the waves after de-
fying mankind and twenty thousand leagues
under the sea? Who has not looked uneasily
up at the strange stars after the War of
the Worlds ended? Who has been able to
sail ealmly over a guiet sea after Poe's “De-
scent into a Maelstrom”? Who among us s
not a Ifaust or a Manfred?

In the light of such living literature, and
they are also science fiction classics, Morley’s
words about “modern outlook” fade away into
nothingness.

46 Ten Eyck Street, Brooklyn, New York.

We really appreciate your criticism, Mr.
Klimaris, and will wait eagerly to see if
current selections come closer to your ldea
of good reading., Looks as if a controversy
has been started over Morley’s article, mo
we'll let him speak for himself. Here he is,
Mr. Klimaris.

WILFRED OWEN MORLEY
It would seem as if I didn't have a leg to
stand on, but I really think that 'the main
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difficnlty lies in the interpretation of my
phrase “modern outlook” and readily admit
that a betier one should and could have
been used. Perhaps “universal,” “timeless,”
or “progressive” would have been better.

First of all, just for your private edifica-
tion, Mr. Klimaris, I was by no means bored
by Shakespeave, Stevenson, Scott, etc, when
we studied them in school. Nor, unless they
were all consummate actors, were the major-
ity of the classes in which 1 studied, and
they were a very good cross-section of a
large town, too. We acted out Shakespeare's
“MacBeth,” “Julius Caesar,” ete., in the
course of studying (let's mot talk about the
quality of the interpretations) and so far as
I know, English Lit. was one period which
never lasted long enough for us.

But there are a good many works, labelled
“gclassics” by pedants, and often run in on
otherwise innocent students, which are unut-

terably dull—and likely as not, the aftermath -

of these is enough to make the hapless stu-
dent flinch at the name “classic.” It was
this sort of thing at which I was driving in
the sentence which you dissected with sueh
precision.

These stories which you mention in your
last paragraph all have the "timeless” quality
to which I refer. They are not bound up in
the very local and limited concepts of any
given period, even though the writing may,
In some cases, be archaic. What 1 meant
by “modern outlook” was this: read any of
these examples of “living literature” and you
do not get the teeling of being cramped into
the obsolete concepts, superstitions, conceits,
ete., of a long-dead age. There is something
in them that will be new and “meodern” so
long as homo sap remains as he is, es-
sentially. Your letter admirably gives the
substance of what I thought I was saying,
and 1 appreciate your successful presenta-
tion of the subject, even if it does show up
my apparent failure to get it across.

Here's hoping 1'll see many more of your
stimulating letters in Station X. Oh yes, and
here’s an aside to you, Mr. Editor. Would
you just as soon not publish my address? |
haven't the time for correspondence.

New York City.

Okay, Morley, old fellow., We'll awail re-
marks from Klimaris on your answer. And
now, on to

VIRGINIA H. COMBS

As for the mest sensible letter in the cur-
rent (pct.} issue of Future, I think Antony
Dirka's takes my vote. He seems to know
what he wanis and te have a mind of his
own. 1 like that. Being a female of voting
age (jusi), 1 have very definite ideas myself.

I liked this issue of Future a great deal,
“Man on the Meteor” is one of the best by
Ra- Cuommings that 1 have read in a long
time. Not that Mr. Cummings does not al-
ways do a good job, but I just can't read
.his stories alone, and there are others that
stand out in my memory and arouse the
fondest recollections long afterwards. “Across
the Ages" ranked second ... good yarn , .
I liked those descriptions of Mars.
comes next . . . heek, it's better
others stories. (!!! Editor.)

The others deserve no more than numerieal

Station X
than the

rating. 4. “The Thought Feeders” . . , worth
reading, odd idea. Fair. 5. “Forbidden
Flight” . . . I must say Conant got rid of
'em in a hurry. It had the bitter irony of
truth. 6. *“Pogo Planet” ., , . I have four

brothers, so 1 have no illusions about them

as wear the panis. Emperor Ajax is so
darned typical of conceited masculinity that
1 almost liked him, 7. “Out of Nowhere”
« « + I hesitated a long  time hefore rating
this last, but somehow 1 liked the others
better., Bul it's good.

Let's have mwore Pearson. Soon!

Futurian Times rates as interesting, but 1

don't care for it overmuch. Still, I think
such a department is necessary . . . and
this is the best of its type I've run across
yet.

Bok on the cover. Ahhhhhhhhhbhhhhhhb!
Yum, yum. How does he do it? Turn out
such delectable pix all the time, I mean.

(We feed him regularly on Futurian Chop
Suey. That stimulates his imagination. Ed-
itar.) John Forte displays a refreshing clear-
ness of drawing that makes him oustanding,
Let's have lots more of him, too.

. Dolgov and Bok together are swell, same
way by themselves, but together, it's like
having ice-cream and watermelon for one
meal, Box 907, Crandon, Wisconsin.

Maybe we're more than usually dense to-
day, but haven't you sort of contradicted
yourself? You say that, outside of the first
two mentioned, the rest of the stories deserve
no more than numerical rating, but the com-
ments you made on each, going so far as te
rate the least of them goeod, somewhat belles
that.

However, we won't be anywhere near sat-
isfied until a majority of readers write in
and tell us that the last-ranking story was
excellent. And that means a long, hard pull
ahead for authors and editor alike,

Incidentally, forgot to include a PS
on Morley's lettér, but it can go here just
as- well, He says: “Pardon the conceit,
but, just in case it may be justified, please
tell readers that I'm not in the competition
for the prize double-spread drawing this
time, or any other time.”

And, to bring up another side-issue, we
notice that, here and there we have made
what appear some rather definite statpments
upon various authors and stories. These are
just our opinions, subject to change on any
number of fronts, your desires being one of
them, We are not out to squelch any reader
or to try to impress our opinions upon you,
so if you disagree with anything we say,
don’t hesitate to come back with both barrels.
We'll publish your rebuttal if possible. Comes
now a letter from

DAMGN KNIGHT
Dear Do¢,

Okay, you asked for it:

Score 10 en 