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Grasshopper Mind

OU know this man as well as you know YCURSELF. His
" mind nibbles at EVERYTHING and masters NOTHING.

At home in the evening he tunes in the radio—gets tired of
it—then glances through a MAGAZINE—can't get interested.
Finally, unable to CONCENTRATE on anything, he either goes
to the MOVIES or FALLS ASLEEP in his chair.

At the OFFICE he always takes up the EASIEST thing first,
puts. it down when it gets HARD, and starts something else.
JUMPS from ONE THING TO ANOTHER all the time!

There are thousands of these PEOPLE WITH GRASS-
HOPPER MINDS in the world. In fact they are.the very people
who do the world’s MOST TIRESOME TASKS—and get but a
PITTANCE for their work.

They do the world’s CLERICAL WORK, and routine
drudgery. Day after day, week after week, month after month,
year after year—ENDLESSLY—they HANG ON to the jobs
that are smallest-salaried, longest-houred, least interesting, and
poorest-futured!

If YOU have a ‘‘grasshopper mind’’ you know that this is
TRUE. And you know WHY it is true. Even the BLAZING
SUN can’t burn a hole in a little piece of TISSUE PAPER unless
its rays are focussed and concentrated ON ONE SPOT!

A BRAIN THAT BALKS at sticking to ONE THING FOR
MORE THAN A FEW MINUTES surely cannot be depended
upon to get you anywhere in your YEARS of life!

The TRAGEDY ot" it all is this: you know that RIGHT

NOW you are merely jumping HERE AND THERE. Yet you
also know that you have WITHIN YOU the intelligence, the
earnestness, and the ability that can take you right to the high
place you want to reach in life!

What is WRONG? WHAT’S holding you back?

Just one fact—one SCIENTIFIC fact. That is all. And when
you know what it IS, then you can easily learn how to apply it;
make it carry you STEADILY, POSITIVELY, AND DIRECTLY
to prosperity and independence.

That fact is one which has been PROVEN and stated by the
world’s foremost scientists and psychologists. You are only ONE-
TENTH as successful as you COULD be! Why? BECAUSE, as
Science says, you are using only ONE-TENTH of your real
BRAIN-POWERI!

TEN per cent of his brain is all the AVERAGE person
uses. He is paid for ONE-TENTH of what he really possesses
because that is all he actually USES. The remainder lies dormant.
The longer it is unused, the harder it becomes to use it. For the
mind is like a muscle. It grows in power through exercise and use.
It weakens and deteriorates with idleness.

What can you DO about it? That is the question you are
asking yourself. Here is a suggestion.

Spend 2c for a postage stamp. Send in the coupon below for

- a copy of ‘‘Scientific Mind Training.”” There is no further obliga-

tion whatever. You need not spend another penny.

+.. This little book will tell you the secret of self-confidence, of a
strong will, of a powerful memory, of unflagging concentration.
It tells youw-how to acquire directive powers, how to train your
imagination (the greatest force in the world), how to make quick,
accurate decisions, how to reason logically—in short, how to make
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your brain an instrument of all-are~nd POWER. It tells you
how to banish the negative qualities like forgetfulness, brain fag,
inertia, indecision, self-consciousness, lack of ideas, mind wan-
dering, lack of system, procrastination, timidity.

Men like Judge Ben B. Lindsey, Sir Harry Lauder, Prince
Charles of Sweden, Jerome K. Jerome, the famous novelist; Frank
P. Walsh, Chairman of the National War Labor Board, and hun-
dreds of others equally famous, praise the simple method of
increasing brain power and thought power described in this free,
book. ‘OVER 700,000 OTHERS PRAISE IT.

You have only TWO CENTS to lose by writing for your
copy. You may GAIN thousands of dollars, peace of mind, hap-
piness, independence!

Thousands who rqa.d this announcement will DO NOTHING
about it. The effort and the will needed to send for this book—
which is FREE—may be lacking. How can these people EVER

gain what they hope for, crave for? They are the skeptics, the -

doubters, the ‘‘show me’’ wiseacres.

Other thousands wilk say, ‘I can lose only TWO CENTS.
I may GAIN a great deal by reading ‘Scientific Mind Training.’
I will send for it NOW. It promises too much for me to RISK
MISSING.” ‘

The thousands who are open minded—who are willing to learn
something to their advantage—will ACT on their impulse to
send the coupon. They will be better, stronger minded for having
TAKEN SOME ACTION about their lives, even if they do noth-
ing more than to READ a booklet about the inner workings of the
mind. For your own sake—and for the sake of your loved ones,
don’t continue to GAMBLE that your future will be bright
whether or not you DO anything about it! Mail the coupon today
—NOW.

THE PELMAN INSTITUTE OF AMERICA
Suite 2251, 71 West 45th Street, New York City

Offices in London, Paris, Stockholm, Delhi,
Durban and Melbourne

The Pelman Institute of America
Swte 2251, 71 West 45th Street,

New York City

Please send me without obligation yoin' free booklet,
“‘Scientific Mind Training.”” This does not place me under any
obligation and no salesman is to call on me.

-Name
Address
City.

State.....
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Yoy Were
NG TO-

and T offered something that would give you ften years more ta
live, would you take it? You'd grab it. Well, fellows, I've gof
it, but don’t wait till you're dying or it won’t do you a bit of good.
It will then be too late. Right now is the time. Tomorrow or
any day, some disease will get you and if you have not
equipped yourself to fight it off, you're gone. I don’t claim to
ciire disease, I am not a medical doctor, but I'll put you in such
condition that the doctor will starve to death waiting for you to
take sick. Can you imagine a mosquito trying to bite a brick
wall? A fine chance,

A RE-BUILT MAN

I like to get the weak ones. I delight in getting hold of a man
who has been turned down as hopeless by others. It's easy
enough to finish a task that’s more than half done. But give me
the weak, sickly chap and watch him grow stronger. That's what
I like. It's fun to me because I know I can do it and I like to
give the other fellow the laugh. I don’t just give you a veneer
of muscle that looks good to others. I work on you both inside
and out, I not only put big, massive arms and legs on you, but I
build up those inner muscles that surround your vital organs.
The kind that give you real pep and energy, the kind that fire you
with ambition and the courage to tackle anything set before you,

ALL 1 ASK IS NINETY DAYS

Who says it takes years to get in shape? Show me the man
who makes any such claims and I'll make him eat his words. I'll
put one full inch on your arm in just 30 days. Yes, and two full
inches on your chest in the same length of time. Meanwhile,
T’'m putting life and pep into your old back-bone. And from

“then on, just watch ’em grow. At the end of thirty days you

worr’'t know yourself. Your whole body will take on an entirely
different appearance, But yow've only started. Now comes the
real works. I've only built my foundation. I want just 60 days
more (90 in all) and you'll make those friends of yours who
think they’re strong look like something the cat dragged in.

A REAL MAN

When I'm through with you you’re a real man. The kind that can
prove it. You will be able to do things you had thought impossible.
And the beauty of it is you keep on going., Your deep, full chest
breathes in rich, pure air, stimulating your blood and making you just
bubble over with vim and vitality, Your huge square shoulders and
your massive muscular arms have that craving for the exercise of a regular
he-man. You have the flash to your eye and the pep to your step that
will make you admired and sought after in both the business and
social world.

This is no idle prattle, fellows. If you doubt me make me prove it.
Go ahead, I like it. I have already done this for thousands of others
and my records are unchallenged. What I have done for them, I will
do for you. Come then, for time flies and every day counts. Let this

very day be the beginning of new life to you.

Send Lor My New

G % Page Book

page.

Dept. 3801

IT IS
FREE

NIGHT

WILLIAMSON 673

EARLE LIEDERMAN, the Muscle Builder
Author of “Muscle Building”, “Science of Wrestling”, “Secrets
- of Strength”, “Here’s Health”, “Endurance”, Etc.

2,

IT IS FREE

It contains over four dozen full-page photographs of myself and some
of the many prize-winning pupils I have trainctf'.

to me as pitiful weaklings, imploring me to help them. Look them over
now and you will marvel at their present physiques. This book
will prove to be an impetus and a real inspiration to you, It will thrill
you through and through. And it’s all yours, I don’t ask a cent. This
will not obligate you at all, but for the sake of your future health and
happiness do not put it off. Send today—right now before you turn this

Some of these came

EARLE LIEDERMAN
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DON'T
SEND ONE
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YOUR
NAME
AND
ADDRESS
ON A
POSTAL
WILL DO

305 Broadway, New York City

EARLE LIEDERMAN,

)
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Dept. 3801, 305 Broadway, :
New York City. [
~Dear Sir: Please send me, without any obliga. :
tion on my part whatever, a copy of your latest 1
book, “Muscular Development.” i
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this month is shown the strange sentient
visitor from outer space, dominating the
precincts of Loon Marsh. His feelers, end-
ing in purple disks, are ready to extend over
the marsh., On the edge of the marsh are
shown the brave men, armed with rlﬂ.es,
who are attempting to shoot down the in-
vader.

NEXT MONTH

earthlings are too often apt to assume that our dominance over
other forms of life on this planét is a natural and inevitable
thing. We believe it is our right to have domestic animals at
our service, and to have animals supply us with a great deal of
our food. That there no inevitability about this state of affairs,
Mr. Flagg brings out very convincingly in his thrilling story. It
is possible, as he indicates, that the natural conditions of a land
may be such that some other form of life will be in the ascen-
dency and man relegated to an inferior, or even degrading posi-
tion. Mr. Flagg has worked out this theme in a most wonderful
manner and, we are sure, you will be as thrilled with his story
as we werse.

STREAMERS OF DEATH, by Henrik Dahl Juve. This author,
so well known to readers of “Air Wonder Stories,” now turns his
versatile talents to an unusual story of the control of natural
forces. It is well known that we are very much affected, both
physically and mentally, by the world about us. The Aurora
Borealis is more than a striking display of color; it is, in fact, an
electro-magnetic phenomenon which exercises a great effect on
the lives, particularly of those living in the northern part of the
northern hemisphere. It is possible to produce such phenomena
artificially and, if one did so, he would exercise a great power
over the lives of all of us. How this is done is told by Mr. Juve in
a very dramatic and a very convincing story.

A RESCUE FROM JUPITER, by Gawain Edwards. Many
scientists believe that, due to its great distance from the sun, it is
impossible for the planet Jupiter to support life. It is true that
the planet would receive only one twenty-seventh of the light
and heat from the sun that the earth does, but we know so little
about that giant planet of the solar system that it is impossible,
as Mr. Edwards points out, to be sure that there are not some
internal conditions of the planet which would render it habitable.
Mr. Edwards has written a marvelous interplanetarian story,
and, as one of our newest and most promising science fiction
authors, we believe that he will be welcomed heartily by our
readers after they have read his first story.
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asy Way

ELECTRICITY

for $5 raises ina dull, h\opeless job. Now..,and

forever. .. say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. Let me show you how

to qualif
NOT IS;

earn

y Actual Work

Lack of experience—age, or ad-
vanced education bars no one,
I don’t careif you don’t know

an armature from an air
brake—I don’t exgect you
to! I don’t care if you’re
16yearsold or48—itmakes
nodifference! Don’tletlack
of money stopyou. Mostof
the men at Coyne have no
more money thanyouhave.

Railroad Fare
Allowed

I will allow your railroad
fare to Chicago, and if you
shouldneed part-timework
I’ll assist you toit. Then,
in 12 brief weeks, in the

reat roaring shops of

oyne, I train you as you
never dreamed you could
be trained on a gigantic
outlay of electrical appa~
ratus. .. costing hundreds

of thousands of dollars. .. real
dynamos, engines, power plants,
ards, transmitting
stations . . . everything from door-
bells to farm power and lighting
. . . full-sized . . . in full operation

autos, switch

every day! newest lg.lnd miost
NoBooks-NoPrintedLessons  Evismenictsiing,

No books, no baffling charts . . . all
real actual work . . . right here in
the great Coyneschool . . . building

for jo

s leading to salaries of $50, $60 and up, a week, in Electrici

correspondence, but by an amazing way to teach, RIGHT HE

Prepare for Jobs
Like These
Here are a few of hundreds of
positions open to Coyne-trained
men. Our free employment
bureau gives you lifetime em-

ployment service.
ArmatureExpert, to $100 a Wk,
Substation O; erntor‘l
!&) 8 Week und o
Auto Electrician $110 a Wee!
Inventor.......... imited
Maintenance Engnﬁess Week
up a Wee
Service Station Owner
< up to $200 a Week
Radio Expert up to $100 a Week

NowinOur
New Home

This is our new, fire-
proof, modern home
wherein is installed
thousands of dol-
lars’ worth of the

Every comfort and
convenfence has been
arranged to make you
happy and contented
d your training.

IN THE GREAT COYNE SHOPS, You beoes wa. practical

: Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine!

Without Lessons

— in the Great Shops of Coyne

real batteries . . . winding real
armatures, operating real mo-
tors, dynamos and generators,

wiring houses, ete., etec.
That’s a glimpse of how
wemakeyou a masterprac-
tical electrician in 90 days,
teaching youfarmore than
the average ordinary elec-
trician ever knows and fit-
ting you to step into jobs
leading to big pay immedi-
ately after graduation.
Here, in this world-famous
Parent school—and no-
where else in the world —
can you get this training!

Jobs-Pay-Future

Dont’ worry about a job,
Coyne training settles the
job question for life. De-
mand for Coyne men often
exceeds the supply. Our

FREE Book

expert in 90 days!

in 90 DAYS

employment bureau gives you a lifetime
gervice. Two weeks after graduation,
Clyde F. Hart got a position aselectrician
for the Great WesternRailroad at over$100
a week. That’s not unausual. We can point
to Coyne men making up to $600 a month.
$60 a weekis only the beginning of your op-
portunity. You can go into radio, battery,
or automotive electrical business for your-
self and make up to $15,000 a year.

GET THE FACTS

Coyne is your one great chance to getinto
electricity. Every obstacle is removed.
This school is 30 years old—Coyne train-
ingistested—proven beyond alldoubt—en-
dorsed by many large electrical concerns.
You can find out everything absolutely
free, Simply mail the coupon and let me
send you the big, free Coyne book of 160
photographs. . . facts. . . jobs. .. salaries !
«+. Opportunities. Tells you how
manyearn expenseswhile train-
ing and how we assist our grad-
uates in the field. This does not
obligate you, So act atonce,
Just mail coupon,

Get This

Mr. H, C. LEWIS, President

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. 1081
500 S. Paulina St., Chicago, Iil.

Dear Mr, Lewis:

Without obligationsend meyour big free catalog and
all details of Railroad Fare to Chicago, Free Employe
ment Service, Radio, Aviation Electricity, and Autoe
motive Courses, and how I can “‘earn while learning.”

COY NE ":CTRICAL SCHOOL

500 S, Paulina Street - Dept. 10-81

I

o
ELECTRICAL SCHOOL |
|

|

= Chicago, Illinois

Ciwwl!l'l'll'l AR AR TR RN RN 'm“l'!...‘.u...l..--:l~




676 SCIENCE WONDER STORIES

LET RCA INSTITUTES START

YOU ON THE ROAD T0....

SUCCESS ~RADIO

Radio needs you . . . That’swhy the entire Radio industry

is calling for trained men ... That’s why thousands of

men who answered these advertisements are now earning

from $2,000 and up a year. Radio is thrilling work ...

easy hours, too, vacations with pay and a chance to see

the world, Manufacturers and broadcasting stations are

now eagerly seeking trained RCA men ... Aviation and

radio in the movies also provide innumer-

able opportunities . . . Millions of sets need

Radio Mechanic  servicing . . . thousands of ships require ex-

and Inspector perienced operators . . . Never before was
$1800 to $4000  there an opportunity like this,

a Year.
This is the Only Course Sponsored by
Radio Corporation of America

RCA sets the standards for the entire Radio
industry . . . The RCA Institutes’ Home
Laboratory Training Course enables you to
quickly learn all the secrets of Radio...In
your spare time, in only an hour or so a day,
you can obtain a thorough, practical educa-
tion in Radio. .. You get the inside infor-
mation, too, because you study right at the
source of all the latest, up-to-the-minute
developments. RCA, theworld’slargest Radio
organization sponsors every single detail in
this course,

You learn Radio by actual experience with
the remarkable outlay of apparatus given to
every student. You learn the “How” as well
as the “Why” of every Radio problem, such
Land Station  as repairing, installing and servicing fine sets.
Operator$1800  That’s why every graduate of RCA Institutes
to$4000aYear.  has the experience, the ability and the con-
fidence to hold a big-money Radio job.

For the added convenience of students who prefer
a Resident Study Course, RCA Institutes, Inc., has
established Resident Schools in the following cities:

NewYork . « « « « « « 326Broadway
Boston, Mass. . . . . 899 Boylston St.
Philadelphia, Pa. . . 1211 Chestnut St.
Baltimore, Md. . . 1215 North Charles St.
Newark,N.J. . . « « . 560Broad St.

Graduates of both the Home Laboratory Training
Course and the Resident Schools receive exactly the
same training and enjoy the same privileges so far
as jobs and salaries are concerned. And every Home
Study graduate may also attend any one of our
resident schools for post-graduate instruction at no
extra charge.

ators $1800 to
$4800a Year.

Graduates of RCA Institutes Find It
Easier to Get Good Jobs

They are closest to the source of Radio’s
greatest achievements because the progress
of Radio is measured by the accomplishments
of the great engineers in the huge research
laboratories of the Radio Corporation of
America.

Students of RCA Institutes get first-hand
knowledge, get it quickly and get it complete.
Success in Radio depends upon training and
that’s the training you get with RCA Insti-
tutes. That’s why every graduate who de-
sired a position has been able to get one...
That’s why graduates are always in big
demand.

Study Radio at the Oldest and Largest
Commercial Training Organization in
the World

Send for our Free Book . . . or step in at one
of our resident schools and see how thou-
sands of men are already on the road to
success in Radio. Remember that you, too,
can be successful . . . can speed up your earn-
ing capacity . . « can earn more money in
Radio than you ever earned before. The
man who trains today will hold down the
big-money Radio job of the future, Come in
and get our free book or send for it by mail.
Everything you want to know about Radio.
40 fascinating pages, packed with pictures
and descriptions of the brilliant oppor-
tunities in this gigantic, world-wide money-
making profession.

See for yourself why graduates of RCA In
stitutes now occupy thousands of well-paid
positions. These positions are usually avail-
able in from 3 to 10 days after graduation
for men who can qualify, RCA Institutes
will back you up to the limit. Our catalogue

. is yours free .. . SEND FOR IT TODAY!

Clip this Coupon NOW!?

RCA INSTITUTES. INC.

Formerly Radio Institute of America I

RCA INSTITUTES, Inc.
Dept. SWS-1, 326 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

Gentlemen: Please send me your FREE 40-page book which illus-
trates the brilliant opportunities in Radio and describes your
laboratory-method of instruction-at home
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These nationally-known educators pass upon the scientific principles of all stories.

WONDERS OF OTHER WORLDS

By Huco GERNSBACK

HE subject which is undoubfedly uppermost in the
Wi mind of every lover of astronomy today is the pos-
| sibility of the existence of other worlds similar to
the earth.

The astronomer will tell us—and this is the view
2 generally held today—that the conditions which
produced our planet and its life are quite exceptional. The theory
held by most astrophysicists today is that another sun passed near
our own, some billions of years ago, and created a tremendous
tidal pull on our sun; the latter then threw off vast masses of
matter, which solidified into our planets, There are many proofs
of the correctness of this theory. But, admitting that this pheno-
menon is rather rare, it should always be borne in mind that the
number of years, which may pass before the same condition is
reproduced elsewhere, is of no importance; and that even a bil-
lion years is but a fleeting moment, if compared to the life of the
universe itself. : :

Nature, however, never works in small units. There are bil-
lions of suns, millions of nebulae, scattered thrugh space;
it is almost certain that, in not a few instances, a planetary system
like our own has been repeated somewhere else. Whether these
are in our own “island universe” or in some other universe, mat-
ters not. The important point is, that there are probably many
planets rotating about other suns and receiving the same degree
of heat and light as our earth; and, if that is the case, we may be
quite certain that life has a favorable chance to exist on such a
planet.

It is true that the exact conditions of our own earth are, in all
probability, not duplicated once in a million solar systems. But
there are billions of such systems; and therefore the mathema-
tical probabilities favor the existence of life in other universes.

Of course, the nature of the life on other planets is anybody’s
guess. Life often takes the most improbable shapes; and we
know from our own ‘earth that, no matter how fantastic our
imagination, nature usually goes us one better and produces
things even more fantastic. ‘

But the chances are that the exact counterpart of a human
being is mot found anywhere else; even though it seems certain
that high intelligence, as we know it, exists elsewhere. :
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Most of the life on our earth cannot exist for any length of
time at a temperature twenty or thirty degrees (centigrade) be-
low freezing or at the boiling point of water. In other words,
life as we know it exists over only an exceedingly narrow temper-
ature range. There is, however, no good reason for believing that
other forms of life may not exist, even near the absolute zero.
The famous Swedish savant, Arrhenius, many years ago proposed
the theory that life-bearing spores could easily be driven by the
force of light-radiation through interstellar space, where the
temperature is not far from the absolute zero. - If such spores
should finally land on some favorable spot, a more complex life
migkt no doubt develop. .

Naturally, the conditions on other worlds would be vastly dif-
ferent in many other respects from what we have on earth.

For instance, the blanket of atmosphere that surrounds our
earth is probably vastly different in extent and quality from
those of other worlds. We can conceive of a planet whose atmos-
phere lets through ultra-violet and other rays in a different de-
gree than does our own atmosphere. This alone would certainly
change life to a marked degree. Then, a goodly proportion of
our stars are so-called “binaries,” that is, double stars; and, when
we imagine a planet rotating around one of these double suns, we
again find conditions totally different from those on earth. A
planet with its face turned constantly towards either of the two
suns would have daylight over a goodly portion of the globe at
all times; in other words, the planet would be lighted from all
sides. Even though the planet were rotating like our earth, so
far as its heat and light are concerned there would be peculiar
phenomena. It is also quite possible that each sun might supply
different amounts of light or different rays—all depending upon
the age of the stars. A hot mature star emits light whose spec-
trum tends towards the violet, while the cooler stars, both younger
and older, emit redder light. All of this would cause profound
differences in the living conditions of the planets revolving about
a double star. The tides would, of course, be twofold, similar to
the double pull on the earth from the moon and from the sun.

All of this, however, is pure speculation; because nothing of
other worlds is known, and the chances are that, because of the
terrific distances that separate us, even from our nearest stars,
very little will ever be known.
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The silk-clad people from the machine remained with the same expression of intense per-
plexity on their faces. The old man, however, vl:‘as leading the weeping girl back up the
gangplan
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" demanded in his slow, deliberate way:

*

" because three years ago your fiancée

day. I had been lecturing him for being a moody

recluse, and had been trying my best to get him to
come out to spend an evening in the society of young
people. He sat with his back turned toward me, his
head bent over a blue-covered book, and paid no atten-
tion to me. Suddenly he slammed the book face down
on the table and wheeled ponderously around at me.
- “You mean a man is in love, not with
a particular girl but with a type,” he

“Is that it?”

I nodded. :

“All these fellows who would die for
the only girl in the world,” I replied,
“could die quite as devotedly and en-
thusiastically for any other girl of her
particular physical and - dispositional
type. And yet here a fine, well-situated
young fellow like you goes moping

was suddenly killed in an unfortunate
accident. Any competent artist or
novelist—one who knows his business—
or movie producer, could pick out
dozens or hundreds of her type who
could make you just as happy and cause
you to act just as foolish, as she did.
But, since you won’t hire a qualified expert to select
your type for you, you’ve got to get out and mix with
people. You can’t find her by grinding around here.”
Wendelin stared for some minutes in silence.
“You mean well, Bill,” he said in a low voice. “I’'m
grateful to you. You may possibly even be correct
about your types. But not for me. Listen, Bill.” He
stopped a moment and looked at me gravely: “There

.

~isn’t a girl in this world that I could love!”

I didn’t pay any exceptional attention to that at the
time. It sounded like the same thing that any man
would say under the circumstances; and Wendelin,
being dogged and ponderous, was taking three years
to get over his sorrow, where another would have
forgotten it in as many months. I kept on trying to

- persuade him to go out for the evening with me. It

was only later that memory brought back to me the
deep reverberation of
his solemn words. He
placed a slight accent on
the “this”:

“There isn’t a girl in
this world that I could
love!”

Fate has 'a curious
way of astonishing us
with things which she
has plainly prophesied
to us long before. When
the time came and Wen-
delin married a girl who
was not of this world,
nor even of this #ime,

fiction story.

DR. MILES J

ERE 1s, truly, a most remarkable science-
We could easily wax

enthusiastic over it, but would rather
have you do so; and, if the editor is mot mis-
taken, this story will cause no end of com-
ment. One thing, the story. is based upon pure
science; and, in this case, the science comes
pretty close to assuming the impossible, as it
very often does. It is usuolly that which is
unknown to wus that we identify with the
“Umpossible.” But, very often, the impossible
becomes the commonplace.

The Fitzgerald contraction theory is today
accepted by all-scientists; but, like many other
branches of pure science, the contraction
theory has never been translated into practice.
Dr. Breuer has token a difficult subject and
~\ made a wonderful story from it.

e e o T

THE FITZGERALD CONTRACTION

i By the Author of “The Girl From Mars”
I REMEMBER Wendelin’s words vividly to this

his slow, tolling words came vividly back to me. Just
now, I was intent on getting him to sally out with me,
Wendelin looked stolid, but he was clever. With

his fair hair rumpled and his blue eyes absorbed in the
book, the huge mountain of him slouched in his chair,
he may have looked formidable physically, but cer-
tainly not intellectually. And yet here is what hap-
pened to me.

Seeing me determined to get him out
into feminine society, he quit arguing.
He gave me ‘a generous slap on the
shoulder. A ’

“Youre a good pal, Bill. You
would like to see me as happy as you

sweetheart. I understand you. But I
can’t be happy that way. Just now, this
stuff is fascinating me more than the
company of girls possibly could. I al-
most hesitate to show it to you for fear
it will make you forget your own
sweetheart.”

The Lost Continent
IS words made me look in dubious
surprise at the blue-covered book,
as though it held some powerful mys-
tery.

“What do you make of this?” he asked.

“Hindoo hieroglyphics, or Arabic hen-tracks, or
something. And some ugly stone gods.” I seized the
book and looked at its title.

“The Lost Continent of Mu! What’s that?”

“Something that mathematical physicists ought to
know more about,” he said, slyly. “This is an accotint
by a Colonel James Churchward* of some remarkable
evidence which he discovered in an ancient and hidden
Hindoo temple. On the basis of this evidence he spent
several years investigating among the islands of the Pa-
cific, and has accumulated a mass of data indicating
that a continent once existed in the Pacific Ocean. The
Continent of Mu—so long ago that it makes Egypt,
Babylon, and Assyria, and even India and China with
their ancient civilizations seem like little sprouts of yes-
terday—had a population as great as ours today,

and a civilization that
was probably more ad-
vanced than ours. This
continent with its civili-
zation has completely
disappeared. Only a few
traces are left
“Now recollect what
geologists say about that
part of the Pacific. This
is not part of Church-
ward’s book, but is noth-

" ing new. The tremen-
dous depth of the ocean,
) the vast stretches of
deep water without an

* Author’s Footnote: Published in New York in 1926 by William Edwin Rudge, and obtainable through any bookseller.
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island, the resemblance of the island volcanoes in the
surrounding islands to similar structures on the Moon
—what became of Mu and its civilization? Was it the
fragment of the Earth that broke off to form the
Moon ?”

He gazed at me enthusiastically for a while.

“Interesting,” 1 admitted, “but not enough to keep
me from going to the Trianon with Wilma.”

“The continent of Mu,” he continued, “was evi-
dently the real birthplace of the human race. Our
present culture started in Himalayan India, and has
descended to us from some fragment or colony of this
civilization that somehow got across to Eur-Asia. This
colony or fragment perpetuated, through many vicis-
situdes, the culture of the parent civilization after the

“ cataclysm which destroyed the latter.”

“But how do you reconcile dates?” I asked. “The
Moon got loose somewhere between a quarter and a
half million years ago. The human race has not existed
that long.”

“Only some people say that,” he replied. “On ‘the
contrary, there are many indications that the human
race has existed that long. There is evidence in
Churchward’s book, and among the findings of other
Pacific explorers that at a time when we commonly
think that man was an ape-like brute, he was at least
as highly civilized as we are now. Look! Some
of the ancient philosophy handed down in India (no
doubt considerably disfigured during the handing-down
process) looks very similar to the Einstein stuff that
you are so much concerned in teaching your students.
It is expressed in different words; two ways of telling
the same Truth.”

T stared at him incredulously—a challenge in my at-
titude.

“For: instance: In the Theory of Relativity you
have some trouble about identity. Is a definite par-
ticle really the same thing all the time, or does it just
maintain position and attributes, like a wave in the
water P Now tell me how that differs essentially
from the Buddhist conception of all individuality being
submerged in Nirvana? Or, take the cycle within cycle
of electrons, atoms, molecules, solar systems, universes
—aren’t those the various ‘planes’ of the Theosophical
system?” =

For a moment I stood in thought, somewhat puzzled
to catch his idea. These fanciful discussions had not
been uncommon between us during the two years that
we had shared an apartment; and were doubly inter-
esting because I was a theoretical scientist while his
contact with science was practical and applied. Prob-
ably for that reason his discussions were always wild
fancy, while I usually strove to keep my feet on solid
ground. It usually works out that way.

I stood there puzzling to catch his idea. Then I

* Author’s footnote: “Permanent identity of particles is a
property of matter which Lord Kelvin sought to explain in his
vortex-ring hypothesis. This abandoned hypothesis at least
teaches us that permanence should not be regarded as axiomatic,
but may be the result of elaborate constitution. There need not
be anything corresponding to permanent identity in the con-
stituent portions of the aether; we cannot lay our finger at one
spot and say: ‘This piece of ®ther was a few seconds ago over
there.”” A. S. Eddington, in Space, Time, end Gravitation,”
Cambridge University Press, 1921,

suddenly caught it. I looked hurriedly at my watch.

“You big crook!” I exclaimed. “I’ll be late for my
date with Wilma!” :

He stood there in his dressing-gown and grinned.
He had deliberately held me, killing time with his wild
ideas, until it was too late for me to expect him to get
ready to go out for the evening, and until I just barely
had time to dash out and keep my own appointment.
Which was a much more enjoyable way for him, of
winning his point, than by arguing about a_ subject
which was to him painful and uncongenial. And then
people thought he was dull.

I plunged out into the night, shouting back at him
through the slamming door:

“I’ll get you tomorrow for this!”

But I didn’t. For, “tomorrow” the bright body
appeared, and the next day Wendelin found the
photon-ship. For Wendelin (as you will now guess,
that is not his real name) is the late Superintendent
of the Cicero Airport in Chicago, the man who found
the photon-ship and who was so sensationally involved
with some of the strange people who came out of it.

CHAPTERII
The Bright Body

“ HE LOST CONTINENT OF MU” lay
- tossed aside in neglect on a corner of the table.
As I opened my eyes and yawned and
stretched in bed, I saw it through the bedroom door
and Wendelin up and dressed. This was natural, for
he had been sound asleep the night before when I had
come in. Anyway, I had had a good time.
Then, when I awoke more fully and noticed Wende-
lin more clearly, I sat bolt upright in bed. His tense,

_eager attitude as he bent over the morning paper meant

something. What was up? He seldom took more than
a casual and contemptuous interest in the daily news-
papers.

“What’s happened?” I inquired, jumping up.

I might have known that a couple of grunts would
be all that T got. But he motioned for me to come
and look for myself. Over his shoulder I saw the head-
lines; they held the right-hand column of the front
page:

“STRANGE MASS DISCOVERED NEAR MOON,
ASTRONOMERS PUZZLED

Bright, Swift Body Discovered Yesterday Afternoon.”

Of course that was what had captured his attention.
The new British cabinet, or the railway merger law-
suit were hardly capable of getting a second glance out
of him. He grunted again as I put a hand on his
shoulder.

“Occasionally the newspapers print something that
redeems the crime of their existence,” he offered.

“Let’s have it,” T suggested, as I picked up my shav-
ing-brush. He read aloud:

“Professor MacQuern of Yerkes Observatory was
the first to report yesterday at 7:10 P. M., the appear-
ance of a bright body at one side of the moon. It was
distant from the limb about half the moon’s diameter
and showed in the telescopes as a small disc. Its bril-
liance was remarkable. The astronomers made no at-
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tempt to explain its nature; obviously they haven’t the
least inkling of what it might be. In reply to inquiries
they state that it corresponds to no object known to
science. :

“Could it have arrived from interstellar space? Per-
haps; but if so, it must have come at an unimaginable
speed, a speed exceeding enormously that of any known
celestial body. For, the night before, it was nowhere
visible ; plates made the previous night had been promp-
tly and carefully studied and did not contain it. Yet,
tonight it is here, brighter than the moon itself; so
bright, that, traveling at ordinary astronomical speeds,
it must have appeared as a faint star at least several
days ago. If it has arrived from interstellar space in
twenty-four hours, from invisibility to a brightness
considerably greater than what is known as ‘the tenth
magnitude’ it must have come with a speed greater
than any other body in the heavens.”

Wendelin looked at me with a wide grin as he folded
the newspaper to get at the inside sheets. For, the last
two sentences had caused me to put down my razor
and stand there with face lathered trying to understand
the thing. Every year I devoted half an hour in lec-
turing on the subject of the maximum velocities, the-
oretically attainable by matter.

“Impossible!” I exclaimed. “Matter cannot travel
that fast.” :

“It must be true! The newspaper says so!” he said

ironically and continued reading:

“By 8:30 P. M. the wandering spot had entered the
moon’s disc, against which it shone clearly as a much
brighter area. By this time several of the larger ob-
servatories had calculated its diameter as something
around two hundred feet, all agreeing to within a few
yards. Every fifteen minutes the Associated Press
dispatched bulletins reporting the progress of the spot
across the face of the moon. By 8:45 P. M. it had
traveled across the entire diameter of the moon’s disc,
and was reappearing against the sky beyond the further
rim. Then it disappeared behind the rim. It was re-
volving around the moon, and was now on the dark
side!

“A sub-satellite! A moon of the moon! Whatever
the mystery of whence it came or how, one thing is
plain: it is going to be a tiny satellite to our moon.
Its speed of revolution is unusually high, but not im-
possible, Though it had arrived from space at a speed
too high for astronomers to understand, the velocity of
its progress about the moon is at least a perfectly ad-
missible astronomical quantity.

“Perhaps then it has not arrived from space. Per-
haps it is a mass ejected from the moon itself. Per-
haps some dying spasm of our decrepit satellite has shot
it out volcanically into space where we now saw it.
That would explain its extraordinary brightness: it is
incandescent, just as a volcanic mass would be expected
to be.

“At 12:30 this morning reports came in of its reap-
pearance at the edge of the moon where it had originally
appeared, and later of its second entrance into the
visible disc of the moon. Then reports stopped.
Therein comes the mystery, for travelling as a free
satellite it should have reappeared much sooner.

“The Associated Press has continually sought to
obtain a statement from all known abservatories by
telephone. Astronomers, however, decline to give out
any more information. One and all, as though they
had mutually agreed on it, they refused to say any-
thing. Why? Is the strange object so bizarre, that
astronomers are so uncertain as to their interpreta-
tion and significance, that they are unwilling to
make any statement ?

“From 12:30 until four o’clock this morning the
body has been seen only once. It described a circle
on the disc of the moon with a radius about half that of
the moon’s disc, and concentrically with it. Then it
traveled to the center and remained there.”

A Lecture on Probability
€6 ALL right,” 1 said, when he stopped reading:
. “Now what is the thing? It’s up to us to de-
cide, isn’t it?” I had recovered my equanimity and
gone on with my shaving.

“I know you'd love an argument,” Wendelin said:
“But I've got to get started toward work, and so do
you. But, it might be an incandescent fragment blown
off the moon, and fallen back again.”

I nodded assent, tugging at my collar.

“Or,” he continued, “it might be a space vehicle

from a distant planet.”

I turned and fixed him with a reproving stare.

“What !” I shouted: “Dreaming again? Wake up!
It’s morning.”

“Don’t get funny,” he replied soberly: “Why isn’t
it possible?”

“You're a darned good atmospheric aviator; and I
take pleasure in paying you the compliment,” I an-
swered :  “But flying through interstellar space is some-
thing different.”

“Why isn’t it possible ?”” he repeated. -

“Possible, perhaps,” I admitted. “But" probable?
The chances against its probability are the square of a
million to one. There’s only one chance in a million
that there is another inhabited planet in the universe;
and given that probability, only one chance in a million
that its inhabitants could make a space vehicle and get
over here in it.”

“But_—-‘,’

“Oh, I know. You have read lots of stories in the
science fiction magazines. But we’re talking about the
real probability in the real universe.”

“Where do you get that million to one?” he de-
manded.

“T’ll tell you, but I'll have to make it brief, for we’ve
got to get to work. You realize, do you not, that this
is a subject that comes into the domain of my everyday
teaching ?

“Scientific thought* is fairly well agreed at the pres-
ent time that the possibilities of intelligent beings any-
where else in the universe, are mighty rare, if any; the
accent being on the if any. Why?

*Author's footnote: This argument is taken from the fol-
lowing: Maunder: Are the Pmts Inhabited, Chapter XI:
Harpers, 1913; A. S. Eddington: The Nature of the Physical
World, beginning page 169; Macmillan, 1929; James Harvey
Robinson: The Mind in the Making, Harpers, 1921. These
books are all of a popular-scientific nature, and can be under-
stood and appreciated by the non-technical reader.
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“The basis of life is protoplasm. To exist, pro-
toplasm needs definite conditions within extremely nar-
row limits as compared with the wide range of condi-
tions as they exist in general in the universe: heat,
light, moisture, oxygen, and gravitation. These factors
must all be exactly right. If only one of them is a lit-
tle off, life cannot exist. ‘One black ball rejects.” Three
different experiments were made on this planet before
intelligent being evolved: reptiles, birds, and mammals.
The mammalian, and still more, the human form must
be associated with life, before a high type of intelli-
gence can be produced.

