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In Our Next Issue:
THE RED DUST, by Murray Leinster. You have,
of course, read "The Mad Planet." "The Red
Dust" is a sequel to this all-absorbing and now
famous story. Here we see further and more exciting adventures of the hero Burl.
THE MAN WHO COULD VANISH, by A.
Hyatt Verrill. The author of "Beyond the Pôle"
and "Through the Crater's Rim" has written what
is, to our mind, a real masterpiece. Mr. Verrill
treats invisibility in a quaint manner and the
science by which he does this seems correct in ail
respects. You will read and reread this story.
THE MAN WITH THE STRANGE HEAD, by
Dr. Miles J. Breuer. When a médical doctor turns
author, you may be sure that he will write a story
that we can ail enjoy. "The Man with the Strange
Head" is certainly as amazing and strange a story
as you would wish to have told.
THE FIRST MEN IN THE MOON, by H. G.
Wells. Our adventurers are now on the moon, or,
rather, inside of it, and are fast getting acquainted
with the superhuman insect race which he pictures
as reigning on our satellite. The second installment is packed full of weird and exciting incidents
that you can never forget.
THE SECOND DELUGE, by Garrett P. Serviss.
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highest mountains of the Himalayas.
Strange to
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find it out for yourself in reading the concluding
chapters.
THE ELEVENTH HOUR, by Edwin Balmer and
William B. MacHarg. Here is another one of the
famous scientihc détective stories by the wellknown authors. There is good science and plenty
of excitement in this short taie, and you will not
know the full solution until the end.
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They Called Me a Human Clam

But I Chonged Almost Oremight
AS I passed the President's office I could to any occasion, to meet any emergency with
not help hearing my name. Instinct- just the right words. And î accomplished ail
ively I paused to listen. "That human this by developing the natural power of
clam," he was saying, "can't represent us. speech possessed by everyone, but cultivated
He's a hard worker. but he seems to have no by so few—by simply spending 15 minutes a
ability to express himself. I had hoped to day in the privacy of my own home, on this
make him a branch manamost fascinating subject.
ger this fall, but he seems
WHAT 15 MINUTES A DAY
to withdraw farther and
WILL SHOW YOU
farther into his shell ail
There is no magie, no
How to talk before your club ot
the time. l've given up
trick, no mystery about
lodge
hopes of making anything
becoming a powerful and
How to address Board Meetings
out of him."
How to propose and respond to
convincing talker. You,
So that was itl That
toasts
too, can conquer timidity,
How
to
make
a
political
speech
was the reason why I had
stage fright, self-conHow to tell entertaining stories
been passed over time and
How to make after-dinner speeches
sciousness and bashfulHow to converse interestingly
again when promotions
n e s s, winning advanceHow to write letters
were being made ! That
ment in salary, popularity,
How to sell more goods
was why I was just a
How to train your memory
social standing, and sucplodder—a t r u c k horse
How to enlarge your vocabulary
cess. Today business deHow
to
develop
self-confidence
for our firm, capable of
mands for the big. imporHow
to
acquire
a
winning
persondoing a lot of heavy work,
ality
tant high-salaried jobs,
but of no use where brilHow to strengthen your will-power
men who can dominate
and
ambition
liant performance was reo t h e r s—men who can
How
to
become
a
clear,
accurate
quired. I was a failure
thinker
make others do as they
unless I could do what
How to develop your power of
wish. It is the power of
concentration
seemed impossible—learn
forceful, convincing speech
How
to
be
the
master
of
any
sitto use words forcefully,
uation
that causes one man to
effectively and convincjump from obscurity to
ingly.
the presidency of a great
corporation; another from a small, unimportIn 15 Minutes a Day
ant territory to a salesmanager's desk ; anAnd then suddcnly I discovered a new, easy other from the rank and file of political
method which made me a powerful speaker workers to a post of national importance; a
almost overnight. I learned how to bend timid, retiring. self-conscious man to change
others to my will. how to dominate one man almost overnight into a popular and much
or an audience of thousands. Soon I had applauded after-dinner speaker. Thousands
won salary increases, promotion, popularity, have accomplished just such amazing things
power. Today I always have a ready flow through this simple, easy, yet effective trainof speech at my command. I am able to rise mg.

Send For This Amazing Book
This new method of training is fully described
in a very interesting and informative booklet which
is now bejng sent lo everyone mailing the coupon
below. This book is called, Ho-v to Work Wonaers
IVith Words. In it you are shown how to conquer
stage fright, self-consciousness, timidity. bashfulness and fear—Ihose things that keep you silent
while men of lesser ability get what they want by
the sheer power of convincing speech, Not only
men who have made millions but thousands have
sent for this book—and are unslinting in their praise
of it. You are told how to bring out and develop
your pncelcss "hidden knack"—the natural gift
within you—which will win for you advancement in
position and salary, popularity. social standing,
power and real success. You can oblain your copy
absolutely free by sending the coupon.
Now Sent
Free
«k
VQTS

NORTH AMERICAN INSTITUTE
3601 Michigan Ave., Oept. 9389, Chicago, Illinoi
|
North American Institute,
3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 9389
Chicago, Illinois.
| Please send me FREE and without obligation my copy of your famous book. How To
| Work Wonders With Words.
| Name
| Address
| City
State.
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Coupon!

No matter what you may have
heard about other methods of electrical training, you don't know the
whole story until you gel thefacts on
what Chief Engineer Cooke offers
you! You owe it to yourself to invest a two cent stamp in finding out
about this amazing, practical and
successful way of training.

Here is an unusual book—
différent from any you bave
ever read. It tells how men
make more money, and make it
more quickly than any other
way.
Thousands of men bave sent
for it and found it the shortest
route to a better job at bigger
pay. Maybe it mil help you,
like it helped Stephens, Everett
and Lamb. But don't miss this
opportunity to find out. The
coupon in the corner will bring
it to you at once—by spécial
delivery mail—so you can décidé right away, for yourself,
just what this book can do
for you.

m
r
Pay Trîpled
Since
Enrolllng
"Since starting your
course, m y pay lias gone
up lo over tnrce timc-s
what it was before. You
have livcd up to cvery
promise you inade to me,
and donc much more besides. 1 can ne ver thank
■ou enough for ail you
rave donc for me."
R. A. Lamb,
2101 W. Baltimore St.,
Baltimore, Md.

Doubles His Pay In 7 Months
"Mr. Cooke, I was a common laborer at $24 a
week when I cnrolled with you. In seven months
your trainingdoubled my pay to over $50 a week,
and it is going up ail the time. Your book. 'The
Secrets of Success in Electricity,' started me on
the right road."
W. H. Stephens. Electrical Conlractor,
Fort Edward. N. Y.

Coal Miner Becomes
Electrical Expert
"I was loading coal at $5 a day when your
book came to my allc.nlion. Il changed my
whole Xulure. Now I earn more than §550 a
month counling my spare time profils. Here is
a picture of the new Sludebakcr Spécial Six
I just bought with my electrical earnings."
Cari Evcrell, L. Box. 5-18, Danville, 111.
The Key to the World's
Fastest Growlng
ProEession
"The Secrets of Success in Electricity," by Chief Engineer Cooke,
tells you in simple language, ail
about the wonderful new opportunities in Electricity and ail about its
opportunities for you.

Send for "The Secrets of Success
in Electricity." Read how, in your
own home, while keeping right on
with your regular job, you can easily
and rapidly fit yourself for a big pay
position in this big pay field. Mail
the coupon today — it places you
under no obligation and no salesman or agent will call on you.
L. L. Cooke, Chief Engineer
L. L. Cooke School
of Electricity
Owned and Operated by
Chicago
Engineering Works
INCORPORATED
2150 Lawrence Ave.
Chicago
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Men of ail âges, with or without
electrical experience, are urged to
MAIL THIS NOW!
send for this book. Don't lose this
&
chance to learn what others have r Chief Engineer Cooke9
Chicago Engineering
7
done in Electricity, the greatest and
Works, Inc.
Dept. ibu
fastest growing field in the world.
2150 Lawrence Ave., Chicago'
Plcasc send me at once your free book, "The
150 pictures—nearly 100 stories of
Secrets of Success in Electricity" and full particulars of your meihod of training mon for rcaponslble
success and how it was achieved—
electrical positions. This request does not obligate
me in any way and no salesman or agent is to call.
dozens of différent electrical jobs
and positions fully described—you ■ Name...
get ail these in Chief Engineer
Addrcss.
Cooke's big book. Clip coupon for j City....
• State.
your free copy.
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$500.00

Today
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PRIZE STORY
By HUGO GERNSBACK

Cold

Fact

Tomorrow

CONTEST

SINCE the first appearancc of AMAZING STORIES, be a great many prize winners. The editors have limiled
the prizes to three, and only threc stories will be choseu, and
we have rcceived a great many manuscripts for publication in our magazine. We wish to slate at this only three will be printed. The reading of the three prizepoint that at présent the magazine is not in the market
winning stories will, we know be most interesting, because
for full length novels, becausc the editors have a great many cacli will very likely be entirely différent in plot and in
treatment.
on hand that await publication. They do, however, want
short stories under 10,000 words, stories that would occupy
Here, then, is a great chance for you to become an author.
It is a great opportunity to try your hand in an imagiuative
nine or ten pages in AMAZING STORIES.
Furthennore, we receive an increasing number of letters, story of the scientifiction type. But before you jump to
askingj if we are in the market for short stories, and to thèse any conclusions, be sure that you read the rules caxefully
we wish to reply in the affirmative. We can not get too so as not to be disqualified.
1 The purpose of this contest is to have you write a story
many real short scientifiction stories. To encourage this, we
around the illustration
are starting a rather unique
on the front cover ol
contest this month.
this issue.
We have composed on our
The story should he befront cover a picture which
$500.00 IN PRIZES
||
tween 5,000 and 10,000
illustrâtes a story to be writwords.
The following cash prizes will be awarded, |1
teu by our readers. We are
The story must bc of
frank to say that we haven't | and will be paid for on publication of the prize- ti
Il
the scientifiction type
the slightest klca what the
winning stories in AMAZING STORIES:
and must contain corpicture is supposed to show.
rect scientific facts to
The editors' ideas pertainFirst Prize
$250.00
make
it appear plausible
ing to the real solution,—
Second Prize
150.00
and within the realm of
if one there be, — based upThird Prize
100.00
present-day knowledge
on the picture, are necesof science.
The
stories
will
appear
in
subséquent
is- fi
sarily vague.
4 The story must bc
There is for instance the
sues in their cprrect order of merit.
typewritten or in peu and
strange race of peoplc which
- ■il - ■
- - ■''Ea
ink. No penciled malyou see in the left foreter will be considered.
ground, while in the distance
5 AU stories submitted to this contest must be rcceived
there is an equally strange city which may or may not Ix; on
flat, not rolled.
this planet, and there is the still stranger ball-Hke machine
6 Unused manuscripts will be retumed if retum postage
floating in space which apparently lias capturcd a modem
has been enclosed.
océan greyhound in some amazing manner. What is going
7 AMAZING STORIES can not enter into any corrcsto happen to the océan liner is the great secret. Does the
pondence as to stories.
océan liner contain human beinps, or have_ they bcen left
8 Three cash prizes will be awarded,—First Prize,
behind? What force bas lifted the steamship into space. in
$250.00; Second Prize, $150.00; Third Prize, $100.00.
this incredible way, and where is 5t being transportcd? Ail
0 This contest closes on January 5th at noon, at which
these are vital questions that ail of us should like to have
time ail manuscripts must be in.
answered.
10 In awarding the prizes, AMAZING STORIES acNow, some one of our readers is going to write a real
quires full rights of ail kinds, includmg those of transshort story of less than 10,000 words, around this picture.
lation into foreîgn languages, second rights. as well as
He is going to study the picture from ail perspectives and.
motion picture rights. The Editors will be the judges.
knowing a bit about science, he will not have much trouble
11 From this contest are excluded the employées of the
writing a most convincing story. We know it will be so
Expérimenter Publîshing Company and their famîlies.
convincing that we will actually believe it. And the author
12 Anyone may join this contest even though not a subwho is going to write the best story will be a good observer,
scriber to the magazine.
bccause he will miss no détail of the picture, and will take
Address ail manuscripts to Editor, Cover Contest,
cognîzance of even the smallest détail.
It is in the very nature of this contest that there can not AMAZING STORIES, New York City.
Mr. Hugo Gcmsback speaks every Monday at 9 P. M. from WRNY on various scientific and radio «ubjccta.
773

Gfëe First Meni« tfa Moon
%fH&Wc.Us
Author of "The Island of Dr. Moreau," "The Empire of the Ants," etc.
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We were blnding ail our luggage togethor with the blankets about It, against the concussion of our descent. That, too, was a strange
business; we two mcn floating loose in that spherical space, and packing and pulling ropes. No up or down, and every effort resulting
in unexpected movcments.
m.

THE FIRST MEN IN THE MOON
CHAPTER I
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in those days had an idea that I was equal to
writing a very good play. It is not, I believe, a
Mr. Bedford Meets Mr. Cavor at Lympne
very uncommon persuasion. I knew there is nothing a man can do outside legitimate business transI sit down to write here amidst the
actions that has such opulent possibilities, and
shadows of vine-leaves under the blue
very probably that biased my opinion. I had, insky of southern Italy, it cornes to me
deed, got into the habit of regarding this unwritten
with a certain quality of astonishment
drama as a convenient little reserve put by for a
that my participation in these amazrainy day. That rainy day had corne, and I set to
ing adventures of Mr. Cavor was, after ail,
work.
the outcome of the purest accident. It might have
I soon discovered that writing a play was a longer
been any one. I fell into these things at a time
business than I had supposed ; at first I had reckonwhen I thought myself removed from the slightest
ed ten days for it, and it was to have a pied-à-terre
possibility of disturbing expériences. I had gone to
while it was in hand, that I came to Lympne. I
Lympne because I had imagined it the most uneventreckoned myself lucky in getting that little bungaful place in the world, "Here, at any rate," said
low. I got it on a three years' agreement. I put
I, "I shall find peace and a chance to work!"
in a few sticks of furniture, and while the play
And this book is the sequel, So utterly at variwas
in hand I did my own cooking. My cooking
ance is Destiny with ail the little plans of men.
would have shocked Mrs. Bond. And yet, you
I may perhaps mention here that very recently I
know, it had flavour. I had a coffee-pot, a saucehad corne an ugly cropper in certain business enterpan for eggs, and one for potatoes, and a frying
prises. Sitting now surrounded by ail the circumpan for saunages and bacon—such was the simple
stances of wealth, there is a luxury in admitting my
apparatus of my comfort. One cannot always be
extremity, I can admit, even, that to a certain exmagnificent, but simplicity is always a possible
tent my disasters were conceivably of my own makalternative. For the rest I laid in an eighteening. It may be there are directions in which I
gallon cask of beer on crédit, and a trustful baker
have some capacity, but the conduct of business
came each day. It was not, perhaps, in the style
opérations is not among
of Sybaris, but I have had
these. But in those daya
worse times.
I was a
I was young, and my
little sorry for the baker,
youth among other obDES IDES being one of his masterpieces. this amazing
who was a very decent
story, by H. G. Wells, is undoubledly one of the
jectionable forras took
man indeed, but even for
greatest moon talcs of adventure ever written. For âges
that of a pride in my spéculation lias been rife as to what sort of créatures the
him I hoped.
capacity for affairs.
I
moon could harbor. We of today know that the
Certainly if any one
moon lias no atmosphère, al least not on the surface. We
am young still in years,
wants solitude, the place
know the moon to be a dead world, having long coolcd
but the things that have
is Lympne. It is in the
down, its volcanic acthnties stopped long before the first
happened to me have rub- living créature crawted upon this earth.
clay part of Kent, and my
bed something of the
The moon, therefore, must be a dead world—so our bungalow stood on the
youth from my mind. scientists noiv argue. That means that its interior probedge of an old sea cliff
contains enormous grottoes and caves, such as are
W h e t h e r they have ably
and stared across the flats
not found in our world. It is possible, therefore, that
brought any wisdom to
remuants of a long-vanished atmosphère of the moon of Romney Marsh at the
light below it is a more will be found in the interior of that planet, making
sea. In very wet weather
il highly probable for some sort of organism to carry on
doubtful matter.
the place is almost inacan existence there.
It is scarcely necessary
cessible, and I have heard
What grotesque for m such organîsms have taken on
to go into the détails of du ring the âges it is impossible to de finit ely affirm. One that at times the postraan
man s guess is as good as an other's. But somehow H. G.
the
spéculations
that
used to traverse the more
Wells, in this story, probably cornes as close to the fruth
landed me at Lympne, in
succulent
portions of his
as any one can. And the story is written so convincingly,
Kent.
Nowadays even
that instead of gaining the impression that y au are rcad- route with boards upon
a b o u t business trans- ing fiction, you sense, rallier, that you are rcading a true his feet. I never saw him
actions there is a strong exploration taie.
doing so, but I can quite
We know that you will follow the developments in this
spice of adventure. I took story
imagine it. Outside the
with breathless interest.
risks.
In these things
doors of the few cottages
there is invariably a cer- MWBMBMBWHHBaMB—H
and houses that make up
tain amount of give and
the présent village big
take, and it fell to me finally to do the givîng.
birch besoms are stuck, to wipe off the worst of
Reluctantly enough. Even when I had got out the clay, which will give some idea of the texture
of everything, one cantankerous créditer saw fit of the district. I doubt if the place would be
to be malignant. Perhaps you have met that flamthere at ail, if it were not a fading memory of
things gone for ever. It was the big port of Enging sense of outraged virtue, or perhaps you have
land in Roman times, Portus Leraanus, and now the
only felt it. He ran me hard. It seemed to me, at
last, that there was nothing for it but to write a sea is four miles away. Ail down the steep hill are
boulders and masses of Roman brickwork, and from
play, unless I wanted to drudge for my living as a
it old Watling Street, still paved in places, starts
clerk. I have a certain imagination, and luxurious
like an arrow to the north. I used to stand on the
tastes, and I meant to make a vigorous fight for
hill and think of it ail, the galleys and légions, the
it before that fate overtook me. In addition to my
captives and officiais, the women and traders, the
belief in my powers as a business man, I had always
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speciilators like myself, ail the swarra and turault stand it no longer, and so soon as he appeared I
that came clanking in and out of the harbour. And
opened the French window, crossed the verandah,
now just a few lumps of rubble on a grassy slope,
and directed myself to the point where he invariand a sheep or two—and I! And where the port
ably stopped.
had been were the levels of the marsh, sweeping
He had his watch out as I came up to him. He
round in a broad curve to distant Dungeness, and
had a chubby, rubicund face with reddish brown
dotted here and there with tree clumps and the
eyes—previously I had seen him only against the
church towers of old raediœval towna that are follight. "One moment, sir," said I as he turned.
lowing Lemanus now towards extinction.
He stared. "One moment," he said, "certainly.
That outlook on the marsh was, indeed, one
Or if you wish to speak to me for longer, and it
of the finest views I have ever seen. I suppose
is not asking too much—your moment is up—would
Dungeness was fifteen miles away; it lay like a
it trouble you to accompany me?"
raft on the sea, and farther westward were the
"Not in the least," said I, placing myself besîde
hills by Hastings under the setting sun. Soraehim.
times they hung close and clear, sometimes they
"My habits are regular. My time for intercourse
were faded and low, and often the drift of the —limited."
weather took thera clean out of sight. And ail
"This, I présumé, is your time for exercise?"
the nearer parts of the marsh were laced and lit
"It is. I corne here to enjoy the aunset."
by ditches and canals.
"You don't.
You never have been.
It's ail
The window at which I worked looked over the
"Sir?"
skyline of this crest, and it was from this window
"You never look at it."
that I first set eyes on Cavor. It was just as I
"Never look at it?"
was struggling with my scénario, holding down
"No. l've watched you thirteen nights, and
my mind to the sheer hard work of it, and natural- [ not once have you looked at the sunset—not once."
ly enough he arrested my attention.
I
He knitted his brows like one who encounters a
The sun had set, the sky was a vivid tranquillity
problem.
of green and yellow, and against that he came out i: "Well, I enjoy the sunlight—the amtosphere—
black—the oddest little figure.
I go along this path, through that gâte"—he jerkHe was a short, round-bodied, thin-Iegged little
ed his head over his shoulder—"and round
"
man, with a jerky quality in his motions; he had
"You donl*t. You never have been. It's ail
seen fit to clothe his extraordinary mind in a nonsense. There isn't a way. To-night for incricket cap, and overcoat, and cycling knickerbock- stance
"
ers and stockings. Why he did so I do not know, for
"Oh! to-night! Let me sec. Ah! 1 just glanced
he never cycled and he never played cricket. It at my watch, saw that I had already been out just
was a fortuitous concurrence of garments, aris- three minutes over the précisé half-hour, decided
ing I know not how. He gesticulated with his there was not time to go round, turned
"
hands and arms, and jerked hia head about and
"You always do."
buzzed. He buzzed like something electric. You
He looked at me—reflected. "Perhaps I do, now
never heard such buzzing. And ever and again he
I corne to think of it. But what was it you wanted
cleared his throat with a most extraordinary noise.
to speak to me about?"
There had been rain, and that spasmodic walk of
"Why, this!"
his was enhanced by the extrerae slipperiness
"This?"
of the footpath. Exactly as he came against the
"Yes. Why do you do it? Every night you
sun he stopped, pulled out a watch, hesitated. Then
come making a noise
"
with a sort of convulsive gesture he turned and
"Making a noise?"
retreated with every manifestation of haste, no
"Like this"—I imitated his buzzing noise.
longer gesticulating, but going with ample strides
He looked at me, and it was évident the buzzing
that showed the relatively large size of his feet— awakened distaste. "Do I do thatT' he asked.
they were, I reraember, grotesquely exaggerated in
"Every blessed evening."
sizo by adhesive clay—to the best possible advan"I had no idea."
tage.
He stopped dead. He regarded me gravely. "Can
This occurred on the first day of my sojourn,
it be," he said, "that I have formed a Habit?"
when my play-writing energy was at its height
"Well, it looks like it. Doesn't it?"
and I regarded the incident simply as an annoying
He pulled down his lower lip between finger and
distraction—the waate of five minutes. I return- thumb. He regarded a puddle at his feet.
ed to my scénario. But when next evening the
"My mind is much occupied," he said. "And
apparition was repeated with remarkable préci- you want to know why] Well, sir, I can assure
sion, and again the next evening, and indeed every
you that not only do I not know why 1 do these
evening when rain was not falling, concentration
things, but I did not even know I did them. Come
upon the scénario became a considérable effort. to think, it is just as you say; I never have been
"Confound the man," said I, "one would think he beyond that field . . . And these things annoy
was learning to be a marionette!" and for several you ?"
evenings I cursed him pretty heartily.
For some reason I was beginning to relent toThen my annoyance gave way to amazement wards him. "Not annoy" I said. "But—imagine
and curiosity. Why on earth should a man do yourself writing a play!"
this thing? On the fourteenth evening I could
"I couldn't."
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"Well, anything that needs concentration."
"Ah!" he said, "of course," and meditated. His
expression became so éloquent of distress, that I
relented still more. After ail, there is a touch of
aggression in demanding of a man you don't know
why he hums on a public footpath.
"You see," he said weakly, "it's a habit."
"Oh, I recognise that."
"I must stop it,"
"But not if it puts you out. After ail, I had
no business—it's something of a liberty."
"Not at ail, sir," he said, "not at ail. I am
greatly indebted to you. I should guard myself
against these things. In future I will. Could ï
trouble you—once again? That noise?"
"Something like this," I said. "Zuzzoo, zuzzoo.
But really, you know
"
"I am greatly obliged to you. In fact, I know
I am getting absurdly absent-minded. You are
quite justified, sir—perfectly justified. Indeed, I
am indebted to you. The thing shall end. And
now, sir, I have already brought you farther than
I should have done."
"1 do hope my impertinence
"
"Not at ail, sir, not at ail."
We regarded each other for a moment. I raised
my hat and wished him a good evening.
He
responded convulsively, and so we went our ways.
At the stile I looked back at his receding figure.
His bearing had changed remarkably, he seemed
llmp, shrunken. The contrast with his former
gesticulating, zuzzooing self took me in some abaurd way as pathetic. I watched him out of sîght.
Then wishing very heartily I had kept to my own
business, I returned to my bungalow and my play.
The next evening I saw nothing of him, nor
the next. But he was very rauch in my mind, and
it had occurred to me that as a sentimental comic
character he might serve a useful purpose in the
development of my plot. The third day he called
upon me.
For a time I was puzzled to think what had
brought him. He made indiffèrent conversation
in the most formai way, then abruptly he came to
business. He wanted to buy me out of ray bungalow.
"You see," he said, "1 don't blâme you in the
least, but you've destroyed a habit, and it disorganises my day. l've walked past here for yeara
—years.
No doubt l've hummed. . . . You've
made ail that impossible!"
I suggeated he might try some other direction.
"No. There is no other direction. This is the
only one. l've inquired. And now—every afternoon at four—I come to a dead wall."
"But, my dear sir, if the thing is so important
to you
"
"It's vital. You see, l'm—l'm an investigator
—I am engaged in a scientific research. I live—"
he paused and seemed to think. "Just over there,"
he said, and pointed suddenly dangerously near
my eye. "The house with white chimneys you see
just over the trees. And my circumstances are abnormal—abnormal. I am on the point of completing one of the most important démonstrations—
I ean assure you one of the most important démon-
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strations that have ever been made. It requires
constant thought, constant mental ease and activity. And the afternoon was my brightest time!—
effervescing with new ideas—new points of view."
"But why not come by still?"
"It would be ail différent. I should be selfconscious. I should think of you at your play—
watching me irritated—instead of thinking of my
work. No! I must have the bungalow."
I meditated. Naturally, I wanted to think the
matter over thoroiighly before anything décisive
was said. I was generally ready enough for business in those days, and selling always attracted
me; but in the first place it was not my bungalow,
and even if I sold it to him at a good price I
might get inconvenienced in the delivery of goods
if the current owner got wind of the transaction,
and in the second I was, well—undischarged. It
was clearly a business that required delicate handling. Moreover, the possibility of his being in
pursuit of some valuable invention also interested
me. It occurred to me that I would like to know
more of this research, not with any dishonest intention, but simply with an idea that to know what
it was would be a relief from play-writing. I
threw out feelers.
He was quite willlng to supply information.
Indeed, once he was fairly under way the conversation became a monologue. He talked like a man
long pent up, who bas had it over with hiraaelf
again and again. He talked for nearly an hour,
and I must confess I found it a pretty sliff bit of
listening. But through it ail there was the undertone of satisfaction one feels when one is neglecting work one has set oneself. During that first
interview I gathered very little of the drift of his
talk. Half his words were technicalities entirely
strange to me, and he illustrated one or two points
with what he was pleased to call elementary raathematics, Computing on an envelope with a copyingink pencil, in a manner that made it hard even to
seem to understand. "Yes," I said, "yes. Go on!"
Nevertheless I made out enough to convince me
that he was no mere crank playing at discoveries.
In spite of his crank-like appearance there was a
force abont him that made that impossible, Wimtever it was, it was a thing with mechanical posaibilities. He told me of a work-shed he had, and
of three assistants—originally jobbing carpenters
—whom he had trained. Now, from the work-shed
to the patent office is clearly only one step, He
invited me to see those things, I accepted readily,
and took care, by a remark or so, to underline that.
The proposed transfer of the bungalow remained
very conveniently in suspense.
At last he rose to départ, with an apology for
the length of his call. Talking over his work was,
he said, a pleasure enjoyed only too rarely. It
was not often he found such an intelligent listener
as myself, he mingled very little with professional
scientific men,
"So much pettiness," he explained; "so much
intrigue! And really, when one has an idea—a
novel, fertilising idea— I don't want to be uncharitable, but
"
I am a man who believes in impulses. I made
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what was perhaps a rash proposition. But you
must remember, that I had been alone, play-writing
in Lympne, for fourteen days, and my compunction
for his ruined walk still hung about me. "Why
not," said I, "make this your new habit? In the
place of the one I spoilt? At least, until we can
settle about the bungalow. What you want is to
turn over your work in your mind. That you have
ahvays done during your afternoon walk. Unfortunately that's over—you can't get things back
as they were. Eut why not come and talk about
your work to me; use me as a sort of wall against
which you may throw your thoughts and catch them
again? It's certain I don't know enough to steal
your ideas myself—and I know no scientific
I stopped. He was considering. Evidently the
thing attracted him. "But l'm afraid I should
bore you," he said.
"You think l'm too dull?"
"Oh, no ; but technicalities
"
"Anyhow, you've interested me immensely this
afternoon."
"Of course it would be a great help to me. Nothing clears up one's ideas so much as explaining them.
Hitherto—»—"
"My dear sir, say no more."
"But really can you spare the time?"
"There is no rest like change of occupation," I
said, with profound conviction.
The affair was over. On my verandah steps he
turned. "1 ara already greatly indebted to you,"
he said.
I made an interrogative noise.
"You have completely cured me of that ridiculous habit of humming," he explained.
I think I said I was glad to be of any service to
him, and he turned away.
Immediately the train of thought that our conversation had suggested must have resumed its
sway. His arms began to wave in their former
fashion. The faint echo of "zuzzoo" came back to
me on the breeze. . . .
Well, after ail, that was not my affair. . . ,
He came the next day, and again the next
day after that, and delivered two lectures on physics
to our mutual satisfaction. He talked with an air
of being extremely lucid about the "ether," and
"tubes of force," and "gravitational potential,"
and things like that, and I sat in my other foldingchair and said, "Yes," "Go on," "1 follow you," to
keep him going. It was tremendously difficult stuff,
but I do not think he ever suspected how much I
did not understand him. There were moments
when I doubted whether I was well employed, but
at any rate I was resting from that confounded
play. Now and then things gleamed on me clearly
for a space, only to vanish just when I thought
I had hold of them. Sometimes my attention failed
altogether, and I would give it up and sit and
stare at him, wondering whether, after ail, it would
not be better to use him as a central figure in a
good farce and let ail this other stuff slide. And
then, perhaps, I would catch on again for a bit.
At the earliest opportunity I went to see his
house, It was large and carelessly furnished; there