“Conditions sufficiently like those on earth, which are
necessary to support mammalian life, do not prevail on
any other planet in the solar system. Mercury is too
hot. Venus has one face to the sun, too hot and
steamy ; the other eternally cold and dark. Mars, the
only planet on which we can discern a solid surface, is
cold and dead; there is neither enough air nor water
nor light enough to support a civilization. The rest of
the planets are too dark and far away, and probably
not yet solid.

“The Earth is unique in the solar system, For in-
stance, our moon is 1/80 of the mass of the Earth; the
next largest moon in the solar system, Saturn’s moon
Titan, is 1-4000th of the mass of its planet. It must
‘ have been a rare and unusual combination of circum-
stances that produced our moon. And, if it had not
been broken off from the Earth, forming the great cav-
ity filled by the Pacific Ocean, the whole surface of
the Earth might be covered with water. Then where
would man be?

“Now, of the hundreds of millions of stars outside
our solar system, is it rash to say that somewhere the
same conditions exist as on Earth, favorable to life and
intelligence? We cannot say that they do not exist;
but we can say that they are extremely rare, if they do
exist; that our Earth is the exception in the universe,
not the rule.

“One star out of three is a double or binary; and,
to the best of our knowledge, it is not possible for
double stars to have a planetary system. In fact a
solar system like ours is not a typical product of the
development of a star, nor even a common variety of
development. It is a rare freak. It could be formed
if only at a certain stage of condensation an unusual
accident had occurred; say the approach of another
star within a distance not far outside the orbit of Nep-
tune, and at just the right velocity. Such encounters
must be rare. The density of stars in space is com-
parable to that of twenty billiard balls roaming the
whole interior of the Earth. The accident that pro-
duced the solar system would occur with about the same
probable frequency as would the approach of two of
these balls within a few feet of each other.

“Man, therefore, is a rare accident in the universe.
His existence depends on a series of rare accidents, so
that the chances against the repetition of the evolution
of Man are expressed by the product of the chances
against all the individual accidents. Is it anything dif-
ferent for Nature to waste a million pollen grains for
each one that finds its way to fertilize a pistil, than
for her to expend a hundred million stars so that she
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may make a planet for man to live on?

“Therefore, the chances against last night’s bright
spot being a space vehicle from another planet are about
one to 10”.*” ;

Wendelin shrugged his shoulders.

“Looks to me like a space ship,” he said blandly:
“Acts that way.”

CHAPTER IIT
An Arrival from Space

T 8 o’clock in the morning I plunged into my work

at the University and did not come up for air

until eleven. Classes, interviews with students,
reports and lectures, kept me submerged. At eleven I
recovered consciousness, so to speak; and dashed
across the street for a newspaper. I selected a Post
as being the most conservative and accurate. The story
now covered two columns of the front page:

STRANGE BODY’S SIZE INCREASES
OBVIOUSLY COMING NEARER

Astronomers Unable to Explain Its Movements.

“Late dispatches from nine observatories, as daylight
put an end to observation, report the strange celestial
wanderer discovered last night, as having increased
about twenty per cent. in apparent size. That would
indicate that ti is approaching the earth at, a tremendous
velocity. Astronomers are unwilling to accept the al-
ternative hypothesis, that an actual increase in the size
of the body has taken place. The idea of an approach
toward the earth is supported by the change in color
that occurred in the bright body as soon as it stopped
moving across the telescopic field and began to increase
in size. From a yellowish-white, exactly like that of

" the moon, it took on a faint but definite blue-violet

tinge. This is just what would occur in a luminous

‘body approaching the observer at a high velocity, be-

cause of the apparent decrease in wave-length of the
emitted light. In spectroscopic work it is termed the
Doppler effect.

“Just as we go to press, photometric observation con-
firms the idea of an approach toward the earth by the
bright body. It has almost doubled in brilliance, which
would approximately correspond to a thirty per cent.
nearer approach, if we remember that the brightness
would increase with the square of the distance ap-
proached. At its present rate of progress, the bright
body will reach the earth just before dawn tomorrow.”

The rest of the article I shall not quote. Its writer
did not neglect to make the most of his sensational op-
portunity. Where would it strike? What was it com-
posed of? If it were an incandescent mass of mineral,
suppose it struck a city? Would Omaha or Kansas
City be the target? With fiendish realism the writer
painted the havoc it could wreak on impact, and de-
scribed in gloating detail the appearance of the place
after a huge meteor struck Siberia in 1914, The corre-
spondent did suggest that it might be a space vehicle
from a distant planet, and presented arguments on
both sides of that question.

For some reason, the reports of that tiny bright

*1 to 1,000,000,000,000.
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speck, too small to be seen except in the big telescopes,
gave me a strange thrill. I would have liked to keep
my mind on it and speculate as to its nature and its
strange journey. It seemed unfair that for four hours
of the afternoon I should have to submerge the increas-
ing flow of intriguing thoughts in a sodden flood of
routine work. The pressure upon me was so intense
that from one to five in the afternoon I hardly knew

~where I was or who I was. Then at five, like a diver

emerging from a long underwater swim, I dashed
eagerly out of the oppressive rooms, away from the
oppressive routine into the open air and freedom for
thought.

The evening edition of the Post held a long list
of dispatches from European observatories, which had
picked up the body just as it had ceased its erratic per-
formances and struck out for the Earth; but these
really told me nothing new. Then suddenly a boy
came tearing down the street with a huge bunch of
newspapers that seemed big enough to crush him flat to
the sidewalk. He was yelling and stirring up a com-
motion as though he had been beset by assailants and
was being beaten.

“Daily News Extry!” he blared, and went off into
Siamese or Hottentot.

I seized a paper and yanked it open, while the boy
plunged on into the quadrangle to meet the press of

emerging students and faculty members. The head-

lines screamed :

MOLTEN MASS HURTLING EARTHWARD;
BODY FOUND TO BE SOLID MASS.

Professor MacQuern Gives Out Information

“The Daily News reporter at Boston succeeded in
getting a few words with Professor MacQuern at
eleven this forenoon, and was told that the spectrum
of the bright body contained no Fraunhofer lines!
This may not mean much to the average citizen, but
was a knockout for the astronomers.

“‘It means light from undissociated matter,” Pro-
fessor MacQuern said. ‘Such a spectrum can come
only from a solid, incandescent body.’

“That can mean only that the bright body is an in-
candescent mass of mineral. Star spectra as observed
by astronomers contain numerous transverse colored
lines, known as Fraunhofer lines, and are produced by
matter in the gaseous state. j

“The latest checks on the course of the bright body
confirm previous statements. It is headed toward
the central portion of the United States, and is due
to arrive shortly before dawn tomorrow.”

In all truth there should have been a panic through-
out the Mississippi Valley. With the terrible body
headed straight for that region, some vast catastrophe

- was destined to occur. And there was no way of pre-

venting it. Human effort was absolutely powerless to
do anything to protect the threatened area. This part
of the country is so densely populated that destruction
of property and loss of life were bound to occur ; there
would be the rarest of chances for it to fall somewhere
where it would do no harm whatever. There was a
very fair probability of its falling into some city, in
which case the death and destruction would be ap-
palling.

One would have expected people to rush pell-mell
from the threatened area. But no one did. No one
knew whence to rush or whither. Should one flee, the
body might strike the place to which he fled, quite as
readily as the one from which he fled. I did not feel
much fear, and I doubt if anyone else did. The chances
of its hitting me seemed small; I lived in a sort of faith
and hope that it was bound to strike somewhere else.

But I was eager to get a glimpse of it. The news-
paper reports and a bulletin from the Yerkes Observa-
tory posted on the board in the Administration Build-
ing, stated that it would be visible to the naked eye
about eleven P. M. But, great crowds of us stood and
watched and searched the heavens, and saw nothing.
At one-thirty in the morning a group of us decided
to go downtown; the bulletin boards of the Tribune
and Examiner told us that the bright body had not
been seen in any telescope. Surging crowds packed
Madison Street around the newspaper offices, as they
do on election nights or football nights. There were
dispatches galore, but they all said that the bright body
had not been seen at all that night. It had vanished.

Bulletin-board dispatches are not voluble; but in my
own mind I could picture the thing, hurtling straight
toward the Earth, even though invisible. It might be
invisible because in the terrific cold of space it had
rapidly cooled. Being no longer incandescent it no
longer gave off light. But it was still coming. I went
home to bed and fell sound asleep from the strain and
exertion of the day.

In our modern civilized life, we keep up with what
is going on simultaneously over the entire world. Every
morning we Chicago folks have to know what hap-
pened last night in New York or Denver, or Calcutta
or Bloemfontein. We would be seriously distressed if
we were deprived of this contact with the whole world
at our breakfast table. Therefore, we are dependent
on the newspapers. Were it not for their rustling, ink-
fragrant pages, we would be as isolated as a villager of
the Fourteenth Century.

So, in the morning, eager to know what had become
of the bright body, I dashed out for my Tribune. But,
with a gradually sinking sensation, I realized that there
was no news. There was a protesting-against-Fate sort
of an editorial, marveling at the sudden disappearance
of the object that for twenty-four hours had set the
world agog. - All the information that reporters, im-
portuning at the observatory doors, had gotten was that
the bright body was nowhere to be found, All the
searching with telescopes had revealed—nothing !
There was nothing to do but wait till it crashed.

At noon T emerged from the oblivion of my classes,
and as it was Saturday I was through for the day. I
hurried to a newsstand, for by this time, somewhere,
the huge meteor must have fallen, splashing up tons
of. ddirt, and spreading destruction and havoc far and
wide.

But as I turned the pages of the Post, scanning
rapidly up and down column after column, I found no
mention of it. I tried a Daily News and an American
in the same way, and finding nothing, threw down the
whole mass of papers in disgust. A disgraceful way




684 SCIENCE WONDER STORIES

for a meteor to let down the suspense of an anxious
reading-public!

1 reasoned that if it were going to fall at all, it would
have struck by this time. Therefore, the only explan-
ation was that in its erratic way it had struck off from
the Earth, and was going somewhere else, or had fallen
into the ocean. Our little draught of excitement was
quaffed and done with.

“Back to the old humdrum life, and to trying to get
Wendelin interested in some girls,” I thought, as I
headed towards my room.

As I stepped into the corridor of the apartment
house, the telephone operator stopped me on my way
past her desk. ’

“Mr. Wendelin telephoned asking if you would
come to the field as soon as you got here. Says he has
something that will interest you. Seemed to be ex-
cited.”.

Snatching a hasty lunch, I was soon on the cars,
bound for the Cicero airport. There, after some
search, I found Wendelin near the center of the vast
field, standing still and staring toward the west.

“The last mail-ship has just left and I'm free till
4:30,” he said as I came up. He seemed immensely
pleased at my arrival. “I’ve been pretty busy, but my
curiosity has been run ragged as to what that thing is.”
He pointed to the southwest corner of the field.

I could see nothing worthy of note, and said so.
He seized my arm and pointed.

“ILook! Aren’t the fence-posts brighter in that
corner? As though a bright light shone on them?”

They were. Just as though a brilliant searchlight had
been turned on them. In spite of the daylight, they

glowed with illumination. I looked about for its

source.
“T assure you there’s no light around here that could
y g

do that,” Wendelin said. “I can’t tell you where it "

comes from. Now look again. Do you see any fence
just to the north of the corner? Or just a hazy, dis-
tance-like effect ?”’

“There’s a break in the fence,” I hesitated, “but one
wouldn’t notice it without looking closely.”

“That fence was intact at ten o’clock this morning,
and I’ve been out in this field all the time since, and
didn’t see anything happen to it. Well, look some
more. Just back of the break in the fence is the Ford
Assembling Plant. It has always been there, and was
there at ten this morning. Do you see it?”

“T do not!” I gasped, remembering that T had seen
it there many times. “What in thunder: P

“Finally, look at the ground just in front of the gap
in the fence. That corner isn’t used much. The water-
grass and Russian thistle are as thick there as they are
right here. Do you see them?”

“No!” I exclaimed: “It looks distant, vapory. Not
like ground at all. Like the end of things. What has
happened to that place?”

“That’s what I've been studying since I noticed it a
couple of hours ago; but I’ve been too busy to get to it.
T have come to the conclusion that there is something
there. Something as big as our apartment house, but
camouflaged or invisible. You can’t see it, but you

can see it’s there. Because you can’t see through it,
and it blocks off the things behind it.” e

I peered intently. He was right. A huge, vague
chunk of the ground and background as blocked off,
as though indeed something invisible stood in front
of it.

“What in the world
thing get here?”

“What became of the bright body?” he asked in
return.

Then I seized his arm.

“Come. Let’s have a closer look at it!”

” 1 gasped. “How'd the

CHAPTER 1V
An Obstruction

N a moment both of us were striding toward the
queer dimness in the southwest corner of the field.
The nearer we got to it, the more convinced we
were that there was something there ; although we could
see nothing. - What the mystery of its invisibility was
we could not conjecture even sufficiently to begin a con-
versation about it. We were both determined to walk
right up to it and see if we could feel anything with
our hands. ‘

“After we know more about this,” Wendelin panted,
walking quickly, “we’ll find out that it’s got something
to do with the bright thing against the moon.”

“Now then,” I said as I half ran, “suppose it turns
out that you are right? Suppose the thing really is a
space machine? Why is it that you know about it be-
fore the rest of the world? Is it because you are en-
dowed with some sort of mysterious prophetic powers,
or because you can subconsciously see hidden truth
across space and time——?"

“Aw, cut the comedy, Bill. It's just because I've
got some imagination, and have the nerve to conceive
things that the rest of you are too hide-bound to ad-
mit. It’s the explanation that fits the fasts best, and
I’'m not afraid of it =

His speech and our run were cut short by a terrific
flash of light. Ahead of us there sprang into our vision
a huge ball of yellowish-white blaze, so intense that we
were instantly blinded. I stumbled to my knees and a
great pain burned into my brain. I heard Wendelin
give a hoarse shout beside me. It felt as though we
had suddenly run up close to the glaring ball of the
sun itself.

It was many minutes before I could force myself to
open my burning eyes. I made the attempt with my
back turned toward the direction from which the glare
had come. All I could see were flashes and glows and
dancing lights and glares. In a moment I realized that
these were from my own paralyzed retina; and I set-
tled down to a wait of several minutes to give my eyes
time to recover from the shock. In about ten minutes
1 could look about and see things fairly well; though
when I closed my eyes, I was still conscious of a glare.
And when I could see, I felt a mild surprise to note
(with my back still turned to the place of mystery)
that the field, the hangars, and the buildings beyond
the fence were all in order, just as they always had
been.
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Then it dawned on me that the blaze was gone. If it
had still been there, there should have been a black
shadow of me stretching out ahead, and a glare all
around. There weren’t any. At the same moment I
perceived that Wendelin was also turning around
warily. Cautiously I turned, first the corners of my
eyes, and then my full vision, to that southwest corner.

The whole end of the field was filled by a huge, loom-
ing bulk. Now, it looked solid and heavy; a sort of
dark, bluish gray. A good look at the gloomy thing
showed it to be a huge polyhedron of metal, with octag-
onal faces as big as the size of a house. In diameter it
was a city block, possibly just a little less. It towered
hugely above us as we approached; but we kept on
toward it.

The first glance at it disposed of any possible doubt
as to its artificial origin. The straight, smooth edges
of metal, the flat plates between them, the half-dozen
glass windows, the huge bolt-studded door, all posi-
tively precluded the idea of its being an inorganic

_meteor. It was something that had been made by

intelligent beings.

Shouts behind us caused me to turn around. There
were people running toward us. .I had thought that
the field was deserted; but there is no such thing. In
Chicago, no matter what happens, a crowd will collect
in thirty seconds. :

As I turned my eyes back to the huge polyhedral-

thing, I gasped. The big door in the octagon next to
the ground was open a little. It continued to open fur-
ther. We weren’t over thirty yards away, with the
dark bulk looming almost over our heads; and we
could hear the grating of some sort of mechanism as
the heavy door swung open. Out of the yellow-lighted
circular opening slid a ramp or gangway, that touched
the ground. With our eyes popping out of our heads
in amazement we continued to walk mechanically ahead
as a group of people walked out of the gloomy thing
down the gangplank.

Wendelin and I plodded ahead, studying the people
meanwhile. At first glance, we thought they were
Chinamen. Three of them wore soft, silken, gorgeous
blouses of green with red, brown, and black designs;
and loose, pajama-like trousers. The other two had
nothing in common with Chinamen. They looked like
Grecian maidens, in beautiful silky tunics; one blue,
one pink. Their legs were bare. All of them moved
heavily, as though walking were a task.

Then we perceived their heads and faces. Their
faces were certainly not Chinese. They were perfectly
Caucasian in shape and color; and they were very
noble-looking faces, more like those of the ancient
Greeks than anything I can compare them with. Since
then, I have been asked many questions about them,
and the only way I can express it is, that they were
more like us than we are ourselves. If there was any
marked difference, it was that their skins looked very
much tanned, as though they had been in the sun a
great deal,

The Visitor From Space

‘_ N THEN we were a dozen feet away from them, they
: stopped and looked at us. We stopped also.
If human faces can register utter bewilderment,

theirs certainly did. They looked at us; they looked at
the people running behind us; they looked about the
field, at the distant buildings, and up at the sky; and
they looked at each other. They frowned and shook
their heads slowly, and looked about again, for all the
vorld as though they hadn’t the least idea of what it
was all about. They spoke a few short, breathless
words to each other. One of them shook his head
sidewise, another nodded up and down, and both
seemed to be agreed in their perplexity.

Then suddenly a little shriek came from among them,
It was a sudden, startled shriek; not a frightened one,
but rather a happy, feminine gurgle. It came from the
blue-tunicked young woman, who, with her companion,
looked to me very comely. Following the shriek there
was a streak of silky blue, a flash of bare legs, and the
next thing' I knew, she had her arms about Wendelin’s
neck. She clung to him with all her might, buried her
face in his shoulder, and softly crooned to him, twice
over, something that sounded like:

“Ahn-ee-yaht! Mla Ahn-ee-yaht I’

Poor Wendelin! I never saw anyone’s eyes bulge
out so far, nor anyone’s face turn so many colors, as
did his in the next few seconds. For a moment he
stood as if paralyzed, his arms stuck stiffly out at his
sides. In his baggy white “coveralls” he looked inef-
fably huge and clumsy as compared with the delicate
pink-and-blue creature that clung to him.

Then the girl held him off at arm’s length for a mo-
ment, as if to enjoy the sight of him. The look of
joy in her face melted into a confused, inquiring ex-
pression. = She studied him as he stood there dumb as
a fire-plug, and her face changed from doubt to per-
plexity, and then suddenly to horror. She uttered an-
other shriek, this time a piercing scream of fear, and
whirled and ran swiftly back to her own people. There
she wept on the shoulder of one of the green-pajamaed
men, one with gray locks and wrinkled brow ; and we
could see her shoulders shaking with sobs.

“Mistook you for her friend,” I ventured to Wende-
lin. But he stood as if in a daze, his eyes seeming as
though they would start from their sockets and fly
straight toward the sobbing girl. =

By this time several of the approaching people had
arrived and were standing there, panting and staring.
Most of them had seen what had happened, and they
gazed at Wendlelin with varying expressions. Some
were rude and leering ; others seemed sympathetic and
genuinely sorry for the dazed man and the weeping
girl. Others who had not seen what had happened
came running up and stared at the whole tableau in
amazement. There was a gabble of excited voices.

The silk-clad people from the machine huddled close
together with the same expression of intense perplexity
on their faces, except that the old man was leading
the weeping girl back up the gangplank and through
the door. As they disappeared within, I could see that
be was patting her shoulder, and trying to comfort
her.

Wendelin suddenly came to and barked sharply at

one of the airport mechanics who had come running up.

“Telephone!” he ordered, “and make it snappy.
First, the police station : two squads of guards out here,
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pronto. Emergency. Second, the Chancellor’s office
at the University of Chicago. Have them locate Chan-
cellor Burkett, give him my name, and ask him to get
out here as quickly as possible !”

“Yes, sir!” the man said, and was on the run before
Wendelin had finished talking.

The crowd gathered swiftly. The whole landing-
field was sprinkled with people who had appeared out
of nowhere, running toward us; and already the dense
press behind us was gradually crowding us closer to
the silk-clad group. To the sides of us, the crowd
pushed forward and was surging against the huge ma-
chine, examining its walls, tapping and scratching
them.

I was thoroughly disgusted with the behavior of
the people. They abandoned themselves—taking
the mob as a whole—purely to animal curiosity,
with never a thought of consideration or courtesy.
Here were guests from a distant, evidently highly-
civilized planet, landed in what they supposed to
be a civilized city of our Earth; and yet, instead
of being courteously welcomed, they were about to
be trampled by a herd of wild buffaloes.

The strangers consulted rapidly among them-
selves for a few minutes. They shook their heads
and pondered, and seemed at a loss as to what to
do. Then they slowly turned and walked up the
gangplank, and disappeared within their vehicle.
The gangplank slid inside and the door clamped
shut.

Wendelin and I turned toward each other. I did

not know what to say or do. He smiled, a trans-
parent attempt at jocularity. Obviously the inci-
dent had sunk deeply. .

“Wasn’t bad while it lasted,” he laughed ; and the

laugh sounded strained: “I wonder if we’ll ever see
them again?”

“You certainly showed presence of mind to send
for the police,” I said. “This mob will tear that
thing up, purely from dumb curiosity, if they’re
not held back.”

With a terrific commotion in the crowd, some
thirty minutes later, a couple of dozen policemen
pushed toward us. The retreat of the strangers into
their machine had removed the crowd’s last modi-
cum of inhibition, and we were being squeezed
against the walls of the huge vehicle. The sub-
stance of which the walls were composed was cool,
and felt like lead. The policemen formed a circle
around the huge object—I still hesitate for a name
to give it—and by dint of much shouting, shoving,
and threatening, they gradually cleared a space
for a hundred yards around the machine,

Becoming Acquainted

“I’M afraid the harm’s already done,” Wendelin
said. “Look’s as though we’ve scared them
in »

“I wouldn’t blame them for picking up and leav-
ing the solar system,” I said: “In another ten min-
utes the crowd would have carried them away and
their machine piecemeal for souvenirs.”

We waited patiently for something to happen, but

the machine remained huge, silent, inscrutable., The
mob surged and gabbled, and grew constantly big-
ger. Wendelin delegated subordinates to look after
his evening duties, and had lunch-boxes brought
over to us. At 6:30 Chancellor Burkett arrived,
and with him, Mayor Johnson. Both of them had
already been acquainted with what had happened.

“I called on you,” Wendelin said to the Chancel-
lor, “because this is a situation in which many ex-
perts and specialists in various lines will be requir-
ed. You are the best man to find the right people
quickly, so that we might make an effort to un-
derstand these people, their machine, their langu-
age and their journey.” ’

“Well, here’s one of my experts right here,” the
Chancellor said, laying his hand on my arm: “He
is pretty thoroughly acquainted with the deep
places in the Universe.”

I bowed acknowledgment. And we waited some
more. It grew dark, and the airport’s floodlights
were turned loose upon the scene. Wendelin and
I walked over into the empty space around the
machine, and beckoned and made signs of welcome.
But the silence of the tomb met our efforts.

Then, when it had become pitch dark, the door
finally opened, the gangplank slid out, and two of
the men in green silk pajamas walked heavily out.
We stood hesitating until one of them made an
unmistakable gesture, beckoning us to come; and
then held up a hand with five fingers spread out.

“They want five of us to come over there,” I
suggested.

Wendelin and I, the Mayor and the Chancellor
stepped forward. The Chancellor motioned to the
burly police sergeant, and I also felt that he would
be a good man to have along in case we needed
physical assistance. The strangers repeated their
beckoning gesture and retreated within the door-
way.

“They want us inside,” I said again.

The others eagerly followed me as I led the way ‘

up the gangplank. We found ourselves in an empty
room, lighted by a bright globe. One of the stran-
gers was directly in front of me, and I marvelled
at the softness and lightness of his clothing, espe-
cially as compared with the clumsy, heavy woolen
things we wore. Wendelin, in his baggy canvas
coveralls, was the only one whose dress compared
with theirs in the way of comfert. The stranger in
front of me was a brisk, bright looking man of
about forty, with power and intelligence showing
in his face. He addressed himself to me, laying
his hand on my shoulder, then motioning me with
his hand, as though motioning me to watch what
he was going to do. Then he touched a button and
plunged the room into darkness.

Some of our group stirred and growled in sus-
picion.  But in an instant the light was on again.
Then my interlocutor pointed outdoors and made
a sweeping, circular gesture—I surmised to indicate
the outdoors; and again put the light out. He turn-
ed it on again promptly, and drew a small telescope
out of his clothing. This he put to his eye and



A

c

i
%
!
|
i
i
;!

R e

vl

THE FITZGERALD CONTRACTION ‘ 687

looked intently upwards through it for a moment.
Then he lowered it, pointed to the light globe; and
shook his head and made a negative gesture with
palms downward, Again he pointed out doors, and
again put the light out.

Wendelin and I both spoke at once.
“Plain as daylight,” Wendelin said.

“He wants us to put out the floodlights,” I said.
It is much more difficult to render his gestures in a
written description, than it was to interpret them
as we watched him. “The light interferes with
their observations.”

Wendelin—it was characteristic of him to be reck-
lessly obliging—sprang to the door to give the or-
der. The man from the machine took both my
hands and shook them formally. Then he led me
to his companion, who did the same. This was
repeated with all the members of our party.

“Sort of an introduction, I suppose,” I ventured.
“From it I gather that we’re going to be friends.”

Just as the lights were extinguished outdoors and
darkness closed over us, the two men in green
beckoned us, and we followed them. Through long
corridors, up metal stairways, it seemed intermin-
able distance, they led us. Wendelin, who walked
beside me, kept peering into all recesses and doors,
turning his head as we went round corners, and

craning his neck whenever we passed other silk-

clad strangers. But we saw nothing of the beau-
tiful girl! What a jolt he had gotten!

They Decide to Stay

FINALLY we reached the top. Here in a large
room was a beautiful eight-inch telescope,
mounted in a way that delighted my heart. The
room was a marvelous astro-physical laboratory;
many of the instruments looked quite familiar to
me. At the telescope sat a man calling out strange
words; at a table sat two men, one manipulating
some sort of a calculating machine, another cover-
ing sheets of some sort of parchment with figures.
All of them had on their faces that look of blank,
hopeless perplexity, as though some terrific inex-
plicable event had overtaken them.

Instinctively I went over to look at the figures
on the paper. Of course the symbols were utterly
strange to me, but they were in orderly rows and
columns, In a moment the calculation seemed to

- be finished, and the man with the papers announced

the result. The others stood as if petrified. One
of our conductors spoke a word or two of what
seemed protest. The other pointed to the papers
and made a gesture of finality.

It was several moments before they turned to
us; and now, calm resignation showed in their
faces. All of them looked and acted as though they
had made some sort of a decision, perhaps to accept
this strange fate that they could not understand.

The man who had first interviewed me, now con-
fronted me again. He pointed to himself with an
up and down gesture indicating his. whole body;
then likewise to me, and the same way to several
of the other men, both in their party and ours.

“Zo yot ur?” he said, with a plain note of inter-
rogation in his voice.

“Sounds like Sanskrit,” the Chancellor whispered.

I subsequently heard the same query so many
times that I learned it thoroughly. At the moment
I did not at once comprehend. I stood in silence,
wondering what he meant. So he took my hand
and pointed to it, then to his hand, and repeated his:

“Zo yOt ur?”

Then he pointed to the telescope, to the light
globe, to the table, asking each time:

“Zo yot ur?”

Finally the light broke upon me. The change of
expression on their faces to one of patient resigna-
tion, and now the queries in connection with com-
mon objects.

“They’ve decided to stay and learn our lan-
guage!” I exclaimed. “He’s asking the names of
these things!”

“We’ll have some of the Education people down
here tomorrow,” the Chancellor said, “Also a phil-
ology man to pick up their language.”

“But, by the way they act,” I continued, “they
seem to think they have come to the wrong place.
They look as though they hadn’t expected to find
things this way; but they’ve decided to stay any-
how and look into it.”

Wendelin stood right behind me, and I heard a
faint, involuntary sigh escape him.

CHAPTER V
The People from Outside

¢ O you think,” asked the Chancellor, of Pro-
fessor Andrews, head of the School of
Philology, “that we could get their story
most quickly if we learned their language, or if
we taught them ours?”

We were holding a little conference in the Chan-
cellor’s office. There were about a dozen of us
from different departments of the University, and
a representative from the Mayor’s office. Gray
and experienced veterans like Chancellor Burkett,
and Fielding the astronomer, and young fellows
like myself and Fahrenbruch the psychologist, all
exchanged opinions and offered ideas and contrib-
uted wisdom or ingenuity, toward forming some
sort of plan for handling our visitors in the proper
manner. All of us were anxious to show them the
utmost cordiality, and to be of all possible service
to them; but none the less we were equally eager
to learn their story, and find out where they had
come from and how. It was difficult to keep our
curiosity about them from dominating our entire

‘attitude toward them. But we were unanimous in

agreeing that hospitality must come first,

The Chancellor’s query was not definitely ans-
wered just then; and it answered itself later. How-
ever, four of us were detailed to establish com-
munication with our mystery-enshrouded visitors;
we were to act as a sort of liaison committee, with
Dubuque of the Education Department as chair-




man; and Andrews the philologist, Fielding the as-
tronomer, and myself as members,

The next decision of the Chancellor’s conference

was to make an attempt to persuade our visitors to
move their machine to the Midway, just beside the
campus. Most of us who would have to come in
contact with them daily, lived near the University,
and would have to make long and tedious trips
to the Cicero flying field. Obviously they had
selected the airport as a landing place because it
had appeared to be such an inviting location. We
had no doubt that the machine could move itself
with but little trouble. And there was plenty of
room on the Midway.

It worked out beautifully. Our committee visit-
ed them the next morning, and were met by the
same five people who had stepped out of the ma-
chine on the first occasion. I was selected as
spokesman because the visitors already knew me.
With pencil and paper in my hand, I indicated that
I had something to communicate to them. I sketch-
ed a map of southern Chicago, putting in the land-
ing field and their vehicle in one corner. I sketched
its polyhedral character, and then pointed to it,
around the room, at them, and to the floor. I
looked at their faces to see if they understood, and
they nodded comprehension. Then I sketched in
the University, besides the broad Midway, and in-
dicated with gestures the connection between our-
selves and the University buildings. Again they
nodded their understanding of my idea. Then it
required but a simple gesture to indicate the moving
of their vehicle to the Midway. The man who had
made overtures to me the day before seemed to

grasp it first, and rapidly explained it to the others.

I could tell by the expressions in their faces that
they acquiesced in the idea. So we conducted them
to an airplane and flew them over to where the Mid-
way lay, and showed them the resting place we
had selected for them. They regarded our airplane
with a curious interest; but it seemed to me that
they did not considef it worthy of wonder or ad-
miration. Possibly it looked as primitive to them
as a rickshaw looks to us.

The moving of the vehicle was a spectacular
performance. There was always more or less of a
crowd of curious around their machine, beyond the
ring of police. The space-travelers closed their
door, having motioned us away and warned us by
placing their hands across their eyes.

“Look out for the light!” I warned. The police
shouted their warning to the people in the vicinity,
protecting their own eyes with their hands. With

my eyes closed and my hands over them, I was still’

conscious of a bright light, which lasted the merest
instant and was gone. When I looked again, the
huge, gloomy polyhedron was no longer there.
Looking closely, I noted the vague area of empti-
ness that obstructed the view of the distant build-
ings. But in a moment that had thinned and clear-
ed, and I could see the Ford Assembling Plant
again, and the fence was in plain view all the way
around the corner. When we arrived at the Mid-
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way, the machine was there, dark and ponderous
on the lawns, with a ring of police holding off a
chattering crowd.

We felt much more encouraged because we had
gained the friendly confidence of the strangers and -
made ourselves understood sufficiently to have suc-
ceeded in securing their cooperation with our plans.

- It looked like a good beginning. We were further

encouraged when they invited us into their machine
and took us on a tour of inspection through it.

As sufficiently detailed descriptions of their ves-
sel have been published by numerous writers, both
popular and scientific, I shall omit such purely de-
scriptive material in this account, which purports
to be an interpretation of the significance of their
achievement.

The word photon-ship seems to have been most
widely used and accepted as an appellation for their
vehicle; and the public knows all about the thirty
people who came in it, the comfortable and luxuri-
ous living-quarters, with 'carpets, wall-hangings,
couches, books, pictures, all giving the impression
of an Oriental refined artistry; the solarium, the
gymnasium, the swimming-pool, and all the ingen-
uity expended for the purpose of keeping up the
health and morale of passengers who would have to
remain confined within the vessel for a long time;
the marvelous astrophysical laboratory, the solar
motors, the huge electric generators and field-coils
for transmuting elements,

Learning English

BUT there were things about the photon-ship that
impressed me more than the engines did; and
they were not conspicuous in the popular accounts. -
For instance, there was the freshness and newness
about everything. A room lived in even for a week
begins to have a sort of mellow, human air, a sort
of slight disarrangement of the absolute order and
finish which is evident in a perfectly new one. These
people, no matter what terrific speed their machine
attained, must have been on their way at least a
month; and I couldn’t see how it could possibly
have been other than a good many months. Yet
no room that we saw showed traces of a month’s
occupancy, of walking, sitting, handling, of dust,
wear, etc. The machinery was new; enamel was
intact, there were no traces of heat or oil ; it looked
as though it had hardly been run at all. The food
supply room was full. There was food there for
thirty people, for years it seemed. It had not been
drawn upon at all. The people’s clothing showed
no signs of wear. The people themselves did not
look fatigued as though from a long journey. They
looked fresh, full of zest. Our gravity seemed just
a little more than they were accustomed to, yet
they seemed to be rapidly adjusting themselves to
it. v

Taken altogether, it looked as though they had not
been on their way very long. Could they be from
our own solar system? _All our scientific knowl-
edge prohibits such a possibility. Nowhere in our
solar system do conditions prevail which could pro-
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duce beings so perfectly like us. Yet, how ex-
plain these people otherwise? The mystery be-
came so keen that we tried all sorts of artifices to
ask them where they came from; but we did not
succeed in making them understand our query un-
til they had learned some English.

Their method of learning was certainly a high-
speed one. The five people whom we had met on
the first day were our direct pupils. Subsequently
we noted that everything that these five learned
each day was common property among the rest of
the thirty by the next day. They evidently had effi-
cient methods of transmitting knowledge as well as
of acquiring it,

“What do you make of it?” Fahrenbruch asked
me: “All of them drilling in English? Looks as
though they meant to stay here some time, doesn’t
it?” .

On the first day of instruction, the man who
had previously taken the initiative with me—I
shall call him by the name I subsequently learned
for him: Addhu Puntreeahn—gently took a news-
paper out of my pocket, asking permission with his
eyes. He pointed to the first “T” in the title, “The
Chicago Tribune,” and looked at me interrogatively:
Surmising that he wanted the name or sound of the
letter, I pronaunced it for him. He nodded and
noted it down in a little metal book. Similarly he
noted down in rapid succession a couple of hundred
words that I pronounced for him from the news-
paper. Seeing what he was after, I wrote out the
alphabet for him, giving him the sounds, which
he noted down by a wiggly-looking symbol of his
own. He then tried to pronounce words out of
the newspaper. The results were amusing, as they
naturally would be, for there is no logical system
about English pronunciation. They were also em-
barrassing to me; I had to shake my head and re-
press an amused expression at each of his efforts.

Finally it dawned on him that there was some-
thing wrong with our alphabet or with our pro-
nunciation. He tore out his notes and threw them
in a waste-dDasket, and went over and spoke a few
words to his companions. Then, in the same way
as before, he asked me to pronounce entire words,
and made notes. Carefully, I read for him a couple
of columns, indicating each word for him with my
finger, while he made notes. When this was done,
he read out of his notebook to me: “Real Estate
Interests Pushing New Subway Project,” and “New
Peace Agreement in the Orient,” with an excellent
pronunciation, though as yet he did not know what
the words meant. But he pronounced them almost
exactly as I had done. Obviously they had a highly
perfected phonetic system of recording sounds. He
separated his words more than one would in con-
versation, and there was a slight broadening of the
vowels and softening of the consonants, such as
oné hears in the English of a cultured Japanese or
Hindoo.

Then he rapidly inquired for a couple of hundred
verbs; such as “walk,” by walking and asking:

“Zo yot ur?” :

His companions were also busy pumping our com-
mittee and filling their notebooks.

On the morning of the second day, Addhu said to
me:

“Today we speak mote in words, less in signs.”

He seemed pleased at my astonishment. His pro-
nunciation was correct ; somewhat too much so. But
he reproduced our Mid-Western accent quite faith-
fully. And he proceeded to ask me, one after an-

_other:

“What is the word for one period of the earth’s
revolution around the sun?’ All of these words
were concrete words which could be learned by
signs, and had evidently been picked up either by
himself or his companions; and he was progressing.
toward abstract ideas.

“A year,” I replied. :

“You are on this earth; everything you do, you do
on the earth. What is the word for that?”

“You mean that I live on this earth?”

“Ah yes. You are very intelligent indeed. You
also live in this city? Is that correct? Then, what
is a place where you live?”

“My home?” 1 tried.

And so, building up from known words to un-
known, from concrete to abstract, from words to
sentences, he kept climbing and building up, always

‘noting everything in his book. The others were

busily doing the same, acquiring a vast store of our
language, which in the evening they would distrib-
ute among themselves.

From the Moon!

NE morning three weeks after they had come

they were talking to us in English. They spoke
slowly and carefully in calculated sentences, stop-
ping to think frequently. But the English was cor-
rect, the pronunciation was correct, and our under-
standing perfect. I was the one who sprung the
bomb. ;

“We can understand each other fairly well, now,”
I said. “I cannot wait any longer to ask you from
what planet you came to the earth?”

The whole group heard it. Our committee was
aghast at my temerity, but listened in eager breath-
lessness. The visitors seemed struck dumb for a
moment, Again they looked puzzled. No ona
seemed to know just what to say. Finally Addhu
said:

“We came from the moon!”

Everyone in our party started in surprise, and
then stared in silence:

“What moon? Our moon?” Fielding shrieked,
as though in accusation.

The visitors all nodded.

“Ah yes,” I said. “I know. We saw you stop at
the moon. But to the moon, from where did you
come?”

“Only from the moon,” Addhu said, wrinkling his
brows.

“Your machine can travel faster and farther than
that,” I suggested. “The. distance from here to the
moon is a mere footstep for it.”
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“You are right. We did travel fast and far,”
Addhu answered slowly, with a deep reverent tone,
as though not yet over all of his former astonish-
ment.

“Where? Where?” asked several of our commit-
tee in unison.

Addhu made a gesture of despair.

“I do not yet know enough of your language to
explain,” he said.

“Draw it, and show us,” Fielding suggested, and
began to sketch the solar system.

“I cannot even do that. Drawing gives us two
dimensions. Our journey involved four dimen-
sions.”

“But,” the Chancellor urged, “there is no civiliza-
tion on the moon capable of building a ship like
yours. We know that much.” Fielding’s question
had been asked from an astronomer’s standpoint,
whereas Chancellor Burkett remained true to form
as the excellent historian that he was.

“Alas, you are right. There is not.” There was a
strange break in Addhu’s voice: “We shall try hard
to learn the vocabulary of your sciences, so that we
may explain to you as soon as possible. In a week,
perhaps, we can explain.”

Suddenly one morning the young woman who
had lavished the mistaken greeting on Wendelin,
spoke to me. She and her companion in pink had
both been in the English study class every day.
She, the blue-clad one, was the daughter of the ex-
pedition’s commandant, and, her name, as near as I
can manage to write their words, was Vayill Dhor-
gouravhad. I had come to know her by sight pretty
thoroughly. She always wore blue, while the other
young woman, who was the wife of one of the men,
had varied her costume several times already. Vay-
il’s hair was a blue-black, and her eyes were a very
dark blue, whereas the other’s had a tendency to
brown. Vayill had a tendency to be sad, melan-
choly, self-contained ; the other one was always gay
and enthusiastic. But, Vayill was the more inter-
esting of the two; she glowed with intelligence, and
many little signs showed me that she was a very de-
termined little character.

“Where is the gentleman who was with you the
first day ?” she asked, coloring a little under her very
excellent self-possession. “I have not seen him
since, and I should like to.”

“Well, there won’t be any trouble about that!” I
exclaimed with an enthusiasm that might have sur-
prised her: “I’ll bring him this afternoon.”

Wendelin jumped out of his chair when I told
him. He walked swiftly around the room a couple
of times, and then threw off his coat and proceeded
to shave. After careful study, he laid out the niftiest
of Norfolk suits, and an elegant combination of
necktie, shirt, and handkerchief. He was quite un-
conscious of his eagerness, as he hurried me toward
the photon-ship. I couldn’t resist the temptation.

“I never knew your former sweetheart,” I said.
“Was she quick and determined, and did she dress
in blue a good deal; dark hair, and a mind as intel-
ligent as they make ’em?”

“Why, er——" he paused meditatively, and look-
ed at me. Then he noticed the expression on my
face.

“Aw, go to hell!” he growled, and refused to
speak to me any more for the rest of the walk.

When the two young people faced each other in
that roomful of human commotion, they were a little
constrained and hesitant. The girl was inclined to
flush and look the other way, and Wendelin to be
awkward and embarrassed. But, with a fine cour-
age, she stepped forward and spoke to him.

“I want to tell you that I am sorry for my be-
havior on that first day,” she began.

“Oh, not at all! Oh, that’s all right!” Wendelin
stammered. The rest of us made a show of turning
away and occupying ourselves with something else.

“I thought you were——" her voice broke just a
little: “You looked so much like——" her eyelids
fluttered rapidly, and a little redness spread around
them.

“How do you like this Earth of ours?” Wendelin
asked briskly, in a matter-of-fact tone. I have said
before that there is nothing the matter with his
method of handling people, though externally he
appears stolid. In another five minutes he had ar-
ranged with her to take her out in his car and show
her the city. Ten minutes after that, he was gone.
Before we left, a blue-suited woman from Marshall
Field’s had driven up in a Ford coupé and was meas-
ing Vayill for some apparel in which she could ap-
pear in public places. It was a highly delighted
Vay111 the next afternoon who, stepping in unfamil-
iar high-heeled shoes, walked down the gangplank,
and took her place beside the beaming Wendelin
in his yellow roadster.

During the coming week, Wendelin was in the
photon-ship several times, and Vayill wore Marshall
Field things and rode in the roadster more than
once. However, the rest of the visitors also got
rides and clothes. The Tribune voiced the sugges-
tion on its editorial page, and in two days there were
funds enough pouring in to dress up a hundred peo-

ple like dukes. I spent an afternoon driving around

Addhu and Drahnapa Dhorgouravhad, the old com-
mandant.

“What do you think of the city?”’ I asked as I
brought them back.

“I hardly know what to say,” the old man pond-
ered. They were now speaking English fluently.
“It is interesting, certainly. But, what a haphazard
scramble. No plan, no system——". He trailed off,
feeling that he had already said too much for cour-
tesy.

On the thirtieth day after their arrival, Addhu, who
seemed to be a sort of adjutant, announced that they
were ready to tell their story. They not only felt
that they had sufficient command of the English
language; but they had had the opportunity to clear
up some of the mysteries that they themselves had
not at first fully comprehended They felt that they
could now make it all clear to us. They suggested
that we invite about fifty of our scientific men to an
informal meeting, to be held in some lecture-room
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where there were blackboards, charts, globes, and
other such necessities.

His story was as follows:

ot * x k%

CHAPTER VI
Why They Were Surprised

E are of the same race as you; we have a

common origin and a common ancestry with'

you. Because of a most unusual occurrence,
which, however, is quite in accord with well-known
principles of Nature, you are vastly further removed
from these ancestors than we are. We resemble
them accurately; and they looked exactly like us.
You have changed a great deal—I refer now to the
aggregate of your race, as far as I can judge it by
the people of this city. These human changes are
intensely interesting ; during the thousands of years
that have passed, the human race must have had
some strange biological adventures.

In order to show you our common birthplace, I
shall use this globe, representing the Earth. Your
ancestors and mine lived on a continent about the
size of this one, here called Australia, and situated
to the north and east of Australia, in about the
middle of this ocean, the Pacific, where now there is
no land except a few scattered islands. The Earth,
as our ancestors know it, looked very little like this
globe. It was mostly water, All the land in your
Western Hemisphere was a line of bleak islands
from the northwest to the southeast. There was a
large fertile island in what is now the middle of
Asia. And then there was the continent of Mo,
where our ancestors lived.

A hundred years before the Great Catastrophe
occurred, our ancestors had predicted it. For a cen-
tury they expected it and were preparing for it. The
regular coincidence of the solar tides and of the
natural free period of vibration of the Earth*
created an immense stress, right in the region of the
only inhabited and inhabitable portion of the globe.
The people of Mo colonized the large northern
island of Hin, took precautions against the constant
and terrific earthquakes, and prepared to endure the
sudden shocks and atmospheric changes that they
expected.

We had perfect records of this period. Our an-
cestors evidently took infinite pains to make their
records clear and permanent and to safeguard them
against destruction. Therefore, there were in our
libraries accurate and vivid accounts of the Great
Catastrophe, written on the spot and at the time, by
people who saw and felt and experienced it all.
Reading these accounts sends cold shivers through
one’s body, prickles the skin and raises the hair in
horror. Man is a fragile and helpless mite among
the huge, roaring, cataclysmic powers of Nature,
swept aside like a dry-leaf in a hurricane. Winds,
waters, earthquakes, and electrical phenomena all
broke lose at once and created an abysmal chaos on
a scale so vast and terrible that it is difficult to un-
derstand how any human being survived it.

* Author's footnote: The theory of George Darwin.

Only in chambers hundreds of feet down in solid
rock, prepared generations in advance, was it pos-
sible to live at all. There the people spent terrific
days, buffetcd and banged hither and thither as
though all of them had been dumped into a huge

churn. The whole continent heaved and quaked.

People were intensely ill most of the time, in the
throes of utter terror, suffering for lack of air; and
after some days only partly conscious, so that they
were no longer aware of the din and the heaving.

Finally, with the coming of consciousness, they
awoke to a perfect peace and quiet, a strange phys-
ical lightness, a tightness across the chest and a diffi-
culty in breathing. Those who made their way
slowly out of the burrows, over countless prostrate
bodies and out into the open air, and saw the oddly
foreshortened horizon, felt the terrific heat in the
sun and the icy cold in the shade, who saw the ma-
jestic, brilliant sphere filling a vast portion of the
darkened sky—they suddenly realized that the ex-
pected had happened. The land of Mo had broken
off from Mother Earth and flung out into space; it
was now spinning around her as a satellite. For-
ever separated from their native planet, which now
floated up there in the sky with strange, new conti-
nents visible on it, they were now inhabitants of the
Moon, a new institution in the solar system.

This all happened thousands of years before I and
my fellow-travellers were born: At first our little
salvaged fragment of civilization had a difficult
time. Half of them were killed by the shock of the
Great Catastrophe; there were millions of dead.
Much of the machinery and supplies that had been
accumulated against the emergency, were destroyed.
Yet, the people of Mo were the better off of the two
terrestrial settlements. Their telescopes showed
them that the island of Hin was now the center of
a vast continent; but that it had been swept by huge
tidal waves, and its civilization destroyed. Through
the centuries they observed the region of Hin, and
eventually learned that men lived there, our people,
our brothers. But their numbers were pitifully few,
and they had been cast back into savagery of the
most primitive kind. Complete destruction of their
civilization had thrown them on their bare hands.
How grateful it makes us feel, seeing you, to real-
ize that men eventually climbed out of that savag-
ery, and redeemed their civilized status.

Within a thousand years, our moon people had
recovered from their material damage, made good
their numerical losses, and become fairly well
adapted to their altered physical environment.
And they had begun to forge ahead again and make
material and scientific progress.

The progress made by our civilization on the
moon was very swift. Knowledge, intelligence,
skill, and technology advanced more rapidly than
they had ever grown in Earth civilization, either
before or since. There was a reason for this: the
stimulus of necessity. We knew that the period of
habitability of the Moon for the human race was
limited. Scientists observed that it was losing its
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atmosphere and cooling rapidly, and that some day
—relatively soon in astronomical terms—the Moon
could not support human life. The race would have
to die out or move away.

A Daring Plan

THOUSAND years after the birth of the
Moon, and when we thirty space travelers
were living there, conditions had already become
less comfortable than they had originally been. The
cold was objectionable and breathing was difficult.
We had developed red blood-corpuscle counts of
eight to ten million per cubic millimeter, and
haemoglobin percentages of 150 to 200; our nor-
mal respiratory rate was 40 and our normal
pulse rate, 120. Our compensatory training in
forced respiration was beginning to be inade-
quate*. Science was striving desperately for
some method of prolonging the life of the human
race and the duration of civilization. Naturally, our
eyes were turned toward the Earth, There was
plenty of land there now, and only a few tribes of
the most primitive kinds of savages. It was a won-
derful opportunity. If we could only get there
somehow.

In respect to mechanical progress we had possibly
not reached the stage you have now; you are ahead
of us in transportation, in flying in the air and dig-
ging in the ground, in making vast quantities of
machines and other articles. But, in scientific
thought we had outdistanced you considerably. We
had a fair grasp of the Universe and of our place in
it, whereas you still seem to be struggling in the
darkness of confusion.

However, you are making excellent progress. For

instance, you are beginning to realize that gravita-

tion is not a mystic “force” but merely the relative
state of a body by virtue of its remaining on a
world-line. It has already come to your attention
that light, heat, electricity, and other forms of en-
ergy are not continuous effects, but occur as defi-
nite units or corpuscles. It is still a little diffi-
cult for you to comprehend time, but it is gradually
dawning on you that time is not an absolute entity;
for most physical processes can go equally well in
both directions, except where entropy is involved;
therefore that entropy determines the direction of
the time-coordinate. You are making encouraging

progress in the understanding of space; you are be--

ginning to see that space cannot be adequately un-
derstood on the basis of elementary geometry; that
it is curved in the neighborhood of material particles
and flat only at an infinite distance from matter.
Of course, space was of especially vital interest to
us. Somehow, to save our racial life, we would
have to get out into space, and traverse it. So,
we had thoroughly developed ideas of space which
you are just beginning to grasp. We were
thoroughly familiar with the idea of the Universe as
the curved, three-dimensional surface of a four-

* Author’s footnote: Physiology at Low Barometric Pres-
sures, Editorial, Journal of the American Medical Association,
Volume 93, No. 8 August 24, 1929, page 613.
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dimensional sphere. We live in and comprehend
only the three dimensions of the surface, just as
you might imagine two-dimensional beings living
on the curved, two-dimensional surface of the Earth,
a three-dimensional sphere. = The two-dimensional
beings would deduce the third dimension, but they
could not perceive it nor be conscious of it.

This brings us down to the work of my own
group, which is now in your midst. We are the
ones who conceived the idea of circummavigating the
Universe, and carried it out. Mathematics is clear
on this point: if you start out in space and travel
in a straight line, you will eventually get back to
your starting-point. That ought to be quite clear
from the two-dimensional analogy of circumnavi-
gating the surface of the Earth, by going ahead
continually in a straight line.

The material problems of circumnavigating the
Universe were solved by six men of our group. Of
course their work gave us the means of'travel from
the Moon to the Earth—our long sought-for goal.
This part of the problem was, however, turned over
to other workers. We went on with the pure-
science problem of circumnavigating the Universe.
Whether the others have ever succeeded in getting
to the Earth or not, we have never learned.

Two of our group were mathematicians, who
worked out the equations for the relationship be-
tween electrons (or matter corpuscles) and photons
(or light corpuscles)* Four others were physi-
cists who confirmed the mathematical hypothesis
experimentally ; who carried out in the laboratory
the transmutation of electrons into photons and
vice versa, that mathematics had shown to be pos-
sible ; and who worked out the integration of photons
into “mass”, and produced ‘“matter” made of pho-
tons or light corpuscles, analogous to matter made of
electrons.

They built up a series of “elements” out of pho-
tons, with a regular Periodic System, analogous to
that of the chemical elements. So far, they had
produced sixty-seven light-elements, and marvelous
substances some of them are. At the lower end of
the Periodic System they are not visible at all; at
the upper they are quite too bright for human eyes.
They do not fulfill the electro-magnetic-gravita-
tional equations**, nor are the tensors®™** ap-
plicable to them. They do not follow geodesics
and are not subject to the action of electricity and
gravitation.

It was of these elements that substances were
evolved that could float on a light-wave, and were
used for building our ship to circumnavigate the
Universe. A light wave is not, as many of your
scientists still seem to think, a beam of corpuscles
traveling in one direction. The only thing that
travels in a constant direction, is the front or peak
of the level of energy; just as a wave in water
moves forward, though the particles of water do not

* Author’s footnote: Compton, Arthur D. What Is Light.
The Scientific Monthly, April 1929, page 289.

** The equations of Maxwell and of Weyl.

*#% The Rismann-Christoffel tensors.
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move forward, but merely up and down. But, the
water wave can carry forward a stick, or something
light enough to float on it, with great speed.

‘Our photon-elements can float on a light wave,
and are carried forward with the speed of a light-
wave (186,000 miles per second), even though the
photons do not have that velocity. In practice we
found that our photon vehicle was carried with a
speed slightly less than that of light. Had the speed
of our vehicle been equal to that of light, it seems
to us as we think back, our adventures might have

been far different. And, as our photon-elements do .

not follow world-lines of geodesics, they are not
subject to the laws of electricity or gravitation,

Transmutation!

HE idea of circumnavigating the Universe took

shape as the means for accomplishing it were
built up. It was the most brilliant and courageous
project that the human brain had ever conceived.
The tremendously discouraging feature of it was
that even at the speed of light, it would take one
hundred million years to make the trip. We got
around that difficulty in two ways. The first was
to select a “high latitude” for the trip, and thus
shorten it; just as you may travel around the Earth
in less distance on the Arctic Circle than at the

Equator. The second—as it would take a century

or more anyway—was to go in a ship large enough
and with a group numerous enough, to be self-
sufficient. Thus, several generations would live
and die in our ship before it came back. It was a
bold idea, but we were all prepared to do it; to start
out and spend our lives in space, destining our chil-
dren and our children’s children to do the same, un-
til some remote generation of our descendants
would get back home. E

It took a hundred years to build the ship and per-
fect our plans. The ship that we made, you have
seen. One important item of the equipment we did
not show you: the automatic signal to give warn-
ing when the ship got back to the solar system.
We reasonéd that the ship would be traveling at
such speed that it would be very difficult to get
bearings and determine location. Therefore, in
order that the occupants might know for certain
that they were back at the solar system, we devised
an apparatus which I think is very ingenious. Tele-
scopic images of the constellations operate a grid-
glow tube when just the proper configuration oc-
curs, and to check it and make it doubly certain, an
image of the solar spectrum operates another grid-
glow-tube. The grid-glow tubes sound bells and
turn on lights. Once set, the apparatus requires no
further attention, and remains on guard for hun-
dreds of years, absolutely dependable to raise the
alarm and light up the vessel as soon as it got
within the confines of the solar system. We could
_picture what a happy day it would be for our des-
cendants when the bells began to ring and the
lights went on. The ship could then come to an
automatic stop by means of the transmutation ap-
paratus.

- By far the largest portion of the machinery that
you saw is needed, not for propelling the ship, but
for transmuting the electron-elements and photon-
elements back and forth, one into the other. The
photon-elements are inconvenient to handle and
disconcerting to live among. The electron-elements
obey gravitation and are visible. Also, stopping
the movement of the ship depends upon changing
from photon-elements to electron-elements; that
causes the ship to become incapable of floating
on the light wave, and it “sinks”, if I may speak
of it that way. This transmutation is an intri-
cate, in many respects a clumsy affair, and is ac-
complished by completely rearranging the equili-
brium between electrons and protons on the one
hand and photons and protons on the other hand.
You have seen the brilliant and bizarre effects that
occur when we operate these transmutations.

All of us in the ship are married couples, except
the commandant, who is a widower, and his daugh-
ter. Poor Vayill! The start of our ship from the
moon, such a festive occasion for our whole race,
was a tragedy for her. On the day before the start
she was to be married to a young engineer—who
was the perfect physical counterpart of your air-
man yonder, Mr, Wendelin. But on that day he
suddenly fell ill of a cosmic-ray burn, so frequent
and so fatal among our moon people. Of course he
would have to be left behind.

Vayill had to make a quick decision. The start
of the ship could not be delayed for one or two
people. It was a sight to rend the hearts of the
stoutest of us, as she trembled there in the pallor of
indecision. Two or three hours she spent thus.
Suddenly she straightened up and set her lips. She
shut herself up with her lover for an hour. Then
she came into the ship and announced that she was
ready to go. ;

“I told him good-bye,” she said. “We should
have had to part soon anyway, as he cannot live
long. There is nothing to serve by my remaining
here. We talked it over. He wanted me to go.”

Her eyes closed several times, trying to hold
back the tears, and the rest of us turned away, lest
we betray our weakness. 2

The next day we closed and sealed the door and
threw the switches. There had been ceremonies
and ovations, speeches, flags and parades, all very
embarrassing and tedious to us. Now it was over.
The motors were humming.

That was what our start was like, We looked out
of our windows, but there was no chance to take
a good-bye look at our home. Everything disap-
peared instantly. Outside our windows there was
just a blank. We could see nothing. Of course,
it was because of our speed—as we thought then.
On all sides of us was a gray emptiness.

I remember every second of that trip. There
were four of us at one of the windows. We stood
looking in the direction in which the moon city had
been visible a few instants ago. Now there was a
gray blank. We talked a while, rather astonished
that we could see no stars. - We had expected to go
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rapidly past wonderful constellations, and had
hoped that the sight of them would be a recom-
pense for the deadly monotony of the trip. We dis-
cussed one or two possible causes of the phenome-
non. We spent fifteen minutes at the window.
Then we walked into the general living-room.

As soon as we arrived there, we decided that we
were hungry. That was not surprising. Now that
we had suddenly relaxed, the fatigue of the strain
of the past days was apparent. What was more
natural or human than to want to eat at such a
time?

Several days passed.

Then suddenly, one day the gongs clanged! The
whole ship was filled with their ringing, and in each
room and corridor the signal lights blazed out.

“The signal!” we gasped, one and all. “Some-
thing has gone wrong!”

At least, the automatic machmery had done its
duty. The ship had stopped (relatively speaking,
of course). We could see the stars out of the win-
dow. And we were chagrined-because so early on
the voyage the machinery had proved untrust-
worthy, and were puzzled as to how long we could
continue to have confidence in it. Eagerly, however,
we looked out to see where we were, how far the
first jump had gotten us.

The Dead World

HE signal had worked correctly! It was set to

operate when we were within the selar system,
and that is how it had worked. Only a few hasty
observations were needed to identify the sun, sev-
eral of the familiar planets, the Earth, and espe-
cially our home the Moon. Then we saw our ob-
server gasp and turn pale, with his telescope turned
toward the Moon. He did not reply to our anxious
queries. He could not speak.

I was the first one to push him aside and look.
Eagerly I put my eye to the telescope to get a
glimpse of that home, across those empty miles of
space. My blood froze to ice! What was that I
saw? No blue seas! No green lands! No dotting

cities! No refractile envelope, no atmosphere! A
cold, frozen, lifeless Moon! Things turned black
before me.

Doubtless your telescopes watched us approach
the little world where we had lived, where we had
left all our people and cities and the civilization
dear to us. You saw us circle round, but you can
not imagine the chill horror in our hearts as we
gazed upon that bleak lifeless picture, or the ter-
rible, swirling chaos in our minds, gasping, groping
to understand what had suddenly happened in those
few minutes. How any of us preserved our sanity,
I do not kaow. It is a wonder that a ball filled
with g1bbermg lunatics did not descend to this
Earth, in place of us.

Then, we looked toward the Earth, and located
the new lands that had appeared out of the waters,
the countless cities, the numerous evidences of an
advanced and teeming civilization that had sprung
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up, and agam our senses reeled. What should we
do? .

There was only one answer. . The Moon was
dead. What had become of our race, no one knew.
On the Earth were civilized people. We could not
endure the suspense of remaining in space any
longer. We must land on the Earth. We selected
a portion of the land that seemed the most progres-
sive and developed, chose the largest of its cen-
trally-located cities, and looked for a landing-spot.

To see your spreading civilization was a shock of
astonishment to us. To see yourselves, your faces,
your resemblance to us—was enough to daze us
completely. Is it any wonder that poor Vayill was
confused, and thought Mr. Wendelin was her fian-
cé? We were too puzzled, too confused to know
what to do. To gain time to think, we sought
refuge in our ship.

We decided to wait until evening and check up
on the constellations. Our observations and calcu-
lations showed us that radical changes had taken
place in the configurations of the stars since we had
last observed them, and that these changes must
have required not less than two hundred thousand

years of time!
¥ £ k%

CHAPTER VIII
The Fitzgerald Contraction®*

HERE was an expression of perplexed amaze-

ment on the face of Chancellor Burkett, as

Addhu paused. The Chancellor turned his

head from side to side, looking into peoples’ faces.
Then he turned to Addhu:

“But, I do not understand,” he sald, in a protest-

. ing sort of voice: “Or perhaps I did not hear you

right. How long—I got the impression that you
were in the proton-ship, as you call it, only a few
days altogether.”

He stopped in perplexity.

“Our voyage lasted three days and a half by our
watches,” Addhu said. There was a queer smile on
his face.

“Well, then,” broke in Fahrenbruch the psycholo-
gist, “what’s this about two hundred thousand
years? How do you put that together?

Addhu made as if to speak again, when the Chan-
cellor turned toward me.

“You look as if this meant something to you,” he

* Author’s footnote: The physical, astronomical, and mathe-
matical conception on which this story is based, are so recent
that they have not yet become widely distributed among ama-
teur scientific readers. I am therefore appending a list of books
from which the non-technical reader may become acquainted
with them. The list is arranged in the order of difficulty, the
easiest and most elementary works coming first.

Serviss, Garrett P., The Einstein Theory of Relativity, Ed-
win Miles Fadman, Inc.,, New York, 1923.

Einstein, Albert, Relativity, The Special and General Theory,
Henry Holt & Co., New York, 1921.

Eddington, A. S., The Nature of the Physical World, Mac-
Milan Co., New-York, 1929.

Eddington, A. S., Space, Time, and Gravitation, Cambridge
University Press, 1921.

d'Abro, A., The Evolution of Scientific Thought, Boni &
Liveright, New York, 1927,

Steinmetz, Charles P., Relativity and Space, McGraw-Hill,
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said to me: “Tell me at once, what kind of a hoax
is it?”

In truth, a light had suddenly dawned on me.
Across the aisle I could see old Fielding, the as-
tronomer; his brows went up and he smiled. He
also understood.

“The Fitzgerald Contraction!” Fielding and I
exclaimed in the same breath.

A pleased smile beamed on the face of Addhu.

“Your scientists are very clever,” he said to the
audience as a whole: “Quite promptly they have
surmised what happened. Just as we did, as soon as
we had confirmed the facts that I have just told
you.”

“Utter impossibility!” Chancellor Burkett said
impatiently. The Chancellor had been professor of
history before he had assumed the reins of the
university. He had a good scientific head on him,
but merely was not posted on modern mathematical
physics. His attitude was quite the natural attitude
of the educated, intelligent man everywhere to-
ward the phenomena of Relativity. Only those
who become quite thoroughly acquainted with these
phenomena can cease to regard them as ridiculous.

“Either this is some sort of a silly hoax,” ex-
claimed the Chancellor, “or, due to the recent ex-
citement, there are some candidates here for the
State Psychopathic 4

“I can explain it all, sir,” I volunteered.

He looked at me skeptically.

“It is quite in accordance with a well-known
natural law,” I said. “Beforehand, I should never
have thought of such a thing, just as they seemed
to have completely failed to anticipate it. But, in
the retrospect, it is just what one ought to have
expected from theoretical considerations; in fact a
beautiful experimental verification of a theory that
has become fairly familiar in these days of Rela-
tivity.”

The Chancellor nodded to indicate that he was
listening. Others craned their necks; so I stood up
that they might hear. I assumed my best lecture-
room air,

“The fact that the voyagers felt that they had
been on the way only three and a half days, whereas
two hundred thousand years had actually elapsed
while they were absent from this region, is perfectly
explained by Fitzgerald’s hypothesis of the con-
traction of a moving body. This hypothesis is one
of the many startling things in the modern theory
of Relativity, which Einstein has recently made so
famous. This hypothesis states that a moving body
is shortened in the direction of its motion; its new
length is given by the expression: L = VI —V°,
where V is its velocity expressed as a fraction of
the velocity of light. :

“The original experimental evidence that put our
scientists on the track of this hypothesis was ob-
tained in the famous experiment of Michelson and
Morley as far back as 1887, in which they attempt-
ed to determine ether-drift. It was repeated with
much greater accuracy by Morely and Miller in
1905. The contraction explanation of the phenomena

as observed, was proposed by Fitzgerald, and ren-
dered very plausible by the theoretical researches
of Larmor and Lorentz.

“All the attributes of the moving body are de-
creased or contracted, by the amount indicated in
the formula. Thus, if a clock were traveling at the
velocity of 161,000 miles per second, its diameter to
us will be reduced to one-half of its original diameter,
and its hands to us will move at one-half their former
rate; time will, for that moving clock, go only half
as fast as for us stationary folks. If a man
moves at that wvelocity, his breathing, heart-beat,
his perception of objects not in motion, and of time,
will be reduced one-half. But, he cannot see his
own shortening, nor be conscious of it; for his retina
is shortened by one-half and exactly compensates
for the shortening, so he looks natural to himself.

“At ordinary velocities, such as we experience
here, the contraction is too minute to be detectable
by experimental means. But at velocities like those
of the celestial bodies, the effect is quite apparent.
At the velocity attained by our guests, which was
but slightly less than that of light, the effect must
have been tremendous. Their length, the length of
the photon-ship and of everything in it, must have
been almost zero in the direction of their travel;

- they must have been a thin, flat wafer, invisible to

ordinary observation. But they did not know it.
Their measuring scales and rulers were all reduced
by the same amount, and still measured true. The
retinae of their eyes, the tactile nerve-endings in
their fingers, were all equally contracted, and saw
and felt everything the same as before. There was
no way of detecting the change. To them every-
thing looked natural. :

A Honeymoon In Space

“LIKEWISE, while their chronology had de-
creased to V1 — V?, which was almost zero,
because V’ was almost equal to 1, they detected
no change, because the rate of their clocks and
watches was slowed down the same amount. All
of their physical activities slowed down similarly;
consequently they lived at so slow a rate that
three and a half of their days were equivalent to
two hundred thousand of our years.

“They must have reached the limit of our own
galaxy, turned around because of some unknown
forces, and returned to the solar system.

“Their high velocity is the sole explanation of
why, during a period of relatively few days to
them, their entire race became extinct, the Moon on
which they had lived became dead and cold; while
on Earth, continents were built up, and new races
sprung up and became civilized.

“But they are to be envied their experience. They
are all the richer for it, and with a little adjustment,
will be perfectly well off in our world. They have
been welcomed among us, and will all find their
places and become valuable members of the social
order. In fact, in this country, if they do not mind
a little blatant publicity, a little talking on the

(Concluded on Page 744)
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Illustration by Winter

The insect came on without hesitation, its needle-tipped natural weapon aimed at the
towering creature. There was a whining hiss and from the fan-like, spear-shaped

weapon shot a sudden beam.
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THE RED DIMENSION
By the Author of “The Metal World,” “The Radium Pool,” “The Stellar Missile,” etc.

late part of Siberia came one day upon the
: body of a man. He had evidently been dead
for quite some time and, from the wasted face and
limbs, it was concluded he had died from starvation.
He carried in his pocket among other things a
small pouch in which were found some dirty sheafs
of paper on which was scrawled what follows. The
thing had little interest for the sur-
veyors and it was my good fortune
in being an invited member of the
party that gave me possession of the
papers. Subsequently, I tried to
yerify the statements made in the
manuscript and failed. Though I
hunted through countless volumes of
the records of Russian courts, I ran
across no mention of a Doctor Ivan
Korsakoff, or the trial of Arnoldi
Kherkoff. Whether this story was
only the raving of the poor wretch
who was found dead, or whether it
had a basis in fact far beyond my '’
ability to discover, I cannot say. 1
must present the manuscript intact
as I translated it, and leave it to my
readers to judge—Ed Earl Repp.
* ok ¥

Q-PARTY of Russian engineers surveying a deso-

How I hope to suc-
ceed in getting the fol-

ED EARL REPP

although I'm only forty—and have caused me to
wish that I had received a death penalty. For life
has been unbearable! Even now, I lie in a bed of
filth praying for a humane hand to relieve me of the
burden of life.

Perhaps you will be inclined to doubt me when
I say I am still confined in a filthy prison camp.
You probably believe that such confinement for
criminals has been abandoned by
every civilized nation in the world.
Let me destroy that belief. In the
wastes of Siberia, forgotten by the
world, I am destined to remain for
the rest of my natural life! Siberian
prison camps were the pets of Rus-
sian monarchy in the early days. Mine
was the most accursed of all, being
visited only on rare occasions to re-
ceive prisoners and scant supplies. If
civilization has actually abolished
these places of lingering death; then
mine must have been overlooked and
forgotten when the Romanoffs met
their fate and the monarchy was over-
thrown! But-the place still exists.
Where, I do not know—nor does any
other of my pestilence-stricken fellow
prisoners.

The Magic Goggles

lowing narrative to the
world is a secret which
I never will reveal
Should the channels
through which it may
reach you be disclosed,
then the hands of my
jailers would forever
seal the lips of those
who aided me in giving
to the world the true
facts of the strange
case of my life-long
friend and benefactor,
Dr. Ivan Korsakoff.
Few people will re-
member the case. It
was given some promi-
nence at the time that
the events occurred;

DEEP-SEA fish living in his natural

element, water, may wvery well believe
that the whole universe is a wast ocean. He
could not conceive of different planes of exist-
ence or of different elements. It is the same
with us. It is most difficult for us to conceive
of different planes than that in which we exist
and live; and still more difficult is it for us
to believe that in other dimensions surround-
ing us and through wus other beings live and
have their bez"ng;

Yet, the thing is not as absurd as we imag-
ine—particularly when more and more evi-
dence is brought to bear upon us each year
proving that we hear, see and feel little of all
that which is going on around us. There are
titanic sounds which we cannot hear. There
are radiations which we cannot either see or
feel; and we are totally unaware of them.

To bring those other dimensions to us our
author wrote this most intensely interesting
story. It will hold you breathless throughout.

T is not my intention
to dwell too long on
the horrible details of
confinement here. My
main object before I
answer the Hand that
beckons is to give
the world the fact re-
garding dear Dr, Kor-
sakoff. But first let me
tell you who I am. My
name is Arnoldi Kher-
koff, and I, until my ar-
rest, had hoped to be-
come a great scientist.
When I was but four
years of age, my par-
ents disappeared
strangely. I was left
alone—deserted. It was

but' the details were soon forgotten in the frenzied
excitement of war and the dethroning of the Ro-
manoffs. In brief, let me say that I was convicted

' on circumstantial evidence of having done away

yvith the famous scientist. The evidence I brought
in my favor had no effect and I was forthwith sen-
tenced to life imprisonment in a pest-hole in Siberia.

For years I lived in the hope that the truth of
Dr. Korsakoff’s case might become known. But
the passing of years have made me an old man—

then that Dr. Korsakoff found me wandering aim-
lessly through the snow-clad streets of Moscow,
ravenous, terrified and frost-bitten. He took me at
once to his home. I became his ward and lived with
him until the end. He showered me with every-
thing that wealth could offer.

As I grew older, I in turn helped him in his labo-
ratory and learned much about optics and other
branches of physics and obtained an inkling of the
dimensions beyond ours. Dr. Korsakoff began to
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discuss his various experiments with me when I
reached eighteen. I was delighted, because,it was a
sign that I' was progressing in the sciences. He
could converse with me and receive intelligent re-
plies; and he trusted me not to disclose the nature
of his experiments to others.

One day Dr. Korsakoff approached me and laid
an affectionate hand upon my shoulder. I looked
up from a book I was reading. His face was aglow
with excitement and his hand trembled. I surveyed
him with alarm, for I felt that excessive work was
beginning to affect him. He glanced at the book
which now lay closed on my lap.

“I am pleased to see you reading the treatises in
that book, Arnold,” he said, beaming: “How far
have you gone?”

“I’ve reached the chapters that explain Dr. Va-
lenev’s magic goggles, sir,” I replied, regarding him
curiously: “The second chapter tells how he man-
aged to see into an alien dimension. Quite inter-
esting reading matter, sir, but rather fantastic. It
sounds impossible.”

His hands became still and apparently nerveless.
Then his strong fingers sank into the flesh covering
my shoulder blade. He seemed tense.

“It is somewhat fantastic, Arnoldi,” he said
slowly, “but not as impossible as one might think.”

“What, sir?” T asked, interested. “Those magic
spectacles not impossible ?”’

“Quite so, my son. It is not at all impossible to
see into other planes of life through er-er magic
glasses.”

“I've never heard of anyone ever doing it except

‘in this book, sir,” I protested. “And the experiences

! set down here sound more like fiction than actual

fact. Who was this Dr. Valenev, anyhow?”

“Valenev?” Dr. Korsakoff said, brows arching:
“Have I neglected to recount his life to you?”

“Rather I have neglected reading his works, sir,”
I replied.

“Vladimir Valenev, Arnoldi, was one of the very
first Russians to take up the practice and study of
optometry in the early days. He was actually the
father of the profession in Russia. But his startling
discoveries branded him as a fool and he was dis-
credited by the church and state. He was even-
tually strung up by the thumbs in old St. Peters-
burg for an exhibition of black magic. Most of his
statements were without concrete foundation, and
they led him presently to his death. Yet for all

.that, Arnoldi, have you ever thought it might be
' possible to create a pair of spectacles through which

one could see into the beyond ?”

I stiffened in the chair and the heavy book
thumped on the floor. I surveyed his serious fea-
tures for a sign that he was jesting.

“I’ve never thought of such a thing, sir,” I said,
shaking my head. “In fact I do think it is quite
impossible with any glass or series of glasses which
we have today.”

“Naturally, Arnoldi,” he said, “it could not be
done with our present chromatic glasses. Yet it is

-have told me of it.
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possible to penetrate the beyond—the planes of ex-
istence beyond our own.”

“What do you mean, sir?” I asked.

“You already know that we exist in a world that
wise scientists realize is very limited. Atomic vi-
bration, my dear Arnoldi, has created a varied series
of planes of existence, to which the human retina
and the human auditory organs are totally out of
accord. That is—everything vibrating within the
perceptions of our own immediate powers of sense
manifests itself in the form of concrete material
matter, such as myself and yourself and objects in
this room, perceptible by sound, sight, smell, touch,
and so forth. Everything below or extremely above
our accustomed vibratory limits is to us non-ex-
istent. You are aware that there are sounds so
high in pitch or frequency that the human auditory
system cannot hear them. Also there are objects
that emit light vibrations whose low frequency
makes them invisible to the eye.”

“You have taught me to understand that, sir,” I
replied, beginning to have a dim awed feeling of
what was to come. Surely he had not evolved a pair
of glasses adjusting our senses to vibration fre-
quencies beyond our natural limit, for he would
But I had learned to know two
sides of Dr. Korsakoff. Although he took great
pride in explaining his experiments to me, he se-
cretly guarded his plans and formulae until he could
offer concrete proof of their feasibility.

“I have tried to teach you much, Arnoldi,” he said
“but a complete knowledge of the science of infinite
dimensions is too broad for one man. Our span of
life is too short—the powers of apprehension too

limited. Yet I mean just what I say about the

planes of existence below and above our senses of
vision and hearing. I will go even further. I be-
lieve there are living material things on these other
planes. It will surprise you, no doubt, to learn that
I have created a medium through which we may
see and hear them!”

Ready for An Adventure

STARED at him astounded—fascinated. He

smiled down at me with supreme assurance, but
without the arrogance that usually accompanies
such statements of scientific power. Yet the con-
ception of such a thing was too stupendous for me
to grasp all at once. At the moment I could re-
lieve my tension in no way but to laugh. My
mirth seemed to sober him and his features clouded.
I felt suddenly ill at ease under his steady eyes and
became more serious. :

“I'm sorry, sir,” I said, grasping his sleeve: “I
couldn’t help but laugh at the conception. But I
simply can’t grasp the feasability of such a thing.
It sounds too much like Valenev.”