were no servants other than his three assistants,
and his dietary and private life were characterised
by a philosophioal simplicity. He was a waterdrinker, a vegetarian, and ail those logical disciplinary things. But the sight of his equipment
settled many doubts. It looked like business from
cellar to attic—an amazing little place to find in an
out-of-the-way village. The ground-floor rooms
contained benches and apparatus, the bakehouse
and scullery boiler had developed into respectable
fumaces, dynamos occupied the cellar, and there
was a gasometer in the garden. He showed it to
me with ail the confiding zest of a man who has
been living too much alone. His seclusion was overflowing now in an excess of confidence, and I had
the good luck to be the récipient.
The three assistants were creditable specimens
of the class of "handy-men" from which they came.
Conscientious, if unintelligent, strong, civil, and
willing. One, Spargus, who did the cooking and
ail the métal work, had been a sailor; a second,
Gibbs, was a joiner; and the third was an ex-jobbing gardener, and now général assistant. They
were the merest labourers. Ail the intelligent work
was done by Cavor. Theirs was the darkest ignorance compared even with my muddled impression.
And now, as to the nature of these inquiries.
Here, unhappily, cornes a grave difficulty. I am
no scientific expert, and if I were to attempt to set
forth in the highly scientific language of Mr.
Cavor the aim to which his experiments tended, I
am afraid I should confuse not only the reader but
myself, and almost certainly I should make some
blunder that would bring upon me the mockery of
every up-to-date student of mathematical physics
in the country. The best thing I can do therefore
is, I think, to give my impressions in my own inexact language, without any attempt to wear a garment pf knowledge to which I have no claim.
The object of Mr. Cavor's search was a substance
that should be "opaque"—he used some other word
I have forgotten, but "opaque" conveys the idea—
to "ail forms of radiant energy."
"Radiant
energy," he made me understand, was anything like
light or heat, or those Rontgen Rays there was so
much talk about a year or so ago, or the electric
waves of Marconi, or gravitation. Ail these things,
he said, radiate out from centres, and act on bodies
at a distance, whence cornes the term "radiant
energy." Now almost ail substances are opaque
to some form or other of radiant energy. Glass,
for example, is transparent to light, but much less
so to heat, so that it is useful as a fire-screen; and
alum is transparent to light, but blocks heat almost
completely. A solution of iodine in carbon bisulphide, on the other hand, completely blocks light,
but is quite transparent to heat. It will hide a lire
from you, but permit ail its warmth to reach you.
Metals are not only opaque to light and heat, but
also to radiant electrical energy, which passes
through both iodine solution and glass almost as
though they were not interposed. And so on.
Now ail known substances are "transparent" to
gravitation. You can use screens of various sorts
to eut off the light or heat, or electrical influence
of the sun, or the warmth of the earth from any-
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thîng; you can screen things by sheeta of métal
from Marconi's rays, but nothing will eut off the
gravitational attraction of the sun or the gravitational attraction of the earth. Yet why there
should be nothing it is hard to say. Cavor did not
see why such a substance should not exist, and
certainly I could not tell him. I had never thought
of such a possibility before. He showed me by
calculations on paper, which Lord Kelvin, no doubt,
or Professer Lodge, or Professer Karl Pearson, or
any of those great scientific people might have
understood, but which simply reduced me to a
hopeless muddle, that not only was such a substance possible, but that it must satisfy certain
conditions. It was an amazing piece of reasoning.
Much as it amazed and exercised me at the time,
it would be impossible to reproduce it here. "Yes,"
I said to it ail, "yes; go onl" Sufflce it for this
story that he believed he might be able to manufacture this possible substance opaque to gravitation out of a complicated alloy of metals and something new—a new element, I fancy—called, I believe, hélium, which was sent to him from London
in sealed stone jars. Doubt bas been thrown upon
this détail, but I am almost certain it was hélium
he had sent him in sealed stone jars. It was certainly something very gaseous and thin. If only
I had taken notes. . , ,
But then, how was I to foresee the necessîty of
taking notes?
Any one with the merest germ of an imagination
will understand the extraordinary possibilities of
such a substance, and will sympathise a little with
the émotion I felt as this understanding emerged
from the haze of abstruse phrases in which Cavor
expressed himself. Comic relief in a play indeed!
It was some time before I would believe that I
had interpreted him aright, and I was very careful
not to ask questions that would have enabled him
to gauge the profundity of misqnderstanding into
which he dropped his daily exposition. But no one
reading the story of it here will sympathise fully,
because from my barren narrative it will be impossible to gather the strength of my conviction
that this astonishing substance was positively going
to be made.
I do not x*ecall that I gave my play an hour's
consécutive work at any time after my visit to his
house. My imagination had other things to do.
There seemed no limit to the possibilities of the
stuff; whichever way I tried I came on miracles
and révolutions. For example, if one wanted to
lift a weight, however enormous, one had only to
get a sheet of this substance beneath it, and one
might lift it with a straw. My first natural impulse
was to apply this principle to guns and ironclads,
and ail the material and methods of war, and from
that to shipping, locomotion, building, every conceivable form of human industry. The chance that
had brought me into the very birth-chamber of
this new time—it was an epoch, no less—was one
of those chances that corne once in a thousand years.
The thing unrolled, it expanded and expanded.
Among other things I saw in it my rédemption as a
business man. I saw a parent company, and daughter companies, applications to right of us, applica-
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tions to left, rings and trusts, privilèges, and concessions spreading and spreading, until one vast,
stupendous Cavorite company ran and ruled the
world.
And I was in it!
I took my line straight away. I knew I was
staking everything, but I jumped there and then.
"We're on absolutely the biggest thing that haa
ever been invented," I said, and put the accent
on "we." "If you want to keep me out of this,
you'll have to do it with a gun. l'm coming down
to be your fourth labourer to-morrow."
He seemed surprised at my enthusiasm, but not
a bit suspicious or hostile. Rather, he was selfdepreciatory.
He looked at me doubtfully. "But do you really
think—?" he said. "And your playl How about
that play?"
"It's vanished!" I cried. "My dear sir, don't
you see what you've got? Don't you see what
you're going to do?"
That was merely a rhetorical turn, but positively,
he didn't. At first I could not believe it, He had
not had the beginning of the inkling of an idea.
This astonishing little man had been working on
purely theoretical grounds the whole timel When
he said it was "the most important" research the
world had ever seen, he simply meant it squared
up so many théories, settled so much that was in
doubt; he had troubled no more about the application of the stuff he was going to turn out than if
he had been a machine that makes guns. This was
a possible substance, and he was going to make it!
Via tout, as the Frenchman says.
Beyond that, he was childish! If he made it,
it would go down to posterity as -Cavorite or Cavorine, and he would be made an F.R.S., and his portrait given away as a scientific worthy with Nature,
and things like that. And that was ail he sawl
He would have dropped this bombshell into the
world as though he had discovered a new species of
gnat, if it had not happened that I had corne along.
And there it would have lain and fizzled, like
one or two other little things these scientific people
have lit and dropped about us.
When I realised this, it was I did the talking,
and Cavor who said, "Go on!" I jumped up. I
paced the room, gesticulating like a boy of twenty.
I tried to make him understand his duties and
responsibilities in the matter—our duties and responsibilitîes in the matter. I assured him we
might make wealth enough to work any sort of
social révolution we fancied, we might own and
order the whole world. I told him of companies and
patents, and the case for secret processes. Ail
these things seemed to take him much as his mathematics had taken me. A look of perplexity came
into his ruddy little face. He stammered something
about indifférence to wealth, but I brushed ail
that aside. He had got to be rich, and it was no
good his stammering. I gave him to understand
the sort of man I was, and that I had had very
considérable business experience. I did not tell
him I was an undischarged bankrupt at the time,
because that was temporary, but I think I reconciled
my évident poverty with my financial claims. And
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quite insensibly, in the way such projects grow,
the understanding of a Cavorite monopoly grew
up between ua. He was to raake the stuff, and I
was to make the boom.
I stuck like a leech to the "we"—"you" and "I",
didn't exist for me.
His idea was that the profita I spoke of might
go to endow research, but that, of course, waa a
matter we had to settle later. "That'a ail right,"
I shouted, "that'a ail right." The great point,
as I insisted, waa to get the thing donc.
"Here ia a substance," I cried, "no home, no
factory, no fortress, no shîp can dare to be without
—more univeraally applicable even than a patent
medicine. There isn't a solitary aspect of it, not
one of its ten thousand possible uses that will not
make us rich, Cavor, beyond the dreams of avarice I"
"NoI" he said. "I begln to see. It'a extraordinary how one gets new points of view by talking
over things!"
"And as it happens you have juat talked to the
right xnan!"
"1 suppose no one," he said, "ia absolutely
averse to enormous wealth. Of course there is one
thing
"
He paused. I stood still.
"It is just possible, you know, that we may not
be able to make it after ail! It may be one of
those things that are a theoretical possibility, but
a practical absurdity. Or when we make it, there
may be some little hitch
!"
"We'll tackle the hitch when it cornes," said I.
CHAPTER II
The First Makdng of Cavorite
BUT Cavor's fears were groundless, so far as
the actual making was concerned. On the
14th of October, 1899, this incredible substance was made!
Oddly enough, it was made at last by accident,
when Mr. Cavor least expected it. He had fused
together a number of metals and certain other
things—I wish I knew the particulara now!—and
he intended to leave the mixture a week and then
allow it to cool slowly. Unless he had miscalculated,
the last stage in the combination would pccur when
the stuff sank to a température of 60° Fahr. But
it chanced that, unknown to Cavor, dissension had
arisen about the furnace tending. Gibbs, who had
previously seen to this, had suddenly attempted
to shift it to the man who had been a gardener, on
the score that coal was soil, being dug, and therefore
"■ could not possibly fall within the province of a
joiner; the man who had been a jobbing gardener
alleged, however, that coal was a metallic or orelike substance, let alone that he was cook. But
Spargus insisted on Gibbs doing the coaling, seeing
that he was a joiner and that coal is notoriously
fossil wood. Consequently Gibbs ceased to replenish the furnace, and no one else did so, and Cavor
was too much imraersed in certain interesting problems concerning a Cavorite flying machine (neglecting the résistance of the air and one or two other
points) to perceive that anything was wrong. And
the prematur»» bîr+h of bis invention took place

juat as he was coming across the field to my
bungalow for our afternoon talk and tea.
I remember the occasion with extreme vividneas.
The water was boiling, and everything was prepared, and the sound of his "zuezoo" had brought
me out upon the verandah. His active little figure
was black against the autumnal sunset, and to the
right the chimneys of his house just rose above
a gloriously tinted group of trees. Remoter rose the
Weaiden Hills, faint and blue, while to the left
the hazy marsh spread out spacious and serene. And
then
The chimneys jerked heavenward, smashing into
a string of bricks as they rose, and the roof and a
miscellany of furniture followed. Then overtaking
them came a huge white flame. The trees about the
building swayed and whirled and tore themselves
to pieœs, that sprang towards the flare. My ears
were smitten with a clap of thunder that left me
deaf on one side for life, and ail about me Windows smashed, unheeded.
I took three steps from the verandah towards
Cavor's house and even as I did so came the wind.
Instantly my coat tails were over my head, and
I was progressing in great leaps and bounds, and
quite against my will, towards him. In the same
moment the discoverer was seized, whirled about,
and flew through the screaming air. I saw one of
my chimney pots hit the ground within six yards
of me, leap a score of feet, and so hurry in great
strides towards the focus of the disturbance. Cavor,
kicking and flapping, came down again, rolled over
and over on the ground for a space, struggled
up and was lifted and borne forward at an enormous velocity, vanishing at last among the labouring, lashing trees that writhed about his house.
A mass of smoke and ashes, and a square of
bluish shining substance rushed up towards the
zénith. A large fragment of fencing came sailing
past me, dropped edgeways, hit the ground and
fell fiât, and then the worst was over. The aerial
commotion fell swiftly until it was a mere strong
gale, and I became once more aware that I had
breath and feet. By ieaning back against the wind
I managed to stop, and could collect such wits as
still remained to me.
In that instant the whole face of the world had
changed. The tranquil sunset had vanished, the
sky was dark with scurrying clouds, everything was
flattened and swaying with the gale. I glaneed
back to see if my bungalow was still in a général
way standing, then staggered forward towards the
trees amongst which Cavor had vanished, and
through whose tall and leaf-denuded branches shone
the fiâmes of his burning house.
I entered the copse, dashing from one tree to
another and clinging to them, and for a space I
sought him in vain. Then araidst a heap of smashed
branches and fencing that had banked itself against
a portion of his garden wail I perceived something
stir. 1 made a run for this, but before I reached
it a brown object separated itself, rose on two
muddy legs, and protruded two drooping, bleeding
hands. Some tattered ends of garment fluttered
out from its middle portion and atreamed before
thç wind.
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For a moment I did not recognise this earthy
lump, and then I saw that it waa Cavor, caked in
the mud in which he had rolled. He leant forward
against the wind, rubbing the dirt from his eyes
and mouth.
He extended a muddy lump of hand, and staggered
a pace towards me. Hia face worked with émotion,
little lumps of mud kept falling from it. He looked
as damaged and pitiful as any living créature I
have ever seen, and his reraark therefore araazed
me exceedingly.
"Gratulate me," he gasped
"gratulate me!"
"Congratulate youl" said I.
"Good heavens!
What for?"
'Tve done it."
"You have. What on earth caused that explosion?"
A gust of wind blew his words away. I understood him to say that it wasn't an explosion at ail.
The wind hurled me into collision with him, and
we stood clinging to one another.
"Try and get back to my bungalow," I bawled
in his ear. He did not hear me, and shouted something about "three martyrs—science," and also
something about "not much good." At the time
he laboured under the impression that his three
attendants had perished in the whirlwind. Happily
this was incorrect. Directly he had left for my
bungalow they had gone off to the public-house in
Lympne to discuss the question of the furnaces
over some trivial refreshment.
I repeated my suggestion of getting back to
my bungalow, and this time he understood. We
clung arm-In-arm and started, and managed at
last to reach the shelter of as much roof as was left
to me. For a space we sat in arm-chairs and panted.
Ail the Windows were broken, and the lighter
articles of furniture were in great disorder, but no
irrévocable damage was done. Happily the kitchen
door had stood the pressure upon it, so that ail my
crockery and cooking materials had survived. The
oil stove was still burning, and I put on the water
to boil again for tea. And that prepared, I could
turn on Cavor for his explanation.
"Quite correct," he insisted; "quite correct. l've
done it, and it's ah right."
"But," I protested.
"Ail right! Why, there
can't be a rick standing, or a fence or a thatched
roof undamaged for twenty miles round. , . ."
"It's ail right—redlly. I didn't, of course, foresee
this little upset. My mind was preoccupied with
another problem, and l'm apt to disregard these
practical aide issues. But it's ail right
"
"My dear sir," I cried, "don't you see you've
done thousands of pounds' worth of damage?"
"There, I throw myself on your discrétion. l'm
not a practical man, of course, but don't you think
they will regard it as a cyclone?"
"But the explosion
"
"It was not an explosion. It's perfectly simple.
Only, as I say, l'm apt to overlook these little things.
Ifs that zuzzoo business on a larger scale. Inadvertently I made this substance of raine, this
Cavolûte, in a thin, wide sheet. . . ."
TT"?
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is opaque to gravitation, that it cuts off things from
gravitating towards each other?"
"Yes," said I. "Yes."
"Well, so soon as it reached a température of
60° Fahr. and the process of its manufacture was
complété, the air above it, the portions of roof and
ceiling and floor above it ceased to have weight. I
suppose you know—everybody knows nowadays—
that, as a usual thing, the air has weight, that it
presses on everything at the surface of the earth,
presses in ail directions, with a pressure of fourteen
and a half pounds to the square inch?"
"I know that," said L "Go on."
"1 know that too," he remarked. "Only this
shows you how useless knowledge is unless you apply it. You see, over our Cavorite this ceased to be
the case, the air there ceased to exert any pressure,
and the air around it and not over the Cavorite, was
exerting a pressure of fourteen pounds and a half
to the square inch upon this suddenly weightless
air. Ah! you begin to see! The air ail about the
Cavorite crushed in upon the air above it with irrésistible force. The air above the Cavorite was
forced upward violently, the air that rushed in to replace it immediately lost weight, ceased to exert any
pressure, followed suit, blew the ceiling through
and the roof off. . . .
"You perceive," he said, "it formed a sort of
atmospheric fountain, a kind of chimney in the atmosphère. And if the Cavorite itself hadn't been
loose and so got sucked up the chimney, does it
occur to you what would have happened?"
I thought. "1 suppose," I said, "the air would
be rushing up and up over that infernal piece of
stuff now."
"Precisely," he said. "A huge fountain
"
"Spouting into space! Good heavens! Why, it
would have squirted ail the atmosphère of the earth
away! It would have robbed the world of air!
It would have been the death of ail mankind! That
little lump of stuff 1"
"Not exactly into space," said Cavor, "but as
bad—practically. It would have whipped the air
off the world as one peels a banana, and flung it
thousands of miles. It would have dropped back
again, of course—but on an asphyxiated world!
From our point of view very little better than if it
never came back!"
I stared. As yet I was too amazed to realize
how ail my expectations had been upset. "What
do you mean to do now?" I asked.
"In the first place, if I may borrow a garden
trowel I will remove some of this earth with which
I ara encased, and then if I may avail myself of
your domestic conveniences I will have a bath.
This done, we will converse more at leisure. It
will be wise, I think"—he laid a muddy hand on
my arm—"if nothing were said of this affair beyond ourselves. I know I have caused great damage
—probably even dwelling-houses may be ruined
here and there upon the country-side. But on the
other hand, I cannot possibly pay for the damage
I have done, and if the real cause of this is published, it will lead only to heartburning and the obstruction of my work. One cannot foresee everything, you know, and I cannot consent for one
moment +o a Irl the h"!r,'v,rtn nf nro^t'on' "T"?
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tioîis to my theorising. Later on, when you have
come in with your practical mind, and Cavorite is
floated—floated is the word, isn't it?—and ît bas
realised ail you anticîpate for it, we may set matters
right with these persons. But not now—not now.
If no other explanation is offered, people, in the
présent unsatisfactory state of meteorological
science, wîll ascribe ail this to a cyclone; there might
be a public subscription, and as my house has collapsed and been burnt, I should in that case receîve
a considérable share in the compensation, which
would be extremely helpful to the prosecution of
our researches. But if it is known that 7 caused
this, there will be no public subscription, and
everybody will be put out. Practically I should
never get a chance of working in peace again. My
three assistants may or may not have perîshed.
That is a détail. If they have, it is no great loss;
they were more zealous than able, and this prématuré event must be largely due to their joint
neglect of the furnace. If they have not perished,
I doubt if they have the intelligence to explain the
affair. They will accept the cyclone story. And if,
during the temporary unfltness of my house for occupation, I may lodge in one of the untenanted
rooms of this bungalow of yours
"
He paused and regarded me.
A man of such possibilities, I reflected, is no
ordinary guest to entertain.
"Perhaps," said I, rising to my feet, "we haJ
better begin by looking for a trowel," and I led
the way to the scattered vestiges of the greenhouse.
And while he was having his bath I considered
the entîre question alone. It was clear there were
drawbacks to Mr. Cavor's Society I had not foreseen. The absent-mindedness that had just escaped
depopulating the terrestrial globe, might at any
moment resuit in some other grave inconvenience.
On the other hand I was young, my affairs were in
a mess, and I was in just the mood for reckless
adventure—with a chance of something good at the
end of it. I had quite settled in my mind that I
was to have half at least in that aspect of the affair.
Fortunately I held my bungalow, as I have already
explained, on a three-year agreement, without being
responsible for repairs; and my furniture, such as
there was of it, had been hastily purchased, was
unpaid for, insured, and altogether devoid of associations. In the end I decided to keep on with
him, and see the business through.
^
Certainly the aspect of things had changed very
greatly. I no longer doubted at ail the enormous
possibilities of the substance, but I began to have
doubts about the gun-carriage and the patent boots.
We set to work at once to reconstruct his laboratory and proceed with our experiments. Cavor
talked more on my level than he had ever done
before, when it came to the question of how we
should make the stuff next.
"Of course we must make ît again," he said,
with a sort of glee I had not expected in him, "of
course we must make it again. We have caught
a Tartar, perhaps, but we have left the theoretical
behind us for good and ail. If we can possibly
avoid wrecking this little planet of ours, we will.
But—there must be risks! There must be. In ex-