“Arnoldi,” he replied impressively, “as we see it
the world has been fairly well explored. Yet, if we
were to delve into the hidden worlds around us,
think of the strange objects and beings that might
be seen. Why the value of the knowledge that
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could be gleaned from such an adventure would be
beyond calculation |”

My head spun at the thought and I stood erect,
eager with anticipation.

“You almost convince me, sir,” I said, “that such
a thing can be done—that such worlds do actually
exist.” v

“It can be done, Arnoldi,” he replied, smiling

~again: “And other words do exist within our own

world! It is possible that we can visit at least sev-
eral of them. Would you like to see them, my
sonp”

Trembling I nodded assent. Dr. Korsakoff grasped
my shaking hand and wrung it in a firm grip. He
placed an arm around me and together we strode
slowly toward the laboratory.

As we entered the work-shop which contained
practically every known instrument of optical
science, and many others, including high-speed
lathes, grinding dpparatus, measuring devices for
facet shaping, and priceless stores of transparent
gem-stones, I had a vague feeling that the experi-
ment would see the advent of something unknown
to man. I cast a glance at the scientist. His face
was stern and serious, although his eyes glowed
with excitement. But, could I have realized then
what the experiment was to lead to!

He motioned me to be seated before a long,
quartz-topped table, It shone like myriads of dia-
monds under the glare of a hanging lamp emitting
a strange purplish light. In the center of the table
lay two oddly-shaped helmets. From what I be-
lieved to be the front of them, there struck out two
sets of tapering metallic cylinders. On the sides
were accoutrements which I learned were to fit
tightly over the ears. Wires ran from the helmets
toward the edge of the table and disappeared be-
neath it. I surveyed them curiously as Dr. Korsakoff
sat down beside me. He picked them up and held
one close to me for observation.

Inside the cylinders I saw what appeared to be
crystals with hundreds of facets which glittered
weirdly under the light. The helmets were oddly
designed and of light, pliable metal. The backs of
them were not unlike the ancient Roman helmets
in so far as they extended down to the shoulders
where the metal would fit snugly.

The auditory appliance was shaped exactly like
the human ear. In the center were small, bright-
metal discs which fitted directly into the inner lobe
for unhampered transmutation of whatever sounds
might come through the magnetic discs from the
invisible worlds!

“You see, Arnoldi,” the doctor said in explana-
tion, “there are several crystals in each of the sense-
transmitting cylinders. Each one was ground with
seventy-seven outer facets and double internally. I
have cut three different stones and pieced them to-
gether in slices to give them the power to transmit
the super-sense vibrations. Between each of the
lenses, yet below the direct line of vision, are very
tiny, high-frequency electrical bulbs. By special
transformer I shall lift the voltage through the crys-

tals from 110 volts to 22,000. The current will pass
finally through the helmets and into the cylinders,
creating a transformation of vibrations to our own
perceptive limits. The senses of this world are di-
rected to us by a ray, commonly known as the
Infra-Red Ray. In a small transparent container
behind each of the crystals is an accumulation of
dionium, a creation of my own. Beyond that, my
dear Arnoldi, I can tell you no more about these in-
struments; for I have constructed them in such a
way that caused me to depart from many accepted
principles of optics.”

He lifted a helmet and fitted it over my head, the
cylinders directly in front of my eyes and the audi-
tory systems snug in my ears. I sat deathly still
and closed my eyes whilé he made certain adjust-
ments, expecting momentarily to find myself look-
ing into a strange world of the beyond. But noth-
ing met my vision. Only darkness—deep black-
ness.

“Do not be alarmed, Arnoldi,” he patted me as-
suringly: “There is nothing to fear. Just sit
still until I adjust my own helmet to the Sixth Di-
mension, and we will be ready for the experiment.”

The Red Dimension

PRESE‘NTLY I heard the hum of a high-speed
motor somewhere under the table, It throbbed
softly through the auditory apparatus on the hel-
mets. I shuddered at the terrific vibratory move-
ments of the world I began to perceive. Suspended
between two worlds, these new sounds grated like
steel on my ears. I remembered that such vibra-
tions were alien to the human organs and settled
back to wait.

I was startled by a sudden word from Dr. Korsa-
koff, for it pulled me back to our own world.

“I didn’t mean to frighten you, Arnoldi,” he said,
chuckling: “There’s really nothing to be alarmed
about. I merely wanted to tell you not to jump
when I start the current flowing through the helmet.
It will sound very weird on your ear-drums. Sit
perfectly still and keep your eyes closed for best re-
sults. Open them very slowly, and a new world
will be revealed. Now be perfectly still, my son. I
am switching on the current. You keep your hands
on the table. I will control the vibration from a
panel at my side. Have an enjoyable visit into the
Sixth Dimension—the Red World, Arnoldi!”

I sat with closed eyes for a long time and felt
drifting off. Then slowly I opened my eyes and
was stunned by an amazing brilliancy of vari-hued
lights. For a moment a pain shot through my eyes
—they pained to the depths. Gradually it wore off.
Crystals that ranged in color from deep, unfathoms-
able red to emerald green danced before me. As
though fighting for some control of a color-world
the reds began to seep through into the blues and
the greens. They suddenly merged into one solid
color—the deep, unfathomable infra-Red of the
spectrum. The suddenness of the change caused
my whole system to react in a terrific shudder. Re-
membering the scientist’s words, I clinched my
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teeth for control over myself. Now I leaned for-
ward tensely. Objects were slowly shaping them-
selves from the masses. It was the Red World! I
thought I was gazing on a world of fire. Every-
thing shimmered in what appeared to be a terrific
heat. Then, as objects assumed definite form, I
was able to detect the outlines of strange, luxurious
vegetable growths. Weird trees and ferns stood on
all sides. The sky overhead was of a red not less
deep than the more concrete materials of the Red
Dimension. The earth—as it appeared, showed in
open areas like blood-colored sandstone. Across it
raced what appeared to be heat waves dancing on
a hot, searing surface. Slowly the scene moved.
Then I beheld a rather large clearing completely
surrounded by the thick, tangled vegetation. I
thought I caught a slight movement in a patch of
swaying lush herbage. I watched the spot tensely.
Slowly, very slowly, the blades parted and out of
them protruded a weird snout. The thing was com-

me. It had four skinny legs that seemed like stilts,
jointed well up toward its narrow, straight hips.
The abdomen bulged like the belly of some huge
boiling pot, and heaved tremulously with each
enormous intake or outlet of breath that must have
been as foul as the creature itself. At the'end of
each leg was a wide, web-shaped foot that covered
an enormous area even for so large a monster.
Broad-shouldered, with three tentacle-like arms at-
tached to each side, the terrifying creature of the
Sixth Dimension stood ready to meet its antagonist.
The arms writhed like so many snakes held to-
gether by the heads, their bodies swinging free.
The arms on the right clutched at a long spear-like
object that appeared to be shaped like a small fan
at one end.

A Battle of Beasts

IGHT of the object, which I accepted at once as
being a kind of a weapon, gave me the feeling

ing into view, slinking forward like a stalking ~that this horrible beast was of greater intelligence

panther. Its nose, like the magnified beak of some
grotesque earthly insect, pointed to needle thinness,
and was pike-like at the base where it protruded
from a terror-invoking face! The eyes were like
the orbs of an owl, opening and closing with even,
rhythmic precision. The creature seemed to crouch
ready to spring upon a victim. I wondered at whom
or what that death-dealing pike of a snout was
aimed. And what did the victim look like? And
what were the dimensions of the strange beast or

_insect of prey? I was soon to learn!

Suddenly the crouching thing hurled itself for-
ward at terrific speed. As it raced on long, slender
legs toward the center of the clearing, it appeared
in full view to be really an insect. It had three
pairs of well-balanced legs that held the segmented
body well above the herbage when erect. Two pairs
of wings were distinctly discernable; although they
were as transparent as the wings of a dragon fly.
They struck outward, apparently to lend speed to
the racing thing as it fairly flew across the open.
Accompanying its motion there was a dull whir
that sounded weirdly in the heavy silence of the red
jungle.

I felt as though I were in the jungle, and the thing
was coming toward me. I tried to move, even to
scream but it were as if I had turned to stone. A
frenzy of fright filled me. But then I perceived an-
other creature even more loathsome than the in-
sect. I tried to close my eyes from it, but a horrible
fascination of fright forced me to look at it. It
stood, half-crouched, as though waiting for the ar-
rival of a deadly enemy to give mortal combat. Its
eyes, protruding from an egg-shaped brow, were
concentrated on the coming insect. As though sud-
denly sensing that it was being watched by an un-
seen enemy, it turned its head in my direction for
a glance at its invisible audience. The thing’s eyes
bored into mine for an instant and I suddenly felt
very weak and limp.

Probably eight feet tall it stood. From its vile
mouth blood-hued saliva dribbled. Loathing filled

than the other. Seeing the weapon brought into
play strengthened my belief that here was really a
creature far above the merely animal, despite its
indescribable loathsomeness! That it was deadly,
more deadly than any weapon we on this plane
ever possessed, I was soon to learn!

In comparison with the intended victim who now
stood with weapon upraised, fan-shaped end point-
ing toward it, the monstrous insect seemed slightly
more than half his size. Yet the insect came on
without hesitation, its needle-tipped, natural
weapon, aimed at the towering creature. Should
the insect actually succeed in reaching the more in-
telligent creature of the Red World, its pike . would
doubtlessly run him through from pot-bellied ab-
domen to the small of the back.

With a sudden roar that echoed and re-echoed in
my ears, the larger creature crouched down. Then
I heard a whining hiss and from the fan-like end of
his spear-shaped weapon shot a sudden beam of
strangely mixed reds and yellows. The ray seemed
to begin in a point and widen abruptly as it left the
weapon, taking in an area that I had no way of cal-
culating. At any rate, the racing insect seemed to
stop in its tracks and wilt to earth where it lay,
trembling violently. Finally it became still.

Then, all at once, the air was filled with a terrible
hooting and screeching that chilled my blood. The
victor of the uneven battle stiffened at the first out-
break of the violent sounds and swung his protrud-
ing eyes around the clearing. His legs went rigid
as though prepared to run, when he beheld a slowly-
advancing army of the monstrous insects ringed
around the edge of the clearing and treading the
low lush herbage with slow deliberate steps as they
crept upon him. As they came on, marching with
ominous steadiness, I wondered if any of the upright
creature’s fellows were near. Surely he had not
wandered into this remote section of his world
alone. Immovable as I was I could not look about,
and I dared not move for fear that they could see
me. But the creature himself seemed prepared for
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the onslaught. He assumed his crouching position

again and pivoted around in a circle. Suddenly the
insects rushed. The whir of their movement and

- the new intermittent hooting, created a battle din

in my ears. Instantly the peculiar rays shot from
his weapon and the ground on one side of him was
covered with the stricken insects, twitching spas-
modically as they died. He spun around in a quar-

- ter circle and cut a clean slice from the ranks of the

threatening insects.

As he spun around again, I speculated upon the
strange scene. What was this? Was it the re-en-
actment of a scene such as had gone past in the dim
days of our own world? Were these enormous in-
sects the undeveloped life from which had sprung
the intelligence of the Sixth Dimension—the Red
World? In all probability it must have been! For
after all there was a strange similarity between the
two forces. The legs and the bodies! This then,
must have been a dreadful battle between the de-
veloped and the undeveloped—like the eternal com-
bat of man against beast—beast against man, for
supremacy. Would intelligence on this weird plane
of life, as on our own, ultimately predominate?

With panic striking at my reason I watched the
battle. The Red World’s “man” swung around
again with whip-like motion. His rays cleared a
clean path through the threatening ranks again.
Only one quarter of the circle remained now and
the upright creature opened his vile mouth to voice
his cry of victory. It came in a weird maniacal
scream that vibrated and re-echoed over the Red
Domain like the cry of a preying jungle beast! The
insect horde hooted dismal sounds of defeat, but
what remained of them came on nevertheless. Then
again came the defiant answering cry of the upright
creature. He tested the atmosphere with wide, flex-
ible nostrils. Again he voiced his cry of victory.
It was answered by a series of exultant roars com-
ing from somewhere deep in the jungles.

Then the creature made his fatal mistake. Ex-
panded to conceit by the victory within his grasp,
he lowered his ray weapon and surveyed the re-
maining insects with contempt. Whether the pres-
ence of his fellows, probably not far in the growth,
had bred within him a feeling of security, I do not
know. But hardly had he lowered his instrument
of destruction than the horde of insects closed in on
him with astonishing rapidity. Bewildered at the
suddenness and calmness of the rush, the creature
roared in a different note, appealing and terror-
stricken, and struggled vainly to bring his weapon
into play. It was useless at such close quarters and
lie cast it aside to grasp six hooting insects in the
steel-like grasp of his writhing arms. He crushed
them on the instant and hurled them aside. I heard
him gasp, when the needle-pointed pikes of the in-
sects began to puncture him. I caught sight of
ghastly mysterious organs protruding from his
bulging belly as an insect shook itself loose. He
crashed .to the ground. Instantly the insects
changed the sound of their voices and the ring of
high-pitched hootings drowned his cries of death.

The Deadly Ray

AT ONCE they set upon the fallen creature. They
gouged and tore into his vitals. He managed
to keep up a dismal howl even after his vitals had
been ripped from his belly. I saw a dozen insects
line themselves along his side. They plunged the
pike-like snouts into him and sucked at the thick red
substance that was his blood. One lowly creature
took hold of the thick skin near the victim’s breast.
With a jerk it ripped a long streamer of flesh from
the body and gobbled it with smacking relish!

That scene was altogether too much for me to
stand. I strained and strained to tear myself away
from the stone-like immovability that gripped me.
Finally I managed to emit a terrible scream and
seemed to faint away.

* % x

When I opened my eyes once again, I was still in
the Red World. Out of the jungle raced a wedge-
formation of upright creatures, like the slain, with
ray instruments pointed at the devouring insects.
With incredible speed they came into the clearing.
Instantly the space was aglow with the red and
yellow beams. The insects clambering over the
torn and mangled body of the fallen creature lined
themselves to meet this new enemy. With an abrupt
rush, as though by some signal they advanced to-
ward the oncoming wedge. But before they could
cover any amount of space the fatal rays wilted them
in their tracks. Harsh roars echoed through the
growths. The features of the upright creatures
were even more hideous with rage and they set upon
the dying insects to gorge! One insect just to my
right seemed to have been untouched. It rose sud-
denly and attempted to escape. An upright creatute
detached himself from the gorging mass and gave
chase, bringing into play as he ran, his death-deal-
ing ray instrument.

On they came, directly toward me. As they
neared I could almost feel the terrific heat of the
creatures’ bodies. Ghastly features stood in front
of my eyes. It seemed to me that hardly a foot of
space separated us! I screamed insanely again. Then
I saw the upright being lift his ray-gun. The red-
dish yellow ray seemed to bite into the depths of
my eyes. I heard as from far away a deep-throated
groan. I seemed to be flying through space and
suddenly, with a jerk, I found myself seated in the
chair of the laboratory. I tore frenziedly at the hel-
met on my head and managed to take it off. Then
a dizziness overcame me and a black void . . . .

At any rate, I lay stunned and senseless for what
seemed hours. When I finally regained conscious-
ness I opened my eyes to see Dr. Korsakoff sitting
stiff in his chair, his helmet still intact. I reached
out and grasped his shoulder and shook him. He
was cold, his body rigid. Terrified, I leaped from
my chair and swung him around. Oh, God, that I
may never witness such a sight again!

The front portion of his helmet seemed to have
been cloven with an axe! The vision cylinders
hung in shreds and’clotted with dried, cracking

(Concluded on page 744)
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> I DO not wish to

THE VAPOR INTELLIGENCE

be considered re-

sponsible for the
veracity of any of
the statements or
theories contained in
the following pages.
I have only tried to
give a chronological
account of the series
of events which still
form one of the main
topics of discussion
in the little town
where I spent one
night this past sum-
mer. Any one with
an investigative
turn of mind who de-
sires additional in-
formation about that Thing to which Ruberg usually
refers to as “the Ghos’”, would find it well worth
their while to go to Ruberg. They should talk
with Mayor Fisher, with Doctor Clancy, with old
Ruberg himself, and with Joe Bones. If a suitable
consideration is mentioned, Joe may be induced to
act as guide to the bare spots about Loon Marsh;
always providing he is assured that the round trip
will be made before the sun sinks behind the moun-
tain that lies to the west of Loon Marsh.

Why Ruberg was originally settled is a mystery.
For hundreds of years it had nestled between two
mountains, its inhabitants living their quiet un-
eventful lives in a monotonous peacefulness until a
young man named Ford developed a “gasoline
buggy”. His and other makes of small automobiles
brought the necessity for building good roads; and
the state built a paved highway straight through the
heart of Ruberg, permanently destroying the peace-
fulness of the little rural hamlet. The road brought
me to Ruberg in the course of my wanderings and
I stopped because I was hungry and tired, and Ru-
berg was as good a place to spend the night as I was
likely to find by driving farther.

It was in the evening after dinner and I was
seated on the verandah smoking my pipe and gazing
into the dark valley. At my right was seated old
Ruberg himself, a short, fat jolly descendant of that
proud race of Swiss innkeepers. We had been talk-
ing of nothing of any importance—when suddenly a
light flashed across the sky and disappeared in the
hills that lay beyond the valley before us!

“A whopping meteor!” I exclaimed trying to
break the monotony of the evening by a new field
of conversation.

The old man was silent as he gazed into the night.

“Do you see many of them here? I ventured
further. His silence after his voluble commercial
chatter interested me.

“Um-um,” he half whispered: “Sometimes.”

“The thing seems to have affected you,” I said
smiling.

JACK BARNETTE

ODERN science believes that the

chances are one in a million that intelli-
gent beings on any other planet should be con-
stituted the same as we. It is almost certain
at any rote that, if such an intelligent being
from another world should visit us, the result
would be far more grotesque than even our
most audactous science fiction authors can
imagine. What such an intelligence will look
like, it is vmpossible to even conjecture. It
may be invisible, for all we know, or it may
have a physical constitution that to us appears
-absurd. The present author has given us in
this interesting story ome such possibility,
written in a most striking manner you will not
forget it so soon. Incidentally, the great mys-
tzly of it all keeps you spellbound until the
end.

“Yes,” he nodded his head, “The Thing! You
have heard of it then?” :

I professed my ignorance: “I referred to that
meteor just now.”

He shrugged his shoulders strangely and then
relapsed into silence. Finally, as I rose to retire, ir-
ritated by his strange demeanor, he laid a hand on
my knee.

“Wait,” he said: “Ill tell you about it.”

I sat down and listened to him as in his rambling
way he told me of the strange event that had broken
into the life of this peaceful retreat. He spoke like
a man who tried to reconcile continually his senses
with something unheard of. His story, as I re-
member it, is as follows:

It was an evening like this one, years ago, and
some of the villagers were seated on the verandah.
Little had been said by any of them for almost half
an hour until Dick James, watching a meteor blaze
a shining path across the evening sky, remarked
casually : “Another soul gone to glory.”

“Huh?”’ grunted Walter Adams. He was a col-
lege student on vacation. '

“Somebody’s soul gone to glory—didn’t you see
that shootin’ star?”

“Applesauce! Such superstitious rot! You know
darn well that meteors are fragments of disinte-
grated planets.”

“Nope. Never went to college to study about
stars and peek at them through spyglasses. Don’t
know a blame thing about ‘meteors’. Old colored
folks down on our place used to say that when you
saw a shootin’ star it was a sign that somebody had
died. I never— Good Glory! look at that one!”

Everyone jumped to their feet, as a huge burning
ball flashed across the firmament, leaving its trail
plainly marked by the glowing train heated to in-
candescence from the friction of its passage, and
plunged out of sight behind a neighboring hill.

“That one hit the earth and it hit near here!” ex-
claimed Walter: “Let’s go over to look for it tomor-
row!”

“Suits me,” grunted James, who was not greatly
interested in meteorites.
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Strange Happenings

EXT day Ruberg was agog with talk about the

“shootin’ star.” It seemed that fully half the
people had seen it, and the other half were rapidly
coming to believe that they had. Many dire predic-
tions were made concerning it. Floods, pestilence,
earthquakes and war were promised. Old Miss
Hodgers suddenly remembered that she had witnes-
sed one “jest perzactly like it” just before the
United States entered the World War. It develop-
ed that similar astral visitors had heralded the be-
ginning of the Great War, the Johnstown Flood, the
Spanish-American War, and the “Flu” epidemic. In
fact every event of major or minor importance
which any of the older inhabitants could remem-
ber was promptly connected with a “shootin’ star”
seen just previous to the actual event.

Reports of the meteorite filtered into Ruberg all
day, from surrounding farms; until the area in
which it could have hit was narrowed down to the
section around Loon Marsh.

Loon Marsh is a dismal piece of swamp land that
lies between two hills about five miles to the north
of Ruberg. Seemingly fed by underground springs,
it has neither inlet nor outlet; but, even during
periods of great drought, the Marsh never loses its
water appreciably. The Marsh is about three miles
long and about a mile wide at its widest point; it
contains several open stretches of fairly deep water,
- where one may find reasonably good fishing. Cat-
tails and marsh grass, water-lilies and bullfrogs,
sun perch and catfish abound, also an occasional
muskrat, wild duck and loon. Of course there are
snakes galore.

At the southern end of the Marsh is a cluster of
dilapidated cabins which bear the very descriptive
appellation of “Shantytown!”

At the time the events recorded here took place,
Shantytown was inhabited by half a dozen very ig-
norant and shiftless Negro families whose absolute
worthlessness made them unpopular with the citi-
zens of Ruberg, including the few members of their
own race who lived there.

To Shantytown went Walter and James, only to
curse the denseness of its inhabitants who were
either too ignorant or too suspicious of strangers
to give them any information. Once or twice they
caught the odor of fermenting grain; and suspected
that the lack of information obtainable from these
members of a usually talkative race was to the fact
that Shantytown suspected them of being prohibi-
tion agents. ‘

Their popularity with the inhabitants of Shanty-
town was not enhanced when they began roaming
through the wooded hills around the marsh, looking
for a possible burnt spot where the flaming visitor
from space had ignited the underbrush. They had
searched only a couple of days when a number of
odd facts came to their attention.

The first of these was that there were no longer
any insects in the vicinity of Loon Marsh; though it
had long been considered a pest-hole of mosquitoes.
Then they learned that the frogs, which were plenti-

. frogs, birds and insects became silent.

ful in the Marsh, no longer croaked at night. This
latter was noticed by several of Ruberg’s thirsty
citizens who had, under cover of darkness, slipped
out to Shantytown in search of illicit liquid refresh-
ments. The third day after the falling of the me-
teorite, Walter and James were astonished at the
number of bleached white skeletons of birds, rabbits,
squirrels and other little wood-dwellers that they
found everywhere along the hillside. On the fourth
night, the entire dog population of Shantytown
transferred itself to Ruberg. But it is the fifth and
sixth nights that have long been remembered by
Ruberg. ; :

Ruberg proper had gone to bed. Walter, James
and several other “nighthawks,” feeling it too warm
to sleep, were loafing on the verandah of the Ruberg
House, smoking, talking and listening to the radio,
when pandemonium broke loose outside.

“The entire population of Shantytown appeared to
have moved en masse to Ruberg. Most of them
were only partly clad; while several of the younger
ones seemed to have dispensed entirely with cloth-
ing. Soon they had awakened all Ruberg.

The good citizens, trying with little apparent suc-
cess to quiet the hysterical frenzy of the Shanty-
towners, could only elicit the information that they
had been scared out of their homes by a “ghos’”.

Finally the Shantytowners began to regain con-
trol of their emotions and their leader, Joe Bones—
if he ever had any other name it had long since
been forgotten—was calmed down to the point
where he could talk almost coherently. From him

they learned that queer things had been happening -

in and around Loon Marsh. The Shantytown ne-
groes had first sensed something wrong when the
Then two
of their group, poling their flat-bottomed boat into
the marsh so that they might fish for “cats” in the
open spaces near the center, found an increasing
number of dead fish, and dozens of skeletons of

frogs, birds, snakes and other small creatures. No

sound broke the ominous quiet of the marsh, but the
rustling of the marsh grass and the noise caused
by the progress of the boat. The portentous si-
lence, pregnant with evil, that had suddenly come
over Loon Marsh worked upon the easily aroused
superstitions of the Shantytowners and they soon
discovered a mutual lack of interest in “cats” and
an overwhelming desire to be out of the marsh.

Panic In Shantytown

THAT night the dogs had howled mournfully
from dusk until dawn, effectually keeping their
masters awake and nervous. The next night the
howling started again as soon as it began to grow
dark. Long before midnight the howling died to
whimpers of fear and the dogs sneaked away over
the hills. By the following night the whole popu-
lation of Shantytown had become fervently reli-
gious. One of the older men who had once been a
local preacher of sorts exhorted them loud and long,
threatening them with hell-fire and brimstone and
various other horrible punishments if they did not

x
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mend their low and sinful ways—seemingly over-
looking the fact that he was himself one of the
community’s worst offenders.

When the service was over they had rather re-
luctantly dispersed to their cabins and were prepar-
ing for bed when a loud shriek brought them tumb-
ling out into the open. The self-appointed minister
had lingered quite a while before leaving the cabin
where they had held the meeting, and it was he
who gave the alarm. High over Loon Marsh hung
a softly glowing mist that constantly moved and
changed its form. Slowly, as though borne by a
light breeze, this luminous cloud was moving
toward Shantytown. The Shantytowners took one
look and suddenly developed a desire to be in
Ruberg. Since none of them seemed to have imi-
tated Lot’s wife by looking back, they could tell no
more about the strange phenomenon.

A, count of noses developed that all Shantytown
had arrived safely but two, Uncle Mose Smith and
his wife Aunt Chloe. These two—the patriarchs of
Shantytown—were very old; just how old no one,
not even themselves, knew. Evidently they had
not been able to stand the pace set by their ter-

ror-stricken fellows and had fallen behind; though

one waggish citizen remarked that they might have
been “goin’ so fast that they run clear past the
town.”

Ruberg as a whole was rather amused at the

Shantytowners, since it believed them the victims
of their own too vivid imaginations. A half dozen
of the young bloods of the town piled into a couple
of flivvers and started out to meet Uncle Mose and
Aunt Chloe. It was only a short while after their
departure that the sound of two of Mr. Ford’s brajn
children, traveling at a high rate of speed, reached

"the ears of the crowd gathered on Ruberg’s main

street; and it was followed almost immediately by
the two flivvers that had started for Shantytown.

No longer did they think the wild tale told by the
still scared group of negroes a figment of the imag-
ination. They had reached the top of the hill over-
looking Shantytown and Loon Marsh and, beneath
them, they had seen the writhing phosphorescent
mist, gathered, as near as they could tell in the
absence of light, directly over Shantytown. This
luminous cloud was connected by a thin bright
streamer to a large shining globe in the center of
the marsh. They had promptly returned to Ruberg
without further investigation. They had not seen
the two old colored people—in fact they had en-
tirely forgot Uncle Mose and Aunt Chloe until
they were reminded that they had started out to
search for them.

Ruberg anxiously awaited the coming of the
dawn and, when the sun’s rays slipped over the
mountains, a dozen carloads of curious citizens
bounced along the rough road that led to Loon
Marsh. On top of the hill overlooking the marsh
the motor cavalcade came to a halt. The usual
morning fog hid the marsh and the cluster of
cabins at its end. When the sun’s rays reached
down into the little valley the fog eddied and swirl-

ed as it slowly rose from the surface. Soon Loon
Marsh lay quiet and sparkling in the morning light.
Then the cars slowly rolled down the uneven road
that led through ill-tended “patches” where corn,
potatoes and other vegetables were fighting a losing
battle with the weeds.

A hundred yards from the cluster of cabins the
leading car jerked suddenly to a stop and its occu-
pants jumped out. The passengers from the other
cars rushed forward to see what was the matter,

In the middle of the road lay two skeletons around
whose bones hung parts of garments that were
identified as having covered the aged forms of Uncle
Mose and Aunt Chloe. :

The people of Ruberg became suddenly awake to
the deadly menace of this thing that was in Loon
Marsh. A few hardy souls, including Walter and
James, ventured on to the cluster of cabins; where
they found the bleached skeletons of two mules, a
cow and a number of chickens. :

Ruberg did little that day but discuss this un-
heard-of thing that had happened right at their
doorstep. An appeal for help was ’phoned to the
state capitol by the sheriff; but when he began
giving the details to the busy official at the other
end of the line, that individual interrupted him,
delivered a short but caustic lecture on “damned
fools who have nothing to do but worry busy people
with fairy tales,” and hung up.

It was Walter who first suggested that the mete-
orite might have something to do with the mystery;
and this theory swiftly gained adherents. -

Evening found a dozen cars, now filled with

- armed men, on the hill overlooking the marsh and

a half-dozen pairs of field glasses continuously
swept its broad expanse.

The Ghost of Loon Marsh

UST as it grew dusk one of the watchers sighted
, a bright sphere, which appeared to be about
thirty feet in diameter, just as it emerged from the
depths of the marsh and floated lightly upon the
surface of the water in one of the open spaces. To
those with glasses it looked like a huge ball of highly

* polished metal. As it grew darker, the ball glowed

with a ghostly phosphorescent light and from
somewhere about it a thin shaft of luminous vapor
emerged. Swiftly this mist thickened and spread,
dividing into thin streamers that writhed about
over the surface of the marsh; but which always
remained connected to the phosphorescent globe by
the thin rope of vapor that continually emerged
from it. Occasionally, a bright gleam would ap-
pear in some part of the mist and a gleaming thread
would pour back toward the glowing sphere. Some-
times these flashes were quite brief but occasional-
ly one would last for several minutes. It was all
so studied that it gave the watchers the eerie feeling
that it was connected with some intelligent being.
One portion of the mist seemed to be bearing
toward Shantytown at a great speed. By this time
it was quite dark and the marsh itself was no
longer visible; but the tenuous streamers glowed
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. brighter and brighter. The streamer of mist reach-
ed Shantytown, hesitated there a few minutes as it
wavered back and forth, and then passed on seem-
ingly feeling its way along the hillside.

Almost directly across the marsh where the men
from Ruberg were gathered, the streamer pushed its
way up toward the top of the hill, where a field
cut into the woods. Suddenly the tip of the stream-
er glowed brightly and a pulsing silvery stream
poured back through the streamer to the shimmer-
ing ball. Larger and larger grew this silvery stream,
and then the others streamers flowed back on them-
selves and thence out along the glittering stream
toward the gleaming tip. As the other streamers
united with it, the one on the hillside expanded to
a brightly-glowing cloud.

Then one of the watchers exclaimed: “My God!
the damn thing is feeding. It is in Brown’s wood
pasture and he’s had five fine steers in there for
a week. There’ll be five skeletons there tomorrow
morning. Brown’s house is only about half a mile
across that hill and I hope to God that it finds
enough to eat without crossing the hilltop.”

The whiplike report of a rifle echoed through the
valley as one of the men took a shot at the globe in
the marsh. The globe jumped violently and the
gleaming streamer connecting the globe to the lu-
minous cloud was broken. :

The gleaming cloud and the streamer—both gone
suddenly dull—drew together and merged into a
shapeless mass that hung motionless halfway be-
tween the hilltop and the marsh. From the sphere
a tiny glowing shaft rose straight into the air for a
short distance. This shaft branched into five thin
tentacles that waved back and forth as they grew
longer and longer. The group on the hillside
watched silently while the tentacles extended them-
selves until, in their waving search, they had cov-
ered the entire surface of the marsh. Then they
slowly moved up the hillsides, keeping the same
distance above the ground as though through an
understanding. Several times the men from Ru-
berg made ready to flee as one of the waving ten-
tacles approached them. Finally, one of the arms
touched the mass of glowing mist and a portion of
the mist flowed swiftly back along it to the glowing
ball. The other tentacles then drew back into the
sphere, and the glowing cloud moved back up the
hill until it reached its former position, where it
again gleamed brightly ; and once again the pulsing
silvery stream flowed back along the misty path
that led to the luminous sphere.

The group of men held a brief council. Five of
them, hunters all and crack shots owning high-
powered rifles piled into a flivver and drove back a
little ways toward Ruberg. Then they turned aside
into an old road that ran along the top of the hill
parallel to the marsh.

As the flivver rocked and bounced along the
rough road they could catch an occasional glimpse
of the glowing mist high on the hillside across the
marsh.

The flivver stopped oppogite the portion of the

marsh that contained the refulgent sphere and the
five made their way through the darkness and un-
derbrush to a spot where they could see the glow-
ing ball. One of the five, who had been an army
sergeant, automatically took command. Finding a
place that was to their liking, they knelt and the
ex-sergeant spoke softly:

“Ready!” The men stiffened in their places.

“Aim!” Guns were trained carefully.

“Fire!”

The roar of the five rifles drowned out the com-
mand. Under the impact of the steel-jacketed bul-
lets, the sphere bounced fifteen or twenty yards
along the surface of the marsh, and the shining
thread that connected it with the cloudlike lumi-
nosity against the hill was again severed.

Gone!

LOW distant drone came to their ears and the
ex-sergeant glanced at the glowing figures on
the dial of his wrist watch. Three o’clock! The
hum of the high-flying night mailplane died away in
the distance. Three o’clock—soon it would be dawn.
They had not realized that time was passing so
swiftly. ‘
Again the thin gleaming column rose steadily for
a short distance into the air above the sphere and
branched out into the five waving tentacles which
began their fantastic searching of the air above the
marsh. .

When the tentacles had extended themselves al-
most over the whole marsh, the rifles roared out
again, and the phosphorescent globe was again sent
bouncing’ along the surface of the marsh. The
gleaming column with its waving tentacles was sep-
arated from the sphere and drew itself into a small
gleaming ball that hung stationary over the spot
where the sphere had been.

This time the sphere remained quiescent for
many minutes as though it were considering the
unusual turn its affairs had taken.

Suddenly lambent flames of cold white light flick-
ered over the sphere’s surface and the globe seemed
to begin to revolve. Faster and faster it whirled,
and brighter and brighter grew the tiny white
flames. Then, from the top of the whirling sphere,
there emerged a thick, coruscating pillar of malig-
nant, angry-looking red vapor at whose top was a
brilliant purple cube. From the purple cube four
spinning arms of the same angry-colored vapor and
tipped with a shining purple disk, shot down the
marsh toward Shantytown. Then a similar arm
flashed in the opposite direction. Slowly these
arms began to move as though to revolve about the
central column. Once again the rifles barked and
the impact of the bullets hurled the sphere sideways.
The coruscating pillar of red vapor snapped, and
gathered itself and its arms into a sinister, spinning
ball of Satanic light in whose center the purple cube
gleamed balefully. The two purple discs revolved
swiftly about the red globe’s equator.

The riflemen were suddenly aware that objects
around them were becoming visible and that day
was breaking.

e



THE VAPOR INTELLIGENCE

Furiously the tongues of flame leaped and flashed
about the sphere which lost its phosphorescent glow
and acquired a cold, polished, mirror-like gleam in
the pale morning light. Once the sphere dropped
down to the surface of the water; but it instantly
popped back.

Swiftly it grew lighter and in the east the red
sky heralded the coming of the sun. Strangely
enough there was almost no fog over the marsh
and the few patches that were visible seemed to be
almost censciously avoiding the vicinity of the
sphere, the still spinning red globe, and the two
clouds of mist, which had now lost their luminosity
and appeared a silvery blue in the morning light.

When the first rays of the sun shot over the
mountain behind the riflemen and touched the sil-
very cloud on the opposite hillside, the shining mass
writhed, twisted and contracted. It grew darker as
though its silver was being tarnished and then por-
tions of it turned a sickly yellow and dropped to the
ground in great gobs of putridity. A slight breeze
carried to the nostrils of the men on the hillside the
odor of badly-decayed flesh. Soon the last of the
silvery mist dropped to the ground, leaving a tiny
patch of deep blue gas which shot upward at in-
credible speed to blend into the blue of the sky,
while the sun’s rays crawled deeper and deeper into
the valley. The red globe and the smaller silver
cloud were the next to go—the red globe decaying
even faster than the silvery mist. The purple cube
and the disks shot skyward with the same amazing
speed as had the bit of blue gas.

The sun’s rays seemed to have no appreciable
effect on the polished globe except to cause it to
stop spinning; but those who spent the morning
watching it, saw it roll over just before noon and
an opening appear in its side. Out of this opening
there poured a viscous red mass that spread out
over the surface of the marsh. Then the sphere rose
a little above the surface and the red mass poured
faster. Finally the red substance ceased to flow
and the sphere rose into the air at an ever-increas-
ing rate of speed until it was lost to view.

Early evening found the marsh deserted except
for a host of buzzards, attracted by the sickening
odor, who flew around but did not alight. The
viscous red substance had rapidly decayed, its hor-
rible stench augmenting that caused by the decay
of the luminous vapor. A party that went out to
the marsh about midnight soon returned with the
information that nothing was to be seen.

Ruberg spent the next day surmising where the
shining globe had come from and what it was. The
theory propounded by Walter and backed up by Dr.
Clancy, Ruberg’s beloved old physician, whose
hobby was astronomy, was the most popular; both
because of its novelty and because its adherents
could at least give some more or less scientific
grounds for their argument. Walter summed it up
fairly well on the Ruberg House verandah while
talking to the sheriff.

“I¢’s like this,” he replied in answer to one of
the sheriff’s questions:
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“Nothing like it has ever occurred before in the
history of our present civilization, and than has

-explored practically the entire surface of the globe

without haying discovered anything even remotely
resembling the thing we saw on Loon Marsh. For
these reasons I do not think that it is a product of
this planet.