périmental work there always are. And here, as a
practical man, you must come in. For my own
part ît seems to me we might make ît edgeways,
perhaps, and very thin. Yet I don't know. I have
a certain dim perception of another method. I can
hardly explain it yet. But curiously enough it
came into my mind, while I was rolling over and
over in the mud before the wind, and very doubtful
how the whole adventure was to end, as being
absolutely the thing I ought to have done."
Even with my aid we found some little difficulty,
and meanwhile we kept at work restoring the
laboratory. There was plenty to do before it was
absolutely necessary to décidé upon the précisé form
and method of our second attempt. Our only hitch
was the strike of the three labourers, who objected
to my activity as a foreman. But that matter we
compromised after two days' delay.
CHAPTER III
The Building of the Sphere
IREMEMBER the occasion very distinctly when
Cavor told me of his idea of the sphere. He
had had intimations of it before, but at the
time it seemed to come to him in a rush. We
were returning to the bungalow for tea, and on
the way he fell humming. Suddenly he shouted,
"That's it! That finishes it! A sort of roller
blind!"
"Finishes what?" I asked.
"Space—anywhere ! The moon !"
"What do you mean?"
"Mean? Why—it must be a sphere! That's
what I mean!"
I saw I was out of it, and for a time I let him
talk in his own fashion. I hadn't the ghost of an
idea then of his drift. But after he had taken tea
he made it clear to me.
"It's like this," he said. "Last time I ran this
stuff that cuts things off frora gravitation into a
flat tank with an overlap that held it down. And
directly it had cooled and the manufacture was
completed ail that uproar happened, nothing above
it weighed anything, the air went squirting up, the
house squirted up, and if the stuff itself hadn't
squirted up too, I don't know what would have
happened! But suppose the substance is loose,
and quite free to go up?"
"It will go up at once!"
"Exactly. With no more dîsturbance than firing
a big gun."
"But what good will that do?"
"l'm going up with it!"
I put down my teacup and stared at him.
"Imagine a sphere," he explained, "large enough
to hold two people and their luggage. It will be
made of steel lined with thick glass; it will contain
a proper store of solidîfied air, concentrated food,
water-distilling apparatus, and so forth.
And
enamelled, as it were, on the outer steel - "
"Cavorite?"
"Yes."
"But how will you get inside?"
"There was a similar problem about a dumpling."
"Yes, I know. But how?"
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"That's perfectly easy. An air-tight manhole
13 ail that is needed. That, of course, will have
to be a little complicated; there will have to be a
valve, so that things may be thrown out, if necessary, without much loss of air."
"Like Jules Verne's thing in A Trip to the Moon?"
But Cavor was not a reader of fiction.
"I begin to see," I said slowly. "And you could
get in and screw yourself up while the Cavorite waa
warm, and as soon as it cooled it would become
impervious to gravitation, and off you would
fly
"
"At a tangent."
"You would go off in a straight line
" I
stopped abruptly. "What Is to prevent the thing
travelling in a straight line into space for ever?"
I asked. "You're not safe to get anywhere, and
if you do—how will you get back?"
"l've just thought of that," said Cavor. "That's
what I meant when I said the thing is finished. The
înner glass sphere can be air-tight, and, except for
the manhole, continuous, and the steel sphere can
be made in sections, each section capable of rolling
up after the fashion of a roller blind. These can
easily be worked by springs, and released and checked by electricity conveyed by platinum wires fused
through the glass. Ail that is merely a question'
of détail. So you see, that except for the thickness
of the blind rollers, the Cavorite exterior of the
sphere will consist of Windows or blinds, whichever
you like to call thera. Well, when ail these Windows
or blinds are shut, no light, no heat, no gravitation,
no radiant energy of any sort will get at the inside
of the sphere, it will fly on through space in a
straight line, as you say. But open a window,
imagine one of the Windows open. Then at once
any heavy body that chances to be in that direction
will attract us
"
I sat taking it in.
"You see?" he said.
"Oh, I see."
"Practically we shall be able to tack about in
space just as we wish. Get attracted by this and
that."
"Oh, yes. That's clear enough. Only
"
"Well?"
"I don't quite see what we shall do it for! It's
really only jumping off the world and back again."
"Surely!
For exaraple, one might go to the
moon."
"And when one got there? What would you
find?"
"We should see
Oh! consider the new
knowledge."
"Is there air there?"
"There may be."
"It's a fine idea," I said, "but it strikes me as
a large order ail the same. The moon! l'd much
rather try some smaller things first."
"They're out of the question, because of the air
difficulty."
"Why not apply that idea of spring blinds—
Cavorite blinds in strong steel cases—to lifting
weights?"
"It wouldn't work," he însisted. "After ail, to
go into outer space is not so much worse, if at ail,
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than a polar expédition. Men go on polar expéditions."
"Not business men. And besides, they get paid
for polar expéditions. And if anything goes wrong
there are relief parties. But this—it's just firing
ourselves off the world for nothing."
"Call it prospecting."
"You'll have to call it that. . . . One might
make a book of it perhaps," I said.
"I have no doubt there will be minerais," said
Cavor.
"For example?"
"Oh! sulphur, ores, gold perhaps, possibly new
éléments."
"Cost of carriage," I said. "You know you're
not a practical man. The moon's a quarter of a
million miles away."
"It seems to me it wouldn't cost much to cart
any weight anywhere if you packed it in a Cavorite case."
I had not thought of that. "Delivered free on
head of purchaser, eh?"
"It isn't as though we were confined to the
moon."
"You mean
?"
"There's Mars—clear atmosphère, novel surroundings, exhilarating sense of lightness.
It
might be pleasant to go there."
"Is there air on Mars?"
"Oh yes!"
"Seems as though you might run it as a sanatorium. By the way, how far is Mars?" •
"Two hundred million miles at présent," said
Cavor airily; "and you go close by the sun."
My imagination was picking itself up again.
"After ail," I said, "there's something in these
things. There's travel
"
An extraordinary possibility came rushîng into
my mind. Suddenly I saw, as in a vision, the whole
solar System threaded with Cavorite liners and
spheres de luxe. "Rights of préemption," came
floating into my head—planetary rights of préemption. I recalled the old Spanish monopoly in
American gold. It wasn't as though it was just
this planet or that—it was ail of them. I stared at
Cavor's rubicund face, and suddenly my imagination was leaping and dancing, I stood up, I walked
up and down; my tongue was unloosened.
"l'm beginning to take it in," I said; "l'm beginning to take it in." The transition from doubt
to enthusiasm seemed to take scarcely any time at
ail. "But this is tremendous!" I cried. "This
is Impérial! I haven't been dreaming of this sort
of thing."
Once the chill of my opposition was removed,
his own pent-up excitement had play. He too
got up and paced. He too gesticulated and shouted. We behaved like men inspired. We were men
inspired.
"We'll settle ail that !" he said in answer to some
incidental difficulty that had pulled me up. "We'll
soon settle ail that! We'll start the drawings for
mouldings this very night."
"We'll start them now," I responded, and we
hurried off to the laboratory to begin upon this
work forthwith.
I was like a child in Wonderland ail that night.
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The dawn found us both still at work-—we kept our
electric light going heedless of the day. I remember now exactly how those drawings looked. I
shaded and tinted while Cavor drew—araudged
and haste-marked they were in every line, but
wonderfully correct. We got out the orders for
the steel blinda and frames we needed from that
night's work, and the glass sphere was designed
within a week. We gave up our afternoon conversations and our old routine altogether. We worked,
and we slept and ate when we could work no longer
for hunger and fatigue. Our enthusiasm infected
even our three men, though they had no idea what
the sphere was for. Through those days the man
Gibbs gave up walking, and went everywhere, even
across the room, at a sort of fussy run.
And it grew—the sphere.
December passed,
January—I spent a day with a broom sweeping a
path through the snow from bungalow to laboratory—February, March. By the end of March the
completion was in sight. In January had come a
team of horses, a huge packing-case; we had our
thick glass sphere now ready, and in position under the crâne we had rigged to sling it into the
steel shell. Ail the bars and blinds of the steel
sheU—it was not really a spherical shell, but polyhedral, with a roller blind to each facet—had arrlved by February, and the lower half was bolted
together. The Cavorite was half made by March,
the metallic paste had gone through two of the
stages in its manufacture, and we had plastered
quite half of it on to the steel bars and blinds. It
was astonishing how closely we kept to the line of
Cavor's first inspiration in working out the
scheme. When the bolting together of the sphere
was finished, he proposed to remove the rough roof
of the temporary laboratory in which the work was
done, and build a furnace about it. So the last
stage of Cavorite making, in which the paste is
heated to a dull red glow in a stream of hélium,
would be accomplished when it was already on the
sphere.
And then we had to discuss and décidé what
provisions we were to take—compressed foods, concentrated essences, steel cylinders containing reserve oxygen, an arrangement for removing carbonic acid and waste from the air and restoring
oxygen by means of sodium peroxide, water condensera, and so forth. I remember the little heap
they made in the corner—tins, and rolls, and boxes
—convincingly matter-of-fact.
It was a strenuous time, with little chance of
thinking. But one day, when we were drawing near
the end, an odd mood came over me. I had been
bricking up the furnace ail the morning, and I sat
down by these possessions dead beat. Everything
seemed dull and incredible.
"But look here, Cavor," I said.
"After ail!
What's it ail for?"
He smiled. "The thing now is to go."
"The moon," I reflected. "But what do you expect? I thought the moon was a dead world."
He shrugged his shoulders.
"What do you expect?"
"We're going to see."
"Are wp?" T sald. and atared before me.

"You are tired," he remarked. "You'd Ketter
take a walk this afternoon."
"No," I said obstinately; "l'm going to finish this
brickwork."
And I did, and insured myself a night of insomnia.
I don't think I have ever had such a night. I
had some bad times before my business collapse,
but the very worst of these was sweet slumber compared to this infinity of aching wakefulness. I was
suddenly in the most enormous funk at the thing
we were going to do.
I do not remember before that night thinking at
ail of the risks we were running. Now they came
like that array of spectres that once beleaguered
Prague, and camped around me. The strangeness
of what we were about to do, the unearthliness of
it, overwhelmed me. I was like a man awakened
out of pleasant dreams to the most horrible surroundings. I lay, eyes wide open, and the sphere
seemed to get more flimsy and feeble, and Cavor
more unreal and fantastic, and the whole enterprise
madder and madder every moment.
I got out of bed and wandered about. I sat at
the window and stared at the immensity of space.
Between the stars was the void, the unfathomable
darkness ! I tried to recall the fragmentary knowledge of astronomy I had gained in my irregular
reading, but it was ail too vague to furniah any
idea of the things we might expect. At last I got
back to bed and snatched some moments of sleep—
moments of nighlmare rather—in which I fell
and fell and fell for evermore into the abyss of the
sky.
I astonished Cavor at breakfast. I told him
shortly, "l'm not coming with you in the sphere."
I met ail his protests with a sullen persistence.
"The thing's too mad," I said, "and I won't corne.
The thing's too mad,"
I would not go with him to the laboratory. I
fretted about my bungalow for a time, and then
took hat and stick and set off alone, I knew not
whither. It chanced to be a glorious morning: a
warm wind and deep blue sky, the first green o£
spring abroad, and multitudes of birds singing. I
lunched on beef and beer in a little public-house
near Elharn, and startled the landlord by remarking
apropos of the weather, "A man who leaves the
world when days of this sort are about is a fool!"
"That's what I says when I heerd on it !" said the
landlord, and I found that for one poor soul at least
this world had proved excessive, and there had been
a throat-cutting. I went on with a new twist to
my thoughts.
In the afternoon I had a pleasant sleep in a sunny
place, and went my way refreshed.
I came to a comfortable-looking inn near Canterbury. It was bright with creepers, and the landlady was a clean old woman and took my eye. I
found I had just enough money to pay for my
lodging with her. I decîded to stop the night there.
She was a talkative body, and among many other
particulars I learnt she had never been to London.
"Canterbury's as far as ever I been," she said.
"l'm not one of your gad-about sort."
"How would you like a trip to the moon?" I cried.
*T never did hold with thera ballooneys," she said,
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evîdently nnder the impression that this was a
common excursion enough. "I wouldn't go up in
one—not for ever so."
This struck me as being funny. After I had
supped, I sat on a bench by the door of the inn
and gossiped with two labourera about brick-making, and motor cars, and the cricket of last year.
And in the sky a faint new crescent, blue and vague
as a distant Alp, sank westward over the sun.
The next day I returned to Cavor. "1 am coming," I said. l've been a little out of order that's
ail."
That was the only tirae I felt any serious doubt
of our enterprise. Nerves purely! After that I
worked a little more carefully, and took a trudge for
an hour every day. And at last, save for the heating
in the furnace, our labours were at an end.
CHAPTER IV
Inside the Sphere
44

on," said Cavor, as I sat across the edgc
of the manhole and looked down into the
' black interior of the sphere. We two were
alone. It was evening, the sun had set, and the
atillness of the twilight was upon everything.
I drew my other leg inside and slid down the
smooth glass to the bottom of the sphere, then
turned to take the cans of food and other impedimenta from Cavor. The interior was warm, the
thermometer stood at eighty, and as we should lose
little or none of this by radiation, we were dressed
in shoes and thin flannels. We had, however, a
bundle of thick woolen clothing and several thick
blankets to guard against mischance. By Cavor's
direction I placed the packages, the cylinders of
oxygen, and so forth, loosely about my feet, and
soon we had everything in. He walked about the
roofless shed for a time seeking anything we had
overlooked, and then crawled in after me. I noted
something in his hand.
"What have you got there?" I asked.
"Haven't you brought anything to read?"
"Good Lord ! No."
'T forgot to tell you. There are uncertainties
The voyage may last
We may be weeks!"
"But
"
"We shall be floating in this sphere with absolutely no occupation."
"1 wish l'd known
"
He peered out of the manhole. "Look!" he said.
"There's something there!"
"Is there time?"
"We shall be an hour,"
I looked out. It was an old number of Tit-Bits
that one of the men must have brought. Farther
away in the corner I saw a torn Lloyd's News. I
scrambled baek into the sphere with these things.
"What have you got?" I said.
I took the book from his hand arid read, The
Works of William Shakespeare."
He coloured slightly. "My éducation has been
so purely scientific
" he said apologetically.
"Never read him?"
"Never."
"He knew a little, you know—in an irregular
sort of way."
■
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"Precisely what I am told," said Cavor.
I assisted him to screw in the glass cover of the
manhole, and then he pressed a stud to close the
corresponding blind in the outer case. The little
oblong of twilight vanished. We were in darkness.
For a time neither of us spoke. Although ouicase would not be impervious to sound, everything
was very stîll. I perceived there was nothing to
grip when the shock of our start should corne, and
I realised that I should be uncomfortable for want
of a chair.
"Why have we no chairs?" I asked.
"l've settled ail that," said Cavor. "We shan't
need them."
"Why not?"
"You will see," he said, in the tone of a man who
refuses to talk.
I became silent. Suddenly it had come to rac
clear and vivid that I was a fool to be inside that
sphere. Even now, I asked myself, is it too late to
withdraw? The world outside the sphere, I knew.
would be cold and inhospitable enough to me—for
weeks I had been living on subsidies from Cavor—
but after ail, would it be as cold as the infinité
zéro, as inhospitable as empty space? If it had
not been for the appearance of cowardice, I believe
that even then I should have made him let me
out. But I hesitated on that score, and hesitated,
and grew fretful and angry, and the tirae passed.
There came a little jerk, a noise like Champagne
being uncorked in another room, and a faint whistling sound. For just one instant I had a sense of
enormous tension, a transient conviction that my
feet were pressing downward with a force of countless tons. It lasted for an infinitésimal time.
But it stirred me to action. "Cavor!" I said
into the darkness, "my nerve's In rags. ... I don't
think
"
I stopped. He made no answer.
"Confound it!" I cried; "l'm a fool! What business have I here? l'm not coming, Cavor. The
thing's too risky. l'm getting out."
"You can't," he said.
He made no answer for ten seconds. "It's too
late for us to quarrel now, Bedford," he said. "That
little jerk was the start. Already we are flying as
swiftly as a bullet up into the gulf of space."
"1
" I said, and then it didn't seem to matter
what happened. For a time I was, as it were,
stunned; I had nothing to say. It was just as if I
had never heard of this idea of leaving the world
before. * Then I perceived an unaccountable change
in my bodily sensations. It was a feeling of lightness, of unreality. Coupled with that was a queer
sensation in the head, an apoplectic effect almost,
and a thuraping of blood-vessels at the ears. Neither
of these feelings diminished as time went on, but
at last I got so used to them that I experienced no
inconvenience.
I heard a click, and a little glow lamp came into
being.
I saw Cavor's face, as white as I felt my own to
be. We regarded one another in silence. The transparent blackness of the glass behind him made him
seem as though he floated in a void.
"Well, we're committed," I said at last.
"Yes," he said, "we're committed."
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"Don't move," he exclaimed, at some suggestion
of a gesture. "Let your muscles keep quite lax
—as if you were in bed. We are in a little unîverse
of our own. Look at those things !"
He pointed to the loose cases and bundles that had
been lying on the blankets in the bottom of the
sphere. I was astonished to see that they were
floating now nearly a foot from the spherical wall.
Then I saw from his shadow that Cavor was no
longer leaning against the glass. I thrust out my
hand behind me, and found that I too was suspended in space, clear of the glass.
I did not cry nor gesticulate, but fear came upon
me. It was like being held and lifted by somethîng
—you know not what. The mere touch of my hand
against the glass moved me rapidly. I understood
what had happened, but that did not prevent my
being afraid. We were eut off from ail exterior
gravitation, only the attraction of objects within
our sphere had effect. Consequently everything
that was not fixed to the glass was falling—slowly
because of the sllghtness of our masses—towards
the centre of gravity of our little world, which seemed to be somewhere about the middle of the sphere,
but rather nearer to myself than Cavor, on account
of my greater weight.
"We must turn round," said Cavor, "and float
back to back, with the things between us."
It was the strangest sensation conceivable, floating thus loosely in space, at first indeed horribly
strange, and when the horror passed, not disagreeable at ail, exceedingly restful; indeed, the nearest
thing to it in earthly experience that I know is
lying on a very thick, soft feather bed. But the
quality of utter detachment and independence ! I
had not reckoned on things like this. I had expected a violent jerk at starting, a giddy sense of
speed. Instead I felt—as if I were disembodied. It
was not like the beginning of a journey; it was like
the beginning of a dream.
CHAPTER V
The Journey to the Moon
PRESENTLY Cavor extinguished the ligEt.
He said we had not overmuch energy stored,
and that what we had we must économisé for
reading. For a time, whether it was long or short
I do not know, there was no thing but blank darkness.
A question floated up out of the void. "How are
we pointing?" I said. "What is our direction?"
"We are flyîng away from the earth at a tangent,
and as the moon is near her third quarter we are
going somewhere towards her. I will open a
blind
"
Came a click, and then a window in the outer
case yawned open. The sky outside was as black
as the darkness within the sphere, but the shape of
the open window was marked by an infinité number
of stars.
Those who have only seen the starry sky from
the earth cannot imagine its appearance when the
vague, half-Iuminous veil of our air has been withdrawn. The stars we see on earth are the mere
scattered survivors that penetrate our misty atmo-

sphère. But now at last I could realise the meaning
of the hosts of heaven!
Etranger things we were presently to see, but
that airless, star-dusted sky! Of ail things, I think
that will be one of the last I shall forget.
The little window vanished with a click, another
beside it snapped open and instantly closed, and
then a third, and for a moment I had to close my
eyes because of the blinding splendour of the
waning moon.
For a space I had to stare at Cavor and the
white-Iit things about me to season my eyes to light
again, before I could turn them towards that pallid
glare.
Four Windows were open in order that the gravitation of the moon might act upon ail the substances in our sphere. I found I was no longer
floating freely in space, but that my feet were
resting on the glass in the direction of the moon.
The blankets and cases of provisions were also
creeping slowly down the glass, and presently came
to rest so as to block out a portion of the view.
It seemed to me, of course, that I looked "down"
when I looked at the moon. On earth "down"
means earthward, the way things fall, and "up" the
reverse direction. Now the pull of gravitation was
towards the moon, and for ail I knew to the contrary
our earth was overhead. And, of course, when ail
the Cavorite blinds were closed, "down" was towards the centre of our sphere, and "up" towards
its outer wall.
It was curiously unlike earthly experience, too,
to have the light coming up to one. On earth light
falls from above, or cornes slanting down sideways,
but here it came from beneath our feet, and to
see our shadows we had to look up.
At first it gave me a sort of vertigo to stand only
on thick glass and look down upon the moon through
hundreds of thousands of miles of vacant space;
but this sickness passed very speedily. And then
—the splendour of the sight!
The reader may imagine it best if he will lie on
the ground some warm summer's night and look
between his upraised feet at the moon, but for
some reason, probably because the absence of air
made it so much more luminous, the moon seemed
already considerably larger than it does from earth.
The mînutest détails of its surface were acutely
clear. And since we did not see it through air,
its outlîne was bright and sharp, there was no glow
or halo about it, and the star-dust that covered the
sky came right to its very margin, and marked the
outline of its unilluminated part. And as I stood
and stared at the moon between my feet, that perception of the impossible that had been with me
off and on ever since our start, returned again with
tenfold conviction.
"Cavor," I said, "this takes me queerly. Those
companies we were going to run, and ail that about
minerais?"
"I don't see 'em here."
"No," said Cavor; "but you'll get over ail that."
"I suppose l'm made to turn right side up again.
Still, this
For a moment I could half believe
there never was a world."
"That copy of Lloyd's News might help you."
I stared at the paper for a moment, then held
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it above the level of my face, and found I coulcf
read it quite easily. I struck a column of mean
little advertisements.
"A gentleman of private
means is willing to lend money," I read. I knew
that gentleman. Then somebody eccentric wanted
to sell a Cutaway bicycle, "quite new and coat £15,"
for five pounds; and a lady in distreas wiahed to
diapoae of some fiah knivea and forka, "a wedding
présent," at a great sacrifice. No doubt some simple soul was sagely examining these knivea and
forka, and another triumphantly riding off on that
bicycle, and a third trustfully consulting that
benevolent gentleman of means even aa I read. I
laughed, and let the paper drift from my hand.
"Are we visible from the earth?" I asked.
"Why?"
"I knew some one who was rather interested in
astronomy. It occurred to me that it would be
rather odd if—my friend—chanced to be looking
through some telescope."
"It would need the most powerful telescope on
earth even now to see us as the minutest speck."
For a time I stared in silence at the moon.
"It's a world," I said; "one feels that infinitely
more than one ever did on earth. People perhaps
"
"People!" he exclaimed. "No! Banish ail that!
Think yourself a sort of ultra-arctic voyager exploring the desolate places of space. Look at it!"
He waved his hand at the shining whiteness below. "It's dead—dead! Vast extinct volcanoes,
lava wildernesses, tumbled wastes of snow, or frozen
carbonic acid, or frozen air, and everywhere landslip seams and cracks and gulfs. Nothing happens.
Men have watched this planet systematically with
telescopes for over two hundred years. How much
change do you- think they have seen ?"
"None."
"They have traced two indisputable landslips, a
doubtful crack, and one slight periodic change of
colour, and that's ail."
"I didn't know they'd traced even that."
"Oh, yea. But as for people!"
"By the way," I asked, "how small a thing will
the biggest telescopea show upon the moon?"
"One could see a fair-sized church. One could
certainly see any towns or buildings, or anything
like the handiwork of men. There might perhaps
be inaects, something in the way of ants, for èxample, so that they could hide in deep burrows from
the lunar night, or some new sort of créatures
having no earthly parallel. That ia the most probable thing, if we are to find life there at ail. Think
of the différence in conditions! Life must fit itself
to a day as long as fourteen earthly days, a cloudlesa
sun-blaze of fourteen days, and then a night of
equal length, growing ever colder and colder under
these cold, sharp stars. In that night there must
be cold, the ultimate cold, absolute zéro, 273°C.
below the earthly freezing point. Whatever life
there is must hibernate through that, and rise again
each day."
He mused. "One can imagine something wormlike," he said, "taking its air solid as an earth-worra
ewallows earth, or thick-skinned monsters
"
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"By the bye," I said, "why didn't we bring
gun?"
He did not answer that question. "No," he coflcluded, "we just have to go. We shall see when.
we get there."
I remembered something. "Of course, there'â
my minerais, anyhow," I said ; "whatever the conditions may be."
Presently he told me he wîshed to alter our course
a little by letting the earth tug at us for a moment.
He was going to open one earthward blind fou
thirty seconds. He warned me that it would maka
my head swim, and advised me to extend my hands
against the glass to break my fall. I did as he
directed, and thrust my feet against the baies of
food cases and air cylinders to prevent their falling
upon me. Then with a click the window flew open,
I fell clumsily upon hands and face, and saw for a
moment between my black extended fingers our
mother earth—a planet in a downward sky.
We were still very near—Cavor told me the distance was perhaps eight hundred miles and the
hoge terrestrial dise filled ail heaven. But already
it was plain to see that the world was a globe.
The land below us was in twilight and vague, but
westward the vast gray stretches of the Atlantic
shone like molten silver under the receding day,
I think I recognised the cloud-dimmed coast-Iinee
of France and Spain and the south of England,
and then, with a click, the shutter closed again, and
I found myself in a state of extraordinary confusion
sliding slowly over the smooth glass.
When at last things settled themselves in my
mind again, it seemed quite beyond question that
the moon was "down" and under my feet, and that
the earth was somewhere away on the level of the
horizon—the earth that had been "down" to me
and my kindred since the beginning of things.
So slight were the exertions required of us, so
easy did the practical annihilation of our weight
make ail we had to do, that the necessity for taking
refreshment did not occur to us for nearly six hours
(by Cavor's chronometer) after our start. I was
amazed at that lapse of time. Even then I was
satisfied with very little. Cavor examined the apparatus for absorbing carbonic acid and water, and
pronouneed it to be in satisfactory order, our consumption of oxygen having been extraordinarily
slight. And our talk being exhausted for the time,
and there being nothing further for us to do, we
gave way to a curious drowsiness that had corne
upon us, and spreading our blankets on the bottora
of the sphere in such a manner as to shut out most
of the moonlight, wished each other good-night, and
almost immediately fell asleep.
And so, sleeping, and sometimes talking and reading a little, and at times eating, although without
any keenness of appetite,' but for the most part in
a sort of quiescence that was neither waking nor
slumber, we fell through a space of time that had
'It is a curious thing, that while we were in the sphere we felt not
the slightest desire for food, nor did we feel the want of it when we
abstained. At first we forçed our appetites, but afterwards we fasted
completely. Altogcther we did not consume one-hundredth part of the
compressed provisions we had brought with us. The amount of car.
bonic acid wc breathed out was unnaturally low, but why this was so
I am quite unable to ezplain.
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naither night nor day in it, silently, softly, and
swiftly down towarda the moon.
CHAPTER VI
The Landing on the Moon
1REMEMBER how one day Cavor suddenly
opened six of our shutters and blinded me so
that I cried aloud at him. The whole area was
moon, a stupendous scimitar of white dawn with
ils edge hacked out by notches of darkness, the
orescent shore of an ebbing tide of darkness, out of
which peaka and pinnacles came climbing into the
blaze of the sun. I take it the reader has seen pictures or photographs of the moon, so that I need
not describe the broader features of that landscape,
those spacious ring-like ranges vaster than any
terrestrial mountains, their summits shining in the
day, their shadows harsh and deep, the gray disordered plains, the ridges, hiils, and craterlets, ail
passing at last from a blazing illumination into a
common mystery of black. Athwart this world we
were flying scarcely a hundred miles above îts crest
and pinnacles. And now we could see, what no eye
on earth will ever see, that under the blaze of the
day the harsh outlines of the rocks and ravines of
the plains and crater floor grew gray and indistinct
under a thickening haze, that the white of their lit
surfaces broke into lumps and patches, and broke
again and shrank and vanished, and that here and
there strange tints of brown and olive grew and
spread.
But lîttle time we had for watching then. For
now we had come to the real danger of our journey.
We had to drop ever doser to the moon as we spun
about it, to slacken our pace and watch our chance,
until at last we could dare to drop upon its surface.
For Cavor that was a time of intense exertion;
for me it was an anxious inactivity. I seemed perpetually to be getting out of his way. He leapt
about the sphere from point to point with an
agility that would have been impossible on earth.
He was perpetually opening and closing the Cavoritc Windows, making calculations, consulting his
chronoraeter by means of the glow lamp during those
last eventful hours. For a long time we had ail our
Windows closed and hung silently in darkness hurling throngh space.
Then he was feeling for the shutter studs, and
suddenly four Windows were open. I staggered
and covered my eyes, drenched and scorched and
blinded by the unaccustomed splendeur of the sun
beneath my feet. Then again the shutters snapped,
leaving my brain spinning in a darkness that preseed against the eyes. And after that I floated in
another vast, black silence.
Then Cavor switched on the electric light, and
told me he proposed to bind ail our luggage together
with the blankets about it, against the concussion
of our descent. We did this with our Windows
closed, because in that way our goods arranged
themselves naturally at the centre of the sphere.
That too was a strange business; we two mon floating loose in that spherical space, and packing and
pulling ropes. Imagine it if you can! No up nor
dowm, and every effort resulting in unexpected

movements. Now I would be pressed against the
glass with the full force of Cavor's thrust, now 1
would be kicking helplessly in a void. Now the
star of the electric light would be overhead, now under foot. Now Cavor's feet would float up before
my eyes, and now we would be crossways to each
other. But at last our goods were safely bound
together in a big soft baie, ail except two blankets
with head holes that we were to wrap about ourselves.
Then for a flash Cavor opened a window moonward, and we saw that we were dropping towards
a huge central crater with a number of minor
craters grouped in a sort of cross about it. And
then again Cavor flung our little sphere open to the
scorching, blinding sun. I think he was usîng the
sun's attraction as a brake. "Cover yourself with
a blanket," he cried, thrusting himself from me, and
for a moment I did not understand.
Then I hauled the blanket from beneath my feet
and got it about me and over my head and eyes.
Abruptly he closed the shutters again, snapped
one open again and closed it, then suddenly began
snapping them ail open, each safely into its steel
roller. There came a jar, and then we were rolling over and over, bumping against the glass and
against the big baie of our luggage, and clutching
at each other, and outside some white substance
splashed as if we were rolling down a slope of
snow. . . .
Over, clutch, bump, clutch, burap, over. . . .
Came a thud, and I was half buried under the
baie of our possessions, and for a space everything
was still. Then I could hear Cavor puffing and
grunting, and the snapping of a shubter in its sash.
1 made an effort, thrust back our blanket-wrapped
luggage, and emerged from beneath it. Our open
Windows were just visible as a deeper black set with
stars.
i We were still alive, and we were lying in the
darkness of the shadow of the wall of the great
crater into which we had fallen.
We sat getting onr breath again, and feeling the
hruises on our limbs. I don't think either of us
had had a very clear expectation of such rough
handling as we had received. I struggled painfully
to my feet. "And now," saîd I, "to look at the
landscape of the moon! But
! It's tremendously dark, Cavor!"
The glass was dewy, and as I spoke I wiped at
it with my blanket. "We're half an hour or so
beyond the day," he said. "We must wait."
It was impossible to dîstinguish anything. We
raight have been in a sphere of steel for ail that
we could see. My rubbing with the blanket simply
smeared the glass, and as fast as I wiped it, it
became opaque again with freshly condensed moisture mixed with an increasing quantity of blanket
hairs. Of course I ought not to have used the
blanket. In my efforts to clear the glass I slipped
upon the damp surface, and hurt my shin against
one of the oxygen cylinders that protruded from our
baie.
The thing was exasperating—it was absurd. Here
we were just arrived upon the moon, amidst we
. knew not what wonders, and ail we could see was
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the gray and sbreaming wall of the bubble in which
we had come.
"Confound it!" I said, "but at this rate we might
have stopped at home;" and I squatted on the baie
and shivered, and drew my blanket doser about
me.
Abruptly the moisture tumed to spangles and
fronds of frost. "Can you reach the electric heater,"
said Cavor. "Yes—that black knob. Or we shall
freeze."
I did not wait to be told twice. "And now," said
I, "what are we to do?"
"Wait," he said. "Of course. We shall have to
wait until our air gets warm again, and then this
glass will clear. We can't do anything till then.
It's night here yet; we must wait for the day to
overtake us. Meanwhile, don't you feel hungry?"
For a space I did not answer him, but sat fretting.
I turned reluctantly from the smeared puzzle of
the glass and stared at his face. "Yes," I said, "I
am hungry- I feel somehow enormously disappointed. I had expected—I don't know what I had
expected, but not this."
1 summoned my philosophy, and rearranging my
blanket about me sat down on the baie again and
began my first meal on the moon. I don't think I
finished it—I forget. Presently, first in patches,
then running rapidly together into wider spaces,
came the clearing of the glass, came the drawing
of the raisty veil that hid the moon world from our
eyes.
We peered out upon the landscape of the
moon.
CHAPTER VII
Sunrise on the Moon
AS we saw it first it waa the wildest and raost
desolate of scenes. We were in an enormous
amphithéâtre, a vast circular plain, the
floor of the giant crater. Its cliff-like walls closed
us in on every side. From the westward the light
of the unseen sun fell upon them, reaching to the
very foot of the cliif, and showed a disordered
escarpment of drab and grayish rock, lined here and
there with baiiks and crevices of snow. This was
perhaps a dozen miles away but at first no intervening atmosphère diminished in the slightest the
minutely detailed brilliancy with which these things
glared at us. They stood out clear and dazzling
against a background of starry blackness that seemed to our earthly eyes rather a gloriously spangled
velvet curtain than the spaciousness of the sky.
The eastward cliflt was at first merely a starless
selvedge to the starry dome. No rosy flush, no
creeping pallor, announced the commencing day.
Only the Corona, the Zodiacal light, a huge coneshaped, luminous haze, pointing up towards the
splendour of the morning star, warned us of the
imminent nearness of the sun.
Whatever light was about us was reflected by
the westward cliffs. It showed a huge undulating
plain, cold and gray, a gray that deepened eastward
into the absolute raven darkness of the cliff shadow.
Innumerable rounded gray summits, ghostly hummocks, billows of snowy substance, stretching crest
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beyond crest into the remotc obscurity, gave us our
first inkling of the distance of the crater walL
These hummocks looked like snow. At the time I
thought they were snow. But they were not—they
were mounds and masses of frozen air!
So it was at first, and then, sudden, swift, and
amazing, came the lunar day.
Thè sunlight had crept down the cliff, it touched
the drifted masses at its base and incontinently
came striding with seven-leagued boots towards us.
The distant cliff seemed to shift and quiver, and at
the touch of the dawn a reek of gray vapour poured
upward from the crater floor, whirls and puffs and
drifting wraiths of gray, thicker and broader and
denser, until at last the whole westward plain waa
steaming like a wet handkerchief held before the
fire, and the westward cliffs were no more than a
refracted glare beyond.
"It is air," said Cavor. "It must be air—or it
would not rise like this—at the mere touch of a
sunbeam. And at this pace. . .
He peered upwards. "Look!" he said.
"What?" I asked.
"In the sky. Already. On the blackness—a little
touch of blue. See! The stars seem larger. And
tht little ones and ail those dim nebulosities we saw
in empty space—they are hidden !"
Swiftly, steadily, the day approached us. Gray
summit after gray summit was overtaken by the
blaze, and turned to a smoking white intensity. At
last there was nothing to the west of us but a bank
of surging fog, the tumultuous advance and ascent
of cloudy haze.
The distant cliflf had receded
farther and farther, had loomed and changed
through the whirl, and foundered and vanished at
last in its confusion.
Nearer came that steaming advance, nearer and
nearer, coming as fast as the shadow of a cloud
before the south-west wind. About us rose a thin
anticipatory haze.
Cavor gripped my arm.
"What?" I said.
"Look! The sunrise! The sun!"
He tnrned me about and pointed to the brow of
the eastward cliff, looming above the haze about as,
scarce lighter than the darkness of the sky. But
now its line was marked by strange reddish shapes,
tongues of vermillon flame that writhed and danced.
I fancied it must be spirals of vapour that had
caught the light and made this crest of fiery tongues
against the sky, but indeed it was the solar prominences I saw, a crown of fire about the sun that
is forever hidden from earthly eyes by our atmospheric veil.
And then—the sun!
Steadily, inevitably came a brilliant line, came
a thin edge of intolérable effulgence that took a
circular shape, became a bow, became a blazmg
sceptre, and hurled a shaft of heat at us as though
it was a spcar.
It seemed verily to stab my eyes! I cried aloud
and tumed about blinded, groping for my blanket
beneath the baie.
And with that incandescence came a Sound, the
first sound that had reached us from without since
we left the earth, a hissing and rustling, the stormy
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trailing of the aerial garment of the advancîng
day. And with the coming of the sound and the
light the sphere lurched, and blinded and dazzled
we staggered helplessly against each other. It
lurched again, and the hissing grew louder. I had
shut my eyes perforce, I was making clumsy efforts
to cover my head with my blanket, and this second
lurch sent me helplessly ofî my feet. I fell against
the baie, and opening my eyes had a momentary
glimpse of the air just outside our glass. It was
running—it was boiling—like snow into which a
white-hot rod is thrust. What had been solid air
had suddenly at the touch of the sun become a
paste, a mud, a slushy liquéfaction, that hissed and
bubbled into gas.
There came a still more violent whirl of the sphere
and we had clutched one another.
In another
moment we were spun about again. Round we
went and over, and then I was on ail fours. The
lunar dawn had hold of us. It meant to show us
little men what the moon could do with us.
I caught a second glimpse of things without,
puffs of vapour, half-liquid slush, excavated, sliding,
falling, sliding. We dropped into darkness. I went
down with Cavor's knees in my chest. Then he
seemed to fly away from me, and for a moment I
lay with ail the breath out of my body staring
upward. A toppling crag of the melting stmT^îïâu
splashed over us, buried us, and now it thinned and
boiled off us. I saw the bubbles dancing on the
glass above. I heard Cavor exclaiming feebly.
Then some huge landship in the thawing air had
caught us, and spluttering expostulation, we began
to roll down a slope, rolling faster and faster, leaping crevasses and rebounding from banks, faster and
faster, westward into the white-hot boiling tumult
of the lunar day.
Clutching at one another we spun about, pitched
this way and that, our baie of packages leaping at
us, pounding at us. We collided, we gripped, we
were torn asunder—our heads met, and the whole
universe burst into fiery darts and stars! On the
earth we should have smashed one another a dozen
times, but on the moon, luckily for us, our weight
was only one-sixth of what it is terrestrially, and
we fell very mercifully. I recall a sensation of utter
sickness, a feeling as if my brain were upside down
within my skull, and then
Something was at work upon my face, some thin
feelers worried my ears. Then I discovered the
brilliance of the landscape around was mitigated
by blue spectacles. Cavor bent over me, and I
saw hîs face upside down, his eyes also protected
by tinted goggles. His breath came irregularly, and
his lip was bleeding from a bruise. "Better?" he
said, wiping the blood with the back of hîs hand.
Everything seemed swaying for a space, but that
was simply my giddiness. I perceived that he had
closed some of the shutters in the outer sphere to
aave me from the direct blaze of the sun. I was
aware that everything about us was very brilliant.
"Lord!" I gasped. "But this
!"
I craned my neck to see. I perceived there was
a blinding glare outside, an utter change from the
gloomy darkness of our first impressions. "Have
I been insensible long?" I asked.

"1 don't know—the chronometer is broken. Some
little time. . . .
My dear chap!
I have been
afraid. . . ."
I lay for a space taking this in. I saw his face
still bore évidences of émotion. For a while I said
nothing. I passed an inquisitive hand over my
contusions, and surveyed his face for similar
damages. The back of my right hand had suffered
most, and was skinless and raw. My forehead was
bruised and had bled.
He handed me a little
measure with some of the restorative—I forget the
name of it—he had brought with us. After a time
I felt a little better. I began to stretch my limbs
carefully. Soon I could talk.
"It wouldn't have done," I said, as though there
had been no înterval.
"No! it wouldn't."
He thought, his hands hanging over his knees.
He peered through the glass and then stared at
me. "Good Lord!" he said. "No!"
"What has happened?" I asked after a pause.
"Have we jumped to the tropics?"
"It was as I expected. This air has evaporated—
if it is air. At any rate, it has evaporated, and
the surface of the moon is showing. We are lying
on a bank of earthy rock. Here and there bare
soil is exposed. A queer sort of soil!"
It occurred to him that it was unnecessary to
explain. He assisted me into a sitting position,
and I could see with my own eyes.
CHAPTER VIII
A Lunar Morning
THE harsh emphasis, the pitiless black and
white of the scenery had altogether d:sappeared. The glare of the sun had taken upon
itself a faint tinge of amber ; the shadows upon the ^
cliff of the crater wall were deeply purple. To the 7
eastward a dark bank of fog still crouched and
sheltered from the sunrise, but to the westward the
sky was blue and clear. I began to realise the length
of my insensibility.
We were no longer in a void. An atmosphère
had arisen about us. The outline of things had
gained in character, had grown acute and varied;
save for a shadowed space of white substances here
and there, white substance that was no longer air
but snow, the arctic appearance had gone altogether.
Everywhere broad rusty brown spaces of bare and
tumbled earth spread to the blaze of the sun. Here
and there at the edge of the snowdrifts were transient little pools and eddies of water, the only things
stirring in that expanse of barrenness. The sunlight inundated the upper two blinds of our sphere
and turned our climate to high summer, but our feet
were still in shadow, and the sphere was lying upon
a drift of snow.
And scattered here and there upon the slope, and
emphasised by little white threads of unthawed
snow upon their shady sides, were shapes like
sticks, dry twisted sticks of the same rusty hue
as the rock upon which they lay. That caught
one's thoughts sharply. Sticks!
On a lifeless
world? Then as my eye grew more accustomed to
the texture of their substance, I perceived that al-
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most ail thîa surface had a fibrous texture, like
the carpet of brown needles one finds beneath the
shade of pine trees.
"Cavor !" I said.
"Yes."
*'It may be a dead "world now—but once
"
Something arrested my attention. I had discovered among these needles a number of little
round objecta. And it seemed to me that one of
these had moved.
"Cavor," I whispered.
"What?"
But I did not answer at once. I stared increduloua.
For an instant I could not believe my eyes. I gave
an inartieulate cry. I gripped his arm. I pointed.
"Look!" I crîed, finding my tongue.
"There!
Yes! And there!"
His eyes followed my pointing finger. "Eh?"
he said.
How can I describe the thing I saw? It is so
petty a thing to state, and yet it seemed so wonderful, so pregnant with émotion. I bave said that
amidst the stick-like litter were these rounded
bodies, these little oval bodies that might have
passed as very small pebbles. And now first one
and then another had stirred, had rolled over and
cracked, and down the crack of each of them showed a minute line of yellowish green, thrusting outward to meet the hot encouragement of the newlyrisen sun. For a moment that was ail, and then
there stirred and burst a third!
"It is a seed," said Cavor. And then I heard him
whisper very softly, "Life!"
"Life !" And immediately it poured upon us that
our vast journey had not been made in vain, that
we had corne to no arid waste of minerais, but to
a world that lived and moved! We watched in. tensely. I remember I kept rubbing the glass before me with my sleeve, jealous of the faintest
suspicion of mist.
The picture was clear and vivid only in the mîddle of the field. Ail about that centre the dead
fibres and seeds were magnified and distorted by
the curvature of the glass. But we could see
enough! One after another ail down the sunlit
slope these miraculous little brown bodies burst and
gaped apart, like seed-pods, like the husks of
fruits ; opened eager mouths that drank in the heat
and light pouring in a cascade from the newly-risen
sun.
Every moment more of these seed-coats ruptured,
and even as they did so the swelling pioneers overflowed their rent-distended seed-cases, and passed
into the second stage of growth. With a steady
assurance, a swift délibération, these amazing seeds
thrust a rootlet downward to the ground and a queer
little bundle-Iike bud into the air. In a little while
the whole slope was dotted with minute plantlets
standing at attention in the blaze of the sun.
They did not stand for long. The bundle-like
buds swelled and strained and opened with a jerk,
thrusting out a coronet of little sharp tips, spreading a whorl of tiny, spiky, brownish leaves, that
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lengthened rapidly, lengthened visibly even as we
watched. The taovement was slower than any
animal's, swifter than any plant's I have ever seen
before. How can I suggest it to you—the way that
growth went on? The leaf tips grew so that they
moved onward even while we looked at them. The
brown seed-case shrivelled and was absorbed with
an equal rapidity. Have you ever on a cold day
taken a thermometer into your warm hand and
watched the little thread of mercury creep up the
tube? These moon plants grew like that.
In a few minutes, as it seemed, the buds of the
more forward of these plants had lengthened into
a stem and were even putting forth a second whorl
of leaves, and ail the slope that had seemed so
recently a lifeless stretch of litter was now dark
with the stunted olive-green herbage of bristling
spikes that swayed with the vigour of their growîng.
I turned about, and behold! along the upper
edge of a rock to the eastward a similar frînge in
a scarcely less forward condition swayed and bent,
dark against the blinding glare of the sun. And
beyond this fringe was the silhouette of a plant
mass, branching clumsily like a cactus, and swelling
visibly, swelling like a bladder that fills with air.
Then to the westward also I discovered that another such distended form was rising over the
scrub. But here the light fell upon its sleek sides,
and I could see that its colour was a vivid orange
hue. It rose as one watched it; if one looked away
from it for a minute and then back, its outline had
changed; it thrust out blunt congested branches
until in a little time it rose a coralline shape of
many feet in height. Compared with such a growth
the terrestrial puff-ball, which will sometimes swell
a foot in diameter in a single night, would be a
hopeless laggard. But then the puff-ball grows
against a gravitational pull six times that of the
moon. Beyond, out of gullies and flats that had
been hidden from us, but not from the quickening
sun, over reefs and banks of shining rock, a bristling
beard of spiky and fleshy végétation was straining
into view, hurrying tumultuously to take advantage
of the brief day in which it raust flower and fruit
and seed again and die. It was like a miracle, that
growth. So, one must imagine, the trees and plants
arose at the Création and covered the désolation of
the new-made earth.
Imagine it! Imagine that dawnl The résurrection of the frozen air, the stirring and quickening of the soil, and then this silent uprising of
végétation, this unearthly ascent of fleshiness and
spikes. Conceive it ail lit by a blaze that would
make the intensest sunlight of earth seem watery
and weak. And still around this stirring jungle,
wherever there was shadow, lingered banks of bluish
snow. And to have the picture of our impression
complété, you must bear in mind that we saw it ail
through a thick bent glass, distorting it as things
are distorted by a lens, acute only in the centre of
the picture, and very bright there, and towards the
edges magnified and unreal.