The Vapor Intelligence

“THIS belief is bolstered up by the fact that I
saw the flaming body that plunged from the
sky into the hills around the marsh. This occurred
just before the singular events around Loon Marsh
began taking place. If we assume that it was the
sphere that was seen plunging to earth, we must
suppose that it must have become fearfully hot from
its journey through our atmosphere. Indeed this
was indicated by the incandescent trail that it left
in the air. Yet it seemingly avoided the sun’s rays
and its contents were destroyed when exposed to
them. This would seem to indicate that it was
not the heat rays of the sun that it tried to avoid,
but some of the other rays. This would probably
eliminate Venus or Mercury as its possible source;
for these planets, being closer to the sun, receive
the sun’s rays with a greater intensity than does
the earth—though it is possible that the vapor-laden

-atmosphere of Venus might afford the necessary

protection. It is improbable that anything from
the cold, almost airless planet of Mars could have
sirvived the heat generated by the friction of the
sphere’s passage through the earth’s atmosphere.
Thus, if we confine ourselves to our own solar sys-
tem, the possible planetary home of our unearthly
visitor is narrowed down to Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus,
and Neptune. Our knowledge of these planets is
exceedingly limited. Jupiter and Saturn are sup-
posed to be still in a gaseous state or, at least, to
have a very heavy vapor-laden atmosphere that pre-
vents the observation of the solid portions of these
planets, should any exist. All of these planets are
far from the sun and are unfit for animal lif > such
as we know; but they might have produced some
such sentient being as that which we witnessed.
“That it had some measure of intelligence we
must grant, especially since it was capable of con-
structing a conveyance that enabled it to travel
through space, and equipped this vehicle with a
polished, mirror-like shell that probably repelled
the sun’s rays that it encountered while in space.
The substance of which the sphere was composed
was probably very light, even on the planet where
it originated, and was evidently lighter than our
air, which would account for its vertical flight as
soon as it lost its contents. It must have had a
melting point far above that of anything we know.
“Without being able to give any better scientific
reasons than the above, I will say that it is my
opinion that the sphere came from Jupiter and that
it contained a gaseous substance unknown to us,
possibly a bit of that unknown matter which forms
the famous red spot on that planet. You know
(Continued on Page 745)
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X > Illustration by Paul
The picture focused directly on a woman. Her eyes were open and she was breathing

through her mouth. If this were not Barbara Ward, the unfortunate slave, it was a
woman very much like her. Sir Harry pressed the blue button—and a voice issued
from the woman.
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THE CONQUERORS
By the Author of “The Human Termites,” “The Boneless Horror,” etc.

What Has Gone Before:

DIO service all over America is stopped and is them suddenly re-

sumed., A message comes over the air, from peopre who call
themselves the “Conquerors,” stating that all air traffic over five southern
states must cease. They are. not taken seriously, but aviators attempting
to fly over the states are forced down. Finally, after another interruption
of radio service, the “Conguerors” send amother radio message, stating
that all aviators who attempt to fly over the states will be killed.

The mation is upset and o reward of o million dollars offered for
apprehension of the instigators of the outrages. Meanawhile a huge-
headed dwarf, who calls himself an “Ambassador” of the “Conguerors”,
calls on the. President of the United States ond demands that ‘these
southern states be vacated, He cites the fact that their power has been

"-l"HE two friends left the consu-
late in a most jubilant mood.
Once out on the sidewalk, their
happiness rapidly diminished.

“What do you suppose he meant,
Mallory, talking about elephants out
at old Reelfoot?” asked Ormond.

“I don’t know and I don’t care.
What I am anxious about is this: he
has asked us to have dinner with him
at his hotel, and what are we sup-
posed to wear?”

“Why, the very best we have.”

“But is that good enough?”

“Certainly it is. That old boy is a
real sport. Didn’t you hear him say
that he wanted people to call him
plain Brunton?”

“Yes, he said that, but perhaps only
to make us feel good. I am going to
beat it for the library and see who he really is. 1
suppose you are going back to dress?”

“Not on your life! I am going to spend a little
while polishing that elephant gun. ‘Jumping juni-
per berries! That would be a hot one, to actually
shoot an elephant out at Reelfoot!”

At seven-thirty, Mallory Wright called . for
his friend. In spite of all his talk about polishing
the gun, Ormond was clean-shaven and faultlessly
dressed in a well-cut tuxedo.

“I have found out about our new boss,” exclaimed
Wright. “You had better not call him Brunton.
He is one of the most noted anthropologists in the

DAVID H. KELLER, M.D.

demonstrated by crippling oll the electric service in that territory. He
gives the President several weeks to order the evacuation, He states
that he represents a race of men who are fifty thousand years in advance
of our people intellectually.

On his second wisit he is killed; ond it is discovered that his bodily
constitution differs from ours.

With no evacuation of the states ordered, o heavy fog descends on
them and ofter a year oll the people have been driven from them.

Sir Harry Brumion, a repr tative of the British government, is
sent to Washington to investigate the strange happenings. He hires two
young Americans, John Ormond, & sportsman born in Tennessee, and
Mallory Wright, o scientist, for a secret mission.

chance to learn something about an-
thropology.”

«I isten to me, Mallory,” said Or-
mond, grabbing his friend by the
shoulder : “Will you stop long enough
to answer one question? What is
that man? And what does that word
‘Anthropo—’ something mean?”

“Do you mean to say you don’t
know? It is the study of man and
his culture at various stages of his
development.”

“You mean a study of dead men?”

“To some extent.”

“Then what does he want me for?
And what was all this talk about
hunting elephants?”

“Youre absolutely impossible,
John. Come on and let’s beat it for
the hotel.”

Rather to their surprise, when they inquired at
the desk for Sir Harry Brunton, and were ushered
up to his rooms, they found him dressed in some
old sport clothes and smoking an even older pipe. .
He was rather amused to see their dress.

“I thought we would dine up here,” he explained:
“My word ! but you gentlemen have put on a lot of
side. Now that you have shown me that you have
such good clothes, suppose you take off your jackets
and make yourselves comfortable. I wanted to talk
to you, about our trip, in private.”

It was not till after the meal had been cleared
away and the door locked that the Englishman

world. He has written
extensively for the
Journal of the Royal
Asiatic Institute, The
Indian Antiquary, the
American Anthropologist
and perhaps fifty other
papers. His work in
Asia was so remarkable
that they made him a
knight, and so he has a
‘Sir’ in front of his
name. The article I
read stated that he is
wealthy enough = to
finance all of his own
explorations. I'll say he
is a real man, This is
going to give me a

IN this installment, Dr. Keller's marvelous
story comes to a conclusion, and we get a
thrilling insight into the race of super-men—
“The Conquerors.”

Dr. Keller develops, in this installment, @
great many profound truths, and one of those
truths is that a nmation’s power resis, mot 80
much. on its intelligence, as on s arlity to
make use of that intelligence. In other words,
on its inner psychic power.

America is the marvel of the modern world;
not because Americans are more intelligent
than other races, but because we are a nation of
quick-thinking, aggressive, restless, and ambi~
tious people. In other words, we are a youny

race possessing all the instincts of youth. If a

nation loses those instinets—ithe inner urge to.

create and to surmount all obstacles—no matter
how great its intelligence may be, that nation
is doomed to senility. Nowhere have we seen
this theme brought out so powerfully as in the
chapters you will now read.
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started his explanation:

“I ought to tell you,
gentlemen, that I am
here as a personal rep-
resentative of our For-
eign Office. Over in
London we have been
rather disturbed at the
way things were going
here in the States; at
times it seemed to be
a world problem rather
than merely a local one.
No doubt you -know
what I am talking
about: the trouble with
the radio and those odd
messages and the bally -
mist and everything.

This ’stéry started in our December issue. Back numbers may Be hiad at twenty-five cents each.
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When T was in Asia hunting bones a few years ago,
I ran into a Valley of Mist. I wanted to look into
it, but the natives became panicky and, the first
thing I knew, they had me tied to a pony, and they
never let me go till we were some hundred miles
away. I never could learn just what they were
afraid of. But that mist, as I saw it down in the
valley, was rather like the description of the mist
that caused so much trouble for your people.

“That might have been a mere coincidence. But
I have found that there is very little in life that hap-
pens by chance; almost everything has a reason
back of it. Therefore I felt that the same reason
was back of both of these natural phenomena. My
government has asked me to come over and inves-
tigate, and I have been doing a little since landing.

“Perhaps you have heard of the man who was
shot in the President’s office? No? Well, it makes
no difference, but he was an odd little thing; and
I was able to obtain some very interesting informa-
tion in Washington. What I want to do is to go to
Tennessee and see if I cannot find some more men
like him.

“Perhaps you know that there used to be a lot
of activity in the mountains of the Appalachian
Range? I mean earthquakes and volcanoes and the
like. Not lately, but millions of years ago. Still
having little earthquakes, but mostly the range is
considered a dead one. Then, after a long period
of inactivity there was a sudden earthquake in Ten-
nessee in 1811, A lot of the land just dropped and
formed Reelfoot Lake, eighteen miles long and
three miles wide, and no one knows how deep in
places. Everything dropped, prairies, swamps and
forests. Is that correct, Mr. Ormond ?”

“That is what my father’s grandfather said. He
was just a boy when it happened, and they came to
the Reelfoot country not long after.”

“Did he have any idea of what caused the
trouble 7

“No, not anything more than the rest. As far as
we local folks knew, it was just an earthquake.”

“There has been another explanation lately”
added Mallory Wright: “I took the time to look it
up in the library this afternoon. All that region is
undermined and honeycombed with enormous caves.
There may have been an earthquake, but what hap-
pened was this: the roof of some of those caves
got too thin and dropped, and the hole just filled up
with seepage from the Mississippi River.”

The Start

€E’TVHAT is good, Mr. Wright. And that is what
happened, though even that does not tell all

that I want to know. Anyway, I want to go to that
lake, and for just one reason. I think that some-
where near there we will find traces of other men
like this poor fellow that was killed, of the men who
are in back of this messy business.”

“You mean ‘The Conquerors?” exclaimed
Wright.

“That is what I mean.”

“Do you know the danger?”

“What danger ?”

“Didn’t you hear the last message: ‘Now that
you are out, stay out? I understand that all who
have gone in since then have been killed.”

“Hardly. What we know is this: that those who
have gone in have not come out again. They have
not been heard from. That does not mean they are
dead, does it ?” _

“Why no——not exactly., They might be—"

“My word! You worked it out for yourself.
They might be detained there as prisoners. Any-
way, the three of us are going in. Just the three
of us. We are going to sneak in through the back
door. I have studied the map rather carefully and
my plan is this: we will go to Missouri, change into
some old clothes, buy a rowboat and cross the river
so that we will land near a little old town called

Tiptonville. As far as I can make it out on the

map, that is between the river and the lake. Do
you know the town, Mr. Ormond ?”

“Hellsbells, yes! I was born there.”

“Fine! You will be right at home.”

“Just one minute,” interrupted Wright. “Once
we are at Tiptonville, what are we going to do?
What can we do, just the three of us?”’

“I have not the least idea,” answered the Eng-
lishman: “I have been in Tiptonvilles all over the
world, and I never know what is going to happen
or the part that I am to play in them till I get there.
So far, I have always been able to get back to Lon-
don. I feel that we are up against bigger game
than I have ever hunted before, but that does not
make me change my mind.”

“By big game, do you mean elephants?” asked
Ormond, ~

“Not exactly. Now, as to the part we are going
to take in preparing for this trip. We will each of
us take the clothes we wear and enough condensed
food to last two weeks. A gun and a brace of re-
volvers for each of us might be of use; perhaps they
would only be in the way. You can suit yourselves
about being armed. And I believe that is all.”

“No scientific instruments?” asked Wright.

“Absolutely none. I have an idea that we will
find scientific equipment that will make our instru-
ments of precision look like children’s playthings.”

“May I ask just one more question, Sir Harry?”
said Wright. =

“Certainly.”

“Why do you want a scientist and a hunter along
with you, if you are not going to take any instru-
ments and will not even go armed yourself?”

“For this reason.  If we both come back, I want
a scientist to support my story. If I die, you will
have the intelligence to tell the world what hap-
pened. As for our friend, Ormond, every once in
a while I have found it a good idea to have a man
in the party who can shoot straight to the mark.
I never shoot except as a last resource ; but when it
has to be done, it is very important that the bullet
lands in the right place. Suppose you lads leave

o
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me now. We have much to prepare to leave New
York tomorrow.”

The very next day the party of three, Sir Harry
Brunton, Mallory Wright and John Ormond, left
New York for Chicago. There the Englishman
spent a few hours between trains, talking with a
fellow anthropologist. Several hours later found
them in Cairo, Illinois. There they went to a hotel,
and when they left it, by the back door, they looked
rather like average rivermen. John Ormond had
made many suggestions in regard to their clothing,
and it was he who insisted that they remain in se-
clusion in their hotel room till they had grown a

- three days’ beard.

Sir Harry protested:

“I have been all over the world,” he exclaimed,
“and I have never missed my daily shave. In Lon-
don and Paris I shave twice a day.”

“You cannot do that and look like my home
folks,” insisted Ormond. “Some of them never
shave, just cut it off once a year with a scissors and
use it to stuff their bedticks with. You said you
wanted to go to Reelfoot Lake, looking as though
you were an old inhabitant coming back to Old
Home Week. You can’t, because you're too intelli-
gent looking, even with a three-day beard on. But

you can’t shave every day, not around Reelfoot,

sir.”.

From Cairo they went via Lilbourn to New'

Madrid where they slept at a cheap hotel on the
river bank. The next night they started to row
down the river.

“This here old Mississippi River is a funny old
thing,” explained Ormond: “Sometimes it is asleep
and then at other times it raises hell. We will row
across and at the same time let the current carry
us; and by the time we land on the Tennessee shore
we'll be just right for making Tiptonville by break-
fast time. Ever read ‘Tom Sawyer,” Mr. Brunton?
Oh, the devil! I just can’t get the hang of calling
you Harry. Tom used to do a lot of work on this
old river, and he saved Becky when they were lost
in ‘a limestone cave. Twain knew a lot about this
region.”

Sir Harry stopped long enough to light his pipe;
then he picked up the oars again. (The three men
were taking turns rowing.) At last his shift was
up and he gave the oars to Wright, and started to
talk:

“It might interest you to know that I once spent
a whole day in that Tom Sawyer cave. Of course,
it is very small, compared with many others. I like
to go through a large cave, Mammoth Cave in Ken-
tucky, for example; there is a cave that we know
practically nothing about. There is a new one down
in your great Southwest, and another in Virginia.
The entire subject has been only partly studied.
Men spend years in Arctic explorations while, if
they could only be made to realize it, there are just
as interesting opportunities right under their feet.
Of course, you realize that the cave was the first
home of mankind ?”

“I thought the trees were,” said Wright, who was
beginning to puff from his unusual exertion at the
oars.

“You are right, so far as man’s ancestors were
concerned ; but just as soon as he came out of the
trees, he hunted shelter and safety in the caves of
the earth. I am going to go to sleep. Wake me
when it is my turn to row.”

CHAPTER VII
Brunton’s Hypothesis

HEY reached the shores of Tennessee just as
day was breaking, and pulled their boat up on
the bank.

“I think that it might be best to sit here for a few
minutes,” explained Sir Harry: “There are some
matters that I want to talk to you about. First, I
want to ask Ormond a question. Is there any part
of Reelfoot Lake that is unexplored, or that has
been shunned by the hunters and fishermen who
lived around here?”

“Yes. There is; but how did you know about it?"”

“Simply by doing a little thinking. I made up
my mind that there ought to be such a place. Now,
tell us about it.”

“Not much to tell, It seems that this lake we are
going to, old Reelfoot, was formed overnight. After
it was all over, those who settled round the lake
didn’t come too close, because they never could tell
when it would start sinking again. But the trap-
pers and fishermen and happy-go-luckies, they saw
that there would be lots of easy food and good trap-
ping, and they decided to take a chance. Land did
not belong to anyone special then, any more than it
does now. I suppose the proper name for most of
the people would be squatters. Give them a pipe,
some salt pork, flour, tobacco, a rifle and fishing
pole, and they would be happy for life!

“But right from the first they were leary of the
entire north end of the lake. That was a long time
ago, and it is hard to tell just how the idea started;
but the way it was told me was that men went up
there and never came back—and at last it was just
naturally felt it wasn’t healthy to hang around
there. Last time I was home, visiting, I tried to
hire some of the best trappers to row me up there,
and they turned me down flat. But they wouldn’t.
give any reason. So, I suppose that for over a hun-
dred years there have been parts of that lake which
were never visited by any man, white or black.”

“And you know where those parts are?”

“Certainly! More than once when I was a boy
my pa thrashed me for just bragging that T was
going to go there.”

“Then that is the part of the lake we are going
to. How about a boat?”

“Have to make one, I guess, unless we find a
cedar one that hasn’t rotted under the mist.”

“Any snakes?”’

“Snakes? Lots of them. Some called cotton-
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mouths. Big around as your arm, and deadly
poison. Alligators too.”

“Do you think that we had better row up the
lake, or walk along the shore till we get opposite
this unknown part?” ,

“I don’t see how we could walk along the shore.
Most of the lake hasn’t got a real shore; just
swamps and quicksand and deep mudholes. Right
at Tiptonville the ground is a little high and dry.
If we can get any kind of a boat, I would feel 2 lot
safer on the water than I would trying to walk
around the shore.”

“That sounds sensible. Now, gentlemen, this is
what I have on my mind: I feel that the civiliza-
tion of the world is threatened by these people who
call themselves in our language ‘The Conquerors.’
I think that this is just a name that they have taken
from our vocabulary, because it has a certain im-
pressiveness. They think that by using that word
they can the more easily scare the human race.
This attack on this section of the States is prob-
ably the beginning of an effort to destroy the human
race. The time will come when either these un-
knowns or the peoples we represent will have to
disappear. Since they first started to send their
messages, I have tried to imagine where they are,
how many of them exists, and just what kind of a
social order they form. The so-called ‘ambassador’
told the President that they are as far above us in
their power as we are above the ape. That is a
rather broad statement, but it is horrible to contem-
plate if it is true.

“I desired to locate them, somewhere on this
earth. Most of the earth’s surface is rather well
known, though, of course, there are some spots that
are imperfectly mapped. Certainly these people
could live neither in the sky nor under the water.
There is just one place left, and that is under the
earth—cave dwellers. Now, follow my argument;
because it is important that we all understand each
other. The first message forbade planes from cross-
ing over the territory of five states. Why? There
are parts of these five states that are practically in-
accessible to the foot of man; but a man in an air-
plane can see everything. He can not only see
everything, but he can take pictures of the terrain
that are absolutely accurate. The United States
was planning to make an air survey of its entire
territory. For some reason, these strange people
did not want it done; so, they issued an order, for-
bidding all flights over this territory. They not only
refused to allow flights, but they made flights im-
possible. Then, as though this were not enough,
they determined to have undisputed occupancy of
the five states. In making this demand their ‘am-
bassador’ was killed. They at once started to
drive the inhabitants out with a mist. That mist
was like the one I saw in Asia, where the people
had a deadly fear of it.

“Now, to the east of us is Reelfoot Lake, which
was formed over night in 1811. For some reason
the squatters who were afraid of neither God nor

the Devil were afraid of the upper end of that lake,
They were still afraid of it when the mist came and
they had to leave. If they came back, they would
be doubly fearful. Why? Things happened after
the lake formed, and something fearful was stamped
into the minds of the people—a deep conviction that,
up at that end of the lake, there is something that
had best be left alone.

“The three of us are going up there; if necessary,
we are going to live there for a while. I want you
to remember that, only rarely, in handling people of
unusual intelligence, is it necessary to shoot. If
you do shoot, do so as fast as you can and shoot to
kill. But remember that the great factor of safety
is to keep cool. No matter what happens, do not
show any surprise. All in the day’s work. Is my
meaning clear?”

“Do I understand that you are going up there to
actually meet these people?”’ asked Wright.

“Certainly. And I hope that they will find us
and make us prisoners. That is one reason why I
am not going armed. Lots of this trouble might
have been avoided if that ‘ambassador’ had not
been shot.”

“Perhaps it may be necessary to do a little shoot-
ing,” commented Ormond, hopefully: “A shame to
bring this big elephant gun along and not get a
chance to use it, and I brought along a fine Win-
chester for Mallory. Aren’t you even going to
carry a revolver, Sir Harry?”

“Yes, I think I shall; it would be handy in case
we meet one of those cottonmouths and I could use
it on you if you call me ‘Sir Harry’ again. What
say we eat a little breakfast?”

A Strange Boat

THEY ate breakfast rather silently. It was not a
silence of depression or even of apprehension,
but was due to the fact that all three of them felt
that they were going into an unknown country to
face conditions that were perhaps unprecedented in
the history of mankind. Theirs was the tension of
the runner, just before the race, the breathlessness
of the soldier, a few minutes before the zero hour.
They ate, because it was the normal thing to do
after their night of exertion. What they all wanted
to do was to be on their way.

After fighting their way through the underbrush
of the river front, they at last reached a roadway.
It was covered with a peculiar moss but, when this
was pushed aside, the remains of hard-surfaced pav-
ing were found underneath. Ormond took out his
compass, studied it for a few minutes and then said
that this was the old road from the river to Tipton-
ville, and that it was a walk of only a few minutes
further to the lake shore. ;

The walking was hard, for the moss on the road
was in many places over six inches high. At the
same time the walking was better in the road than
on the sides. The vegetation was profuse, and al-
most matted on the fields.

il
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“What do you think of those weeds, Wright?”
asked Sir Harry. -

“They are the tallest I ever saw. Over there is
something that looks like blue-grass, but it must
be at least twelve feet high, and there is golden rod,
nearly as high, and some asters, with blossoms six
inches in diameter. This moss is new to me. How
did it ever get a start like this on a hard road?”

“T think that this is all easily explained. Remem-
ber the mist; for a year this country was dripping
wet all the time. There was no sunshine, but there
was lots of water. Now there is sunshine and, no
doubt, the ground is still soaked. And then it is
hot here, almost tropical. Exactly ninety while we
were eating breakfast. Heat, sunshine, water are
three partners that are able to make anything grow.

.1 must admit, however, that this moss is peculiar.

It seems to have a specific rotting influence on the
road. Perhaps it was planted here for that purpose,
to destroy the road as soon as possible.”

“At least, there is one thing to be thankful for,”
added Ormond, “and that is that we decided not to
pack much of a load. I was born down here, where
men never made mules out of themselves and where
they had niggers to tote their loads for them. Hope
we will find a boat.”

“Why not throw aside that elephant gun?” asked
Sir Harry: “That weighs almost as much as all the
rest of your load.”

«T would rather throw away the flour and bacon.
Might need that gun.”

Though the actual distance they walked was only
a few miles, it was well past noon before they came
to the deserted town. Ormond silently led the
way through the silent street, lined with houses in
all states of dissolution. At last he came to a cen-
tral square. There he put down his gun, threw his

ack off his shoulders and announced:

“This is Tiptonville.”

“Is this all there ever was to it?” asked Wright.

“What do you expect? Right smart town, but, of
course, it was nothing like New York. Shall we
have dinner?”

“Not yet,” answered Sir Harry: “Better go down
to the lake shore.”

A few minutes’ walk took them there. Ormond
looked.around in astonishment.

“Doesn’t look like it did,” he said: “I know what
is the matter. It’s those weeds. Here is the old
boat landing all right, and we used to be able to see
a lot of clear water in front of us. It was deep a
hundred yards off shore. Even if we build a boat,
we will have to cut down those cat-tails to get the
boat out to the water.”

“I do not think that we shall have to build a
boat!” exclaimed Wright: “I guess my eyes must
be sharper than yours. There is a boat waiting
for us. Over to the left. See it?”

Ormond started over, but Sir Harry called him
back:

“Wait a minute, my lad. My word! How im-
petuous you Americans are. Could have saved

many lives in the last war if you had been willing to
wait a minute. We eat now.”

Ormond came back, crestfallen.

“I thought you wanted a boat; and, now there is
one, you won’t even go and look at it.”

Sir Harry never replied to that, but merely started
in to do his share towards preparing a meal. It was
not till that meal was finished and the pipes lit
that he started to talk: :

“] want you lads to listen to me. This game we
are playing is a sporting proposition though, so
far, we do not know all the facts about it. But
there is one rule that I want to impress on you.
From now on, whenever you run up against any-
thing unusual, walk around it three times and keep
as still as you can; and then go off and think it
over before you take any definite action. We know
there are not supposed to be any human beings
around here. All one has to do is to walk through
this town and see for himself that the place is
deserted; not even a cat. Everything dead and
decaying, and even a macadamized road disintegrat-
ing. The lake by the shore is a mass of water
weeds. Any boat left here a year ago would have
rotted and sunk in the mist. Yet, here is a boat.

“Did you look at that boat? I did, and this is
what I saw about it. It is tied to a tree and the
rope looks as though it were new. Not only has
the boat been painted and varnished, it has had
all the brass work polished; it shines in the sun-
light. By the shape of it, as I see from here, itisa
power boat, It certainlyis nota rowboat or a canoe
or dugout of any kind. I didn’t intend to be in
too great a hurry in regard to that boat. My
word! Do you lads know what I think?”

Ormond replied that he did not have the slightest
idea, but Wright answered, almost eagerly:

“I think that I know, Sir Harry; though, of
course, it is a silly thing to think, You have an
idea that this boat was put there for our use?”’

“That is a bright lad, Mallory,” replied the elder
man kindly: “I believe that T am, going to make a
real thinker out of you before we get back, if we
ever do get back. There is only one way to look at
that boat and that is to feel that it was put there
for our use. Now, suppose we follow that line of
reasoning; if it was put there for such a purpose,
the parties who did so knew one thing.”

“What was that?” asked Ormond.

“Simply that we were going to come here. They
knew that we were headed for Tiptonville. If they
knew that, there is a likelihood they knew our plans
in New York City. There is something to think
about, and there is only one possible alternative;
that the whole thing is simply a peculiar coinci-
dence. Yet, such coincidences are rare in my ex-
perience. Suppose we take our things over there,
pull it up to shore and take a close look at it?”

The Decision

HEY did so. At least, they made as careful an
examination of the boat as they could without
actually touching it. There was no doubt about its
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“being new, and behind it was a narrow channel, cut
through the weeds to clear water. There were no
oars, but at the stern there was something not un-
like a small gas engine. Sir Harry turned at last to
Ormond.

“What do you think of it, Ormond? You are the
sportsman of the party.”

For once Ormond deliberated before giving an
answer. He not only deliberated, but made as care-
ful an examination of the boat as he could without
stepping into it. After ten minutes, he gave his opin-
ion.

“That is the most peculiar motor I ever saw.
Looks like a gasoline engine, but it is different; I
cannot see how a man could run it. There is a
propeller there, and of course the engine, whatever
kind it is, makes the boat go; but it does not look
right to me.”

“Think you could start it?”

“I could try.”

“What is your advice, Wright?”

“We understand the boat part, and we could
make poles or oars. I am in favor of throwing the
rest of the equipment upon shore.”

“Under ordinary circumstances I would agree
with you. I made up my mind a little while ago
about that boat. If it was sent here to take care
of us—then, just as soon as we are in it and start
the motor, we shall be taken just where those people
. want us to go.”

“You mean that it is electrically controlled by
radio?” asked Wright. By this time he was more
than interested. '

“My word! You saw through it. Ten years ago
that would have had us guessing; but the robot is
rather overworked by this time. I think that the
idea is to have us sit down in the boat and start it,
and then we will be carried automatically to our
destination, on a radio beam, or something like
that.”

“Then you really think that everything points to
the fact that someone or other knows all about our
coming?’ There was no doubt about the fact that
Ormond was interested in the Englishman’s answer.

“I believe it. Yes, why not put it to the test.
Suppose we turn the boat around, start the engine
and let it go chugging out to the lake without any
passengers? It will be interesting to see what
happens.”

Acting on this suggestion, the three men pulled
the boat to the shore, and, after a good deal of
trouble, started the engine, and off the boat went.
The water lane, cut through the mass of weeds,
pointed straight out to a body of clear water. Sir
Harry followed its course through his binoculars.

“Just as I expected,” he finally whispered, almost
to himself. Then putting his glasses away, he
looked to the two Americans.

“They turned the boat around out there and now
it is on its way back. In some way the people who
are at the head of this business found out that there
is no one in the boat. See, there it comes up to
shore. Clever. My word! No name for it. Boat
acts like a water spaniel retrieving a dead duck.

Three dead ducks, perhaps. Mallory, tie the boat up
and we will decide on the next step.”

The anthropologist made himself comfortable,
covered his face with his hat and apparently went
to sleep. Ormond took out his jackknife and started
to whittle. Wright made some notes in a little
pocket diary. At the end of an hour Sir Harry
took off his hat and started to talk.

“Just three things to do, my lads; we have to
make a choice. Either get in the boat and let them
decide where we land; take the machinery out and
row, or pole the boat; or make a boat of our own.
What do you think?”

“You decide that, Sir Harry,” suggested Ormond.’

“Not at all. Wright, how do you look at it?”

“I suppose you think that ‘The Conquerors’ are
back of this, sir?”

“Who else could it be?”

“For the sake of argument, let’s suppose it is. So
far, they have shown no disposition to be blood-
thirsty. Of course, they drove everyone out with
the mist, but they did not kill the people; and I am
sure it would have been as easy to have killed
everyone as not. Now, they must be expecting us;
or, at least, everything looks that way. They

want us to come to them since, for some reason,.

they cannot come to us—or don’t want to. This
looks to me like a test of some kind. Perhaps all
this is not very clear reasoning, but I think we
ought to get in that boat, start it and see what hap-
pens.”

Sir Harry reached over and slapped Wright ap-
provingly between the shoulders.

“Bravo! Mallory, old chap! That was just the
conclusion I had reached; but I wanted you te do
some independent thinking. If anything happens
to me on this trip, you will have to get Ormond
out and do what you can to save our race. I am
going to tell you all T learn, but there may come a
time when you will have to act independently, and,
when that time comes, it will be well for you to
know how to think clearly. So far, I feel that we
have done the right thing. Our sending the boat
out to the lake without passengers has shown them
that we realized the threatening danger; while our
going in it when it starts the second time, will show
that we are willing to face that danger, no matter
what it may be. So, if it suits you two, suppose we
start out on the trip?”

CHAPTER VIII
The Brakes Off

HE party did not have much baggage, conse-

quently, it did not take long to put their pos-

sessions in the boat. Then the little craft was
turned around and pointed to the open water. With
the three adventurers aboard, it started on the jour-
ney into an unknown future.

Reelfoot Lake had some sheets of open water.
Much of the submerged territory, however, was cov-
ered with floating swampage and even cypress trees.
Through these islands of cane, brush, moss and
mud, there were long tortuous tracks of water, only
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a few feet wide and perhaps a mile or more in
length. For five miles the boat went up the lake,
at times through clear water and at other times
through narrow channels, twisting and winding so
that it was hard to be certain of the points of the
compass. All that the three men had to do was to
sit still. The propeller steadily drove the boat for-
ward in silence, while an unseen electrical hand
steered its course.

Ormond watched it all with steadily growing ad-
miration.

“T’ll have to hand it to the guy that is doing this!”
he finally exclaimed: “He couldn’t do better if he
was an old swamper. This here is the worst part
of the lake. More than one tenderfoot’s been lost
right here; but this old boat goes along just as if it
knew the way.”

Sir Harry tapped Ormond’s knee to secure his at-
tention. Then he whispered gently:

“Just as soon as we reach the part of the lake
which nobody wanted to explore or fish in, I want
you to give me a signal. Must be something there

“ to interest us.”

“I will do that little thing for you,” replied the
sportsman: “Any objection to my looking over the
gun?”’ .

“I certainly have! Forget that you have one.
Watch for landmarks; does anything look familiar
to you?”

“In places; we are nearly there. That is what I
have been looking for, that tall pine to the right.
Pine on right side and little hill on the left, ‘Run a
line between them,” my pa used to say, ‘and if I
catch you going past that line, Ill whale the life
out of you, provided you come home alive, which
I doubt’.” :

“Then, right now we are in the forbidden water?”

“You bet we are!”

“My word! How odd! Nobody here since 1811.
At least, no one came here and left again. Odd!
Perhaps we have the explanation for it there.”

He took the glass and gazed steadily up the lake.
Then he handed it to Wright.

“T_ooks like a mound or a low crater, right in the
middle of the lake, with clear water all around it,”
he remarked: “That corresponds jwith everything
else. Things have just got to correlate with each
other. We may find a lot of most unusual and in-
teresting features on this trip; but they will have
to harmonize with everything else. Things do not
just happen in the natural world; they develop. It
may take a year or ten million years, but it is never
spontaneous. Of course, the mist appeared at first
to be unprecedented, but I have seen the same sort
of thing in Asia; and, when we reach the solution,
we will probably find that the mist in Asia and the
mist in North America are both caused by the same
natural forces. If that be true, back of these same
forces we will find the same intelligence possessed
by the same human beings.

“T call them human beings, because I do not
know any more suitable name. That poor chap they
killed and dissected in Washington was certainly a

man. He was different from ourselves; but what
else was he, if not a human being?

“For years I have read all the scientific fiction I
could lay my hands on. Some is good and some is
not so good and some is rather poor. The good stuff
is good because it is natural. It may be imaginative
and almost improbable to the unthinking; but it
sounds to me as though it might happen, and if you
grant certain premises, the conclusions are correct.
Millions of years ago the Creator started certain
forms of life. Some forms advanced just so far and
then had the brakes put on them; others kept on
developing. Now, if a writer can calculate what
might have happened to a race if the brakes were
left off, we may get some startling conceptions from
him.

“Right now we are in a science-fiction novel. We
are doing more -than writing it; we are living it.
We must try to imagine the difficulties we will meet,
and prepare for them as best we can. But in all our
imaginings, we must not allow our minds to dwell
on the impossible. For everything we see there
must be a sound scientific explanation, and if that
explanation is lacking, it is simply because we do
not perceive it. For example: Suppose we are
shown a two-hundred-foot monster standing erect
and then are told that the Behemoth has no skele-
ton, no backbone? What then?, Just smile and say,
‘My word !’ or ‘Hot Dog!’ but all the time remember
that the animal does not exist. Perhaps it is only a
clever moving picture.”

As he was talking, the boat increased its speed
and rapidly approached the edge of the crater.
Nearing this, they saw that it rose about twenty
feet above the water level. The boat headed for a
landing, from which ascended a series of steps to
the top of the crater’s rim; and slid gently into a
close-fitting berth cut out of the hard clay. The
motor stopped.

“Here we are!” cried Ormond, in a forced at-
tempt at gayety.

“What shall we do now?” asked Wright.

“Let’s wait and see what the program is,” sug-
gested Sir Harry. :

They did not have to wait long.

Down the steps came a small, peculiarly-shaped
man.

“Am I right in assuming that you are Sir Harry
Brunton?” he asked in-a tone that seemed the purest
English accent, yet one that even to the Oxford-
bred Brunton had a rather artificial ring.

“That is my name, sir,” was the Englishman’s
reply.

“And these men are your servants?”’

“Hardly that. They are my companions. Allow
me to introduce Mr. Mallory Wright, a scientist of
no mean attainments, and his friend, Mr. John Or-
mond, a financier of New York City, who is noted
for his ability as a hunter of big game.”

The stranger merely glanced at the two men and
then turned again to the Englishman:

“You are the one we are expecting, Sir Harry.
We will allow the other two to return to Tipton-
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ville and live there. Of course they cannot leave
this area.”

“They have no desire to do so. The three of us
stay together. It is flattering to know that you ex-
pected me to visit you; but I can not think of
asking my friends to miss the pleasure of the trip
after they have come so far. Shall we disembark?”

“No. You will stay in the boat till I find out
about these men.” And saying that he turned
around, went up the steps and disappeared,

The Pit

RUNTON motioned to the two to draw close to

him. He whispered: “That is a twin of the
man they shot at the White House. Look at the
hydrocephalic head, the large forehead, the little
chin, small arms, large hands, little legs and feet.
Not over four feet high. Look at those eyes when
he comes back. I think that we are starting to
learn something.”

It was late in the afternoon and exceedingly hot,

There was neither shade nor breeze on the side of
the crater where the boat was stuck in the little
dock. After what seemed hours to the New York-
ers, but had been actually a little over ten minutes,

the hydrocephalic dwarf came back. His face was -

expressionless, and he shaded his eyes with his
hand as he explained:

“There was a delay. A conference was being
held. The final determination is to admit the three
of you, if Sir Harry Brunton will assume full re-
sponsibility for the acts of the other two,”

“You consider me the leader of the party ?” asked
the Englishman.

“We consider you our guest. The other two are
either servants or useless impedimenta. To be
plain, their presence here annoys us.”

“They are coming with me. I consider that they
are my friends. It is immaterial to me what you
call them.”

“The matter is not one for argument. You will
follow me up the steps.”

The three men started to arrange their packs and
left the boat. Up the steps they went, to the top
of the crater, Rausing here, they gazed around them.
Far on either side stretched the lush swamps and
cypress of the lake shores. At least half a mile
away, across the hole was the further rim. From
the water the crater had looked like a mound of
dirt, fifteen to twenty feet above the water edge.
From the top of the rim it was a hole, half a mile
wide and interminably deep. The sides went down
cleanly. It was a gigantic cylinder, a terrific well
so perfect in its roundness and smoothness that it
gave the appearance of being bored by the well-
tools of a Titan.

“My word! Remarkable!” exclaimed the Eng-
lishman: “I have seen some holes, like the diamond
mines in South Africa, but this is really the most
perfect example of a boring I have ever seen. I
wonder if there are any bones at the bottom? No
one can tell from here how deep it is, but it must be
miles.”

“Your audible thinking is remarkable,” com-
mented the guide. : .

“Do you find it so?” quickly replied the anthro-
pologist.

“Absolutely. It has caused considerable com-
ment among those who have heard it.”

“My word! Yet, I will say this: Sometimes I sit
and think out loud, and sometimes I just sit and
think silently and then, at times, I just sit.”

The guide looked at him with that odd, expres-
sionless face which so far had shown no evidence
of interest in anything that had happened.

“It would seem,” he said, “that you are endeavor-
ing to indulge in what you call humorous language.
We do not take pleasure in the action of laughter,
as you seem to do. That is one of the primitive
expressions which we learned to be useless, many
thousands of years ago. A few of us have tried,
for purposes of research, to rediscover the method.
The one who was killed could laugh so that it
sounded very much like the laugh of you Middle-
Men. I heard him several times; but I did not like
the sound. Besides, there was no necessity for it.”

“Why do you call us the Middle-Men?” asked
Sir Harry. '

“Because you stand between the ape and the
truly civilized,” was the matter-of-fact answer.

“You interest me. It is all so absorbing in its
unusual novelty. Now, I am sure that there are
bones at the bottom of this hole. Am I right?”