{To be contint d next month)

fiïe

MAN

Higher

UP

j&if£dwin (Bcdmerand c^iUiam i3. eMgcHàrcjf
Author's of "The Eleventh Hour" and "The Hammering Man"

i

y OOOQCD
rclv/y
v ■\
.v

m

-HiY- 1 '

-•v

mf.
NJ>*.

/

«S

-r-

/;
- '»

a»

Trant eubetituted for tho photograph the beat wirc gSven him by MU» Rowan. Then for the Ust time he swune to the instrument.
and as bis cyes caught the wildly vibrating pcaclis. they flared with triumpb.
792

THE MAN HIGHER UP

793

door. The chief clerk stepped forward quickly.
"You are Mr. Trant?"
"Yes."
"1 am Rentland. This way, please." He led the
10^-^Êifl chief clerk in the Broadway offices of
the American Commodities Company,
psychologist to the little room behind the files,
saw from the record he was making for Président where he had telephoned the moment before.
Welter—no ship of any of the dozen expected
"Your wire to me in Chicago, which brought me
from foreign ports had been able to make the
here," said Trant, turning from the inscription
company's docks in Brooklyn, or indeed, had been
"Chief Clerk" on the door to the dogged, décisive
reported at Sandy Hook. And for the last five
features and wiry form of his client, "gave me to
days, during which the Weather Bureau's storm
understand that you wished to have me investigate
signais had stayed steadily set, no steamer of the the disappearance, or death, of two of your dock
six which had finished unloading at the docks the
scale-checkers. I suppose you were acting for
week before had dared to try for the open sea exPrésident Welter—of whom I have heard—in sendcept one, the Elizabethan Age, which had cleared
ing for me?"
the Narrows on Monday night.
"No," said Rentland, as he waved Trant to a
On land the storx» was scarcely less disastrous to seat. "Président Welter is certainly not troubling
the business of the great importing company. Since himself to that extent over an investigation."
Tuesday morning Rentland's reports of the car"Then the company, or some other officer?" Trant
and train-load consignments which had left the questioned, with increasing curiosity.
warehouses daily had been a monotonous page of
"No; nor the company, nor any other officer in it,
trains stalled. But until that Friday morning,
Mr. Trant." Rentland smiled. "Nor even am I,
Welter—the big, bull-necked, thick-lipped master of as chief clerk of the American Commodities Commen and money—had borne ail the accumulated pany, overtroubling myself about those checkers,"
trouble of the week with serenity, almost with con- he leaned nearer to Trant, confidentially, "but as a
tempt. Only when the chief clerk added to his respécial agent for the United States Treasury Deport the minor item that the 3,000-ton steamer,
partment I am extremely Interested in the death of
Elizabethan Age, which had cleared on Monday
one of these men, and in the disappearance of the
night, had been driven into Boston, something sudother. And fer that I called you to help me."
denly seemed to "break" in the inner office. Rent"As a secret agent for the Government?" Trant
land heard the president's secretary téléphoné to repeated, with rapidly rising interest.
Brooklyn for Rowan, the dock superintendant; he
"Yes; a spy, if you wish so to call me, but as
heard Welter's heavy steps going to and fro in the
truly in the ranks of the enemies to my country as
private office, his hoarse voice raised angrily; and
any Nathan Haie, who has a statue in this city.
soon afterwards Rowan blustered in.
Rentland
To-day the enemies are the big, corrupting, thievcould no longer overhear the voices. He went back
ing corporations like this company; and appreciatto his own private office and called the station
ing that, I am not ashamed to be a spy in their
master at the Grand Central Station on the téléranks, commissioned by the Government to catch
and condemn Président Welter, and any other offiphoné.
"The seven o'clock train from Chicago?" the clerk cers involved with him, for systematically stealing
from the Government for
asked in a guarded voice.
the past ten years, and for
"It came in at 10:30, as
probable connivance in the
expected? Oh, at 10:10!
ITHIS excellent détective scientifiction story is the murder of at least one of
Thank you." He hung up
first of a séries to appear in AMAZ1NG STORIES.
the receiver and opened These romances depict the achievemcnt of Luther Trant, those two checkers so that
the company might conthe door to pass a word psychological détective.
White the results of psychic evidence have not as yet been
tinue to steal."
with Rowan as he came
acccpted in our courts, there is no doubt thal^ at a nol"To steal? How?"
out of the president's distant date suc h evidence will be given due importance
"Customs
frauds, thefts,
office.
in the conviction of our criminals. The aulhors of this
"They've wired that the taie are experts in their science and the sériés cannot fail smuggling—anything you
Elizabethan Age couldn't to arouse your interest to the highest degree. A second wîsh to call it. Exactly
story will appear in an early issue of AMAZING what or how, I can't tell;
get beyond Boston, Ro- STORIES.
for that is part of what
wan," he cried curiously.
I sent for you to find
"The
out.
For a number of
hooker!" The dock superintendent had gone strangely white; for the im- years the Customs Department has suspected,
perceptible fraction of an instant his eyes dimmed upon circumstantial evidence, that the enormoua
with fear, as he stared into the wondering face of profits of this company upon the thousand and
the clerk, but he recovered himself quickly, spat one things which it is importing and distributing
must corne in part from goods they have got
offensively, and slammed the door as he went out.
through without paying the proper duty. So at
Rentland stood with clenching hands for a moment;
then he glanced at the clock and hurried to the en- my own suggestion I entered the employ of the
trance of the outer office. The elevator was just company a year ago to get track of the method.
But after a year here I was almost ready to give
bringing up from the street a red-haired, blue-grayup
the investigation in despair, when Ed. Landers,
eyed young man of médium height, who, noting with
a quick, intelligent glance the arrangement of the the company's checker on the docks in scale house
No. S, was killed—accidentally, the coroneFs jury
offices, advanced directly toward Président Welter's
KrÂimèxMHE ^rst rea' blizzard of the winter had
burst upon New York from the Atlantic.
For seventy-two hours—as Rentland,
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said. To me it looked suspiciously like murder.
Within two weeka Morse, who was appointed as
checker in his place, suddenly disappeared. The
company'a officiais showed no concern as to the fate
of these two men; and my suspicions that something crooked might be going on at scale house No.
3 were strengthened; and I sent for you to help me
to get at the bottom of things."
"Is it not best then to begin by giving me as
fully as possible the détails of the employment of
Morse and Landers, and also of their disappearance?" the young psychologist suggested.
"1 have told you these things here, Trant, rather
than take you to some safer place," the secret agent
replied, "because I have been waiting for some one
who can tell you what you need to know better than
I can. Edith Rowan, the stepdaughter of the dock
superintendent, knew Landers well, for he boarded
at Rowan's house. She was—or is, if he still lives
—engaged to Morse. It is an unusual thing for
Rowan himself to come here to see Président Welter, as he did just before you came; but every morning since Morse disappeared his daughter has come
to see Welter personally. She is already waiting in
the outer office." Opening the door, he îndicated
to Trant a light-haired, overdressed, nervous girl
twisting about uneasily on the seat outside the
president's private office.
"Welter thinks it policy, for some reason, to see
her a moment every morning.
But she always
cornes out almost at once—crying."
"This is interesting," Trant commented, as he
watched the girl go into the president's office. After
only a moment she came out, crying. Rentland had
already left his room, so it seemed by chance that
he and Trant met and supported her to the elevator,
and over the slippery pavement to a neat electric
coupé which was standing at the curb.
"It's hers," said Rentland, as Trant hesitated before helping the girl into it. "It's one of the things
I wanted you to see. Broadway is very slippery,
Miss Rowan. You will let me see you home again
this morning? This gentleman is Mr. Trant, a private détective. I want him to come along with
us."
The girl acquiesced, and Trant crowded into the
little automobile. Rentland turned the coupé skillfully out into the swept path of the street, ran
swiftly down Fifth Avenue to Fourteenth Street,
and stopped three streets to the east before a house
in the middle of the block. The house was as narrow and cramped and as cheaply constructed as its
neighbors on both sides. It had lace curtâins conspicuous in every window, and with impressive
statuettes, vases, and gaudy bits of bric-a-brac in
the front rooms.
"He told me again that Will must still be off
drunk; and Will never takes a drink," she spoke to
them for the first time, as they entered the little
sitting room.
" 'He' is Welter," Rentland explained to Trant.
" 'Will' is Morse, the missing man. Now, Miss
Rowan, I have brought Mr.fTrant with me because
I have asked him to help me find Morse for you, as
I promised; and I want you to tell him everything
you can about how Landers was killed and how
Morse disappeared."
"And remember," Trant interposed, "that I know

very little about the American Commodities Company."
"Why, Mr. Trant," the girl gathered herself together, "you cannot help knowing something about
the company!
It imports almost everything—
tobacco, sugar, coffee, olives, and preserved fruits,
oils, and ail sorts of table delicacies, from ail over
the world, even from Bornéo, Mr. Trant, and from
Madagascar and New Zealand. It has big warehouses at the docks with millions of dollars' worth
of goods stored in them. My stepfather has been
with the company for years, and has charge of ail
that goes on at the docks."
"Including the weighing?"
"Yes; everything on which there is a duty when
it is taken off the boats has to be weighed, and to
do this there are big scales, and for each one a scale
house. When a scale is being used there are two
men in the scale house. One of these is the Government weigher, who sets the scale to a balance and
notes down the weight in a book. The other man,
who is an employée of the company, writes the
weight also in a book of his own; and he is called
the company's checker. But though there are half
a dozen scales, almost everything, when it is possible, is unloaded in front of Scale No. 3, for that
is the best berth for ships."
"And Landers?"
"Landers was the company's checker on scale No.
3. Well, about five weeks ago I began to see that
Mr. Landers was troubled about something. Twice
a queer, quiet little man with a scar on his cheek
came to see him, and each time they went up to Mr.
Landers' room and talked a long while. Ed's room
was over the sitting room, and after the man had
gone I could hear him walking back and forth—
walking and walking until it seemed as though he
would never stop. I told father about this man
who troubled Mr. Landers, and he asked him about
it, but Mr. Landers flew into a rage and said it was
nothing of importance. Then one night—it was a
Wednesday—everybody stayed late at the docks
to finish unloading the steamer CovaRo. About two
o'clock father got home, but Mr. Landers had not
been ready to come with him. He did not come ail
that night, and the next day he did not come home.
"Now, Mr. Trant, they are very careful at the
warehouses about who goes in and out, because so
many valuable things are stored there. On one side
the warehouses open on the docks, ând at each end
they are fenced off so that you cannot go along the
docks and get away from them that way ; and on the
other side they open on the street through great
driveway doors, and at every door, as long as it
is open, there stands a watchman, who sees everybody that goes in and out. Only one door was open
that Wednesday night, and the watchman there had
not seen Mr. Landers go out. And the second night
passed, and he did not come home. But the next
morning, Friday morning," the girl caught her
breath hysterically, "Mr. Landers' body was found
in the engine room back of scale house No. 3, with
the face crushed in horribly!"
"Was the engine room occupied?" said Trant,
quickly. "It must have been occupied in the daytime, and probably on the night when Landers disappeared, as they were unloading the CavqLlo. But
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on the night after which the body was found—was
it occupied that night?"
"I don't know, Mr. Trant. I think it could not
have been, for after the verdict of the coroner's
jury, which was that Mr. Landers had been killed
by some part of the machinery, it was said that
the accident must have happened either the evening before, just bfore the engineer shut ofï his
engines, or the first thing that morning, just after
he had started them ; for otherwise somebody in the
engine room would have seen it."
"But where had Landers been ail day Thursday,
Miss Rowan, from two o'clock on the second night
before, when your father last saw him, until the
accident in the engine room?"
"It was supposed he had been drunk. When his
body was found, his clothes were covered with
fibers from the coffee-sacking, and the jury supposed he had been sleeping off his liquor in the
coffee warehouse during Thursday. But I had
known Ed Landers for almost three years, ^nd in
ail that time I never knew him to take even one
drink."
"Then it was a very unlikely supposition. You
do not believe in that accident, Miss Rowan ?" Trant
said, brusquely.
The girl grew white as paper. "Oh, Mr. Trant,
I don't know! I did believe in it. But since Will
—Mr. Morse—has disappeared in exactly the same
way, under exactly the same circumstances, and
everyone acts about it exactly the same way
"
"You say the circumstances of Morse's disappearance were the same?" Trant pressed quietly
when she was able to proceed.
"After Mr. Landers had been found dead," said
the girl, pulling herself together again, "Mr. Morse,
who had been checker in one of the other scale
houses, was made checker on scale No. 3. We were
surprised at that, for it was a sort of promotion, and
father did not like Will; he had been greatly displeased at our engagement. Will's promotion made
us very happy, for it seemed as though father must
be changing his opinion. But after Will had been
checker on scale No. 3 only a few days, the same
queer, quiet little man with the scar on his cheek
who had begun coming to see Mr. Landers before
he was killed began coming to see Will, too! And
after he began coming, Will was troubled, terribly
troubled, I could see; but he would not tell me the
reason. And he expected, after that man began
coming, that something would happen to him. And
I know, from the way he acted and spoke about Mr.
Landers, that he thought he had not been accidentally killed. One evening, when I could see he had
been more troubled than ever before, he said that
if anything happened to him I was to go at once to
his boarding house and take charge of everything in
his room, and not to let anyone into the room to
search it until I had removed everything in the
bureau drawers; everything no matter how
useless anything seemed.
Then, the very next
night, five days ago, just as while Mr. Landers was
checker, everybody stayed overtime at the docks to
finish unloading a vessel, the Elizabethan Age. And
in the morning Will's landlady called me on the
phone to tell me that he.had not come home. Five
days ago, Mr. Trant! And since then no one has
seen or heard from him; and the watchman did not
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see him come out of the warehouse that night just
as he did not see Ed Landers."
"What did you find in Morse's bureau?" asked
Trant.
"I found nothing."
"Nothing?" Trant repeated. "That is impossible, Miss Rowan! Think again! Remember he
warned you that what you found might seem trivial
and useless."
The girl, a little defiantly, studied for an instant
Trant's clear-cut features. Suddenly she arose and
ran from the room, but returned quickly with a
strange little implement in her hand.
It was merely a bit of wire, straight for perhaps
three inches, and then bent in a half circle of five
or six inches, the bent portion of the wire being
wound carefully with stout twine, thus:

r\
The myjterîous siring-wrapped pie ce of benl wire,
"Except for his clothes and some blank writing
paper and envélopes that was absolutely the only
thing in the bureau. It was the only thing at ail
in the only locked drawer."
Trant and Rentland stared disappointedly at this
strange implement, which the girl handed to the
psychologist.
"You have shown this to your stepfather, Miss
Rowan, for a possible explanation of why a Company checker should be so solicitous about such a
thing as this?" asked Trant.
"No," the girl hesitated. "Will had told me not
to say anything; and I told you father did not like
Will. He had made up his mind that I was to
marry Ed Landers. In most ways father is kind
and generous. He's kept the coupé we came here in
for mother and me for two years; and you see,"
she gestured a little proudly about the bedecked and
badly furnished rooms, "you see how he gets everything for us. Mr. Landers was most generous, too.
He took me to the theaters two or three times every
week—always the best seats, too. I didn't want to
go, but father made me. I preferred Will, though
he wasn't so generous."
Trant's eyes returned, with more intelligent scrutiny, to the mysterious implement in his hand.
"What salary do checkers receive, Rentland?" he
asked, in a low tone.
"One hundred and twenty-five dollars a month."
"And her father, the dock superintendent—how
much?" Trant's expressive glance now jumping
about from one gaudy, extravagant trifle in the
room to ahother, caught a glimpse again of the electric coupé standing In the street, then returned to
the tiny bit of wire in his hand.
"Three thousand a year," Rentland replied.
"Tell me, Miss Rowan," said Trant, "this implement—have you by any chance mentioned it to
Président Welter?"
"Why, no, Mr. Trant."
"You are sure of that? Excellent! Excellent!
Now the queer, quiet little man with the scar on his
cheek who came to see Morse ; no one could tell you
anything about him?"
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"No one, Mr. Trant; but yesterday Will's land!ady told me that a man bas corne to ask for Will
every forenoon since he disappeared, and she thinks
this may be the man with the scar, though she
can't be sure, for he kept the collar of his overcoat
up about his face. She was to téléphoné me if he
came agaîn."
"If he cornes this morning," Trant glanced
quickly at his watch, "you and I, Rentland, might
much better be waiting for him over there."
The psychologist rose, putting the bent, twinewound bit of wire carefully into his pocket; and a
minute later the two men crossed the street to the
house, already known to Rentland, where Morse had
boarded. The landlady not only allowed them to
walt in her little parler, but waited with them until at the end of an hour she polnted with an eager
gesture to a short man in a big ulster who turned
sharply np the front steps.
"That's him—see!" she exclaimed,
"That the man with the scarl" cried Rentland"WellI I know him."
He made for the door, caught at the ulster and
pulled the little man into the house by main force.
"Well, Dickey!" the secret agent challenged, as
the man faced him in startled récognition. "What
are you doing in this case? Trant, this is Inspecter Dickey, of the Customs Office," he introduced
the officer.
*Tm in the case on my own hook, if I know what
case you're talking about," piped Dickey. "Morse,
eh? and the American Commodities Company, eh?"
"Exactly," said Rentland, brusquely. "What were
you calling to see Landera for?"
"You know about that?" The little man looked
up sharply. "Well, six weeks ago Landers came
to me and told me he had something to sell ; a secret
system for beating the customs. But before we got
to terms, he began losing his nerve a little; he got
it back, however, and was going to tell me when, ail
at once, he disappeared, and two days later he was
dead ! That made it hotter for me ; so I went after
Morse. But Morse denied he knew anything. Then
Morse disappeared, too."
"So you got nothing at ail out of them?" Rentland interposed.
"Nothing I coold use. Landers, one time when he
was getting up his nerve, showed me a piece of bent
wire—with string around it—in his room, and began telling me something when Rowan called him,
and then he shut up."
"A bent wire!" Trant cried, eagerly. "Lîke this?"
He took from his pocket the implement given him
by Edith Rowan. "Morse had this in his room, the
only thing in a locked drawer."
"The same thing!" Dickey cried, seizing it. "So
Morse had it, too, after he became checker at scale
No. 3, where the cheating is, if anywhere. The
very thing Landers started to explain to me, and
how they cheated the customs with it. I say, we
must have it now, Rentland! We need only go
to the docks and watch them while they weigh, and
see how they use it, and arrest them and then we
have them at last, eh, old man?" he cried in trinmph.
"We have them at last!"
"You mean," Trant eut in upon the customs man,
"that you can convîct and jail perhaps the checker,
or a foreman, or maybe even a dock super intendent

—as usual. But the men higher up—the big men
who are really at the bottom of this business and
the only ones worth getting—will you catch them?"
"We must take those we can get," said Dickey
sharply.
Trant laid his hand on the little officer's arra.
"1 am a stranger to you," he said, "but if you
have followed some of the latest criminal cases in
Illinois perhaps you know that, using the methods
of modem practical psychology, I have been able to
get results where old ways have failed. We are
front to front now with perhaps the greatest problem of modem criminal catching, to catch, in cases
involving a great corporation, not only the little
men low down who perform the criminal acts, but
the men higher up, who conceive, or connive at the
criminal scheme, Rentland, I did not come here to
convict merely a dock foreman; but if we are
going to reach anyone higher than that, you must
not let Inspecter Dickey excite suspicion by prying
into matters at the docks this afternoon!"
"But what else can we do?" said Rentland, doubtfully.
"Modem practical psychology gives a dozen possible ways for proving the knowledge of the man
higher up in this corporation crime," Trant answered, "and I am considering which is the most
practicable. Only tell me," he demanded suddenly;
"Mr. Welter I have heard is one of the rich men of
New York who inake it a fad to give largely to
universities and other institutions; can you tell
me with what ones he may be most closely interested ?"
"1 have heard," Rentland replied, "that he is one
of the patrons of the Stuyvesant School of Science.
It is probably the most fashionably patroned institution in New York; and Welter's name, I know,
figures with it in the newspapers."
"Nothing could be better!" Trant exclaimed.
"Kuno Sehmalz has his psychological laboratory
there. I see my way now, Rentland; and you will
hear from me early in the afternoon. But keep
away from the docks!" He turned and left the
astonished customs offîcers abruptly. Half an hour
later the young psychologist sent in his card to Professer Sehmalz in the laboratory of the Stuyvesant
School of Science. The German, broad-faced, spectacled, beaming, himself came to the laboratory
door.
"Is it Mr. Trant—the young, apt pupil of my old
friend, Dr. Reiland 7" he boomed, admiringly. "Ach !
luck is good to Reiland! For twenty years I, too,
have shown them in the laboratory how fear, guilt,
every émotion causes in the body reactions which
can be measured. But do they apply it? Pouf!
No! it remains to them ail impractical, académie,
because I have only nincompoops in my classes!"
"Professer Sehmalz," said Trant, following him
into the laboratory, and glancing from one to
another of the delicate instruments with keen interest, "tell me along what line you are now
working."
"Ach ! I have been for a year now experimenting
with the plethysmograph and the pneumograph. I
make a taste, I make a smell, or I make a noise to
excite feeling in the subject; and I read by the
plethysmograph that the volume of blood in the
hand decreasea under the émotions and that the
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puise quickens ; and by the pneumograph I read that
the breathing is eas-ier or quicker, depending on
whether the émotions are pleasant or unpleasant. I
have performed this year more than two thousand
of those experiments."
"Good ! I have a problem in which you can be of
the very greatest use to me; and the plethysmograph and the pneumograph will'serve my purpose
as well as any other instruments in the laboratory.
For no matter how hardened a man may be, no
matter how impossible it may have become to detect his feelings in his face or bearing, he cannot
prevent the volume of blood in his hand from decreasing, and his breathing from becoming différent, under the influence of émotions of fear or
guilt. By the way, professer, is Mr. Welter familiar
with these experiments of yours?"
"What, he!" cried the stout German. "For why
should I tell him about them? He knows nothing.
He has bought my time to instruct classes; he has
not bought, py chiminey! everything—even the soul
Gott gave mel"
"But he would be interested in them?"
"To be sure, he would be interested in them! He
would bring in his automobile three or four other
fat money-makers, and he would show off before
them. He would make his trained bear—that is me
—dance!"
"Good !" cried Trant again, excitedly. "Professer
Schmalz, would you be willing to give a little exhibition of the plethysmograph and pneumograph, this
evening, if possible, and arrange for Président Welter to attend it?"
The astute German cast on him a quick glance
of interrogation. "Why not?" he aaid. "It makes
nothing to me what purpose you will be carrying
out; no, py chiminey! not if it costs me my position of trained bear; because I have confidence in
my psychology that it will not make any innocent
man sufFer!"
"And you will have two or three scientists présent
to watch the experiments? And you will allow me
to be there also and assist?"
"With great pleasure."
"Bat, Professer Schmalz, you need not introduce me to Mr. Welter, who will think I am one
of your assistants."
"As you wish about that, pupil of my dear old
friend."
"Excellent!" Trant leaped to his feet. "Provided it is possible to arrange this with Mr. Welter,
how soon can you let me know?"
"Ach! it is as good as arranged, I tell you. His
vanity will arrange it if I assure the greatest
publicity
"
"The more publicity the better."
"Wait! It ahall be fixed before you leave here."
The professer led the way into his private study,
telephoned to the président of the American Commodities Company, and made the appointment without trouble.
A few minutes before eight o'clock that evening
Trant again mounted rapidly the stone steps to the
professor's laboratory.
The professer and two
others, who were bending over a table in the center of the room, turned at his entrance. Président
Welter had not yet arrtved. The young psycholo-
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gist acknowledged with pleasure the introduction to
the two scientists with Schmalz. Both of them were
known to him by name, and he had been following
with interest a sériés of experiments, whieh the
elder, Dr. Annerly, had been reporting in a psychological journal. Then he turned at once to the
apparat us on the table.
He was still examining the instruments when the
noise of a motor car stopping at the door warned
him of the arrivai of Président Welter's party.
Then the laboratory door opened and the party
appeared. They also were three in number; stout
men, rather obtrusively dressed, in jovial spirits,
with strong faces flushed now with the wine they
had taken at dinner.
"Well, professer, what fireworks are you going
to show us to-night?" asked Welter, patronizingly.
"Schmalz," he explained to his companions, "is the
chief ringmaster of this circus."
The bearded face of the German grew purple under Welter's jokingly overbearing manner; but he
turned to the instruments and began to explain
them. The pneumograph, which the professer first
took up, consista of a very thin flexible brass plate
suspended by a cord around the neck of the person
under examination, and fastened tightly against
the chest by a cord circlîng the body. On the outer
surface of this plate are two small, bent levers,
connected at one end to the cord around the body of
the subject, and at the other end to the surface
of a small hollow drum fastened to the plate between the two. As the chest risea and falls in
breathing, the levers press more and less upon the
surface of the drum; and this varying pressure
on the air inside the drum is transmitted from the
drum throngh an air-tight tube to a little pencil
which it lowers and raises. The pencil, as it rises
and falls, touching always a sheet of smoked paper
traveling over a cylinder on the recording device,
traces a line whose rising strokes represent accurately the drawing of air into the chest and whose
falling représenta its expulsion.
It was clear to Trant that the professor's rapid
explanation, though plain enough to the psychologists already familiar with the device, was only
partly understood by the big men. It had not been
explained to them that changes in the breathing so
slight as to be imperceptible to the eye would be
recorded unmistakably by the moving pencil,
Professor Schmalz turned to the second instrument. This was a plethysmograph, designed to
measure the increase or decrease of the size of one
finger of a person under examination as the blood
supply to that finger becomes greater or less. It consists primarily of a small cylinder so constructed
that it can be fitted over the finger and made airtight. Increase or decrease of the size of the finger
then increases or decreases the air pressure inside
the cylinder. These changes in the air pressure are
transmitted through an airtight tube to a delioate
piston which moves a pencil and makes a line upon
the record sheet just under that made by the
pneumograph. The upward or downward trend of
this line shows the increase or decrease of the blood
supply, while the smaller vibrations up and down
record the puise beat in the finger.
There ia still a third pendl touching tha record
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sheet above the other two and wired electrically to
a key like that of a telegraph instrument fastened
to the table. When this key is in its normal position
this pencil makes simply a straight line upon the
sheet ; but instantly when the key is pressed down,
the line breaks downward also.
This third instrument is used merely to record
on the sheet, by the change in the line, the point at
which the object that arouses sensation or émotion
is displayed to the person undergoing examination.
The instant's silence which followed Schmalz's
rapid explanation was broken by one of Welter's
companions with the query:
"Well, what's the use of ail this stuff, any way?"
"Ach!" said Schmalz, bluntly, "it is interesting,
curious ! I will show you."
"Will one of you gentlemen," said Trant, quickly,
"permit us to make use of him in the démonstration?"
"Try it, Jim," Welter laughed, noisily.
"Not I," said the other. "This is your circus."
"Yes, indeed it's mine. And l'm not afraid of it.
Schmalz, do your worst!" He dropped, laughing,
into the chair the professer set for him, and at
Schmalz's direction unbuttoned his vest. The professer hung the pneumograph around his neck and
fastened it tightly about the big chest. He laid Welter's forearm in a rest suspended from the ceiling,
and attached the cylinder to the second finger of the
plump hand. In the meantime Trant had quickly
set the pencils to bear upon the record sheet and
had started the cylinder on which the sheet traveled
under them.
"You see, I have prepared for you." Schmalz
lifted a napkin from a tray holding several little
dishes. He took from one of these a bit of caviar
and -laid it upon Welter's tongue. At the saine instant Trant pushed down the key. The pencils
showed a slight commotion, and the spectators
stare'd at this record sheet!

"Ach!" exclaimed Schmalz, "you do not like
caviar."
"How do you know that?" demanded Welter,
"The instruments show that at the unpleasant
taste you breathe less freely—not so deep. Your
finger, as under strong sensation or émotions, grows
smaller, and your puise beats more rapidly."
"By the Lord! Welter, what do you think of
that?" cried one of his companions; "Your finger
gets smaller when you taste caviar!"
It was a joke to them. Boisterously laughing,
they tried Welter with other food upon the tray;
they lighted for him one of the black cigars of
which he was most fond, and watched the trembling
pencils write the record of his pleasure at the taste
and smell. Through it ail Trant waited, alert,
watchful, biding the time to carry out his plan. It
came when, having exhausted the articles at hand,
they paused to find some other raeans to carry on
the amusement. The young psychologist leaned fortward suddenly.

"It is no great ordeal after ail, is it, Mr. Welter?"
he said. "Modem psychology does not put its subjects to torture like"—he halted, meaningly — "a
prisoner in the Elizabethan Age!"
Dr. Annerly, bending over the record sheet,
uttered a startled exclamation. Trant, glancing
keenly at him, straightened triumphantly. But the
young psychologist did not pause. He took quickly
from his pocket a photograph, showing merely a
heap of empty coiïee sacks piled carelessly to a
height of some two feet along the inner wall of a
shed, and laid it in front of the subject. Welter's
face did not alter; but again the pencils shuddered
over the moving paper, and the watchers stared
with astonishment. Rapidly removing the photograph, Trant substituted for it the bent wire given
him by Miss Rowan. Then for the last time he
swung to the instrument, and as his eyes caught
the wildly vibrating pencils, they flared with
triumph.
Président Welter rose abruptly, but not too hurriedly. "That's about enough of this torafoolery,"
he said, with perfect self-possession.
His jaw had imperceptibly squared to the watchful détermination of the prize fighter driven into his
corner. His cheek still held the ruddy glow of
health ; but the wine flush had disappeared from it,
and he was perfectly sober.
Trant tore the strip of paper from the instrument,
and numbered the last three reactions 1, 2, 3. This
is the way the records looked:

/7yvv^vv//vvvr/vV\

[Rtcord of the reaction when Trant said : "A
^ prisoner in the Elizabethan Age l "

ÇReçer'd via de when Welter saw the photograph of
' a heap of cofjee sacks.

/wvwvwity

'Record ntade when the spring was shown to Welter.
"Amazing!" said Dr. Annerly, "Mr. Welter, I
am curious to know what associations you have with
that photograph and bent wire, the sight of which
aroused in you such strong émotion."
By immense self-control, the président of the
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American Commodities Company met his eyea
fairly. "None," he answered.
"Impossible! No psychologist, knowing how this
record was taken, could look at it without feeling
absolutely certain that the photograph and apring
caused in you such excessive émotion that I am
tempted to give it, without further words, the name
of 'intense frightl' But if we have inadvertently
surprised a secret, we have no desire to pry into it
further. Is it not so, Mr. Trant?"
At the name Président Welter whirled suddenly.
"Trant! Is your name Trant?" he deraanded.
"Well, l've heard of you." His eyes hardened. "A
man like you goes just so far, and then—somebody
stops him!"
"As they stopped Landers?" Trant inquired.
"Corne, we've seen enough, I guess," said Président Welter, and, including for one instant in his
now frankly menacing gaze both Trant and Professer Schmalz, turned to the door, closely followed by
his companions. And a moment later the quick explosions of his automobile were heard. At the
sound, Trant seized suddenly a large envelope,
dropped into it the photograph and wire he had
just used, sealed, signed, and dated it, signed and
dated also the record from the instruments, and
hurriedly handed ail to Dr. Annerly.
"Doctor, 1 trust this to you," he cried, excitedly.
"It will be beat to have them attested by ail three
of you. If possible get the record photographed
to-night, and distribute the photographs in safe
places. Above ail, do not let the record itself out
of your hands until I come for it. It is important
—extremely important! As for me, I have not a
moment to lose!"
He seized his hat and dashed from the room,
leaving them in an astonished group.
The young psychologist sped down the atone
steps of the laboratory three at a time, ran at top
speed to the nearest street corner, turned it and
leaped into a waiting taxicab. "The American Commodities Company's dock in Brooklyn," he shouted,
"and never mind the speed limita!"
Rentland and the chauffeur, awaitîng him in the
machine, galvanized at his coming.
"Hot work?" the custom's agent asked.
"It may be very hot; but we have the start of
him," Trant replied as the car shot ahead. "Welter
himself is coming to the docks to-night, I think, by
the look of him! He left just before me, but must
drop his friends first. He suspects, now, that we
know; but he cannot be aware that we know that
they are unloading to-night. He probably counts on
our waiting to catch them at the cheating to-morrow morning. So he's going over to-night himself
if I size him up right, to order ît stopped and remove ail traces before we can prove anything. Is
Dickey waiting?"
"When you give the word he is to take us in and
catch them at it. If Welter himself cornes, as you
think, it will not change the plan ?" Rentland asked.
"Not at ail," said Trant, "for I have him already.
He will deny everything, of course, but it's too late
now!"
The big car, with unchecked speed, swung down
Broadway, slowed after a twenty-minutes'-run tp
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cross the Brooklyn Bridge, and, turning to the left,
plunged once more at high speed into the narrower and less well-kept thoroughfares of the
Brooklyn water front. Two minutes later it overtook a little electric coupé, bobbing excitedly down
the sloping street. As they passed it, Trant caught
sight of the illuminated number hanging at its rear,
and shouted suddenly to the chauffeur, who brought
his car to a stop a hundred feet beyond. The psychologist, leaping down, ran into the road before
the little car.
"Miss Rowan," he cried to its single occupant, as
it came to a stop. "Why are you coming over here
at this time to-night?"
"Oh, it's you, Mr. Trant!" She opened the door,
showing relief in the récognition. "Oh, l'm so
worried. l'm on my way to see father; for a telegram just came to him from Boston; mother opened
it, and told me to take it to him at once, as it was
most important. She wouldn't tell me what it was
about, but it excited her a great deal. Oh, l'm so
afraid it must be about Will and that was why sho
wouldn't tell mô."
"From Boston?" Trant pressed quickly. Having
her confidence, the girl nervously read the telegram aloud by the light of the coupé's side lamps.
it read;
Police have taken your fri end out of our hands;
look out for trouble. Wilson.
"Who is Wilson?" Trant demanded.
"1 am not sure it is the man, but the captain of
the Elizabethan Age is a îriend of father's named
Wilson!"
"I can't help you then, after ail," said Trant,
springing back to his powerful car. He whispered
a word to the chauffeur which sent it driving ahead
through the drifts at double Its former speed, leaving the little electric coupé far behind. Ten minutes
later Rentland stopped the motor a block short of
a great lighted doorway which suddenly showed in
a length of dark, lowering buildings which lay beside the American Commodities Company's Brooklyn docks.
"Now," the secret agent volunteered, "it is up to
me to find Dickey's ladder!"
He guided Trant down a narrow, dark court
which brought them face to face with a blank wall;
against this wall a light ladder had been recently
placed. Ascending it, they came into the dock inclosure. Descending again by a dozen rickety, disused steps, they reached a darker, covered teamway and hurried along it to the docks. Just short
of the end of the open dock houses, where a string
of arc lamps threw their white and flickering light
upon the huge, black side of a moored steamer,
Rentland turned into a little shed, and the two came
suddenly upon Customs Officer Dickey.
"This one next to us," the little man whispered,
eagerly, to Trant, as he grasped his hand, "is the
scale house where whatever is being done is done—
No. 3."
In and out of the yawning gangways of the
steamer before them struggling lines of aweating
men were wheeling trucks loaded with baies of tobacco. Trant looked first to the left, where the baies
disappeared into the tobacco warehouse; then to
the right, where, close at hand, each truck-load
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etopped momentarily on a scale platfonn in front
of the low shed which bore the number Dickey indicated in a large white figure.
"Who's that?" asked Trant as a small figure,
hardly five feet tall, cadaverous, beetle-browed, with
cold, malignant, red-lidded eyes passed directly under the arc light nearest them.
"Rowan, the dock superintendent !" Dickey whispered.
"I knew he was small," Trent returned with surprise, "but 1 thought surely he must have some fist
to be the terror of these dock laborers."
"Wait!" Rentland, behind them, motioned.
A bloated, menacing figure had suddenly swung
clear of the group of dock laborers—a roustabout,
goaded to desperation, with a fist raised against his
puny superior. But before the blow had fallen another fist, huge and black, struck the man over
Rowan's shoulder with a hammer. He fell, and
the dock superintendent passed on without a backward glance, the giant negro who had struck the
blow following in his footsteps like a dog.
"The black," Rentland explained, "is Rowan's
bodyguard. He needs him."
"1 see," Trant replied. "And for Miss Rowan's
sake I am glad it was that way," he added, enigmatically.
Dickey had quietly opened a door on the opposite
side of the shed; the three slipped quickly through
it and stepped unobserved around the corner of the
coffee warehouse to a long, dark, and narrow space.
On one aide of them was the rear wall of scale
house No. 3, and on the other the engine room
where Landers' body had been found. The single
window in the rear of No. 3 scale house had been
whitewashed to prevent anyone from looking in
from that side; but in spots the whitewash had
fallen off in flakes. Trant put his eye to one of
these clear spots in the glass and looked in.
The scale table, supported on heavy posts, extended across almost the whole front of the house,
behind a low, wide window, which permitted those
seated at the table to see ail that occurred on the
docks. Toward the right end of the table sat the
Government weigher; toward the left end, and
separated from him by almost the whole length
of the table, sat the company checker.
They
were the only persons in the scale house, Trant,
after his first rapid survey of the scene, fixed his
eye upon the man who had taken the place which
Landers had held for three years, and Morse for
a few days afterwards—the company checker. A
truck-load of tobacco baies was wheeled on to the
scales in front of the house.
"Watch his left knee," Trant whispered quickly into Dickey's ear at the pane beside him, as the
balance was being made upon the beam before
them. As he spoke, the Government weigher adjusted the balance and they saw the left leg of the
company checker pressed hard against the post
which protected the scale rod at his end. Both
men in the scale house then read aloud the weight
and each entered it in the book on the table in front
of him. A second truckful was wheeled on to the
scale; and again, just as the Government weigher
fixed his balances, the cottipany checker, so inconsplcuously as to make the act undiscoverable by
fnr that nreriae Tno"f>, rfnoi+p.-t