“Partly, but not altogether. Your knowledge
shows your comparative erudition which alone
makes you interesting to us. Now, with regard to
the bones; I am asked to show you something,
Leave your property here. We will return ; besides,

- there is no need for you to carry it. Follow me.”

They walked behind him for over a thousand
yards, along a well-beaten path around the top of
the crater’s edge. The rim was well over fifty yards
wide, but the hole was so deep in proportion to the
depth that it seemed as though they were walking
on a knife-edge. Soon they saw a platform jutting
out over the void; though it was well-built and able
to bear a hundred times their weight, it made the
three men almost giddy to walk out on it to the
heavy rail that protected the edge. They were now
twenty feet away from the edge of the crater, yet
they could not see the bottom of the hole; that was
simply lost in impenetrable blackness.

They were standing there, holding to the railing.
Finally the guide called their attention to a long
wooden chute that started near the platform and
projected over the gulf for fifteen feet beyond, end-
ing in a sharp dip.

“What does that look like to you?” he asked.

“The shoot-the-shoot at Coney Island,” answered
Wright.

“It seems to be some kind of a toboggan track,”
whispered Ormond, his face a ghastly white.

But Sir Harry simply turned and asked:

“Is it slippery?”’ .

“It is. We have a purpose in showing you this.
Whenever we have visitors, we show them this;
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it is what you call so peculiarly a lesson in life.
In a few minutes another Middle-Man will be here.
We did not want him to come; you recall we sent
a message, warning the Middle-Men to stay out of
the forbidden land. This man came; we used him
as we could. Then he tried to escape though he
had been warned of what would be done to him.
Now, he will serve as a lesson to you servants from
New York; I am sure that Sir Harry Brunton does
not need the lesson.”

“My word! But there is no objection to my
watching, even if I do not need it, is there i

“None at all. Your value to us will be in direct
proportion to your ability to understand us. These
two with you are of no value to us. They are
here, simply because you requested it. Here comes
the Middle-Man; he moves slowly, but he moves.
Would you like to talk to him?”

“Fine idea,” exclaimed Sir Harry: “He might
have a last message or something.”

Ormond’s Sacrifice

TH.E man came shuffling along the worn path of
the crater. He walked as though each foot were
weighted down with lead. His face was covered
with the grime of months and a matted beard. What
garments he had were more rags than clothes.
Now and then he turned around and looked behind
him, and when he did so, he cried, as though in pain.
‘After an eternity of waiting he dragged himself
out upon the platform.

“Are you ready?” asked the guide.

“Yes, yes! Anything is better than that unend-
ing torture.”

“You go cheerfully, willingly "

“No! Ohl!—yes. YES! Make them stop it!”

“What are they doing to you, my man?” asked
Brunton coldly.

“They stab me with fingers of fire. Look at my
back. For months they have driven me with those
sparks. See my back?”

And he tore off the few rags that covered him
and turned around. His shoulders and back were
covered with burns and scars of old injuries, none
of them much larger, however, than the head of a

in.
. “My word! But you brought it all upon yourself.
Why did you not do what they told you to do =

“I tried to, but it was hard, and I wanted to get
away. I thought it was my duty. I have an edu-
cation; I owed it to my country to warn them.
They played with me like a cat with a mouse. I
was starting to swim the river when the electricity
forced me back. Oh! I came back willingly; but
who wouldn’t when those things were stabbing you
all the time?”

“I guess we had better hurry along,” interrupted
the guide: “You know what you have to do, so, do
it!” he ordered the trembling wretch.

The man turned around and started to walk to

_the toboggan. Ten feet away he turned and ran

back, throwing himself at Ormond’s feet.
“John! John! Can’t you do something to save

me? Don’t you know me, John? Don’t let them
do it to me. Say something, please say something
to save me!” ;

Ormond looked down at the pleading man, and
then kicked at him with his heavy shoe:

“Get away from me, you dirty bum! Who do
you think I am, anyway? What do I care what
happens to you? Get out!” '

The wretch shrieked and started to run for the
chute. He threw himself into it headfirst and shot
down it into the gulf below. As his body left the
supporting framework and struck the air, he gave
a scream, a loud piercing screech that echoed back
and across the gulf, and finally died away in the
depths below. :

“My word!” exclaimed Sir Harry Brunton.
“Serves the bounder right. No man should go
where he is not wanted. Bones down there? I
should say so. Clever idea. No blood. No one
to blame but himself. Good riddance.”

“It is well that you approve,” said the guide:
“We will go down now, but we will take the esca-
lator, or shall I call it elevator or lift? Your
language is so peculiar; why have so many names
for the same thing? I will go and arrange for your
belongings. In the meantime, walk around the plat-
form and enjoy the scenery.”

He left. Ormond, white as chalk and sweating,
was trying hard to fight off a fainting spell. He
rubbed his arm above the elbow.

Sir Harry Brunton held him on one side, while
Wright fanned him with his hat.

“Good work, John, my lad,” whispered the Eng-
lishman: “You remembered. Always remember to
do what is expected of you. You nearly forgot, but
1 got hold of your arm just in time, and I fear you
are badly bruised from my fingers. You were splen-
did. Tell me, John, how did you know the man?
He seemed to know you.”

Ormond shut his eyes as he answered:

“That was Paul Ormond. He taught in the high
school at Tiptonville.”

“Ormond ?” asked Mallory Wright.

“Yes. He was my brother,” cried Ormond, cov-
ering his mouth to keep from crying.

CHAPTER IX
A Questionnaire

N ten minutes the guide returned. Following
I him were some pitiful-looking human beings
who carried the packs and impedimenta of the
three explorers. On the faces of these beings was
the same hopeless, forlorn expression, the same
cringing, fearful look that had characterized the face
of Paul Ormond. Their torn clothes, ulcerated
skins, and hopeless, filthy faces were in strange,
contrast to the neat and spotless appearance of the
guide. In their doom they seemed strangely apa-
thetic, as though the worst had befallen them and
nothing else that happened in their lives could do
them further harm. :
With a gesture the guide directed Sir Harry
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Brunton to follow him, and the rest of the party
descended into a metal cage, which dropped slowly
down a shaft into the earth. After what seemed an
interminable time, the elevator stopped, a door
opened, and the guide, without a word, walked out,
beckoning the three men to follow him. Through
long corridors they walked and, at last, they came
into a room that seemed comfortably equipped for
living ; though all the furnishings were of peculiar
shape and construction.

“This is to be your room for the time being,” the
guide said: “You will find in it all the things to
which you have been accustomed above. Over
there in this white space set back from the wall is
what you would call a television sheet. At the side
you will kind a key-board with one bank of letters
in your language. If you want to see any special
country, city or man, write the names on this key-
board and press the red button. If you want to also
hear what the men imaged there are saying, press
the blue button. To discontinue pull forward the
lever with the yellow handle.

“The apartment contains a place for you to bathe
and shave, and you will be provided with food. To-
morrow morning you will be summoned to a confer-
ence. I am sure that you will sleep well. We are
leaving all your property with you. But you cannot
escape; I will show you.”

He walked over to one of the cringing beings who
had carried the baggage into the room; the slave
looked at him with listless eyes.

“What is your number?” he asked softly.

There was no reply. Without a word he extend-
ed a tube drawn from a pocket and pointed it at the
being with his finger. There was a crack; electri-
city seemed to leap from the tube and pierce the
cheek of the slave. A bluish mark appeared, and
there was a cry of pain, piercing in its intensity.

“Now, then,” the guide repeated, “What is your
number ?”

“7590, sir.”

“Show me your tag.”

The being held out its hand; a band had been
clamped about the wrist, and to this band was
fastened a metal tag, with the number upon it.

“What is your name?”

“Barbara Ward, sir.”

“One of those useless women! I forgot there
were any of you left. How did you come here?”

“My man and I did not want to leave our home.
We stayed and you made us come down here, sir.”

“Where is he now?”

“He tried to get away, sir.”

“What happened ?”

“You made him throw himself down that slip-
pery plank, sir.”

“What happens to all who try to go back to
earth?”

“They are driven down that plank, sir.”

“Correct. The next time you are questioned,
answer at once. Now, go back to your level, all of
you. Quick!”

He turned to the three men, who had been listen-
ing intently 4o the dialogue, and said:
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“And that is what happens.”

Sir Harry Brunton smiled as he replied:

“My word! How the brutes smell! They seem
to be a very low order-of sub-humans.”

“You are correct,” answered the guide: “Now I
will leave you. Keep your watches wound. The
conference is set at eight o’clock of your surface
time, tomorrow morning.

The three men watched him leave with bated
breath until they were certain that he was really
gone. Then they looked at each other; the Eng-
lishman was the first to speak:

“I am going to have a bath and shave. No need
now for further disguise. Suppose we make our-
selves presentable, what say? Then we will have
supper and play a while with the bally little type-
writetr.” :

They had hardly finished their toilets when a bell
rang, an unseen door on one side of the room
opened, and a table, with food on it, rolled slowly
into the room.

“Dinner is served. Let us eat,” said the English-
man softly. He seemed to be in the best of humor;
but the two Americans were more than depressed.

“Cheerio! Ormond,” exclaimed Sir Harry : “Smile
a little.”

“I can’t. Not just now. If I were a Red River
pea and were planted an inch deep, it would take
me three weeks to break through the soil, I feel so
downhearted. I don’t see how you keep going, Sir
Harry.”

“That’s easy to understand, my lad. I came here
to find out some things; I am finding them out.
Let us eat and be merry; for tomorrow we will see
things hidden from the eyes of Middle-Men, and the
day after that we will see more things—and—"

But Wright finished the sentence for him:

“And the day after that we will be driven by
those electric sparks to the shoot-the-shoots and

 that will be the end of learning these things.”

“My word! You Americans think of the most
frightful things and I th8ught that you were buoy-
ant. My supper was a success, but you two hardly
ate a thing. Have to do better than that. Let us
wander over to the typewriter. I feel like an eve-
ning of merriment and mirth.”

The machine was on a stone table near a white
space on the wall of the room.

“Let’s see little old New York,” suggested
Wright.

“No!” whispered Ormond intensely: “I just
couldn’t stand to look at Fifth Avenue and Forty-
second Street just now. Sir Harry thinks there is
a lot of humor in all this, but I want to see it all
from another angle. Oh! I don’t want to be
nasty ; but where I was born and raised we thought
a lot of our folks. Let’s see what happens.”

Sir Harry pressed the keys of the machine. First
he wrote “7590,” and then as an afterthought,
“Barbara Ward,” and with his index finger slowly
bore down on the red button on the left side. The
room plunged into darkness, and the white sheet de-
veloped a glow that in a few seconds became a dis-
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The End of Barbara Ward

THE picture showed a long room, lighted with
the same concealed illumination that had flooded
their room. In two long rows, down this room,
things that had once been men and women were
trying to sleep. On a platform at each end sat large
monstrosities, in the shape of men, yet bearing a
strange resemblance to pieces of machinery. Their
arms were stretched out as.though in silent bene-
diction over the sleeping masses. Yet, their hands
held tubes and now and then crackling sparks of
electricity would leap to find a resting place in the
body of some of the things who had failed to keep
a death-like silence. When this happened, a dog-
like howl of terror would come from the stricken
prisoner.

Slowly the picture shifted till it focused direct-
ly on a woman. Her eyes were open, and she
breathed rapidly through her mouth. If this were
not Barbara Ward, the unfortunate slave who had
helped carry the baggage, it was a woman much
like her. Sir Harry pressed the blue button, and
a voice came from the woman, though her lips
hardly moved:

“I can’t stand it. My God! I can’t stand it. I
ought to have ended it long ago. I would have if

1 had not been such a coward. What is the use

of living when there is no hope?”

She raised her right hand—something glistened
in it as the mechanical guard threw down the
tormenting sparks on her. She had plunged a piece
of sharp metal into her heart. She died without a
sound. The picture went black with the loss of her
consciousness. Sir Harry turned it on again to see
sparks hurtled through the air. Men on either side
of the body stood up, seized the corpse by the arms
and dragged it from the room. The picture follow-
ed their progress. Through long corridors they
stumbled, their trail marked with the dripping
blood, till they came to a hole in the wall; into this
hole they thrust the body and then turned back.
The picture followed the movement of the body
down an incline and then traced its course through
clouds and darkening mists till at last it was lost in
the darkness.

Ormond leaped forward and took the lever with
the yellow handle and pulled it forward. The light
on the scgeen faded and their own room once more
became flooded with the sourceless light. The man
from Tennessee looked at the Englishman.

“What now?” he asked expectantly.

“Bally fool, that woman !” said Sir Harry: “What
did she want to go and kill herself for? Got the
floor all bloody, by Jove! Let me get at that ma-
chine. I want to see dear old London.”

Ormond looked at his friend. Wright simply
winced.

Ormond turned, walked over to one of the
couches, threw himself on it, and turned his face to
the wall. And he was in the land of the dead for
the next eight hours,

For two hours Sir Harry played with the ma-
chine. He saw a hundred different places, fifty men
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he knew; he heard the President of the United
States talk with his Secretary of State. Wright sat
on one side, looking on, but saying nothing and
not asking once for any particular scene or person.
At last the yellow lever brought back the lighted
room. The Englishman lit his pipe and smoked in
an apparently thoughtless manner. At last he spoke:

“Mallory, I want to say something to you. You
have seen this machine work tonight. It is evi-
dently very efficient in every way. I want you to
keep one thing in mind, my lad. These people like
me ; they like me, because I think in the same way
they do. Since I met them I have not only been
talking their way, but thinking their way. Now,
there is more than one machine like this, my dear
boy. Try to get John to see that fact; more than
one machine. Everybody likes to have everybody
else agree with him, Mallory, my lad; and, person-
ally, I think that these people are handling a very
difficult problem in a very efficient way. They are
so efficient that it makes us ashamed of the ineffi-
ciency of the race that we represent. They want
me here for some reason and they don’t want you
and John at all, at least, not as my companions. I
suppose, though, they could use you a while as part
of that crowd of rotting humanity. So, tell John
that perhaps every room has a machine like this
and tell him to be as careful of his thoughts as of
his words; because I may have a hard time protect-
ing you lads, and I don’t want anything to happen
to you. Now, what say we get some sleep?”

Ormond slept that night, a sleep broken by hor-
rible nightmares. John was not a scientist, was
incapable of deep mental concentration; but he was
very much of a man, and the past twenty-four hours
had been hard on his manhood. Wright slept
easily; he was tired and he knew that he should
need all his strength. Sir Harry Brunton did not
sleep; instead, he passed the long hours lying on
his cot, slowly puffing his pipe and reviewing the
events since they had set foot on the edge of the
crater.

The Three Co-ordinators

THEY were all up and active by seven the next
morning, At seven-thirty the table of food again
appeared in the same strange manner, and at ten
minutes of eight the guide of the day before return-
ed. He simply beckoned the three to follow him.
The course that he took was confusing; through
long, winding tunnels and up and down elevator
shafts in metal cages. The visitors were rather re-
lieved when at last he escorted them into a large
room and told them to be seated. They had hardly
seated themselves on the comfortable chairs, when
a door opened, and through it walked three more
dwarfs, similar to their guide, but with even larger
heads. Without the loss of a minute, the three sat
down opposite the explorers and the one in the
middle began the conversation.

“I understand you are the Middle-Man called Sir
Harry Brunton? You need not answer. The ques-
tion was useless, a mere formality: We are the
three Co-ordinators of our race, ranking next to the
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Directing Intelligence. We have come here to meet
you and to explain the reasons for your being al-
lowed to come to Reelfoot Lake. :

“Our nation is a very small one; in all parts of
this planet there are somewhat fewer than twenty
thousand of us. We are headed by a member
who “is called the Directing Intelligence. Un-
der him, immediately, are ourselves, the three Co-
ordinators; the name explains our function in the
nation. Beneath us are the two hundred Specialists,
each of whom is completely equipped educationally
to direct operations in his specialty for the benefit
of the nation. Under these are a variable number
of individuals, whom we call Directors; they are
kept quite busy directing our machinery. Of course
practically all of our manual labor is done by ma-
chinery whose operation is controlled by automatic
devices, such as our artificial men. A few Middle-
Men perform menial services requiring little intelli-
gence.

“I think that such a simple explanation of the na-
tion will suffice for the time being. The Directing
Intelligence lives in the same body for about two
thousand years; the three co-ordinators for a thou-
sand, and each specialist is worn out by the time he
is five hundred years old. The directors live as
long as they are useful. Of course, all of us could
live much longer than we do; but we find that there
is an age of maximum efficiency past which it is not
well to let the individual live. Our constant thought
is solely for the welfare of the nation.

“At certain times, examinations are held among
the large group of applicants, and successors for
all of us are chosen. Then comes a period of from
twenty-five to two hundred years of special train-
ing of the winners; each winner being trained by
the man whom he is to replace. When the teacher
feels that the time is ready for replacement, he an-
nounces that fact to the co-ordinators and the new
individual takes the place of the worn-out person.
Since the nation has no further use for the worn-
out unit, he is allowed to take a pleasant, painless
lethal gas, instead of dragging out a wretched, use-
less, mentally-impaired existence through a pro-
tracted old age. Thus, the efficiency of our com-
plete mental machinery is preserved in undimin-
ished strength.

“We have no sickness here and seldom an acci-
dent. We are well protected by our mechanical
devices. However, a very unfortunate happening
took place some time ago. One of eur specialists
had made quite a study of the earth people. He
prided himself on the fact that he was able to act
in such a way as to imitate their mental behavior;
for example, he tried to learn to laugh. We selected
him as the ambassador to the President of the Unit-
ed States, and the fools above killed him. We had
almost forgotten that there are such things as fire-
arms; our specialist in armaments felt very badly
about it. Se we must make sure that we learn more
about races like your own that are far inferior to us,
but because of your numbers potentially dangerous.
Therefore we have chosen an anthropologist like
yourself who will be our consultant, the liaison of

information between the civilizations of the past
and ours. We have conferred with the Directing
Intelligence and decided that you should be that
person.” :

“My word! What an honor! In what did he spe-
cialize, this poor fellow who was shot?” asked
Sir Harry Brunton. :

“He was our anthropologist. We have investi-
gated and found that you were the one Middle-
Man who seems to have a sufficiently comprehen-
sive grasp of the subject to be of use to us; so when
we learned you were coming to visit us we decided
to make use of you. You will of course accept. You

will find the work interesting, and the companion-

ship with specialists pleasing.”

“It is an honor to accept,” replied Sir Harry,
seriously : “I know many anthropologists above who
would give a good deal to have the chance. There
is just one thing that I have to ask. I am not ac-
customed to machines doing my work for me; I
brought along these two fellows, Wright and Or-
mond. They are just plain, ordinary men, but they
like me and understand how to look after me, I
want them to stay with me.”

- “We agree to that. After you become ac-
customed to our machinery, you will find a mechan-
ical body servant a thousand times more capable
than these ignorant animals ever could be. But we
want you to be mentally and physically at ease;
therefore, you may keep them till you no longer

need them. Now, we are going to go and visit the -

Directing Intelligence. He has held the office for
thirteen hundred years; and the nation has made
some progress under his leadership. He is very
desirous to see you, and has a great many questions

_to ask you. After that, you will meet with the spe- -
cialists and be given all the instruction required for

your duties.”

“It will be a great honor to see your ruler,” said
Sir Harry.

“We do not use that word here. That is a word
of the Middle-Men that has no meaning with us. It
is true that this individual is at the head of the na-
tion; but that is simply because he has passed the
tests and shown the greatest fitness.”

“May I ask the name of your nation?” suddenly
asked the anthropologist.

“Our name in our language is Glow-wahr, but
when we hunted for a word of your Middle-Men
to express it, we selected the word, ‘Conquerors’,”
the central co-ordinator replied.

CHAPTER X
The Directing Intelligence

T ONCE the three co-ordinators rose and asked

Sir Harry to come with them. Wright and
Ormond went along, as a matter of course.
They realized that their position was a difficult and
even a dangerous one; but, while they were with
the Englishman, they were confident of his ability
to protect them. Wright, the scientist, was thrilled
with what he was seeing and hearing, but Ormond
was simply bored and vexed at the thought that he
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was not able to use his elephant gun on these peo-
ple, whom he considered as nothing but monstros-
ities. However, he had had a little talk with
Wright that morning; and he was able to see the
necessity, not only of keeping quiet, but of betray-
ing no signs of anything derogatory to the pride of
the “Conquerors.” -

As they walked through the long halls, the
spokesman of the three co-ordinators talked freely
to Brunton.

“The Directing Intelligence,” he said, “usually
stays in one of our eastern centers; but he made the
irip to the Reelfoot Lake hole on purpose to see you,
as soon as he could. That is most unusual.

“Of course, you are only a Middle-Man, but you
have gone far in advance of your race. At least,
you have very specific knowledge which we need;
and we are willing to allow you to impart that
knowledge to us. The Directing Intelligence will
give you a general idea of our race; although he is
not the specialist in history.”

As he spoke, they came into a large room which
contained only a central table with five chairs
around it. At the head of this table sat a dwarf
who was different from the others in no detail ex-
cept possibly that he had a slightly larger head. He

remained seated as the party came in. His face was -

expressionless.

The three co-ordinators sat down at the table and
motioned to the Englishman to take the seat of honor
on the right of their leader. No attention was paid
to the two Americans; and, because there were no
chairs for them, they simply sat down on the floor.

“I am interested to see that you arrived safely,”
the Directing Intelligence began, in a low voice:
“Earth travel is so full of danger that we were not
sure of the route you would take; but, since you
had a good guide who knew this region, we were
sure you would arrive in time for the yearly confer-
ence of our specialists.

“The co-ordinators have told you the reason why
you are here. We want you to supply us with cer-
tain information during the period of your useful-
ness. I know that this invitation has met with your
approval.

“I do not say that we are pleased or delighted;
for such emotions passed out of our life many thou-
sands of years ago. In fact, as soon as we realized
that the emotional states of love, pleasure, hatred,
anger, jealousy, fear and passion were a hindrance
to our proper development, we took steps to eradi-
cate them from our lives. As you know, these emo-
tions are simply the result of secretions from the
internal glands, passing into the blood stream and
reacting on the higher mental centers, We elimi-
nated these specific glandular functions, as we have
done with many other things, by a process of se-
lective breeding and embryonic feeding. As a race
we are emotionless. We are never happy, sad, de-
pressed or elated. We do not know the meaning
of fear or pleasure, hatred or envy. We are highly
developed and highly efficient intellectual units.

“We have always subordinated the interest of the

individual to the better and more worth-while in-
terests of the nation. All this will be more fully
explained to you by our specialists. What I am
trying to do now is to give you a general view of
our life, the life you will live with us.”

“I am glad to stay on here with you,” said the
Englishman simply.

“You should be. You have the honor of being
the first Middle-Man who has ever been asked to
come to our world. Many have come uninvited
and, as you know, they have all stayed. They are
useful, in a way; though not nearly as capable as
machines. They are more elastic and in some ways,
cheaper. We learned all that many thousands of
years ago.

“I will give you a brief account of our race. The
historian will supplement it; but I want you to get
it first from me. As you can readily see, we are
human beings, as you are; but more perfectly de-
veloped. I cannot tell you when we left the other
races of men, but it was approximately a hundred
thousand years ago. Our complete records show
at least eighty thousand years of life; separate from
other earth men.

“We were made into an underground nation by
Glomin, a great genius. He had a vision of what
life would be on the surface of the earth. He de-
veloped the idea that life would be safer, existence
more tolerable, the fight for necessities less arduous,
if we lived under the earth instead of on it. He
saw that extremes of temperature and other atmos-
pheric conditions led to overemotionalism and be-
lieved thatin an unchanging environment we would
develop free of emotions.

“There is no doubt that, when this man and his
followers went under the surface, they were simi-
lar to the earth men of that time. So we have two
streams from the same source, one living on and
the other below the surface of the earth. For thou-
sands of years one race of men has lived by brute
strength and its emotions; while the other has cul-
tivated the intellect.

An Explanation

(€3 E changed rapidly. There were no wars to
decimate us, no famines to undermine our
strength, and diseases were soon under our control,
I can safely say that, ten thousand years ago, we
had more knowledge and were on a higher plane of
civilization than the Middle-Men here today.

“Our specialists in medicine and surgery will tell
you in detail of the advances we have made. You
will find it all very interesting; and, at the same
time it will prove to you that our ambassador was
right, on the whole, when he told the President of
the United States that our race is as far above the
Middle-Men as they are above the ape. Still, you
are an exception.

“It may be well to.explain to you the reason for
some of the events of the last year and a half. We
have, in these five American states, several holes,
such as the one by which you entered at Reelfoot
Lake. They are in isolated spots, and we had been
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able to so terrorize the mountaineers that they were
more than willing to leave us alone. Your inven-
tion of the airplane changed all that; and it seemed
to us that the only way to preserve this isolation
was by a prohibition of air traffic over our territory.
At the time when we issued the first edict, it was
thought only that it would be at once obeyed and
that there would be no more trouble. The antag-
onism of the United States was not a part of the
anticipated program. But there was only one thing
to do and that was to clear the territory of you
Middle-Men. And to do this, we used the method
that was the most sensible; that of making the ter-
ritory unfit for you to live in.

“However, we are now ready to extend our plans.
I will explain this by saying that, fifty thousand
years ago, we prepared a definite program which
would give us an opportunity to live out our destiny
apart from your race and, at the same time, to al-
low you Middle-Men, within limits, to live yours.
The working out of this program during the fifty
thousand years has been most interesting and you,
as a member of our staff, should be satisfied to live
here and study it in its more intimate details. We
will go into that later on. Have you any ques-
tions ?”’

“Several,” replied Brunton: “Just how were you
able to interfere with the radio waves? What was
your method of preventing the planes from flying
over the forbidden territory? How do you produce
the mist? What general method of fving produces
your longevity ?”’

“These are all very appropriate questions. First,
all of your so-called modern inventions have been
our property for thousands of years. As you see,
we still use a form of what you call television,
which, with us, is absolutely selective and repro-
duces not only visible images, but also the sounds.
We then undertook successive developments which
give us an ability to neutralize the powers that we
had discovered. We control a force that is able to
refract, or bend all radio waves, so that they con-
verge and are appreciable only at the magnetic
poles. I presume you would call it electro-mag-
netic dispersion. By a second process, using ionic
attractors of great size, placed under the earth, we
are able to withdraw electrical force so completely
from any territory that all electrical machinery is
useless. Do not ask me how this is done. When
you have an opportunity, you may seek further in-
formation from our specialist in the field of elec-
tricity.

“The mist is peculiarly valuable. You com-
mented, the other day, on the fact that you have
seen similar mist in a valley in Asia. That was our
formation, and we made use of it there for the same
purpose that we made use of it here. We wanted
the population to withdraw, so that we would have
- complete isolation. '

“Of course, you know that the center of the earth
is a molten mass. In a few places this breaks
through in the form of volcanoes; but everywhere,
if sufficient depth is obtained, intense heat can be

observed. We bore holes at regular intervals, till
we obtain the requisite temperature and then divert
subterranean rivers into these holes. Steam in
enormous quantities is formed. It rises into the
air as steam, high enough to be condensed, and then
falls as a mist. Naturally there is a great increase
in the temperature, with heavy rainfall and a
marked growth of vegetation. However, we add
to the destruction by sprinkling over the cities and
roads a special powder which has a marked disinte-
grating effect on iron, stone and cement. We do
this from our own airplanes. Naturally, we know
how to fly; and our machines are far superior to
yours.

“What we wanted to do with the territory of
these five states was to eliminate all traces of the
Middle-Men. It is simply an experiment; we wish
to see whether it would return to its original con-
dition before you began to waste it, and revert com-
pletely to a state of nature. .In one year we have
obtained great success in our work of restoration.
I think that in five more years we will have a com-
plete growth of briars and berry bushes over Mem-
phis, Nashville and Richmond.

“Now, there remains one more question. In re-
gard to our longevity, I will tell you that, should we
lose sight of the welfare of our nation, it would
never be necessary for any of our race to die. The
factor we use to determine our life span is our effi-
ciency. Our bodies are practically immortal; our
nervous systems, unfortunately, are not. We have
a period of maximum mental efficiency, and after
that there is a slight decline. Centuries ago, we
determined that to wait for that decline would in-

terfere with the upward progress of the nation.

“We combat disease with our leucocytes; the
more white cells in our blood, the better able we
are to resist infection. In addition to that we live
in natural and artificial caves whose atmosphere has
been freed of germs. By a process of natural selec-
tion we have changed our blood composition till the
white corpuscles far outnumber the red. Of course,
we still have to breathe and take in oxygen; and
since our red cells are very few, we have gradually
doubled the size of our lungs, increased the rapidity
of the circulation through them, and thus compen-
sate for the diminished number of red corpuscles.

“So, through us flows what our specialist in lan-
guage calls, “The Ichor of the Gods’ That is a
phrase, however, which means nothing to me. The
specialists who cultivate certain arts feel that they
can experimentally simulate some of the emotions;
of course, it is pure simulation, for we are naturally
incapable of emotion.

“We remain few in number by keeping a careful
watch on the growth of population. Only the best
individuals are allowed to live. Examinations are
held when necessary and all who are not sufficiently
promising are eliminated.

Into the Lethal Chamber

€¢ ‘ N TE have just conducted such an examination.
Twenty of our specialists applied to the
co-ordinators for pupils; a group of two thousand
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was ordered to take the examinations. Each spe-

cialty has about one hundred students in training;
that is about the average size of a class in our pre-
liminary colleges. Out of these the most brilliant
member is selected and the failures are either put to
other work or disposed of. There would be no need
of keeping them without a definite place for them
in our economy.

“The disposal ceremony will take place this morn-
ing; so that you may see it. I am sure that its effi-
ciency will interest you, especially when you com-
pare it with the childish methods of your Middle-
Men. You spend time, effort and wealth in educat-
ing millions who, even when educated, are unable
to serve any useful purpose and must be supported
by the nation. You will accompany me now to the
place of disposal.”

“It will be a valuable opportunity,” was the Eng-
lishman’s answer, and from the tone of his voice
there was no room to doubt his sincerity.

The Directing Intelligence slowly arose from his
seat and, side by side with Sir Harry, walked out of
the room, followed by the three co-ordinators. The
two Americans followed, as a matter of course.
They were silent; they were even trying not to
think.

After a short walk and a journey in an elevator.

the explorers found themselves in a great hall at the
end of which was a large platform. ‘On this plat-
form a group of white-robed “hydrocephalics” were
waiting and, behind them, there was another group
in white robes, edged with purple. The hall was
filled with other dwarfs.

“These are the twenty specialists and their suc-
cessors,” explained the Directing Intelligence:
“Specialists always devote a great part of their
time to transmitting their knowledge by personal
instruction to their pupils, who will ultimately be-
come their successors. This will be made clearer
to you by the ceremony. I will ask the Educational

‘Co-Ordinator to take charge of the ceremonies, and

I will sit down. At times the weight of my head is
oppressive and I find it best not to over-exert my-
self. In fact, I think that shortly it will be neces-

.sary for me to take steps to have myself replaced.”

One of the co-ordinators who, up to this time,
had been silent, now stepped to the edge of the plat-
form. He began his short address:

“In making these few remarks to a group of our
scientists and their pupils, I am following a very
ancient custom of our nation of Glow-Wabhr.
Twenty of our specialists have asked for pupils, and,
out of a class of two thousand, twenty have been

. selected by competitive examinations. On these

twenty the white robes, edged with purple, have
been placed. It will be their duty to acquire the
wisdom of their teachers and even add to it; so that,
when the time comes for the retirement of the lat-
ter, the pupils will be able to take their places and
thus preserve the-continuity of our knowledge. I
am confident that you will prove worthy in every
way of the honor placed on your intellectual life. I
now ask all to form in a double line on either side

of the Lethal Chamber door to salute the two hun-
dred who are to be eliminated from our race.”

The Directing Intelligence stood up and took
Brunton’s arm. They led the way to a door at the
end of the hall. On either side the specialists and
their new pupils placed themselves. Ormond and
Weright stood behind, but were well able to see over
the heads of the dwarfs in front of them.

And now, from the vast group in the hall there

rose quietly and with a predetermined order those
students who had failed to prove their right to live.
They came in a single line with head erect. With-
out a sound, without even a change of expression,
they marched one by one through the door which
swung open to receive them, and swung slowly back
before the next advanced. There was no time lost,
no wasted motion. Gradually the long line that had
formed began to thin down,

CHAPTER XT
An Initiation
T last they were all gone. Two hundred men
of this strange race deliberately slaughtered;
because they had failed to show their useful-

ness and their intellectual right to live as active
members of the Ruling Minds.

Then came a double column of men, twenty in
number. On one side the men were clad in white
robes; on the other side the robes were white, edged
with purple. Up to them stepped the educational
co-ordinator.

“You specialists who have taught your pupils all
that you know and, realizing that your mentality is
passing the peak of usefulness, have asked for the
right to pass through the Lethal Chamber, I will,
therefore, ask the pupils to remove their robes.”

Twenty of the men did so. Then the orator re-
sumed.

“I will now ask your teachers to invest you with
their robes.”

Slowly the twenty specialists took off their white
robes and invested their former pupils with them.
Then the speaker walked to the head of the line.

“As specialists you have served the nation care-
fully and well. = You have added to the general up-
lift of our race. In leaving us you will have the
consciousness that you have never failed to place
the race above the individual. You now have our
permission to depart. I will ask the new specialists
to take their places with their fellow leaders.”

And the twenty naked specialists, who had com-
mitted no error save that of yielding to the deterio-
ration of time, one by one stepped through the door
of the Lethal Chamber to eternity. They, too,
showed no emotion ; and went to their deaths with-
out a sound.

The Directing Intelligence turned to Sir Harry
Brunton: :

“Thus,” he remarked, “we preserve the intellect-
ual vigor of our nation. I will now have you sent
back to your apartment where, this afternoon, you
will be visited by our specialist in human biology.

ol L ma aai
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Tomorrow you will be taken to see some of the
parts of our nation that will interest you. Now, I
will leave you.”

Soon our three friends were back in their room.
Their guide left them alone and the table, well-
laden with food, shot, as usual, through the hole.
Ormond looked at Sir Harry Brunton and simply ex-
claimed,

“Well?”
The Englishman smiled back as he muttered,
“My word! Bones? I should say so.”

Most of that dinner was spent in silence. Not
till the end of it were the spirits of the New York-
ers sufficiently revived to permit of conversation.
Suddenly Wright said smilingly to Ormond,

“We both went through high achool and college,
didn’t we, John?”

“Yes. But you learned something and I just went
through.”

“We used to think that the professors were severe
and that at times they failed to pass men who might
have slipped through had they had a little better
than an even break.” 5

“Yes; life at college was pretty hard at times.”

“Well, we just did not know what it was to study.
Graduation day here is somewhat different from
what it was when we received our degrees, eh,
John?”

Ormond never answered. He just stared in front
of him, with a set hardened expression on his face.
Sir Harry struck into the conversation.

“John, my lad, you must control your emotions.
What we have seen is efficiency plus. I know lots
of men with whom I went to the university, who
should have been handled as these failures were this
morning. I like the idea. Why should men live
who are unable to make the grade and amount to
something? These brainy dwarfs are teaching me
a lot. I think that they are really admirable in
many ways, and I am glad to be able to spend the
rest of my life with them. I have always preached
efficiency to my students. I would be false to the
best in me if I did not appreciate to the fullest ex-
tent the wonderful system of life that these gentle-
men have evolved through all the ages while we
have been wasting, murdering each other to satisfy
the cravings of our various emotions.”

White he was talking a white-robed dwarf came
in. He introduced himself, as these people all did,
not by a personal name, but by the position that
he occupied. The name of the individual was a
thing of no importance ; what really counted was the
work that he did for the nation.

“I am the specialist in applied biology,” the dwarf
began in a very simple manner. “I have been asked
to come and tell you something about the origin of
life in our race. Applied biology, let me say, how-
ever, is very important to the national existence;
for if any of us failed in our work of studying cells,
their growth and deterioration, then the battle we
have won against nature would be lost again, and
the national life would slowly come to an end. The

matter of replacements of worn tissue is very vital
to the prolongation of our racial existence.

“A great many centuries ago, perhaps nearly
forty thousand years, the then Directing Intelli-
gence made the observation that not all women
were satisfactory as sources of propagation. Some
were sterile, others who were fertile and intelligent
did not care to go through the ordeal of childbirth.
In fact, the more intelligent our women were at
that time, the fewer children they had, and, of
course, as our aim was a constantly growing intel-
ligence, we felt that we could not trust the future
of the race in the hands of the children of the ig-
norant. At the present time I understand you
Middle-Men are facing these very problems.

“In order to secure a proper viewpoint we began
to study biologic problems and their solution
through the older forms of life; the termite, ant, the
bee and cockroach. We felt that, as their existence
antedated ours by so many hundreds of thousands of
years, they might have learned the solutions to the -
problems that confronted us. From a study of
them, therefore, we evolved a scheme of perpetuat-
ing life that has become very satisfactory in every
way.

“Each year we select from a group of five hun-
dred mature young females twenty-five of special
intelligence and other high hereditary qualities.
These occupy the same relation to our biologic life
that the queen bee holds in the hive. The skill of
many generations of specialists in embryology, sur-
gery, and internal secretions, has made our queens
able to generate one egg a day, which is at once
removed and placed in an incubator. These incu-

“bators are stationed on a carrying belt, which moves

in an endless circle through our specially-heated
and lighted nurseries. Over twenty thousand filled
incubators, holding units, in every stage of develop-
ment, are constantly passing along through the test-
ing and sorting rooms. For the actual care, the
feeding and the nursing, we have specially built
machines.

Mass Production

¢ 6T HE final sorting is done by my pupil and my-
self. On us devolves the responsibility of
removing those that show signs of being unfit; so
that the standards of the nation will be constantly
improved. When the sex is determined, most of
the females are discarded. After birth, all the infant
units are examined by our specialist in psychology
and about half of those are disposed of. As the
empty incubators are at once sterilized and prepared
for more eggs, we have, in spite of the large per-
cent of discards, an abundance of material for train-
ing purposes. The females are kept in their own
cavern and are taken out only when they are dis-
carded or to be placed in the queens’ cave, which
is adjacent to the incubator and nursery houses.
“As you have perhaps observed, for propagation
we follow the efficient method of so many of the
lower forms of life. However, our sexlessness is
more apparent than real; a sexless person, by spe-
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cial feeding and glandular medication, can be made
into an efficient male in ten years. The only male
who retains his sexual power is the Directing In-
telligence. He is the father of all of us,

“The queens are watched carefully, and as soon
as there is the slightest sign of deterioration in one
she is discarded. By our system of inbreeding we
have continued to raise the level of our mental life.
The specialist in psychology tells me that the race
as a whole has a mental power at least fifty percent
greater than it was ten thousand years ago.

“The various caves under my direct care are in
an inaccessible portion of Asia. We will go there
eventually, but, for the present, I will show you
various scenes from my department. Suppose you
sit down in front of this screen? 1 believe you un-
derstand the working form, the different colored
keys and the lever with the yellow handle. Now I
will show you the queens’ house. At present we
only have fifty queens there. *Our supply of intel-
ligent females has not been very satisfactory lately.
For two hundred years we have had difficulty in ob-
taining females of the best grade. They have no
function except the production of ova. Their
bodies are very small and their heads also are
smaller than ours. .

“This is a very uninteresting scene; so we will go
on to another. Here we have a section of the in-
cubator room. My assistant is at work, sorting out
the weaklings and the surplus females. He is a
very brilliant and tireless worker and already his
judgment in regard to immature units is slightly
better than mine is. You notice that he holds a
lever in his right hand and carefully examines each
immaturity as it slowly passes before him on the
endless belt. When he finds a discard, he presses
that lever, the incubator is taken off the belt, the
contents discarded, the incubators sterilized and
made ready for another egg.

“See! He has discarded one, a potential female,
Now the incubator leaves the belt. It is taken to
another belt by a machine worker, a door is opened
and it is emptied by means of a vacuum cleaner
into a tunnel which ends in a pit similar to the one
you saw used so efficiently today. When we first
started to use these disposal pits, we made them
much smaller. Among others we had one in Russia
and two in North America. We were experiment-
ing in those days both in excavation and disposal
methods. After we became more expert we turned
subterranean rivers into these old holes. "Lately
we have been very much interested in the feeble
efforts of the Middle-Men to explain the vertical
walls and enormous depth of these holes.

“Of course, you understand that the disposal pits
we use at the present time are simply the homes of
different races of animals that have disappeared
from the surface of the earth. We felt that science
demanded that these animals and reptiles be pre-
served; so, we dug these enormous holes and are
using them for game preserves. But they had to
be fed; so, we fed them with the discards of our
nation, and when these were not sufficient we would

throw down thousands of Middle-Men. We tried
feeding the beasts synthetic food, but they did not
thrive; and we were rather concerned until we
found that in our own discards we had a nearly
sufficient amount of fresh meat for them. I be-
lieve though, that they prefer the bodies of Middle-
Men to our discards. Perhaps the blood and taste is
different.

“But just as soon as a growing unit, I believe you
would call it a baby, is discarded, it is put into an
inclined tunnel and shot down into a pit. Thus,
nothing, not even our immaturities, is wasted. Now,
if you will watch carefully, you will notice that my
assistant is examining the first of a hundred incu-
bators with units in them that are sufficiently aged
to be started in nursery life.

“Perhaps of that hundred he will discard twenty-
five. Notice how he does it? The door is opened
so that he can obtain a good view of the mature
unit. He is very careful. At times I have seen him
spend five seconds in arriving at a single decision.
Watch him Now he is through with twenty-
three discards. The specimens that are passed are
taken to the nursery for.an intelligence test. We
consider that they are now a day old. At once they
are taught by radio-hypnosis. The units are gone

“over once a year and all who do not make satisfac-

tory progress are discarded. At the age of twenty
their general education is at an end and they are
divided into two hundred groups, each of which is
given an intensive education in one specialty. From
these groups, as necessity arises, the new specialists
are selected.

A Battle of Wits

(€4 E select our Directors from a specially-fed

- and prepared group. They have little re-
sponsibility but are excellent routine supervisors of
our machinery. Practically all the finer work of our
nation is done by specialized machines, I believe
you call them robots. All that the directors do is
to supervise these robots. Of course, there is a lot
of work that is so hard and dirty that we do not
care to construct delicate machines to perform it
and here we use the Middle-Men we have taken as
slaves. Naturally their life is short, that replace-
ments must be made frequently ; but so far, we have
had no trouble in securing enough of the miserable
things to supply our needs. We have perfected spe-
cial machines to act as overseers, and we have but
little trouble in training the slaves to perform rou-

tine tasks. You understand that it would be useless

to ask them to do anything that required intelli-
gence.

“We have no time limit for the life of the direc-
tors. They simply go on working till they become
inefficient and then we replace them. :

“Rarely the Directing Intelligence determines that
it would be best that his office be filled by a younger
unit, chosen by a competitive examination. No one
need take it who does not wish to, Only the three
co-ordinators and the two hundred specialists are
eligible. On the appointed day the candidates face
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the Directing Intelligence and are asked a number
of questions. The candidate who passes the test
most successfully is chosen as the rival of the Di-
recting Intelligence. With the three co-ordinat-
ors as judges the two are tested and if the candidate
worsts the Directing Intelligence, the latter places
himself in the Lethal Chamber and the new director
takes office. The new head of our nation is at once
cared for by the specialists in diet and internal se-
cretion, and as soon as he becomes a functioning
male, he spends half a year in the queens’ house.
He returns there once every twenty-five days.

“This was the method originated many thousands
of years ago. For the last three thousands of years
it has been slightly modified. The displaced ruler
lives long enough, one or two hundred years, to im-
part his special knowledge to his successor. He is
not required to do this; but he may if he wishes to.
The last four have kept on living.

“By this scientific method of renewing the units
of our nation, we have been very successful in rais-
ing the standard of intelligence. We have found
that life is a great deal more comfortable without
the female sex, Our specialist in sociology has
made a study of the relation of the sexes in the
Middle-Men, and he reports that the females seem
to be the cause of a great deal of trouble, by always
making the males respond to the feminine emotions.
Of course, we could not respond, because we are
emotionless, but, at the same time, we have always
felt that it was best to absolutely segregate the
queens. Now I am very much interested in your
opinion of this propagating method. How does it
appeal to you?” ; :

“It’s almost perfect,” was the Englishman’s en-
thusiastic response. “Personally, I have never had
anything to do with women; for I realized early in
life, that the fact that the more man associates with
women the more he is hindered in making a success
in his specialty. Now you say that the quality of
your units has been deteriorating—"

“Yes,” the dwarf replied: “Our charts show that
for eight hundred years there has been a steady in-
crease in the number of units that must be re-
jected on the first examination. ‘And even those
that are retained have not the same qualities of in-
telligence, originality and adaptability as our stand-
ard prescribes. We have had a number of men at
work on this problem for many years, and we be-
lieve that you will be able to throw some fresh light
on the subject. It is becoming one of serious con-
cern.”

Suddenly the specialist ceased speaking and re-
moved from the voluminous folds of his gown a
little black box which he opened and on which he
pushed a button. Then he held it close to his mouth
and spoke a few words into it.

“The Directing Intelligence wishes us to repair
to his room,” he said to Sir Harry. The latter nod-
ded and together with Wright and Ormond, follow-
ed the specialist out of the room.

When they were in the presence of the Direct-

ing Intelligence, he spoke to them. “Tomorrow I
am going to take you on a trip to some of our more
important caves. Most of them are natural caves,
greatly enlarged by our machines. You Middle
Men have no conception of the enormous size of
the cave world under your feet. All of our caves
are connected by tunnels, through which we travel
by means of cars, These closely approximate the
sides of the tunnel and are driven onward by atomic
energy which we finally learned to harness and con-
trol. I would advise you to spend the night in
sleep, because for the next two‘days we will be very
busy. It is very important that you obtain a
thorough idea of our plans. Now that you are t> be
a consultant in anthropology we want you to obtain
our viewpoint of everything. Have you a clear ac-
count of our process of reproduction?”

“A very satisfactory one. Your biologist is a
remarkably clever man.”

“It is well that you met him. Had you come
another time, a month later, you would have found
him replaced by his pupil. That young man is
learned, but has some peculiar ideas of his own im-
portance. Do you know what I mean? Simply
this. He hopes to become, some day, the Directing
Intelligence of our nation.” ‘

“My word! What an ambition for a youngster to
have. How crude of him to think that he could
qualify !” :

“Of course he has a right to if he can qualify.
But the truth is that it is difficult to get enough
candidates. For the last few hundred years there
has been a growing disinclination among our mem-

_bers to accept responsibility. It’s unprecedented.

Now I will send for you in the morning. The co-
ordinators will go into conference with me. We
must replace our sociologist. He has been found
wandering about our halls in a dazed fashion and
insisted later on being permitted to enter the Lethal
Chamber. He left no pupil'and our decision will be
a delicate one.”

Once again the three earth men were back in their
room. Ormond, as usual, was silent, almost moody.
The Englishman looked at him out of one corner
of his right eye. Wright walked over to the control
table of the television screen and picked out the
letters to form

THE QUEENS’ CAVE,

He then pressed the red button. Immediately a
picture of the room glowed increasingly distinct on
the screen, till at last the women near the front
were almost life-size. Wright looked at them care-
fully. Then he pressed the blue button. Not a
sound was heard.

“These are peculiar women,” commented the New
Yorker. “Most peculiar. A room full of females
and not one of them talking. But there is one thing
about these women, Sir Harry. Look! They do
not seem to be well. Something is wrong with
them.”
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CHAPTER XII
More Captives

HE Englishman joined the New Yorker in his
inspection of the picture.
“The only thing I can see is that they all
have large necks.”
“That is it; goitre, hyperthyroidism and exopthal-
mos. Bet they are in a limestone country. Singu-

lar their medical specialist did not see that. What’s

this? There come two women. Quick! Press the

“blue button.”

And as two clean, fresh-looking young girls ap-
peared on the screen their voices came distinctly.

“I do not care so much for myself, Joan, but I am
worried about you.”

“That is all right, old dear. Not your fault.
Although you insisted on going on the walking trip
into this forbidden land, I insisted on going with
you; and then Aunt Charlotte insisted on going with
us for a chaperone, and that is all there is to it.
We wére all determined to have our own way, so
here we are. It’s not your fault that we were cap-
tured by these monsters and put in this chamber of
horrors. But what do you think happened to poor
old Auntie?”

“That is what makes me sick, Antoinette. That

little dwarf told us very-distinctly that we were to
be sent to the Queens’ house for an experiment; but
he did not say a word about the old lady. Can you
imagine her drawing herself up and saying in her
regal tones, ‘I am Miss Charlotte Carter of Carters-
ville, Carter County, Virginia. I demand that you
release me at once, also my two charges, or I shall
report the matter at once to my senators at Wash-
ington, D. C.’”

“That was a long trip in that tunnel car, Joan.
How far do you think we came and where do you
think we are?” :

“How can I tell? If this is the queens’ house, I
suppose these are the queens. Poor dears, how un-
happy they look and how odd in every way!”

Wright pulled the lever with the yellow handle.

Then he picked out on the machine,

MISS CHARLOTTE CARTER,

and pressed the red button. In no time appeared
a picture of a small cave, with bars in front of it,
and behind the bars a rather fine-looking white-
haired woman in a walking suit. Wright pressed
the blue button, and the woman spoke:

“Just wait till the President hears of this, and
there will be a most distinctly unpleasant time for
these scoundrels.”

“My word, Wright! She’s fuming,” said Sir
Harry.

“They’re a hot-headed lot. Comes from one of
those old Virginia families that knew Washington
when he had to work for a living. A real aristo-
srat. Proud old lady, isn’t she?”

“It seems so. One of the young ladies is her
niece and the other a friend. Too bad they had to
some across the border. My word! Too bad, but

now they are here, they will have to take the conse-
quences. What?” and he slowly winked at Wright.
The New Yorker winked back and said,

“Let them suffer. Probably flappers, seeking new
sensations. They may find them in that cave. Gee!
I sure am tired. Let’s go to bed. Come on, Or-
mond, go to bed and get some sleep. No use brood-
ing because you'll never see any elephants down
here. I will show you something worth shooting
tomorrow.”

The next morning the spokesman of the three
coordinators came to their room, soon after they
had finished breakfast: 4

“The Directing Intelligence is ready for the jour-
ney,” he anounced: “Come with me. You need take
nothing with you, as you will be back by night.
We have been very busy conferring on matters of
an interest to the nation, but the ruler feels that he
must show the consultant everything as soon as pos-
sible; so, we are going to our large cave under the
desert of Gobi at once.”

In fifteen minutes they were seated in a small
cigar-shaped car. The seats were double, In one
pair sat the Directing Intelligence and Sir Harry;
behind them sat thé co-ordinator, and in the rear
of the car were the nonentities, Wright and Or-
mond. '

“This is one of our earth-circling cars,” explained
the co-ordinator. “You will not the directing
mechanism in the front of the car. It is simply an-
other keyboard. We spell the name of our destina-
tion and the car goes to that place, being guided
by a radio beam. Of course, it has to stay in a tun-
nel, but there are hundreds of these tunnels; and
the selection of ‘the right ones to make a certain
cave is a matter that can be done a great deal better
by machinery and wireless waves than by even our
intelligence. All I have to do is to pick out the
letters GOBI, press this lever and we are off.”

The tunnel car shot forward at what seemed to
be a moderate speed. The explorers were aston-
ished when the co-ordinator whispered to Brunton
that they were going at the rate of five hundred
miles an hour and would even approach double that
speed during the journey.

A Remarkable Nation

€N TO doubt you are interested in our source of

power, not only for the tunnel cars but for
all our machinery. First, how do Middle-Men ob-
tain power? Usually they convert the energy of
coal into electrical energy, by combustion. But
they use only an infinitesimal portion of the energy
the coal contains. Suppose you burn a ton of coal
in pure oxygen? You obtain *5X10" ergs of power.
But we are able to take that same ton of coal and
annihilate it, and, thus, we obtain *9X10" ergs of
power, or 18,000 million times as much power from
the ton of coal as you obtain. For example, when
you burn a ton of coal 99.999999994 per cent. of that
ton remains useless in the form of smoke and ashes.

- *50,000,000,000,000,000

*%90,000,000,000,000,000 x ten billion.
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When we annihilate coal, the combustion is so com-
plete that nothing is left behind. If you knew the
secret, you could send one of your ocean liners
from Europe to America and back again with the
‘expenditure of a piece of coal smaller than a pea.
We do that. For example, when we place a tun-
nel car in commission, we put in the machine a piece
of coal one-quarter inch in diameter. We pay no
more attention to the question of power. Whenever
the car moves, part of the energy is expended. After
the car has traveled so many hundred thousand
miles it is necessary to place another pellet of coal
in the machines. Otherwise, it is purely automatic
in its working. With such a source of power, the
matter of speed is purely one of overcoming fric-
tion. That is a problem which we have not worked
out up to the present time. Of course, we can go
fast, probably more than a thousand miles an hour,
though we find that such a speed is rarely advis-
able.”

“Even at that rate it will take us some time to
arrive at the Gobi cave,” he continued : “At first you
will think that cave disappointing, because, on
casual examination, it is so similar to the cave at
Reelfoot ; but it is really very remarkable. In the
first place, it is a natural crater over five miles in
diameter. Thousands of years ago our nation began
digging into its walls and now we have an under-
ground city that could, if the emergency arose, ac-
commodate the entire nation for an indefinite period.
It is in this cave that we keep the queens, and here

~ also we raise the young units till they are past the

nursery stage of life.

“You will be interested in our art gallery. For
the last fifty thousand years we have been painting
a history of our race on the walls of the Gobi cave.
Every hundred years our artists do a mural that is
characteristic of the most remarkable feature of
that century. We do not care for the emotional
side of art, but rather for its historical and socia!
values. For that reason we have slowly accumu-
lated the paintings and sculpture also of your races.
Of course, most of them are crude, but, at the same
time, they are worth preserving as a matter of
record.” 5

“Tt must be a remarkable collection,” exclaimed
the anthropologist.

“It is. So many things would have been destroyed
by your Middle-Men had it not been for us. Your
wars have been destructive of the best that your
dreamers have done. That library at Alexandria
would have been completely burned by the Moham-
medans, but we were able to arrive in time to save
over half of it. When Constantinople was captured,
we saved some of the best things in the city.

“And then we were careful, when we destroyed
Atlantis, to save a great deal of the art treasures
of that country.”

“My word ! You must pardon me,” interjected the
Englishman, “but did I hear you right? Did you
say you destroyed Atlantis?”

“Yes, It was a remarkable nation. But they
were beginning to know too much. They were so

wise, so happy and prosperous and were making
such rapid advances in every branch of learning that
they had to be destroyed. We felt that if they con-
tinued at that rapid rate, they were apt to surpass us
some day. We frequently destroy civilizations
that annoy us. Sometimes we do this through our
agents who obtain control of the countries by their
superior intelligence.”

At this point the Directing Intelligence slowly
turned his body and head around till he was able to
look at Brunton. Then he joined the conversation.

“We have given considerable thought to thz civil-
izations of the present day. If it were necessary we
could produce a war more terrible than that of
1914-1918. Of course, it is a tedious cumbersome
method, Our bacteriologist is working on this
problem now, and it may be that in a short time we
shall be able when we wish to introduce diseases
into the world that will complete the destruction of
the Middle-Men in a short time. He is a very bril-
lant worker, and since he has started in experimen-
tation on animals he has made rapid progress to-
ward discovering the nature of life.”

“So, you believe in vivisection?”

“Absolutely. It is the only scientific method.
We have used many of our captives for experiments
in breeding. Many of the women killed themselves,
but we are more careful now. Would you like to
see these laboratories?”

“I would indeed, sir. It would be a pleasure.
The more I see of your nation, the greater my ad-
miration is for your efficiency and your whole-
hearted determination to allow nothing to interfere
with your progress. You have never known the
meaning of the words failure or discouragement.”

“I am not so sure of that,” was the peculiar reply.

His reply seemed to put a complete end to the
conversation. Hour after hour they shot on through
the tube; but at last the car came to a stop. The
doors were opened and they walked out into a well-
lighted hall and from there to a larger room, where

-a gathering of specialists and their pupils were

awaiting them.

CHAPTER XIII
Charlotte Carter of Cartersville

ORMAL greetings were exchanged and then

the entire party seated themselves at a long

table. The travelers from the cave at Reelfoot
had had nothing to eat since breakfast and they
were hungry. Food in abundance was placed before
them. They were all hungry and it had been a
long time since they had eaten. The food looked
good, and had a fragrant odor that was more sug-
gestive of flowers than vegetables. As they ate,
they tried to identify the various dishes; but finally
even the Englishman had to admit that all were
absolutely new to him. Some days later they
learned the reason for their gastronomic ignorance.
All of the foods were synthetic, prepared in the lab-
oratory. The flavor, different in every dish, was
placed there to enable the dwarfs to eat more heart-

e
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ily of the food. While bereft of emotion, they still
retained their senses of taste and smell, and the
dietetic specialists through long ages had evolved
the idea of identifying various chemical compounds
by different odors and thus make the process of
eating a little less mechanical than it would have

~been otherwise.

The three earth men, during the time they ate their
synthetic food, had to acknowledge that though they
had sufficient nourishment for all their physical
needs, they were never really satisfied. They were
fifty thousand years behind the dwarfs, so far as
their gastro-intestinal tracts were concerned; and,
no matter how much they ate of the highly con-

- centrated food, they still longed for the meat and

vegetables of their former life.

In a short time the table was cleared, and the co-
ordinator opened the meeting,

“The chief reason for this meeting is to introduce
Harry Brunton to many of our specialists and in-
duct him into his duties and privileges as consul-
tant to the specialist in anthropology. He will have
all the rights of the rest of the group, and have au-
thority to carry on experiments and researches cov-
ered by his specialty. We will now ask him to re-
move his clothes entirely, so that we can clothe him
in the robes of his profession,” ‘

Brunton. had traveled all over the earth. He had
been made a member and blood brother of more
than one savage tribe. It can be said, however, to
his credit that he passed through the uncovering
of his body in public with a peculiar dignity that
won the respect of all present. Shame was an emo-
tion unknown to the underground race; but they
knew that such an emotion existed among the earth
people and they watched eagerly for its appearance
in this noted stranger who had been selected by
their Directing Intelligence to be one of their num-
ber till the time of his death.

A young dwarf now came forward with a white
robe and assisted Brunton to drape it around his
body, drawing the sash and tying it in a peculiar
knot. Now the Directing Intelligence stood up and
gave his charge in low, measured and emotionless
tones.

“You, Harry Brunton, are now consultant to the
Specialist in Anthropology for the people of Glow-
wahr, In this position you will be given rights and
powers inferior only to that of a specialist. You
will at once select a pupil and bestow on him the
wisdom that you possess in your special branch of
intelligence. This pupil will be your guide. You
are free to come and go as you wish throughout
our realm." No door can be locked against you.
But remember- that for a long period you will be
under the closest observation. We will stay here
for a few hours to allow you to see some of our in-
teresting caves and then our party will return to
Reelfoot Cave. The meeting is at an end. All will
leave except the new consultant.” 4

The co-ordinator walked up to Wright and Or-
mond and commanded them to go with him.

“You need have no fear. Your master’s position

protects you. But you cannot stay here, Our ruler
wishes privacy.”

“Come and sit near me,” said the Directing Intel-
ligence to Brunton: “I want to talk to you about
some private matter. You are to spend the rest of
your life here and I realize that in many ways such a
complete change in your habits will work a hard-
ship on you. I want to make life here as pleasant as
I can for you, so that you may work more efficiently.
Were there more like you on the earth, we might be
able to establish a reconciliation with your race.
After talking over your future with the co-ordina-
tors, I decided inasmuch as you are not yet unsexed,

‘that you would desire a female to live with. So we

decided to secure a Middle-Woman for you, one of
your own age and, interested in anthropology and
archzology. She will provide you with companion-
ship, since you Middle-Men seem to have a need of
it. She was a professor in these subjects at an
American college for Women and was one of a
party of three women we picked up walking through
Kentucky. We do not know very much about the
feminine mind; as you know, our females are sim-
ply producers of ova. ButI suppose you can handle
this one. Our specialist in machinery will make
you a robot servant that can tame her till she is
willing to submit to your authority, Her name is
Miss Charlotte Carter, and I will now have her
brought in.”

In a few minutes the lady from Cartersville, Car-
ter County, Virginia, walked in. She lost no time
in making her demands:

“If you men are the rulers of this savage country,
you will at once order my release and also that of
the two young ladies of whom I am in charge: Miss
Joan Summers and my niece, Miss Antoinette Car-
ter. Our abduction was a most shameful affair, and
will call for the most severe reprisals as soon as
Washington is notified of it.”

The Directing Intelligence turned to the English-
man eagerly.

“You will have to explain matters to her. She is
your female and you will have to handle her.”

“My word! Awkward position, Madam.”

“I am not a madam. I am a Miss.”

“My error. Pardon. You make me feel like
wilted lettuce. But to business at once. This gen-
tleman is the Directing Intelligence of a race of
super-beings who are called the Ruling Minds of
Glow-wahr; but on the earth they are known as
the ‘Conquerors’. You may have heard of them.
I am Harry Brunton and I have been given the
honor of being made consultant to their specialist in
anthropology. I will probably remain here the rest
of my life. Without consulting me, they decided to
provide me with a female and for that distinctive
purpose you have been brought here, from America,
to the Gobi cave in the heart of Asia. You are here,
and you cannot return. So you had better make the
best of it. Lots of things could happen to you down
here worse than living with me. We are both inter-
ested in anthropology; thus we shall have a great
deal in common. I think that you had better be
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nice about it. My friends down here are not very
familiar with ladies of the earth and they might not
treat you very well.” :

The Virginian lady walked up to the English-
man.

“If you were the last man on earth, I wouldn’t
marry you!” she cried.

“My word! No one said anything about mar-
riage,” exclaimed Brunton.

He turned to the Directing Intelligence.

“She cannot think. Reasoning is impossible for
her. Marriage! My word! And I have refused a
dozen of the prettiest heiresses in Europe! Tl
tame her. My word! Or shoot her down to the
bone makers. Talk to me about marriage! Have
her taken out and washed and a white robe put on
her and we will take her back to my apartments at
Reelfoot. Send her out at once.”

“If you want to, we will send her to the Experi-
mental Laboratory,” said the ruler: “We thought
you would want one of your own age. We will get
you any kind of a woman you want.”

“This one will do. But get her out at once!”

As though in anticipation of his desires two
dwarfs came into the room, took the woman by the
arms and led her out. The Directing Intelligence
raised his hands and supported his head on either
side with them:

“I have a peculiar feeling in my head. Five hun-
dred years ago I could have faced any problem
without difficulty. I could go for days without
sleep. Now it is different. Perhaps this is the end.
You heard what happened to our sociologist. This
seems to be but one of many peculiar happen-

ings. The biologist tells the co-ordinators that the -

queens are not well and that the new units are of a
very poor quality. The time may be ripe for the
selection of a new Directing Intelligence. Of course,
this is confidential; whenever we change leaders,
there is always a period of uncertainty and unrest.
Perhaps we have too many Middle-Men working
for us. They are always hard to handle. Perhaps
the machine overseers are too severe. That hap-
pened once before, and most of our Middle-Men
were killed before we changed the machines to a
less powerful voltage. A great many of the work-
ers are suicides. It is becoming more difficult to
secure material for our diffuse labor. Naturally our
machines do a great deal; but there are some types
cof work that we have never been able to build
machinery for. I am also bothered about our
slaves; I want to dispose of them in some way. I
want you to give it some thought.”

The Zoological Gardens

AS though in obedience to an unspoken request,
the co-ordinator returned to the room, bringing
with him Wright and Ormond. They were told to
sit down. The Directing Intelligence turned to the
co-ordinator.

“I want you to talk to them, and then take the
three of them out and show them the Zoological
Gardens.”

. you, zoological garden.
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“The ruler of our nation directs me to explain
some parts of our work to you,” the co-ordinator
said: “Many thousands of years ago when we real-
ized how far we were above the Middle-Men of our
age, we also saw how impossible it was for them to
preserve their national entity under the conditions
of hardship and constant war and famine that they
were exposed to. We saw also that many of the
animals of that period were doomed to extinction
unless they were protected in some way. For these
reasons we started, long ago, making a collection of
animals and races of men which we saw were be-
coming extinct. We have a name for this in our
language, but you can call it by a name familiar to
It was an easy thing to
do. We simply prepared large pits, holes in the
earth, somewhat similar to the one at Reelfoot Lake.
In each pit we placed a distinct form of life and
tried to make the pit as close to its natural condi-
tions of life as we could. For example, the mam-
moth herd is placed in a pit high up in the Hima-
layas, where it is just cold enough for them to be
comfortable and, at the same time where there is a
warm area to grow their food. We watch the herd
carefully and remove all superfluous males. Thus
we have still twenty mammoths, exactly the num-
ber that we started with.

“All of the reptilés and animals and birds repre-
-sent species that are at present extinct on the earth’s
surface. Some have only recently become so.
Among the animals we class the original native of
Tasmania. Of course, he is a variety of Homo;
but never able to advance much above the lower
Palaeolithic culture. He was not a Neanderthal
man, only a little better. When the Dutch dis-
covered this island in the year 1642 of your chron-
ology, there were about five thousand of this race,
In 1831 there were only two hundred and three.
Then we took a hand. Over thirty of the youngest
and strongest were removed by us from Flinder’s Is-
land. The English thought that the inhabitants were
dying fast; but that was simply the result of our
taking the best breeders. In 1876 the last Tasman-
ian died and the race was believed by you to have been
exterminated; but, in reality, there are fifty-seven
left in our Zoological gardens, where we have imi-
tated fairly well their original surroundings.

“We have done this with other peoples. The
Australian aborigines are doing fairly well. They
are uninteresting to study, but were being killed off
so rapidly that we considered it worth while to give
them a home in our gardens. You can see these
peoples some day. In fact, your special province
will be their study. =

“But these are simply sidelines of our most in-
teresting work. Fully thirty-five thousand years
ago we saw the necessity of preserving races that
were bound to become extinct. In an isolated por-
tion of Greenland we made a home for the Cro-
Magnards. They are doing very well there and
seem to be slowly developing mentally. They are
fond of reindeer meat and have had no difficulty in
adjusting themselves to the climatic conditions.
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‘With them, we have been able to keep alive the
ibex, primitive horse, cave bear and bison. You
Middle-Men feel that you know something of the
reindeer men from your study of the caves at Alte-
mira, Aurignac and La Magdaleine; what do you
think of being actually able to study the living peo-
ple of the Aurignacian or Solutrian Ages?

“In Switzerland, surrounded by almost inaccessi-
ble mountains, we placed a colony of Lake Dwellers.
They were fine examples of Neolithic culture but
were bound to be destroyed by higher types. We
took an entire colony from one of the Swiss lakes
twelve thousand years ago and placed it where it
could not be destroyed; and they are doing very
well, indeed.

“Without going into too great detail, that is the
plan that we have followed all these centuries.
When, for any reason, we saw fit to destroy a race,
we preserved a fragment of it, perhaps fifty persons,
just enough to enable them to continue their exist-
ence. We made it possible for them to go on living
the lives that they had become accustomed to. In
not a single instance have we interfered with their
culture. All we wanted was to have them keep on
living as they have. If you place bears in a cave
forest, you do not expect them to develop the habit

of wearing clothing, do you? Similarly we do not’

want the reindeer men to learn the use of bronze
or develop the art of weaving, pottery or agricul-
ture. Do I make this clear?

“So, you will find in different parts of the world,
and many of them right here in our Gobi cave sys-
tem, relics of the dim past, isolated from each other
and from the world at large, living in our zoological
gardens, our anthropological living museum. You

Middle-Men pride yourselves on making a model of

a Neolithic family and placing it in a glass case.
How much more remarkable it is to have the actual
representatives of dead races.

“We will show you a colony of Tyrians; another
little group of Carthaginians. Two thousand years
before Christ, in your reckoning, we took fifty repre-
sentative citizens from the city of Cnossos on the
island of Crete. They are living now as they did
then. We even have a colony of Romans, proud,
haughty creatures, who are waiting for another
message from their Mother City. When Alexander
the Great took his Macedonians into Asia, we were
able to isolate fifty of his soldiers in a crater in
Afghanistan. We took Grecian women to them,
and they are now one hundred and seventy in num-
ber. That is the way we have cared for these an-
cient peoples. There are perhaps seventy colonies
in all, and it will be your province to visit them and
study them and care for them. We do not want
them neglected in any way. The ordinary Middle-
Men we consider as so many animals, to use as we
wish and kill when we are through with them; but
these colonies are our pride. We feel a definite
responsibility in regard to them. I do not say that
we admire any of them. Their culture is so far
below ours that we feel they are almost another

race. They perhaps look up to us as gods, as you
would say.”

An Introduction

€6 E have preserved a colony of ancient Bri-

tons, and another of the old Norsemen.
Most of the races since the present Directing Intel-
ligence assumed control have been uninteresting to
us. We felt that we could not be cluttered up with
trash.

“However, we are much interested in the modern
citizen of the United States; I refer now to the city
dweller. The Directing Intelligence feels that in
his mode of life and surroundings he is unique. He
asked one of the specialists to make a study of their
habits and the architect has been doing some work
in study and reproducing their buildings. We have
now ready an apartment house that will hold fifty
couples. It is really a very remarkable duplication
of a modern one-room-apartment building in New
York City. We have placed it in a new hole three
miles in diameter. Suppose we take an air machine
and visit it ?”

Without further invitation he walked out of the
room, followed by Brunton and the two New York-
ers. After a short walk they came out on a landing
where the flyer awaited them. The only resemblance
that it bore to the airplane of the Middle-Men of
1930 was the fact that both traveled in the air.
Going into the cabin, the co-ordinator waited for
the others to follow him, shut the door, touched
several buttons—and away they went up in the air.
Then followed an exciting flight over the Gobi
desert and finally a gradual descent into a large
hole. Here they stepped out of the car.

“I think that we had better get into an automobile
at once. We have a garage here, well supplied with
Speedwells. 1t seemed that nothing less than a
seventy-mile-an-hour car would satisfy. I suppose
you Middle-Men can drive?”

“I can drive anything,” boasted Ormond.

“Very well. Get into a car and drive us around
this circular track. Drive slowly, for I want to ex-
plain matters to you as we go. You see that here
we are in the center of what might be called a mini-
ature_New York. We have a miniature moving-
picture theater, a department store for the women
to shop in, a delicatessen store and a self-service
cafeteria for those who wish to dine out. There
is no use of going into the apartment house. It is
similar to thousands that you saw every day in New
York. On the other side of the hole is a $mall office
building. You see, we have everything provided
for. The women spend the day shopping while the
men are at the office. At night they meet and either
get their supper at the cafeteria or take it with
them in paper bags from the delicatessen store to
eat in their apartment. After supper they go driv-
ing or visit the movies. Suppose we drive around
the circular road? Nothing can be seen except ad-
vertising sign boards. We made a special study of
signboards and I am sure that you will be pleased
with them. Look at that one!
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“Every half mile we have a filling station and at
frequent intervals a hot-dog stand. Here and there
we have planted violets, dogwood and wild azalea.
We expect these to be rapidly torn up by the motor-
ists and replaced by empty tincans, waste paper and
trash of all kinds, but we will replace the wild
flowers every year.
riding around this circular track. You can go as
fast as you want to and you will always be going
somewhere and, at the same time, you will always
be going back to the city.

“The question of noise bothered us. We felt that
fifty men and women could hardly be expected to
make a satisfactory amount, even though each
apartment has a radio and an automobile. So, we
have placed a hundred noise machines in different
parts of the hole. One button turns them all on.
And when they are all on, you New Yorkers are
going to feel at home,

“Among other things will be this interesting feat-
ure; a part of the street will always be torn up.
We felt that a finished New York would not be
home at all. Also, right across the street from the
apartment house, is another apartment house. This
will always be in the act of being torn down or
built. You will always live within the sound of a
steel riveter.

“We do not intend to make any change in your
social life. That is for you to arrange. We are
going to start with fifty men of a high type, and
their wives, in the apartment house and probably a
hundred of the servant class in a tenement house
at the other end of the street. You can divorce
~-yourselves and remarry as often as you wish. There
is only one stipulation, and that is that you must
keep up the number of the colony by an appropriate
number of childbirths.

“And now I am going to ask the consultant in an-
thropology what he thinks of such a colony for the
purpose of preserving the culture and refinement of
the highest type of American citizenship?”

“I have no words to express my approval,” re-
plied Brunton: “I stayed for over two weeks in
New York, and I feel that you have left little un-
done for the comfort of the average member of that
community.”

“It is well that it meets with your approval, for it
concerns you rather deeply. We do not want your
servants, Wright and Ormond, to be at large; in a
way, we do not trust them. They are not worthy of
adoption into our race as we have done with you;
we hate to place them with our degenerate work-
ers and we were really at a loss as to their disposal.
The thought came to us that we could place them in
this colony.”

I think that you will enjoy
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CHAPTER X1V
Introductions

VEN as he spoke another air machine came
E down from the skies, and landed near them.

The door of the cabin opened and out stepped
two women. The pilot remained inside.

“Come over here,” comanded the co-ordinator:
“Gentlemen, I want you to meet Miss Joan Sumn-
mers and Miss Antoinette Carter. Both are of the
blonde type which we find are so popular at present.
They are both accustomed to New York life, having
spent the last seven winters there. Ladies, I want
to introduce you to Sir Harry Brunton, late of Eng-
land, but now of our nation. He will do all that can
to see that your stay here is a pleasant one. The
other two gentlemen are from New York, and are
both single. This is Mallory Wright, and this is
John Ormond.”

The two girls stared at the co-ordinator, but at
last recovered themselves and acknowledged the
introduction. :

“Can you tell us the purpose of all this, Sir Harry
Brunton, and just what has happened to our aunt?”
asked Miss Summers.

“My word, yes! Awkward to tell you, but your
aunt is going to live with me. Wife, no doubt. You
ladies are to marry these two New Yorkers and
live right here with forty-eight other couples. I do
not know which will marry which, but you will have -
lots of time to decide that, and, if you find you have
made a mistake, you can change later on.”

Miss Summers looked puzzled:

“I never heard of such a thing! These men look
like nice chaps, but we don’t want to marry them,

‘and I am sure that my aunt does not want to marry

you or anyone else. Did she say that she would?
Have you seen her?”

“I certainly have. She told me that if I was the
last man on earth she would not marry me; but I
think she will have to change her mind.”

“What did you tell her?”

“T told her that she will be fortunate to have a
chance to marry me, but that she is going to stay
with me anyway. She was very much upset over it,
but she will cool down when she thinks it over.”

“I wonder what the United States government
will think about this?’ asked Miss Antoinette
Carter.

“That is immaterial,” the co-ordinator replied,
“for in a few years there will be no United States,
therefore, no government. Consultant, what do you
want to do with these four persons?”

“I think they had better go back with us to the
Reelfoot Lake cave. I am going to take their aunt
there, and the six of us can live together and get ac-
quainted with each other. You are not ready as yet
to open this New York colony. There are some fin-
ishing touches to do and the servants have to be
secured. Ladies, you will come with me; your
aunt will be with us. You will find all of us gentle-
men, and I am sure that your life will be much more

- pleasant if you act nicely than if you resist.”
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“We are not going to go with you!” cried Miss
Carter.

“I think you will! Co-ordinator! I understand
that the human experimental laboratories are in this
Gobi cave. Take us there, I want these young
ladies to see what happens to other women not as
fortunate as they are.”

“Wait a minute!” demanded Miss Summers:
“Tell us about it. What do you mean?”

“Simply this. These people are always experi-
menting with diseases and germs. They perform
these experiments on human beings, men and
women like we are. They keep them in wire cages,
like so many white rats, and they do as they wish to
with them, as we do with rats and monkeys, and
when they are done they open their bodies and
study them and then throw them away. That is
what might have been our lot. They take women
and breed them for experimental purposes. And
the odds and ends they use as mere slaves, to do the
hard work that they do not wish their sensitive
delicate machinery to do. When they are worn out
they feed them to wild animals. That might have
been your lot.© Instead, you are given the oppor-
tunity to marry two very nice fellows and live in a
new apartment house with servants, automobiles,
stores and restaurants at your command. Why not
look at this matter in a sensible way! Your -aunt
and I will come and week-end with you.”

“But it is all so new,” whimpered Miss Carter.