the opération. With the r.ext truck they saw it
again. The psychologist turned to the others.
Rentland, too, had been watching through the pane
and nodded his satisfaction.
Imraediately Trant dashed open the door of the
scale house, and threw himself bodily upon the
checker. The man resisted; they struggled. While
the customs men protected him, Trant, wrenching
something from the post beside the checker's left
knee, rose with a cry of triumph. Then the psychologist, warned by a cry from Rentland, leaped
qnickly to one side to avoid a blow from the giant
negro. His quickness saved him; still the blow,
glancing along his cheek, hurled him from his feet.
He rose immediately, blood flowing from a superficial eut upon his forehead where it had struck the
scale-house wall, He saw Rentland covering the
negro with a revolver, and the two other customs
men arresting, at pistol point, the malignant little
dock superintendent, the checker, and the others
who had crowded into the scale house.
"You see!" Trant exhibited to the customs officers a bit of bent wire, wound with string, precisely
like that the girl had given him that morning and
he had used in his test of Welter the hour before.
"It was almost exactly as we knew it must be I This
spring was stuck through a hole in the protecting
post so that it prevented the balance beam from rising properly when baies were put on the platform.
A little pressure just at that point takes many
pounds from each baie weighed. The checker had
only to move his knee, in a way we would never
have noticed if we wre not watching for it, to
work the scheme by which they have been cheating
for ten years! But the rest of this affair," he
glanced at the quickly collecting crowd, "can best
be settled in the office."
He led the way, the customs men taking their
prisoners at pistol point. As they entered the office,
Rowan first, a girl's cry and the answering oath of
her step-father told that the dock superintendent's daughter had arrived. But she had been almost overtaken by another powerful car; for before Trant could speak with her the outer door of
the office opened violently and Président Welter, in
an automobile coat and cap, entered.
"Ah! Mr. Welter, you got here quickly," said
Trant, meeting calmly his outraged astonishment
at the scene. "But a little too late."
"What is the raatter here?" Welter governed
his voice commandingly. "And what has brought
you here, from your phrenology?" he demanded,
contemptuously, of Trant.
"The hope of catching red-handed, as we have just
caught them, your company checker and your dock
superintendent defrauding the Government,' Trant
returned, "before you could get here to stop them
and remove évidences."
"What raving idiocy is this?" Welter replied,
still with excellent modération. "I came here to
sign some necessary papers for ships clearing, and
you
"
"1 say we have caught your men redhanded."
Trant repeated, "at the methods used, with your
certain knowledge and under your direction, Mr.
Welter, to steal systematically from the United
Sfofpa Cnvemment for—probably the laet ten yeara.
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We have uncovered the means by which your Company checker at scale No. 3, which, becaase of its
position, probably weighs more cargoes than ail
the other scales together, haa been lessening the
apparent weights upon which you pay duties."
"Cheating here under my direction?" Welter now
bellowed indignantly.
"What are you talking
about? Rowan, what is he talking about?" he
demanded, boldly, of the dock superintendent; but
the cadaverous little man was unable to brazen it
out with him.
"You need not have looked at your docK superintendent just then, Mr. Welter, to see if he would
stand the racket when the trouble cornes, for which
you have been paying him enough on the side to keep
him in electric motors and marble statuettes. And
you cannot try now to disown this crime with the
regular president-of-corporation excuse, Mr. Welter, that you never knew of it, that it was ail done
without your knowledge by a subordînate to make
a showing in his department; and do not expect,
either, to escape so easily your certain complicity in
the murder of Landers, to prevent him from exposing your scheme and since—even the American
Commodities Company scarcely dared to have two
'accidentai deaths' of checkers in the same month—
the shanghaîing of Morse later."
"My complicity in the death of Landers and the
disappearance of Morse?" Welter roared.
"I said the murder of Landers," Trant corrected.
"For when Rentland and Dickey tell to-morrow before the grand jury how Landers was about to disclose to the Customs Department the secret of the
cheating in weights; how he was made afraid by
Rowan, and later was about to tell anyway and was
prevented only by a most sudden death, I think
murder will be the word brought in the indîctment.
And I said shanghaiing of Morse, Mr. Welter. When
we remembered this morning that Morse had disappeared the night the Elizabethan Age left your
docks and you and Rowan were so intensely disgusted at its having had to put into Boston this
morning instead of going on straight to Sumatra,
we did not have to wait for the chance information
this evening that Captain Wilson îs a friend of
Rowan's to deduce that the missing checker was
put aboard, as confirmed by the Boston harbor
police this afternoon, who searched the ship under
our instructions." Trant paused a moment; again
fixed the now trembling Welter with his eye, and
contînued; "I charge your certain complicity in
these crimes, along with your certain part in the
customs frauds," the psychologîst repeated. "Undoubtedly, it was Rowan who put Morse out of the
way upon the Elizabethan Age. Nevertheless, you
knew that he was a prisoner upon that ship, a fact
which was written down in indelible black and
white by my tests of you at the Stuyvesant Institute
two hours ago, when I merely mentioned to you
*a prisoner in the Elizabethan Age.'
"1 do not charge that you, personally, were the
one who murdered Landers; or even that Rowan
himself did; whether bis negro did, as I suspect,
is a matter now for the courts to décidé upon. But
that you undoubtedly were aware that he was not
killed accidentally in the engine room, but was
killed the Wedneaday night before and his body hid-
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den under the coffee bags, as I guessed from the
fibres of coffee sacking on his clothes, was also
registered as mercilessly by the psychological machines when I showed you merely the picture of a
pile of coffee sacks.
"And last, Mr. Welter, you deny knowledge of
the cheating which has been going on, and was at
the bottom of the other crimes. Well, Welter," the
psychologist took from his pocket the bent, twinewound wire, "here is the 'innocent' little thing
which was the third means of causing you to regiater upon the machines such extreme and inexplicable
émotion ; or rather, Mr. Welter, it is the companion
piece to that, for this is not the one I showed you,
the one given to Morse to use, which, however, he
refused to make use of; but it is the very wire I
took to-night from the hole in the post where it
bore agaînst the balance beam-rod to cheat the
Government. When this is made public to-morrow,
and with it is made public, too, and attested by the
scientific men who witnessed them, the diagram
and explanation of the tests of you two hours ago,
do you think that you can deny longer that this was
ail with your knowledge and direction 2'
The big, bull neck of the président swelled, and
his hànds clenched and reclenched as he stared with
gleaming eyes into the face of the young man who
thus challenged him.
"You are thinking now, I suppose, Mr. Welter,"
Trant replied to his glare, "that such evidence as
that directly against you cannot be got before a
court. I ara not so sure of that. But at least it can
go before the public to-morrow morning in the
papers, attested by the signatures of the scientific
men who witnessed the test. It has been photographed by this time, and the photographie copies
are distributed in safe places, to be produced with
the original on the day when the Government brings
criminal proceedings against you. If I had it here
I would show you how complété, how merciless, is
the evidence that you knew what was being done.
I would show you how at the point marked 1 on the
record your puise and breathing quickened with
alarm under my suggestion; how at the point
marked 2 your anxiety and fear increased ; and how
at 3, when the spring by which this cheating had
been carried out was before your eyes, you betrayed
youraelf uncontrollably, unraistakably. How the
volume of blood in your second finger suddenly
diminiahed, as the current was thrown back upon
your heart; how your puise throbbed with terror;
how, though unmoved to outward appearance, you
caught your breath, and your laboring lungs struggled under the dread that your wrong doing was
discovered and you would be branded—as I trust
you will now be branded, Mr. Welter, when the
evidence in this case and the testimony of thoae
who witnessed my test are produced before a jury
r—a deliberate and scheming thief!"
"
you!" The three words escaped from
Welter's puffed lips. He put out his arm to push
aside the customs officer standing between him and
the door. Dickey resisted.
"Let him go, if he wants toi" Trant called to
the officer. "He can neither escape nor hide. His
money holds him under bond!"
The officer stepped aside, and Welter, without an{Continued on page 867)
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They beheld a little two-seated Ford, 1904 mode!, bumping: and awayine along the Boston Post Road just west of the state Une. Behind them came a horse and bu^gy, the (rate driver lashins bis steed in a vain attempt to overtake the fleeinx couple in the car.
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volving mirrors. A faint buzz and then a stream of
HAMILTON Fish Errell, or "Fish" Errell,
as he was known at Yale, contemplated light from the cabinet illumined a white screen on
the product of his genius with dation,
the opposite wall.
not unmixed with awe.
At first there was but a confused blur, but as
The machine stood on a solid block of he slowly turned the knob backward and forward
transparent glass and resembled soraewhat a mod- this presently crystallized into a panoramic view of
em radio cabinet combined with a motion picture the Havana race-track, revealing the grandstand
machine. Across the face of the cabinet were three thronged with wildly excited spectators and three
dials, but here the resemblance to radio réception
foam-specked horses tearing down the home stretch
ceased, for these dials bore the legends "Longitude,"
almost neck and neck.
"Latitude" and "Altitude" respectively. A fourth
Even as Errell watched, they flashed over the
dial, perhaps eight inches in diameter, was located line and a moment later the name of the winner,
above the others and this one bore the inscription
"Muchacho," appeared on the bulletin board.
"Time-Space."
"Hot stuff!" he commented. "Now for the next
Within was a bewildering array of tubes, wires test."
and lamps and in front of ail these, a curious arSlowly, almost solemnly, he turned the upper dial
rangement of revolving mirrors, the speed of which to the left,—five, ten, fifteen, twenty notches.
was controlled by a knob at the right of the cab"That should be the year 1906," he said, "the
inet. One pair of wires connected the cabinet with year of the great earthquake at San Francisco."
a small dynamo, while a second set led to a 100-foot
Consulting his map again, he adjusted the lower
aerial pôle outside the house itself.
dials, allowing 100 feet for altitude, and again threw
It was while in his senior year at Yale that Er- the switch.
rell's researches into the strange relationship existAs before, the picture first appeared as an indising between light and electricity attracted so much
tinguishable blur, and then it changed gradually to
attention. Indeed he was in a fair way of becom- a clearly-defined birdseye view of the stricken city.
ing a celebrity when he suddenly dropped from And now he could behold great buildings come
public view and betook himself to a secluded village crashing down, throngs of panic-stricken citizens
called Arshamomoque, at the eastern end of Long
scurrying through the streets in wild disorder,
Island, where the Errell family maintained a Sum- with here and there the smoke of incipient fires.
mer résidence.
For some time he watched the awe-inspiring
The house itself, known locally as "The Mansion,"
spectacle, then threw the cut-out switch and reset
stood on a hill overlooking the Sound, but suffi- the dials.
ciently back from the highway to insure a désirable
"Now l'il try for 'distance,' as the radio fans
degree of privacy. A spacious tower, originally de- would put it," he chuckled, jubilant over his sucsigned for an observatory, had been converted into cess thus far.
a research laboratory and here, surrounded by the
most modem apparatus, young Errell worked feverSeemg St Joan of Arc
ishly on his new invention,—an invention which,
even in its unfinished condition, had already proReaching up, he twirled the top dial rapidly to
duced results so far-reaching in their conséquences the left, with reckless disregard of this annihilation
and so revolutionary from a scientific point of view, of time and space, until the indicator registered the
that at times the young
. year 1428!
man almost questioned his BggâmSB^mmÊSÊÊâ
"This should convince
own sanity.
the most skeptical," he
TF rue may believe Einstein, there can be nothîng faster said. 'TU take a peek at
A Wonderful Projecting
in our universe thon light, ntoving at the rate of 186,000 miles per second. If Einstein is right, then the excel- France in those bygone
Machine
lent story printed here is impossible. But no one knows. days."
AND now the ma- Perhaps il IS possible to catch up with the light rays that
He thereupon computed
chine was com- hâve gone into the beyond. If it is possible to do so, we carefully the location of
be able to photograph or throw on a screen at
pleted. The young should
some future date how Columbus actually discovered the city of Orléans and
inventer straightened up, America, and other fan tous historical events.
made the proper adjusttook a deep breath and
At any rate, THE TIME ELIMINATOR demands ments on the lower dials.
reached for a cigar. As y our attention. A very clever explanation is given of a Then, confident but deeply
apparatus that does it ail and is of great inhe did so, the word wonderful
impressed at the thought
teresl.
"Havana" popped into his.
of what was to come, he
——— once more threw the
mind.
BW——BW—
"Well, why not?" he
switch and regulated the
queried. 'TU try Havana for my first real test and
speed of the revolving mirrors until the pictures
see how the ponies are running today."
on the screen synchronized with the actual event.
Whereupon he consulted a map, noted the longi"My God! It's Joan of Arc!" he cried, as across
tude and latitude of that city and twirled the dials
the silver screen in serried ranks, swept the attackof the cabinet to correspond. Then, looking at his
ing army at the siege of Orléans. At their head,
watch, which showed 3 p.m., he adjusted the upper clad in brightly shining armor, flashing sword updial to 2:30 o'clock, the corresponding time for
lifted and a look of exaltation on her face, rode the
Havana.
Warrior Maid!
A moment's hésitation, and then he reached over
Minute after minute he sat there with bated
and threw a little switch, at the same time placing breath,—tremulous with excitement, awed and yet
his other hand on the knob that controlled the re- elated. And then, as he was resetting the dials.
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a thought came into hls raind that sobered him with
a jott. Ten minutes later he was speeding towards
New York in his big Mercer.
At preciseiy 5 p.m. he was shown into the private
office of Brig.-General Humiston, commandlng the
new secret intelligence department of the Washington government.
Brig.-General Humiston and His Daughter
NOT only the General but, unknown to him, his
daughter also, had long taken a deep interest
in young Errell, the latter's father and the
General having been classmates at West Point. This
interest was fully reciprocated, especially in the
case of the daughter,—a vivacious exponent of the
yotmger set.
But it was in his capacity as a government officiai
that Erreil had called on General Humiston, having
determined to proffer his services and the services
of his invention as well to the country of his birth.
"WeJI, my boy," boomed the gruff old soldier,
"What's on your mind? And why haven't you been
to see us for so long? Jerry thinks you have forgotten her entirely."
"General," broke in the young man, ignoring his
inquiry, "can you jump into my car and come down
to my place on Long Island at once? I have somethlng to show you, something so breath-taking in
its possibilities and of such tremendous importance
to yonr department that every moment eounts."
"Are you in earnest?" demanded the General, sitting up with a jerk. "You want me to break a théâtre engagement with Jerry and go with you now?"
"Preciseiy that," replied Errell gravely; then,
hopefully: "Why not bring Jerry with you?"
"Call at the Biltmore in one hour," was the reply in curt, military tonea. "One or both of us will
be ready to go with you."
Errell's hand went up in salute, he turned smartly
on his heel and left the room.
Promptly on the hour, the General appeared at
the motor entrance of the hôtel, followed closely by
Jerry,—bewitching in rich furs and silken coat.
Errell's heart thumped riotously as he leaped frora
the car and met her with outstretched hands.
"Oh Jerry," he cried, "It's good to see you," and
his eyes fully confirmed the words.
"l'm from Missouri," was that young peraon's
flippant reply, but the words could not disguise the
wonderful glow of happiness that irradiated the
lovely little face.
Once out of the city, the big car sped down the
island, roaring past sleepy farms and villages as
it tore through the night, and as the clock struck
9 they drew up at the Errell doorstep.
Lifctle was said on the outward trip, but once inside the house the General asked :
"Now, Errell, what's it ail about? I hope you
haven't dragged me down here on a wild goose
chase."
"Come up to my laboratory," was Errell's reply.
He waited a second, then added: "You too, Jerry."
She gave him a quick glance of appréciation.
Explanation of the Invention
A MO ME NT more and they were în the laboratory, Jerry and her father looking with
Erank curiosity at the mysterîous cabinet.

"General, and you too, Jerry," began Errell very
soberly. "What I am about to show you ia something so fantastic, so weird, so utterly removed
from ail human experience, that before proceeding
further I feel I should préparé your minds for
what you are to behold. Please be seated and follow closely." He paused, then went on:
"When the dynamo at a power-house breaks down,
every trolley car on that systera stops and the electricity in the overhead wire and in the dynamo itself disappears,—swallowed up in the earth's général store of electric force. Unless this electricity
can be made to reappear, by starting up the dynamo
again, street-car service on that system is a thing
of the past. This is obvious. Now for the next
step:
"You know how moving pictures are made, with
a blasé photographer turning a crank whîle the
villain chokes the heroine. Once the lights are
switched off, however, the scene has passed into oblivion,—unless or until it is resurrected by projecting the film on to a screen. What few people realize,
is that every event on this earth leaves a record in
Jight rays, whether or not a human photographer
is présent to snap the picture.
"In other words, light rays persist, or endure,
since nothing is lost in Nature. To illustrate:
Through the médium of a powerful telescope we are
now able to get a view of celestial bodies which,
without the aid of this instrument, would neeessitate a journey of years in their direction in order
to obtain a corresponding view. If a catàclysm
should destroy the Martian canals today and we
should travel towards that planet in a projectile at
the rate of a mile a minute, it would take years ere
we reached a point in space where the event would
hecome visible to our eyes; or, if we elected to remain here, it would take just that much longer before the event would appear to the inhabitants of
this sphere.
"Again, consider the curious paradox presented
last New Year's eve, when couples in London danced
by radio during the last moments of 1925 to music
played in Berlin in 1926, and then, a few moments
later, danced in 1926 to music being played in New
York in 1925. An evening paper in San Francisco
might truthfully have stated on December 31st:
'The West End club of London danced the old year
out at 4 o'clock this afternoon,' while a London
paper on the morning of January Ist might with
equal truth have announced: 'The Waikiki club of
Honolulu will dance the New Year in at 10:30
o'clock this forenoon."
Time is a Mcasure of Space
" | "^ROM this you can readlly comprehend that
1-^ Time is but a measure of space. Now for
JL
the final step:
"In order to reproduce a past scene in Nature,
two problems arise; First, that of reproducing the
light rays in their proper sequence. As I stated before, nothing is lost in Nature, although it may
change its form. So, just as electricity can be made
to manifest itself again after disappearing, so also
can light rays, which persist, be made to reappear,
although no longer visible to the eye. It is not
essential that the identical light rays of the
former scene be brought back; only that tbft rays

THE TIME ELIMINATOR
Bhall appear în theîr former sequence and întensities. If you strîke a church bell and repeat the
blow ten years later, you reproduce the tone of that
bell perfectly, although you do not get the original
eound wave.
Projecting the General's Last Sunday's Ride
second problem,—that of correlating the
présent position of this earth with the exact
M position in space which it occupied at the
instant the event actually happened,—is more complex, involving as it does intricate problems in
geometry, gravitational force, relativity, the earth's
movement through space and other factors too complicated for the lay mind."
Errell waited a moment, to give his hearers time
to grasp the significance of this last statement, then
resumed :
"These problems, General, have been solved in the
machine before you, as I shall now proceed to demonstrate. Where were you on Sunday morning at
9 o'clock?"
"I was out for a morning canter in Rock Creek
Fark, Washington," replied General Humiston, impressed in spite of himsclf.
"Watch the screen in front of you," commanded
Errell, meanwhile adjusting the dials of the cabinet.
A subdued buzzing noise, and then before the astonished gaze of the General and his daughter there
unrolled a panorama of the City of Magnificent Distances, converging presently on the bridle path in
Rock Creek park. A moment later the figure of
General Humiston, mounted on his big grey charger,
came galloping into view.
" Tk

The Most Secret Plans An Open Book
M'Y God!" exclaimed that doughty soldier,

VI
to his feet. "Do you realize,
-LT JL boy, what this invention would mean to
your government? Why, the most secret plans of
an enemy would be an open book to us."
"It was for just that reason that I have brought
you here," replied the young man, gravely. "Before we go further into that, however, is there anything of spécial interest to your department right
now that you would like to know?"
"You couldn't teil me, could you," asked the General, stepping nearer in his excitement, "just who
were présent at a secret conférence at Fontainebleau last Tuesday at 10 a.m.?"
"Just a moment," cautioned Errell, as he readjusted the dials and made the proper allowance for
time and distance. "Now watch the screen."
Again a faint buzzing noise, then the light
flashed on and first came the Eiffel tower into view,
with its flaring automobile advertisement, and then
Fontainebleau. Even as they watched, a closed car
drovp np and the French Minister of Commerce
alighted and disappeared within the building. Then
came the English Secretary of Commerce and Italy's
représentative, followed a moment later by the Russian Commissioner. Promptly on the hour the German Minister of Trade and Industries drove up
and joined the others.
Errell glanced at the General, who was trerabling
with eagerness, exultation and al most with fear.
"Yes," he muttered audibly, "they are ail there;
I know every one of them." He was silent a moment.
The
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"I présumé you have an inkling of what this conférence means, Errell. The idea is for each government here represented to control some comraodity
that is absolutely essential to American industry
and then to boost the price to a figure so prohibitive
as to provoke reprisais. These will then be seized
upon as a pretext for the breaking of treaties; the
next step is a world war against the United States
—our tremendous store of gold the main objective."
"But it takes money to finance a war these days,"
objected Errell.
"Precisely, and therein is our strongest defense,"
was the answer. "With fore-knowledge of what is
contemplated, our bankers can shut down on further
loans abroad and curtail European crédits. This
machine will enable us to préparé for any contingency; by revealing every plan of the enemy, we can
raake this country practically impregnable."
"That is just it," replied Errell.
"The first thing," broke in the General, "is to
safeguard your discovery. Should but a whisper
of what you have accomplished get abroad, your lîfe
would not be worth a candie."
"1 have thought of that," said the younger man,
"and for greater secrecy I think the machine should
be kept here, rather than in Washington where inevitably there would be a leak sooner or later. You
could run down here for fréquent visita."
"Yes, but I would have to have a very plausible
reason for those visits," interposed the General.
The Apparatus Wins the Bride
"TX TELL," — and here Errell paused and
VA/ glanced at Jerry, who nodded brightly,—
▼ f "why not spend your week-ends here with
Jerry and your new son-in-law? We expect to be
married in June."
"What? What's that?" shouted the old General,
"Jerry your wife ! How do you get that way, young
man?" and he tried to look very stern. "In my
day," he added virtuously, "it was customary for
the young lady's parents to be consulted."
"Um-m," mused Errell. "Would you mind telling
me in what year you were married?"
"I know!" cried Jerry, delightedly. "They were
married in Greenwich, Connecticut, just 22 years
ago today, at 5 o'clock in the afternoon."
"Hey! Wait a minute," exclaimed her father, in
évident confusion, as Errell stepped to the little
cabinet, but he was too late. Already the machine
had given its preliminary buzz and the next moment they beheld a little two-seated Ford, 1904
model, bumping and swaying along the Boston Post
road just west of the state line. Perhaps half a
mile behind them came a horse and buggy, the irate
driver lashing his foam-flecked steed in a vain attempt to overtake the fleeing couple in the car.
Errell glanced at Jerry, then at her father, and
back to the picture. There could be no mistake!
The girl in the little Ford might have been Jerry
herself, save for the différence in dress, while the
handsome young chap at her side, his eyef glued to
the road, bore a resemblance to her fatheJ so striking as to dispel any doubt of his identity"You win!" laughed the General, wiping his eyes.
"Take her, my boy, and may you be as haony as we
were."
End
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Author of "Beyond the Pôle."
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But even as I gazed, transRxed with horror, paralyaed by the sight, the vine threw Us last coi! about the dying m an and bellore
my eyes drew the quivering body ioto the tree above. Then something approacbed my leg, With a wild yell of terror I leaped
aside. A second vine vas writbing and twlsting over the ground towards me.
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THROUGH THE CRATER'S RIM
CHAPTER I

807

there?" Fenton demanded. "In my opinion it's ail
bosh. How can there be a 'lost city' in this bally
Into the Unknown
little country and why hasn't someone found it?
TELL you it's there," declared LieuWhy, there are stories of lost cities and hidden
tenant Hazen decisively, "It may not be
cities and such rot in every South and Central
a civilized city, but it's no Indian village
American country. Just fairy taies—pure bunk!"
or native town. It's big—at least a thou"1 know there are lots of such yarns," I admitted.
sand bouses—and they're built of stone
"And most of them I believe are founded on fact.
or something like it and not of thatch."
Your South American Indian hasn't enough imag"You've been dreaming, Hazen," laugbed Fenton.
ination to make a story out of whole cloth. Ifs
"Or else you're just trying to jolly us."
easy to understand why and how such a place might
"Do you think l'd hand in an officiai report of a
exist for centuries and no one find it. This 'little
dream?" retorted the Lieutenant testily. "And it's
country' as you call it could hide a hundred cities in
gospel truth l've been telling you,"
its jungles and no one be the wiser. No civilized
"Never mind Fenton," I put in. "He's a born
man has ever yet been through the Kuna country.
pessimist and skeptic anyhow. How much did you
But l'm going. l'II have a try for that city of
actually see?"
Hazen's."
We were seated on the véranda of the Hôtel
"Well, I wish you luck," said Fenton. "If the
Washington in Colon and the aviator had been reKunas don't slice off the soles of your feet and turn
lating how, while making a reconnoissance flight you loose in the bush and if you do find Hazen's
over the unexplored and unknown jungles of Darien,
pipe dream, just bring me back a souvenir, will
he had sighted an isolated, flat topped mountain
you ?"
upon whose summit was a large city—of a thousand
With this parting shot he rose and sauntered off
houses or more—and without visible pass, road or
towards the swimming pool.
stream leading to it.
"Do you really mean to have a go at that place?"
"It was rotten air," Hazen explaîned in reply to asked Hazen as Fenton disappeared.
my question. "And I couldn't get lower than 5,000
"I surely do," I declared. "Can you show me the
feet. So I can't say what the people were like. But exact spot on the map where you saw the city?"
I could see 'em running about first time I went over
For the next half hour we pored over the map
and they were looking mightily excited. Then I of Panama and while—owing to the incorrectness
flew back for a second look and not a soul was in
of the only available maps—Hazen could not be
sight—took to cover I expect. But l'il swear the
sure of the exact location of his discovery, still he
buildings were stone or 'dobe and not palm or pointed out a small area within which the strange
thatch."
city was located.
"Why didn't you land and get acquainted?" en"You're starting on a mighty dangerous trip,"
quired Fenton sarcastically.
he declared as I talked over my plans. "Even if you
"There was one spot that looked like a pretty get by the Kunas and find the place how are you
going to get out? The
fair landîng," replied the
aviator. "But the air was
people may Icill you or
bad and the risk too big.
make yôu a prisoner. If
TN this story the atithor of "Beyond the Pôle" gives
How did I know the peothey've been isolated for
anothcr one of his amastng contributions to Scienti- so long I reckon they
ple weren't hostile?
It
fiction. Here we find a strange race living within an exwon't let any news of
was right in the Kuna
tinct volcanic craier somewhere in Central America.
Indian country and even
IVhen it is remembered that only a few years ago an 'em leak out."
"Of course there's a
if they were peaceable entirely nezu race was discovered by scientists in Panama,
they might have smashed which arc now known better under the naine of While risk," I laughed. "Thafs
Indians, it should be understood that Mr. Verrill is not
the plane or I mightn't taxing your eredulity by the strange race which he pic- what makes it so attractive. l'm not worried over
have been able to take off.
turcs in this story.
We promise you a good half hottr's reading in this the Kunas t h o u g h.
I was alone too."
well-told talc.
They're not half as bad as
"You say you made an
painted.
I spent three
officiai report of your disweeks among them two
covery," I said.
"What
years ago and had no trouble. They may drive me
did the Colonel think about it?"
back, but they don't kill people offhand. Getting out
"Snorted and said he didn't see why in blazes I
will be the trouble as you say. But l've first got to
bothered reporting an Indian village."
get in and l'm not making plans to get out untîl
"It's mighty interesting," I declared, "I believe
1
you've actually seen the Lost City, Hazen. Balboa then."
"Lord, but I wish I were going too !" cried Hazea.
heard of it. The Dons spent years hnnting for it
"Say, I tell you what l'm going to do. l'il borrow
and every Indian in Darien swears it exists."
that old Curtiss practice boat and fly over there
"Well, I never heard of it before," said Hazen,
once in a while. If you're there, just wave a white
"What's the yarn, anyway?"
rag for a signal. Maybe the people'll be so damed
"According to the Indian story there's a big city
scared if they see the plane that they'll not trouble
on a mountain top somewhere in Darien. They say
you.
Might make a good play of it—let 'em think
no one has ever visited it, that it's guarded by evil
you're
responsible for it you know."
spirits and that it was there âges before the first
"I
don't
know but thafs a mighty good scheme,
Indians."
Hazen,"
I
replied,
after a moment's thought. "Lefs
"If they've never seen it how do they know ifs
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see. If 1 get oS day after tomorrow I shoold be in
the Kuna country in a week. You might take your
first flight ten days from now. But if thinga go
wrong I don't see as you can help me much if you
can't land."
"We'll worry over that when the time cornes,"
he said cheerfully. A few days later 1 was being
paddled and poled up the Cafiazas River with the
last outposts of civilization many miles behind and
the unknown jungles and the forbidden country of
the wild Kunas ahead.
It was with the greatest difficulty that I had been
able to secure men to accompany me, for the natives
looked with the utmost dread upon the Kuna country and only two, out 6f the scores I had asked,
were willing to tempt fate and risk their lives in
the expédition into the unknown.
For two days now we had been within the forbidden district—the area guarded and held by the
Kunas and into which no outsider is permitted to
enter—and yet we had seen or heard no . signs of
Indians. But I was too old a hand and too familiar
with the ways of South American Indians to delude
myself with the idea that we had not been seen or
our présence known. I well knew that, in every
likelihood, we had been watched and our every
movement known since the moment we entered the.
territory. No doubt, sharp black eyes were constantly peering at us from the jungle, while bows and
hlovvguns were ever ready to discharge their missiles of death at any instant. As long as we were not
molested or interfered with, however, I gave little
heed to this. Moreover, I believed, from my brief
acquaintance with the Kunas of two years previously, that they seldom killed a white man until
after he had been warned out of their country and
tried to return to it.
At night we camped beside the river, making our
beds upon the warm dry sand and each day we
poled the cayuca up the rapids and deeper into the
forest. At last we reached the spot where, according to my calculations, we must strike through the
jungle overland to reach the mountain seen by
Hazen. Hiding our dugout in the thick brush beside the river we packed the few necessities to be
carried with us and started off through the forest.
If Hazen were not mistaken in his calculations,
we should reach the vicinity of the mountain in
two days' march, even though the going was hard
and we were compelled to hew a way with our
machetes for miles at a stretch.
But it's one thing to find a mountain top when
flying over the sea of jungle and quite another to
find that mountain when hidden deep in the forest
and surrounded on every side by enormous trees. I
realized that we might easily pass within a few
hundred yards of the spot and never suspect it and
that we might wander for days, searching for the
mountain without finding it. It was largely a matter of luck after ail. But Hazen had described the
surrounding country so minutely, that I had high
hopes of success.
By the end of the first day in the bush we had
reached rough and hilly country, which promised
well, and it was with the expectation of reaching the
base of the mountain the following day that we
made camp that night. Still we had seen no Indians,