“Life is that way. My word! I never thought
that I would be a trusted unit in this nation of Con-
querors. I have learned more new things in the
last week than I ever did in the whole rest of my
life. It is interesting. You may feel that it is
hard to be taken out of your old life; but you will
find much to admire in the new life. Give these
young men a chance and you will like them. This
colony will not be ready for occupancy for some
time, and, till then, you are to be my guests.
Wright, can’t you say something? My word! I
thought you New Yorkers were proud of calling
yourselves fast workers.”

“It is all very embarrassing,” murmured the New
Yorker.

“What does he mean by that word?” asked the
co-ordinator.

“It is an emotion. I thought that no real New
Yorker was ever embarrassed, but it seems that I
am not correct.  Suppose we go back to the Direct-
ing Intelligence? Or is he through with us?”

“He wants to see you for a minute, Consultant,
and then he thinks you had all better go back to
Reelfoot.” :

“Then let us all get into the airplane. I think
we shall be able to go in the same plane. It will
be more en famille. How clever I become. I hope

that it will last when we again see Miss Charlotte
Carter. My word! She made me feel like wilted
lettuce.”
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A Heart to Heart Talk

NCE again Sir Harry was alone with the Direct-
ing Intelligence.

“I am not going back to Reelfoot with you,” the
ruler said: “I have been informed of your activities
since you left me to look over our new colony, the
miniature New 'York, and I think that you are wise
to take the three women back with you for a little
while till the colony is ready for occupancy. There
are some matters which I wish to explain to you.
A few of the details are known only to the three co-
ordinators and myself, but we thought you should
be told about our future program.

“You have seen our colonies in what we call a liv-
ing anthropological museum. I want to say that
we have done our best to make these colonies self-
supporting and perpetuating. Unless something
happens which we have not been able to foresee, the
Norsemen, the Tasmanians, the Carthaginians will
still be in existence ten thousand years from now.
Each preserves a splendid isolation from all the
others. They live in little worlds of their own be-
tween which communication is impossible,

“The inventive mind of the present human race
will spoil all this if allowed to follow its present
trend. The average scientist of today among the
Middle-Men is fond of prying into the waste places
of the earth. Only by constant attention to details
have we been able so far to prevent him from discov-
ering our colonies or, for that matter, ourselves.

“The development of our anthropological colonies
has been the most interesting thing in our racial ex-
istence. We have been fond of playing guardian to
the lower races of the Genus Homo. It is true we
have deliberately destroyed entire nations; but al-
ways we have saved enough to make a colony and
thus preserve their culture for future study. I am
afraid that as a nation we are becoming decadent.
We have not enough aim and ambition left to give
us stimulating mental exercise. Perhaps as a race
we are reaching our senility. I have entertained
doubts, at times, as to the wisdom of our system of
reproduction.

“For some time we have been annoyed by the
Middle-Men. That is, they have constantly inter-
fered with our work. What is our work at present?
Just this. We have done all we can on this planet.
We wish to leave it and explore other worlds, We
will come back to this earth as a base; but we will
add to our activities by conquering space and what-
ever forms of life we find there. At present we are
making machines for interplanetary travel. That
was one reason why we wanted the undisturbed
possession of a part of the United States.

“When our plans are completed and our machines
perfected, we will close our caves here on earth, oil
and otherwise protect our robots from rust, kill all
the earth-slaves that we have in our caves, make
final provisions for the comfort of our colonies and
zoological gardens, and then send on the earth a
plague that will, inside a month, wipe out the hu-
man race, except those men and women who are
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kept as specimens. Only by doing this can we pre-
serve the secret of our colonies.

“I think that it is a good plan to destroy the
Middle-Men. They have not measured up to what
we expected of them. Two hundred years ago we
took selected specimens and sent them ideas and
since then they have gone rapidly into a mechanical
and electric age; but they have not made much
use of their advantages. We feel that the time has
come to destroy them. But, following our custom,
we will, in as complete a manner as possible, pre-
serve their so-called culture in our latest colony;
one hundred men and women of the higher class
and an adequate number of servants. At the proper
time we will scatter the death germs over the earth
from our air machines, enter our interplanetary
machines and seek other intellectual diversions. You
will come with us?”

“My word! Stupendous!! The more I see of
your race, the more I admire your intellectual at-
tainments. I am proud to be one of you. But there
are still some things that I do not understand; your
large hands, when you do no work? Your language
and your perfect ability to speak in our language?
And your remarkable control of your units?”

“All proper questions, and showing that you are
far ahead of the average Middle-Man. Our hands
had to develop. For long centuries we used our
hands a great deal; for we learned that there was a
direct connection between the movement of our
hands and the development of the brain. Naturally
there came a time when our robots were so efficient
that it was no longer necessary to employ manual
labor; so, the muscles have grown flabby, but the
size of the hands has remained.

“Our speech is different. Tt is really thought,
which, as you know, is not dependent upon sound.
Thus we could communicate, if we wished to do so,
with three men in three different languages, and be
perfectly understood by each, using only one series
of thoughts. That is all very complicated, and I am
not at all sure that it is necessary for you to under-
stand it at this time.

“As for our government, it is the most perfect ab-
solutism that has ever been developed on this earth.
You Middle-Men have never seen anything like it.
Each individual has his own sphere of action in
which he is supreme; but for over eighty thousand
years, and perhaps more, no unit has dared to dis-
pute any matter with the Directing Intelligence. Of
course, I confer with the three co-ordinators: but
even they yield absolutely to my final decisions.
For example, I could order the entire nation to
enter the Lethal Chamber, and they would go at
once without hesitation. Now, is there anything
else that I can explain to you?” '

The Directing Intelligence Explains

“THERE is. I am interested in these Middle-
Men that you have here. Do they never re-
volt, attempt to destroy you, in search of their free-
dom? What is their mental condition?”

“Revolt is not unknown to us. Ten thousand
years ago we had to kill most of them and start over
again. The replacements are very numerous. Some
live for five years, but many are good workers for
only a few months. We thought that, if we had as
many women as men, they might be more contented
with their existence, but it .made only more trouble.

"The women wore out too fast. The men killed each

other, fighting over the women. A century ago we
started a new plan. As soon as a Middle-Man or
woman is brought down here, he or she is operated
on and made sexless. As neutrals, they work better
and last longer, Lately we have been experiment-
ing with mental diseases and have inoculated all of
the Middle-Men with the germ of dementia praecox.
When this disease develops, they make very good
workers and become quite strong and fat.”

“How many of them would be able to resume
their earth life if they were returned?”

“Practically none. Even with those who have
been well cared for in the cages of our experimental
laboratory, there would be an inability to readjust
themselves to a surface life. Let me show you why.
For centuries we have been trying biological ex-
periments to make a new race of workers. I sup-
pose we have used five thousand women of different
nationalities in these experiments. At present there
are three hundred white females in our biological
laboratories. Naturally, they would rather die than
return to their families.”

“My word! Yes. As usual, you are right. They
are all better off dead. I suppose that when you kill
the rest you will also empty the cages in your lab-
oratories?”

“Yes, they will all be emptied and thoroughly
cleaned and sterilized, to make ready for any new
specimens that we bring back from other worlds.”

“Your whole idea is wonderful!” exclaimed Sir
Harry: “I feel that in making your decisions you
have always acted for the best interests of the race.
When will you start on your interplanetary trip?”

“Soon. The preparations are nearly completed.
Our space machines are examples of mechanical
perfection. Trial flights in them have shown the
soundness of the engineering details. The same
force will be used that is used to drive our tunnel
cars, the complete annihilation of small pellets of
coal. There is only one factor in our national life
that is causing us concern; and, till that detail is
solved, we cannot hope to make a success of our in-
terplanetary conquests.”

“Ags a -member of the nation, vitally interested in
its welfare, may I ask just what it is that disturbs
you?”

“You may, and I am going to be perfectly frank
in answering you. For centuries there has been a
constant increase in our intelligence and efficiency.
We have probably attained to the apex of possible
mental growth. As leaders in every branch of
scientific research we feel that not for millions of
years will a similarly-gifted nation be developed in
this world. But, for over fifteen centuries, there
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has been a gradually increasing apathy, a disin-
clination to progress as individuals. The specialists
seem to be willing to remain in their positions.
When a co-ordinator or a Ruling Intelligence feels
that the time has come for replacement, it is almost
impossible to find anyone who is willing to become
a candidate for the position. The situation is espe-
cially trying in regard to the Directing Intelligence.
As you know, he is the father of the race. There
has come the thought that, due to constant inter-
marriage and an absence of new blood, perhaps the
nation has become decadent.

“The study of the history of the various nations
of Middle-Men shows that the average nation lives
about fourteen hundred years. The lives of your
nations consist of birth, an adolescence, a maturity
and a period of decay, followed by death. We felt
that our nation, composed as it was of individuals
who would never die were it not for the best inter-
ests of the country, might live on forever. But now
enters this strange psychic apathy, this unwilling-
ness to assume greater responsibilities, a content-
ment with life as it is. How can it be explained?”

“Pride is one of the emotions you have deprived
yourselves of,”

“I understand that. But this situation is not to be

explained by the absence of the emotion of pride.

Take the case of the specialist who was found wan-
dering around our halls in a dazed condition, mut-
tering over and over that he wanted to be led to the
Lethal Chamber. There was a case of some form of
acute mental disease, and I fear that this same con-
dition exists in a chronic condition among most of
our specialists. Our psychiatrists have studied a
few of the worst examples and feel that, unless we
can be confident of correcting this part of our men-
tal life it would be best not to go ahead with our
space explorations. Of course, we will follow out
the program as far as the destruction of the Middle-
Men is concerned.”

Sir Harry rubbed the back of his head thought-
fully.

“I have done a lot of exploring in Australia,” he
at last said, “and I met an isolated tribe of Bushmen
there whio presented some very interesting problems
for study. I lived with them nearly a year, finally
being able to understand their language well enough
to follow their thought. They had been completely
isolated from all other tribes for so many centuries
that every child was the product of the most inten-
sive inbreeding. The entire tribe was related to
each other. Their decay was so fast that they

~ have already died out. The remarkable part of

their existence was the fact that they did not seem
to care what happened. My word! They were ab-
solutely uninterested in the things that make life in-
teresting to most of us. I tried to show them better
ways of doing things and they showed an absolute
lack of interest. They were without emotion and
without incentives. By jove! It occurs to me that
those Bushmen had something in common with
your nation. There is certainly a psychic resem-

blance. Perhaps I could, with Wright to help me, do
something—but, perhaps, after all this is not time
to mention such a possibility.”

“I suppose you mean that you could help us?”

“Something like that.”

“Perhaps that is what made us bring you here?”

“That might be. But suppose you were able to
make this trip into space, explore other worlds be-
sides ours? You still feel that it would be necessary
to destroy the Middle-Men?”

“I believe so. They seem so useless and so ineffi-
cient. And we may wish to return and take pos-
session of the entire earth.”

The Englishman sighed :

“If that is all that you want to talk about, I will
ask you to excuse me. This has been a hard day
for me, and I think that it would be best to return
to our apartments at Reelfoot Lake.”

“You have my permission to depart. = Think
about that psychic apathy and see what can be done
about it. Come and see me at any time and do not

hesitate to call on any of the specialists for help of
any kind.”

CHAPTER XV
Hopelessness

HE new consultant was leaving the room
;vhen the Directing Intelligence called him
ack.

“I wish you would give the matter of headaches a
little thought. My cerebral pains are becoming al-
most disabling at times.  Long ago I would have al-
lowed myself to be replaced had there been any can-
didates. I wish you could help me in some way.”

The Englishman promised to do his best.

The journey back to the Reelfoot Lake cave was
a silent one.

Sir Harry Brunton looked old; in his white robe,
any other man might have looked like senility re-
turning from the bathroom. He seemed more like a
Roman senator, deliberating with sorrow on the de-
bilities of the new generation. He leaned back in
his seat, folded his arms and shut his eyes, In that
position he remained till the tunnel car came to a
stop at Reelfoot. \

Miss Charlotte Carter was equally silent. She
had gone through a very trying ordeal. In spite of
her protests she had been bathed and almost disin-
fected. When it was finished, she was forced to ad-
mit to herself that she had never been so clean in
her entire life. After this she was clad in a single
white robe which reached to her ankles. It was
warm, but, even to her old-fashioned ideas, abso-
lutely without style. If she were to be forced to live
with a mad Englishman, she thought they might at
least have let her have some say as to the kind of
clothes that she wore. She just knew that she looked
a perfect fright; and no wonder that her nieces
had almost snickered when they first saw her!

The two girls, however, had other things to think
of. They had not only been captured, they were
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being threatened with life in an insane asylum, called
a “New York miniature colony,” the wives of two
New Yorkers, who also had been captured. The
whole arrangement seemed like a dream. And the
worst part of it was that the two men were evi-
dently as opposed to the marriage as the women
were. No courtesies had been exchanged since the
introduction. The girls thought that the boys might
at least be civil.

The two men were not to blame. Their past life
in New York had been but a poor preparation for
the adventures that they had been through since
they had left the metropolis. The most depressing
part was a constantly-growing despair. They real-
ized that their captors were indeed “Conquerors.”
Whatever these strange people planned, they ac-
complished. All that they had to do was to issue an
order and it was carried out. Human life, the hap-

piness of men and women, the desires of the indi- -

vidual, meant nothing to them. Their only thought
was the welfare of the race. Selfish? Yes, so far
as the nation was concerned; but not a bit so in re-
gard to the unit.

The two New Yorkers felt doomed. They were
not native born, but they had lived in New York
long enough to love the city in spite of its defects.
They felt that the model was a pitiless caricature of
everything that was bad and useless in the metro-
politan life. Surely all of New York was not like
that. And the Conquerors intended to display the
colony to future generations as a living picture of
the culture, refinement and intelligence of the aver-
age man and woman of 1930. It was not fair. There
was no justice.

And Wright determined that he would show
them. They had made a city for a hundred persons
of the better classes, and in a tenement house
they were going to put a hundred or more servants.
He was going to be mayor of that city and then he
would show them! Those silly signs were going to
come down and be used for firewood. The wild
flowers would be cultivated and the whole pit made
into a gorgeous, beautiful, natural park. There
would be an end to the hot-dog stands, and the
cooking should all be done in the homes by the
women.

If they had to stay there, he would make. it a
model town. Just as soon as he could, he and Or-
mond and the two women would select their com-
panions. He would have Brunton give the list to
the co-ordinator. Of course, the drafted individuals
would feel sore at being made to come, but it would
be easy to show them that only by doing so was it
possible for them to keep on living at all. It was
better to live in a little colony than to be dead in a,
large cemetery or to be eaten by animals that might
be at the bottom of the hole at Reelfoot.

Ormond sat moodily, his chin pressed down on
his collar, and now and then swore softly to himself.
Taking everything into consideration, it was not a
very mefry party.

Mutual Sacrifice

AT last they were back in the rooms which Sir
Harry Brunton had called his apartment. Miss
Charlotte Carter had done a lot of hard thinking and
had made up her mind to open the conversational
game. They were no sooner in the main room, the
co-ordinator gone and the six of them alone than
she began:

“I have a proposition to make to you, Mr. Brun-
ton, or Sir Harry, or whatever you call yourself.
These girls are my nieces, one by blood and the
other by adoption. I am responsible for their being
in this trouble. Of course, they started the trip,
but I should have been firm with them and made
them behave themselves. Frankly, I was curious to
find out just what the country looked like after the
mist left it. I found out.

“] want to make a bargain with you. I will stay
here with you. That does not mean that I like you
any more than I did yesterday; it does not mean
anything. It simply shows you that I won’t be
fighting all the time. It does not make any odds to
me whether you marry me or not. I think that, if I
have to spend my life down here with these mon-
strosities and wear this kind of clothing, nothing
that happens to me will make any difference. But
I promise you that I will be as nice to you as I can,
if only you will let these poor girls go back to their
parents and the sweet sunshiny earth again. Will
you?” .

The young women rushed to her and started to
kiss her.

“You sweet thing!” Miss Summers cried: “Do
you think we would let you make that kind of a
sacrifice for us? Not at all! I was just going to
make the same proposition. We girls will stay with
these two men and help them start their silly old
colony if only they set you free. I suppose Sir
Harry is a nice enough man; but at your age——"

But the aunt interrupted her:

“My dear child! Why do you say at my age?
Please remember that I am the youngest of my
family, and, in spite of the fact that my hair is
white, I am only ten years older than you are. No!
If anyone makes the sacrifice it must be me. I think
this man is going to be a gentleman, even if he does
look like a fool in that bathrobe.”

At that Miss Antoinette Carter started to laugh
and then cry. It was too much for Ormond. He had
sisters at home. Awkwardly, he put his hand on
the girl’s shoulder.

“Don’t do that, Miss Carter, please don’t. It is
bad enough as it is for all of us without breaking
down. We’are going to do everything we can for
you and the other ladies; though just what we can
do is a question. Don’t mind our friend and the way
he talks. He has a very important position with the
new government and, of course, he has to do what
is expected of him.”

When Mallory found how nicely his friend was
taking care of an awkward situation and a beauti-
ful girl, he lost no time in trying to be equally cour-
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teous to Miss Joan Summers. Sir Harry looked on
in silence. At last he started to grin:

“It seems to me, Miss Carter, that perhaps your
proposed sacrifice for your nieces would not be ap-
preciated.”

And even the former professor of anthropology
was forced to admit to herself that worse things
might have happened to the girls than to be made to
marry these two men and live in a colony.

But the Englishman had some things to say to
his companions; so he lost no time in asking them

- to sit as close together as they could and listen to

him. The girls were feeling much better by this
time and had even found that they knew some peo-
ple in New York whom the two younger men knew,
and had seen a good many of the same shows.

“My word! but this is an odd situation to be in,”
began Sir Harry, “and I am not sure that I shall be
able to make myself understood; but here’s trying.
We are all here together in the same boat. We may
think that we are in tough luck; but our situation
is Paradise compared with the poor men and women
who are down here as slaves. I don’t know how
many of them there are, but they are just so many
cur dogs, as far as the Conquerors are concerned.
All of us might have been that way, except that we
have drawn a better hand of cards in the game o
life, :

“As you know, I am one of the race; I am what
you might call a Conqueror myself. I had nothing
to do with Miss Charlotte Carter’s being brought
here, and I was as much surprised as she was when
I found out just why they did'it. I have never mar-
ried; I never found a lady who would look at me
twice; so, I have spent my time just wandering. I
have money, but I never had a real home. My par-
ents died when I was young and after that I had
neither kith nor kin.

“Tt looks as though I were going to stay here. If
Miss Carter wants to stay 'with me as a fellow
scientist, I promise her that she will be treated with
the greatest respect. In England I was known as
a man and here I am the first Middle-Man to be
given the rights of a Conqueror. I do not say this
boastfully, but I want Miss Carter to know that I
have been considered a gentleman all my life. She

~will find me one.

“Now in regard to these young people. Their
condition might be worse than it is. Unless some-
thing unexpected happens the Middle-Men in the
New York Colony will be the only members of our
race alive. In that colony they will lead the lives
of pampered pets. The Conquerors will do all that
they can to make the life of that colony secure and
successful. So far as I can see, they have neglected

» nothing,

“I am going to keep you five people right here
with me for a while. Things may happen in the
future that may seem odd, but always remember
that I have your interests at heart. I would like to
do something for the slaves; but their doom is seal-
ed. Now, how about a jolly six-handed game of

737

poker; or would you rather play bridge, while I
tell your aunt about the colony of Tasmanians?”’

A Game of Poker

HE next morning, immediately after breakfast,
Sir Harry took Mallory Wright to one side,

“Listen, my lad. I brought you along to have the
services of a true scientist if the need for one arose.
Well, to make short work of a long subject, let me
say that there is something for us to do. I think
that you and I have it in our power to do something
rather fine, if only we can put it across. Did you
ever do any bio-chemistry?” :

“A little, working with serums and antitoxins.”

“You are at home in a chemical laboratory?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Then, we will get busy. There is no doubt that
these people have the laboratory and everything in
it that is necessary for our work so, there need be
no delay on that score. Suppose we tell Ormond to
entertain the ladies? We will put in some hard
work in experimentation. Perhaps some of it will
be difficult, and, personally, I shall have to leave
most of the actual work to you; but I will give you
the ideas.”

“What are we going to do?”

. “First, study these Conquerors, It is no secret
that they are sick. We must find out just what
that disease is and the cause of it. Then we must
find a cure. 'When we have that cure, then we can
start in"to play poker.”

“Poker?”

“Yes, with our human race as the stake. Your
nation and mine—their future destiny. My word!
What a game that will be!”

“I really do not understand ?”

“You don’t have to. Only start in to work. Pull
out of your subconscious every scientific fact that
you ever heard or read of. Think! Co-ordinate
those thoughts. Originate new ones. Invent! Pro-
duce! Do something!” -

Wright’s jaws tightened.

“T’ll do my best!” he said tensely. !

The Englishman slapped him on the back.

“Good lad!” he muttered. “I knew you would,
True gold is your metal.”

From that morning on, the three ladies and Or-
mond saw little of their friends except at meal
times; and even then they were not very satisfac-
tory table companions. A complete laboratory had
been constructed in one of the rooms in the apart-
ment and there the two men, with various special-
ists to assist them, spent most of their time. Sir
Harry felt safe in having these Conquerors assist
him. They had certain knowledge that was valu-
able to him, but they seemed curiously unable to
value or apply their knowledge. The specialist in
organic chemistry realized that fact and commented
on it to Wright one day.

“There is no doubt,” he said, “that our knowl-
edge is very complete; but for many years it has
seemed to be almost useless. Our specialist in sta-
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tistics told us at a recent annual meeting that
our inventions are now only three one hundredths as
numerous per century as they were five thousand
years ago. Of course, we might say, as a defensive
reply, that there is hardly anything left to invent;
but that, of course, would not be true. We simply
have reached the point of which we do not use the
knowledge we have; either we cannot use it, or we
lack the psychic urge to do so. Perhaps, if some
great calamity overpowered us, it would act as a
mental stimulus, but otherwise—Oh ! well—it seems
that we do not care. Nothing matters; and so we
simply spend our days in rehearsing the knowledge
we have, and our night in broken slumber, dis-
turbed by headaches.” :

His story was but a variation of the confession
made by the Directing Intelligence to Sir Harry.
The leader of the nation had not exaggerated the
difficulty. It was apparent to most of the special-
ists that something very serious was wrong with
the psychic life of the nation. A few had reached
such a point of mental apathy that they no longer
cared.

But day by day Sir Harry and Mallory Wright
worked on. They made an intensive study of the
ichor, the fluid that flowed through the circulatory
system of the Conquerors instead of the rich red
blood of the normal human being. They studied
this ichor from every possible point of attack. The
spectroscope, the test tube, the microscope, and
every known chemical reaction was called in to
determine what it was and what it lacked. At times
Wright became so tired of this mysterious ichor
that he rebelled at any further study; but the Eng-
lishman urged him on.

“Hang on to it, Mallory, old top.  Bite into it
and clamp your jaws. Right there is the thing we
are after, the hidden ace that is going to win our
poker game for us. It is their blood; and blood
means life. My word! I know that little girl is
hungry for your companionship; but you must
work. Forget the fact that you are working to win
a game and just concentrate on what it will mean
to you two if we succeed.”

And Wright would wipe his worried brow and

start to work again.

One day the specialist in bacteriology came saun-
tering into the laboratory. His face was as emo-
tionless as the faces of all the race, but in his eyes
there was a peculiar cruel glitter.

“I have felt better for a whole week,” he told
Sir Harry: “For months I have done but little
work. A few days ago I started and now I am
through. I have discovered and perfected a strain
of microbes, deadly bacilli, that will so quickly
destroy the Middle-Men that they will all be dead
before they realize what is wrong with them. I
was asked to do this bit of research work some
years ago; but I just could not start to work. I
have done it now. The rest will be easy. All we
have to do is to make a large amount and scatter
it over the earth from our airplanes. The making

of a preventative to give to the human beings in
our various colonies will be easy. Of course we do
not want them to die with the other Middle-Men.”

“I guess the human race is better off dead,”
commented Sir Harry. “It seems that they have
not merited the right to survive.”

“No, they are doomed,” replied the specialist as
he sauntered out of the laboratory.

“From now on,” whispered the Englishman to
Wright, “we work alone, and when I say work I
mean it.  Think of that game, lad, and concen-
trate. My word! What a stake!”

CHAPTER XVI
Anxious Days

BUT it seemed that their very need, their over-

whelming desire to accomplish their purpose
thwarted them. Again and again they seemed on
the verge of success only to be again faced by fail-
ure. It remained for Miss Charlotte Carter to break
through the hard surface of the scientific enigma
and give them a starting point toward success.
In the first place, she insisted on a conference of
the six companions.

“Some thing has to be done,” she announced
emphatically. “Time is passing and whatever dan-
gers we are faced with are growing more and
more threatening. You two men have become abso-
lutely antisocial. You act as though no one existed
except yourselves. I think that we ought to talk
the problems over and see if we cannot help you.
You have spent so much time in worried thinking
that there is just a possibility of your brains becom-

. ing dull. We women have had a lot of things to

think about, while poor Ormond thinks of nothing

but his elephant gun and whether he will ever be. -

allowed to use it. I wish you would be reasonable,
Sir Harry, and tell us at least a little about it.
Some of the rest of us are interested and we have
had a liberal education as well as you and Mr.
Wright. We are still able to think; perhaps better
than you can.”

The Englishman finally agreed. He realized that
such a procedure had its dangerous elements. Sup-
pose they were being carefully watched all the
time by the television machine? Every word they
spoke, in fact almost every thought, would become
known to the Conquerors. It might end in the
death of all of them. At the same time, he knew
that there was a great deal of truth in what the
lady from Virginia said. There was no doubt that
over-concentration on the same problem frequently
prevents success, while a fresh mind would have
but little difficulty in solving its intricacies. So he
yielded. —

There was another conference. Ormond, as
usual, was polishing his big rifle. The two young
women sat next to each other; they were more
interested in the development of the New York
Colony than in the experimental work that was
being performed in test tubes. Mallory Wright sat
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for the greater part of the discussion with his face
buried in his arms, on the table; he was tired and
mentally exhausted. Even Sir Harry talked with
the greatest effort in order to put the problem in
such a shape that Miss Charlotte Carter would be
able to see it. At last he finished. She smiled.

“My dear boy. How simple. You have been
trying to make a compound which, injected into the
circulation of these dwarfs, will restore their mental
poise, give them inspiration to do their work and
solve their problems. You have been working at it
from the standpoint of their internal secretions.
Terrible! Your idea was that, when they deprived
their bodies of the secretions producing emotions,
they also lost something else; and the continued
loss of this, through centuries of inbreeding, pro-
duced a psychic apathy. That is your view and I
think that it is correct. But why not leap across
the chasm, instead of painfully trying to crawl down
the side to the bottom and then as painfully crawl
up the other side to the top? They lack something
and you have it. I suppose you know by this time
the exact composition of their blood. Make a
similar examination of ours and determine the dif-
ference. See what there is that you have which
they lack. Put those missing elements into a com-
pound and inject it into them.”

“But—my word! Miss Carter. Clever and all -

that; but there are twenty thousand of them. It
would exsanguinate me to furnish them all with my
blood.” 5
“I never thought that you would. I simply said
that you should find the difference and make a com-
pound out of your blood; just enough for an
analytical study. Then make a formula of that
compound and produce it synthetically in the
laboratory. Only memorize the formula and never,
never, put it down on paper. Try it, Harry. Please
try it—and do not take any more of your blood
than is necessary. Oh, I wish that you would let
me help youl” =
After that, work started anew. The three, for
now Miss Carter spent her days in the laboratory,
began to work with new vigor. She had given
them a possible solution of the puzzle and with that
new thought to work on their progress was rapid.
In a week they had the compound formed out of
Sir Harry’s blood. In three more days they knew
its exact composition and in another week they
made about a gallon—enough to cure over a hun-
dred of the dwarfs of their psychic apathy. The
last few days Sir Harry insisted doing all of the
work himself. He explained to his companions that
something might happen to Wright and if it did, it
would be vitally necessary for the work to go on.
A Decadent Nation
HEY had been able to manufacture a synthetic
serum which they believed would solve the
secret of the decadence of this strange race.
Ormond, in one of his few periods of loquacity,
made no effort to hide his idea of the folly of such
a step.

“Give them time,” he explained to Miss An-
toinette, “and they will find that we have double-
crossed them; but if I had been Sir Harry, I would
have bluffed them, delayed the laboratory work,
done everything I could to put them off from month
to month and never, never, have deliberately pro-
duced a drug that would make them more efficient
than they are already. Here they are, making the
final steps to kill all of our race, and Sir Harry and
Woright and your aunt fairly killing themselves in
their effort to help them out of their difficulties.”

“What is this poker game he is always. talking
about, John?”

“That poker game is like my elephant gun; it
is just a specimen of his humor. He told me to take
my elephant gun; said that one could never tell what
need there might be for it. Once a day since then
he has asked me if the gun is in good condition.
Have I shot it? Just once? I have not! That is
the way with this poker game. He thinks that it is
funny. Just an example of his English humor.”

Perhaps Sir Harry knew how some of his party
felt; but if he did, he showed no signs of it. He
simply went on with his work and with Miss Char-
lotte with him constantly he was brighter than be-
fore, smiled a little and even laughed at times, Then
one day he filled a glass syringe with the new
solution, carefully placed it and a sterilized needle in
his pocket, said good-bye to his co-workers and
went out.

The time had come to play a poker game.

Three hours later he was sitting at a table around
which were grouped the Directing Intelligence and
the three Co-ordinators.

Sir Harry lost no time in telling them the reason
back of his asking for the conference.

“Some months ago the ruler of your nation took
me into his confidence. He stated that our nation,
for you know that I have been made a Conqueror
by adoption, is threatened with a situation so serious
that, until it can be solved, all thoughts of the ex-
ploration of space would have to be abandoned.
In other words, the specialists are becoming so dull
mentally that it is extremely dangerous to face the
countless new problems that will be presented at-
tempting space travel in our present condition. He
asked me to try and do something.

“First, let me take up the less serious conditions.
Your queens have a condition known among my
former race as hyperthyroidism. It is nothing more
or less than an enlargement and oversecretion of
the thyroid gland in the neck. I am sure that the
condition is'the result of an excess of iodine in their
food and water. Give them quinine hydrobromate
to reduce their pulse rate, add extract of ergot, if
necessary, take the excess of iodine away from their
food and water; and I am content that their health
will be so greatly improved that the future units of
our race will be healthier in every way.

“The second minor problem is the one of your
constant headaches. As I have reason to know
from my past studies, your brains are very large.
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Consequently, the blood vessels in your skulls are
large and I believe that the pressure of the circu-
lation is the main cause of the headaches. 1 will
take that up with the specialist in medicine and
suggest to him the proper treatment; though I am
sure that just as soon as I give him the hint he will
be able to go ahead. I am just surprised that he
was not able to see what was the matter himself.”

The Directing Intelligence slowly turned his head
until his large dilated eyes were fastened on the
Englishman. Then he spoke:

“There is no reason for your being surprised.
He has had the same mental inertia that has over-
come all of us. Our stagnation has been almost
complete. -For years we have just been going
around in intellectual circles. Our program has
been halted. For over a thousand years our space
machines have waited, unoccupied, for the comple-
tion of our program. Some of our specialists have
been seriously ill, others have just been mentally
dull; not one of us has been normal—by that I
mean the normality of our race ten thousand years
ago. Our replacements have been many, but not
in the positions of trust and responsibility. I want
to give you an example. I will send for the special-
ist in medicine and show you just why he was
unable to solve these problems that seem to your
active mind to be so easy.”

After fifteen minutes of waiting, the specialist
in medicine walked into the room and took a chair
at the table.

“Have you any reports to make?”’ asked the

Directing Intelligence.
“None.”

“One hundred years ago, I asked you to make .

a thorough study of the queens and see what was
necessary to improve their health. Have you done
that?”

“I have. But I am unable to solve the problem of
their illness.” ‘

“Have you arrived at any idea as to the cause
of my own headaches?”

“No. I have the same trouble myself.
work on these questions.
cine that was ever known by our nation; but, for
some reason I seem to be unable to use that knowl-
edge efficiently. 1 cannot put the facts together
in a new way and accomplish my work.”

The Directing Intelligence turned to Sir Harry.
- “This is a very good illustration of why the inter-
planetary journey has been postponed for hun-
dreds of years.” ‘

“I understand. That is the problem. But sup-
pose 1 have a drug that will restore his mental
vitality, make him capable of using the vast store
of knowledge he undoubtedly possesses? If I can
do that with him, will you believe that I am capable
of doing the same to the entire race?”

“T will believe. If it can be done with one, it
can be done with all. But have you the drug?”

“I have. I brought one dose of it with me.”

I try to

I know all about medi- -

SCIENCE WONDER STORIES

“You have my permission to give it to this
specialist.”

The Serum Works

THE Englishman walked over to the physician
and rolled up his sleeve. From one pocket he
took out a rubber tube which he applied above the
elbow as a tourniquet. From another pocket he
took out the sterilized needle and the syringe. Then
he painted the skin in the fold of the elbow with
a red antiseptic. Already the veins were begin-
ning to be prominent.

“I have in this syringe,” began Sir Harry, almost
as though he were lecturing to a class of students,
“one dose, twenty cubic centimeters, of a serum
which I intend to give through the vein. Thus,
it will enter the circulation at once and in a few
minutes the nervous system, especially the brain.
I believe that one dose will be sufficient to establish
the potency of the drug. Of course, later on, it may
be necessary to repeat the treatment; but that is a
matter of secondary importance. Now I will punc-
ture the vein slowly and empty the syringe into it.
The operation, as you see, is practically painless.
There! It is all over. Now I hope in a couple of
weeks we will see the results.”

The next two weeks that passed were filled with
the most terrible anxiety for the six earth beings.
Attempts at gayety fell flat as all waited under
growing tension for a call from the Directing
Intelligence. It was understood that the specialist
who had been treated was to remain in isolation
during the period, so that the effect of the medicine
might be more properly evaluated.

At last, one day, the call came; and a white-
faced Sir Harry Brunton, barely able to maintain
his jaunty air, found himself in the presence of the
Directing Intelligence, his co-ordinators, and the
treated specialist.

Throughout the room a deathlike silence reigned
until the Directing Intelligence spoke to the
specialist.

“How do you feel?”

“Somehow, I feel better. My mind seems to be
clearing. Now, in regard to that problem of the
health of the queens. There is no doubt that they
are receiving too much iodine and that has caused
an over-production of thyroid juice. We will give
them quinine hydrobromate, reduce the iodine con-
tent in their diet; and I feel sure that they will
soon be well.”

“How about the headaches?” asked the Directing’
Intelligence.

“I see the cause now. The blood pressure is
too high. Nitrates will reduce the pressure and
cure the headaches.”

“I asked you the same question many years ago.
You took a long time to answer.”

“I realize that. But I could not think then. I
can now. This new medicine has given me wonder-

- ful vitality, mental alertness, an ability to use my

accumulated knowledge. In some way I feel that I
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have been sick, but I am all right now. I feel as
if I were a new man.”

Sir Harry began to smile.

“My word! It worked as expected!”

“It did,” acknowledged the Directing Intelli-
gence. “How soon can you start in treating the
entire nation?”

The Englishman rose to his full height. He
towered above the seated dwarfs.

“There are a few things that I want to make
~ clear. In the first place, I am the only living per-
son who knows how to prepare this drug. I have
enough to treat about one hundred persons. After
that it will be necessary to make more and I am
the only one who can do it. I want you to under-
stand that fact. I am the only one. Now I am
anxious to make enough to cure the entire nation,
because I want you to go on that interplanetary
journey and I want to go with you. In fact, I
think that you need me.

“But life as I see it is largely a matter of com-
promises, gives and takes. Of course, you have
ruled so long that you can see no viewpoint except
your own. I want to help you, but I want to be
paid. I want you to promise me that you will make
no effort to kill the Middle Men, the race I come
from, till we return from the space trip.. There

will be time enough then to deal with them as you

wish. The second request is for permission to
liberate my five fellows and send them back to their
comrades and their civilization. I am sure that
they can be trusted to keep their adventures here
a secret. In fact, I will myself be a bond to make
sure of that. If you will grant me these two re-
quests, I will start at once making enough of the
drug to cure the entire nation of this peculiar
devastating mental illness.”

Though they were incapable of showing emotion
by facial change, there was a deadly glitter in the
eyes of the dwarfs who looked up at him. The
Directing Intelligence expressed their thought.

“Impossible! Why should we bargain? You

_are here, and in our power. Suppose we force you
to show us how to make the drug, and then kill
all of you?”

“You can do a part of that; but, remember, I am
the only one who knows every step of the process
whereby this drug is made. If I do not make it,

it will not be made. I anticipated your refusal; so .

I came prepared to play what we call poker with
you. I hold in my hand a thin glass vial, contain-
ing a few drops of a deadly poison. I am going
to place it between my teeth. If you refuse to
agree with my suggestions, I will crash the glass
and die. Then, where will you be? You can kill
my companions, you can kill every human being on
the face of the earth, and then you can dully sit
still and wait for your nation, the nation you are
so proud of, to die. And you will have the agony
of knowing that, in spite of your wonderful accumu-
lation of knowledge, you are doomed, because of
your inability to make the best use of it.” -

And he placed a large glass bead in his mouth
and closed his lips.

The Bluff Wins

’I‘HE five dwarfs faced him. He sat down and
faced them. For five minutes there was a con-
flict of wills, a battle of intellects. Then the
Directing Intelligence spoke:

“You win. We will grant your requests. After
all, we need a person like you with us when we
take that journey into space. You have somethin
that even the best of us lack. Perhaps it is youth,
I will give orders that the Middle Men be not
harmed. The New York Colony will remain closed,
and your five companions will be liberated—on con-
dition that you remain with us, make enough of
the drug to cure the race and take the journey into
space when our .nation starts on its explorations
of the unknown.”

Sir Harry took the glass bead out of his mouth
and put it in his pocket.

“That’s a bargain,” he replied: “I am confident
that it is the best thing to do for everybody.”

“By the way,” asked the Directing Intelligence:
“You Said that this was a poker game, what did you
mean by that?”

The Englishman took out the little glass bead and
rolled it on the table. :

“My word! Had to explain, Poker is one of
those American games. It is built on a