no signs of their trails «r camps, which did much
to calm the fears of my men and which I accounted
for on the theory that the Kunas avoided this part
of the country through superstitious fears of the
lost city and its people.
At daybreak we broke camp and had tramped for
perhaps three hours when, without warning, José,
who was last in line, uttered a terrified cry. Turning quickly I was just in time to see him throw up
his hands and fall in a heap with a long arrow
quivering in his back. The Kunas were upon us.
Scarcely had the realization corne to me when
an arrow thudded sharply into a tree by my side and
Carlos, with a wild yeU of deadly fear, threw down
his load and dashed madly away. Not an Indian
could be seen. To stand there, a target for their
missiles, was suicidai, and turning, I fled at my utmost speed after Carlos. How we managed to run
through that tangled jungle is still a mystery to
me, but we made good time, nevertheless. Fear
drove us and dodging between the giant trees, leaping fallen trunks, tripping over roots and scrambling over rocks, we sped on.
And now, from behind, we could hear the sounds
of the pursuing Indians; their low gutteral cries,
the sounds of breaking twigs and branches; constantly they were drawing nearer. I knew that in
a few minutes they would be upon us—that at any
instant a poisoned blowgun dart or a barbed arrow
might bury itself in my body; but still we strove
to escape.
Then, just as I felt that the end must be at hand
—just as I had decided to turn and sell my life dearly—the forest thinned. Before us sunlight appeared
and the next moment we dashed from the jungle into a space free from underbrush but covered with
enormous trees draped with gnarled and twisted
lianas. The land here rose sharply and, glancing
ahead between the trees, I saw the indistinct outlines of a lofty mountain against the sky.
Toiling up the slope, breathing heavily, utterly
exhausted, I kept on. Then, as a loud shout sounded from the rear, I turned to see five hideously
painted Kunas break from the jungle. But they did
not follow. To my utter amazement they halted,
gave a quick glance about, and, with a chorus of
frightened yells, turned and dashed back into the
shelter of the jungle.
But I had scant time to give heed to this. The
Kunas' cries were still ringing in my ears when a
scream from Carlos drew my attention. Thinking
him attacked by savages I rushed towards him,
drawing my revolver as I ran.
With bulging, rolling eyes, blanched face and
ghastly, terror stricken features he was struggling.
tighting madly, with a writhing, coiling gray object which I took for a gigantic snake. Already hi'j
body and legs were bound and helpless in the coils.
With his machete he was raining blows upon the
quivering awful thing which slowly, menacingly
wavered back and forth before him, striving to
throw another coil about his body.
And then, as I drew near, my senses reeled, I
felt that I was in some awful nightmare. The object, so surely, relentlessly, silently encircling and
crushing him was no serpent but a huge liana
drooping from the lofty branches pf a great tree!
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It aeemed absolutely incredible, impossible, unbelieveable. But even as I gazed, transfixed with
horror, paralyzed by the sight, the vine threw its
last coil about the dying man and before my eyes
drew the quivering body into the trees above.
Then something touched my leg. With a wild
yell of terror I leaped aside. A second vine was
writhing and twisting over the groucd towards
me!
Crazed with unspeakable fear I struck at the
thing with my machete. At the blow the vine drew
sharply back while from the gaah a thick, yellowish, stinking juice oozed forth. Turning, I started
to rush from the accursed spot but as I passed the
first tree another liana writhed forward in my path.
Utterly bereft of my aenses, slashing madly as I
ran, yelling like a madman, I dodged from tree to
tree, seeking the open spaces, evading by a hair's
breadth the fearful, menacing, serpent-like vines,
until half-crazy, torn, panting and utterly spent I
dashed forth into a clear grassy space.
Before me, rising like a sheer wall against the
sky was a huge precipitous cliff of red rock.
Now I knew why the Kunas had not followed us
beyond the jungle. They were aware of the mankillîng lianaa and had left us to a worse death than
any they could inflict. I was safe from them I felt
sure. But was I any better off? Before me was an
impassable mountain side. On either hand and in
the rear those awful, blood-thirsty, sinister vines
and, lurking in the jungles, were the savage Kunas
with their fatal poisoned darts and powerful bows.
I was beset on every side by deadly péril, for I was
without food, I had cast aside my gun and even
my revolver in my blind, terror-crazed escape from
those ghastly living vines, and to remain where I
was meant death by starvation or thirst.
But anything was better than this nîghtmareHke forest. At the thought I glanced with a shudder at the trees and my blood seemed to freeze in
my veins.
The forest was approaching me! I could not believe my eyes. Now I felt I must be mad, and fascinated; hypnotized, I gazed, striving my utmost
to clear my brain, to make common sense contradict
the evidence of my eyes. But it was no delusion.
Ponderously, slowly, but steadily the trees were
gliding noiselessly up the slope! Their great
gnarled roots were creeping and undulating over the
ground while the pendant vines writhed and swayed
and darted forth in ail directions as if feeling their
way. And then I saw what had before escaped me.
The things were not lianas as I had thought. They
were parts of the trees themselves—huge, lithe,
flexible tentacles springing from a thick, fleshy
livid-hued crown of branches armed with stupendous thorns and which slowly opened and closed like
hungry jaws above the huge trunks.
It was monstrous, uncanny, supernatural. A
hundred yards and more of open ground had
stretched between me and the forest when I had
flung myself down, but now a scant fifty paces remained. In a few brief moments the fearsome
things would be upon me. But I was petrified, incapable of moving hand or foot, too terrified and
overwhelmed even to cry out.
Nearer and nearer the ghastly things came. I

could hear the pounding of my heart. A cold
sweat broke out on my body. I shivered as with
ague. Then a long, warty, tentacle darted towardme and as the loathsome stinking thing touched
my hand the spell was broken. With a wild scream
I turned and dashed blindly towards the précipice,
seeking only to delay, only to avoid for a time the
certain awful death to which I was doomed, for the
cliff barred ail escape and I could go no farther.
CHAPTER II
Amazing Discoveries
ADOZEN leaps and I reached the wall of rock
beyond which ail retreat was eut off. Close
at hand was an outjutting buttress, and
thinking that back of this I might hide and thus
prolong my life, I raced for it.
Panting, unseeing, I reached the projection,
ducked behind it, and to my amazement and unspeakable delight, found myself in a narrow canyon
or defile, like a huge cleft in the face of the précipice.
Here was safety for a time. The terrible maneating trees could not enter, and striving only to
put a greater distance between myself and the vegetable démons I never slackened my pace as I tumed
and sped up the canyon.
Narrower and narrower it became. Far above
my head the rocky walls leaned inward, shutting out
the light until soon it was so dira and shadowy that,
through sheer necessity, I was forced to stop running and to pick my way carefully over the masses
of rock that strewed the canyon's floor. Presently
only a narrow ribbon of sky was visible between the
towering walls of the pass. Then this was blotted
out and I found myself in the inky blackness of a
tunnel—an ancient watercourse—leading into the
very bowels of the mountain.
But there was no use in hesitating. Anything
was préférable to the cannibal trees, and gropîng
my way I pressed on. Winding and twisting, turning sharply, the passageway led, ever ascending
steeply and taxing my exhausted muscles and overwrought system to the utmost. Then, far ahead, I
heard the faint sound of dripping, falling water and
with joy at thought of burying my aching head in
the cold liquid, and of easing my parched, dry
throat, I hurried, sturabling, through the tunnel.
At last, I saw a glimmer of light in the distance
and in it the sparkle of the water. Before me was
the end of the tunnel and sunlight and with a final
spurt of speed I rushed towards it. Then, just as !
gained the opening, and so suddenly and unexpect
edly that he aeemed to materialize from thin air.
a man rose before me.
Unable to check my speed, too thunderstruck at
the apparition to hait, I dashed full into him and
together we rolled head over heels upon the ground.
I have said he was a man. But even in that brief
second that I glirapsed him, before I bowled him
over, I realized that he was unlike any man 1 or
anyone else had ever seen. Barely three feet in
height, squat, with enormous head and shouldera, he
stood shakily upon the tiniest of bandy legs and
half supported his weight by his enormously long
muscular arma. Had it not been that he was partly
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clothed and that hîs face was haîrless, I should
have thought him an ape. And now, as I picked
myself up and stared at him, my jaws gaped in utter amazement. The fellow was running from me at
top speed upon his hands, his feet waving and swaying in the air!
So utterly dumbfounded was I at the sight that I
stood there silently gazing after the strange heing
until he vanished behind a clump of bushes. Then
as it dawned upon me that no doubt there were
others near, and, that as he had shown no sign of
hostility, they were likely peaceable, I hurried after
him.
A narrow trail led through the brush and running
along this I burst from the shrubbery and came to
an abrupt hait, utterly astounded at the sight which
met my eyes. I was standing at the verge of a little
rise beyond which stretched an almost circular,
level plain several miles in diameter. Massed upon
this in long rows, compact groups and huge squares,
were hundreds of low, flat-roofed, stone buildings,
while upon a smooth green plot at a little distance,
stood a massive truncated pyramid.
Unwittingly I had reached my goal. Before me
was the lost city of Darien. Hazen had been right!
But it was not this thought nor the strange city
and its buildings that held my fascinated gaze, but
the people. Everywhere they swarmed. Upon the
streets, the housetops, even on the open land of the
plain, they crowded and each and every one an exact counterpart of the one with whom I had collided
at the mouth of the tunnel. And, like him too, ail
were walking or running upon their hands with
their feet in air!
Ail this I saw in the space of a few seconds.
Then, to add to my astonishment, I saw that many
of the impossible beings actually were carrying
burdens in their upraised feet! Some bore baskets,
others Jars or pots, others bundles, while one group
that was approaching in my direction, held bows
and arrows in their toes, and held them most menacingly at that!
It was évident that I had been seen. The excitement of the beings, their gestures and the manner
in which they peered towards me from between
their arms, left no doubt of it, while the threatening défensive attitude of the bowmen proved that
they were ready to attack or defend at a moment's
notice.
No doubt, to them, my appearance was as remarkable, as inexplicable and as amazing as they
were to me. The greater portion were evidently
filled with terror and scurried into their houses,
yet many still stood their ground, while a few were
so overcome with curiosity and surprise that they
dropped feet to earth and rested right side up in
order to stare at me more intently.
I realized that it behooved me to do something.
To stand there motionless and speechless, gazing
at the strange folk while they stared baek, would
accomplish nothing. But what to do, what move to
make? That was a serious question. If I attempted to approach them a shower of arrows might well
end my career and my investigations of the place
then and there. It was equally useless to retrace
my steps, even had I been so minded, for only cer-

tain death lay back of me. By some means I must
win the confidence or friendship of these outlandish beings if only temporarily. A thousand ideas
flashed through my mind.
If only Hazen would appear the créatures of the
city might think I had dropped from the sky and so
look upon me as a supernatural being. But it was
hopeless to expect such a coincidence or to look for
him. I had told him to fly over on the tenth day
and this was only the seventh. If only I had retained my revolver the discharge of the weapon
might frighten them into thinking me a god. But
my firearms lay somewhere in the démon forest. I
had heard no sounds of voices, no shouting, and I
wondered if the beings were dumb. Maybe, I
thought, if I should speak—should yell—I might
impress them. But, on the other hand, the sound
of my voice might break the spell and cause them
to attack me. A single mistake, the slightest false
move, might seal my doom. I was in a terrible
quandary. Ail my former expériences with savage
unknown tribes passed through my mind, and I
strove to think of some incident, some little event,
which had saved the day in the past and might be
put to good use now.
And as I thus pondered I unconsciously reached
in my pocket for my pipe, filled it with tobacco and
placing it between my lips, struck a match and
puffed forth a cloud of smoke. Instantly, from the
weird créatures, a low, wailing, sibilant sound
arose. The archers dropped their bows and arrows
and, with one accord, the people threw themselves
grovelling on the ground. Unintentionally I had
solved the problem. To these beings I was a firebreathing, awful god!
Realizing this, knowing that when dealing with
primitive races full of superstitions one must instantly follow up an advantage, I hesitated no
longer. Pufflng lustily at my pipe I strode forward
and approached the nearest prostrate group. Motionless they burîed their faces in the dust, bodies
pressed to earth, not daring to look up or even
steal a surreptitious glance at the terrible, smokebelching being who towered over them. Never had
I seen such a démonstration of abject fear, such
utter debasement. It really was pitiful to see them,
to view their trembling, panting bodies quivering
with nameless terror; terror so great they dared
not flee, even though they knew by my footsteps
that I was among them, and feared that at any
moment an awful doom might descend upon them.
But their very fright defeated my purpose. I had
won safety and even adoration perhaps, but there
could be no amity, no intercourse, no means ,of
mingling with them, of securing food, of learning
anything if they were to remain cowering on the
ground. By some means I must win a measure of
their confidence, I must prove that I was a friendly
beneficent deity and yet I must still be able to impress them with my powers and control them
through fear.
It was a delicate matter to accomplish, but it had
to be done. Almost at my feet lay one of the archers—a leader or chieftain I thought from the feather ornaments he wore—and stooping, I lifted him
gently. At my touch he fairly palpitated with ter-
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ror, but no frightened ecream, no aound save an indrawn snake-like hiss, escaped his lips, and he offered no résistance as I lifted him to a kneeling
position.
Hitherto I had had no opportunity to obtaln a
good view of these people, but now I saw this fellow close at hand I was amazed at his répulsive
ugliness. I have seen some rather ugly races, but
ail of them combined and multiplied a hundredfold
would be beauties compared to these dwarfed, topsy-turvy, denizens of the lost city. Almost black,
low browed, with tiny, shifty eyes like those of a
reptile, with enormous, thick lipped mouths, sharp,
fang-like teeth and matted hair, the bowman
seemed far more like an ape than like a human being. And then I noticed a most curious thing. He
had no ears! Where they should have been were
xnerely round, bare spots covered with light colored
thin membrane like the ears of a frog. For an instant I thought it a malformation or an in jury. But
as I glanced at the others I saw that ail were the
same. Not one possessed a human ear! AU this I
took in as I lifted the fellow up. Then as he
tremblingly raised his head and eyed me I spoke to
him, trying to make my tones gentle and reassuring.
But there was no response, no sign of intelligence
or understanding in his dull, frightened eyes. There
was nothing to do but to fall back on sign language
and rapidly I gestured, striving to convey to him
that I would do no in jury or harm, that I was
friendly and that I wished the people to rise.
Slowly a look of compréhension dawned upon his
ugly face and then, to prove my friendship, I
fished in my pocket, found a.tiny mirror and placed
it in his hand. At the expression of utter astonishment that overspread his ugly features as he looked
in the glass I roared with laughter. But the mirror won the day. Uttering sharp, strange, hissing
sounds, the fellow conveyed the news to his companions and slowly, hesitatingly and with lingering
fear still on their faces, the people rose and gazed
upon me with strangely mingled awe and curiosity.
Mainly they were men, but scattered among them
were many who evidently were women, although ail
were so uniformly répulsive in features that it was
difflcult to distinguish the sexes. Ail too, were
clad much alike in single garments of bark-cloth
resembling gunnysacks with holes eut at the four
cornera for legs and arma and an opening for the
head.
But while there was no variation in the form
or material of the clothing yet some wore ornaments and others did not. Leg and arm banda of
woven fibre were common. Many of the men had
décorations of bright hued feathers attached to
arma or legs or fastened about their waiats and
many were elaborately tattooed. That such primitive dwarfed, ugly, degenerate créatures could have
buîlt the city of stone houses, could have laid out
the broad paved streets and could have developed so
much of civilization, seemed incredible.
But I had little time to devote to such thoughts.
The feUow I had presented with the mirror was
hissing at me like a serpent and by sîgns was trying to indioate that I was to follow him. So, with
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the crowd trailing behind us, we started up the
road towards the centre of the city.
CHAPTER III
Before the King
TiULY no stranger procession had ever been
seen by human eyes.
Before me, the chief archer led the way,
walking upon his great calloused hands and with
his bow grasped firmly in one prehensile foot and
his precious mirror in the other. On either aide
and in the rear were scores of the weird beings
hurrying along on their hands, keeping up an incessant hissing sound like escaping steam; black
legs and feet waving and gesticulating in air and, at
first glance, appearing like a crowd of headlesa
dwarfs. How I wished that Fenton might have been
there to seel
Apparently my actions had been closely watched
from the safe retreats of the houses and word passed that I was not to be feared, for as we reached
the first buildings, the edges of the roofs and the
tiny window slits were lined with curious, ugly faces
peering at us. It was then that I noticed that none
of the buildings had doors, the walls rising blank
to the roofs save for the narrow Windows, while
ladders, here and there in place, proved that the
inhabitants, like the Pueblo Indians, entered and
left their dwellings through the roofs.
Now and then as we passed along, some of the
more venturesorae beings would join the procession,
scrambling nimbly down the ladders, sometimes upside down on their hands, often using both hands
and feet, but always using hands only as soon as
they reached the ground.
How or why they had developed this extraordinary mode of progression puzzled me greatly, for
there seemed no scientifically good reason for it.
Among tribes who habitually use boats, weak legs
and enormously developed shoulders, chests and
arms are common, and I could well understand how
a race, depending entirely upon water for transportation, might, through générations of inbreeding and isolation, lose the use of legs.
But here was a people who apparently had no
conveyances of any kind, who must of necessity
travel about to cultivate their crops, who must
carry heavy burdens in order to construct their
buildings and to whom legs would seem a most important matter, and yet with legs and feet so
atrophied and arms so tremendously developed that
they walked on their hands and used their feet as
auxiliaries. It was a puzzle I longed to solve and
that I would have investigated thoroughly had fate
permitted me to dwell longer in the strange city.
But I am getting ahead of my story.
Presently we reached a large central square surrounded by closely set buildings. Approaching one
of these, my guide signalled that I was to follow
him as he swiftly ascended the ladder to the roof.
Rather hesitatingly, for I doubted if the frail affair
would support my weight, I climbed gingerly up
and found myself upon the broad, flat roof. Before
me were several dark openings with the ends of
ladders projecting from them and down one of thèse
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my guide led the way. At the bottom of the ladder
I was in a large, obscure room, lit only by the slits
of Windows high in the walls, and for a moment I
could see nothing of my surroundings, although
from ail sides issued the low hissing sounds that I
now knew were the language of these remarkable
people. Then, as my eyes became accustomed to
the dim light, I saw that a score of beings were
squatted about the sides of the room, while, directly
before me, on a raised dais or platform, was seated
the largest and ugliest individual I had seen.
That he was a ruler, a king or high prîest, was
évident. In place of the sack-like garment of hia
people he was clad in a long robe of golden green
feathers. Upon his head was a feather crown of
the same hue. About his wrists and ankles were
golden bands studded with huge uncut emeralds,
and a string of the same stones hung upon his
chest.
The throne, if such it could be called, was draped
with a green and gold rug and everywhere, upon the
walls of the chamber, were paintings of strange
misshapen, uncouth créatures and human beings ail
in the same green and yellow tints. Something in
the surroundings, in the drawings and the costume
of the king, reminded me of the Aztecs or Mayas
and while quite distinct from either I felt sure
that, in some long past time, these dwellers of the
lost city had been influenced by or had been in contact with, these ancient civilizations.
As I stood before the dais my guide prostrated
himself before the green robed monarch and then,
rising, carried on what appeared to be an animated
account of my arrivai and the subséquent happenings.
As he spoke, silence fell upon those présent and
, the king listened attentively, glancing now and then
at me and regarding me with an expression of combined fear, respect and enmity. I could readily
understand what his feelings were. No doubt he
was a person of far greater intelligence than his
subjects, and while more or less afraid of such
a strange being as myself, and superstitious enough
to think me supernatural, yet in me he saw a possible usurper of his own power and prominence
and, if he had dared, he would have been only too
glad to have put me out of the way.
At the end of the archer's narrative the fellow
handed his mîrror to the king who uttered a sharp
exclamatory hiss as he saw his own ugly countenance reflected in it. Forgetting court étiquette and
conventions in their curiosity, the others gathered
about and as the mirror passed from hand to hand
their amazeraent knew no bounds.
AU of these men I now saw were clad in green
or green and white and were evidently of high rank,
priests or courtiers I took it, but otherwise were
as undersized and répulsive as the common people
on the streets.
Suddenly I was aroused from my contemplation
of the room and its occupants by my guide who
came close and by signs ordered me to perform the
miracle of smoking. Very ceremoniously and deliberately I drew out my pipe, filled it and struck
a match. At the brîght flare of the fiame king and
courtiers uttered a wailing hiss of fear and threw

themselves upon the floor. But they were of différent stuff from their people, or else the guide had
prepared them for the event, for the king soon
raised his head, and glancing dubiously at me and
finding I had not vanished in fire and smoke, as
he no doubt expected, he resumed his sitting posture and in sharp tones ordered his fellows to do
likewise.
But despite this it was very évident that he and
his friends were in dread of the smoke from my
mouth and nose while the tobacco fumes caused
them to sputter and cough and choke. This at last
was more than even the king could stand, and by
signs he made it clear that he wished me to end
the démonstration of my lire eating ability. Then
he rose, and, to my unbounded surprise, stood ereet
and stepped forward like an ordinary mortal upon
his feet. Here was an extraordinary thing. Was
the king of a distinct race or stock or was the use
of nether limbs for yalking confined to the royal
family or to individuals?
It was a fascinating scientific problem to soîve.
I had no time to give it any considération, however,
for the king was now addressing me in his snakelike dialect and was trying hard to make his meaning clear by signs. For a moment I was at a loss,
but preaently I grasped his meaning. He was asking
whence I had corne, and from the frequency with
which he pointed upward I judged he thought I.
had dropped from the sky.
Then a brilliant idea occurred to me as I remembered Hazen's story and his suggestion regarding his return by plane. Pointing upward I made
the beat imitation of a motor's exhaust that I could
manage. There was no doubt that the monarch
grasped my meaning. He grinned, nodded and
swept his arm in a wide semicircle around his head,
evidently to represent the course of the plane when
Hazen had flown over the city.
Seemingly satisfied and, I judged, deeply impressed as well, he resumed his seat, gave a few orders
to his fellows and summoning my guide spoke a
few words to him. Thereupon the archer signalled
me to follow and led the way across the room. But
I noticed that the king had not returned the mirror.
Ascending the ladder to the roof the fellow hurried across to a second building, scrambled down
another ladder and we entered a large room. In
one corner swung a large fiber hammock; in the
centre was spread a cloth decorated in green and
gold, and as we entered two woraen appeared, each
carrying handsome earthenware dishes of food
whose savory odors whetted my already ravenous
appetite.
Marvelous as it was to see these impossible beings
carrying food in their uplifted feet and walking on
their hands, yet I had now become somewhat accustomed to the people and I was so famished that
I hardly gave the upside down serving maids a
second glance.
The food was excellent—consisting of vegetables,
some sort of fricasseed game and luseious fruits—
and as I ate my guide squatted near and regarded
me with the fixed, half adoring, half frightened look
that one sees on the face of a strange puppy.
I judged that he had been appointed my own per-
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sonal guard or valet—it mattered little which—and
I was not sorry, for he seemed a fairly decent speciraen of hia race and we already had become pretty
well accustomed to each other's signa and gestures.
Wishlng to still further establish myself in hia
confidence, and feeling rather sorry for him because
of the loss of his treasured mirror, I searched my
pockets for some other trinket. My possessions
however were limited. They consisted of a stub of
a leadpencil, a note book, a few coins, my handkerchief, my watch, my pocketknife, a few loose pistol
cartridges, my pipe and tobacco and a box of
matches. As I drew ail these out a sudden fear
gripped me. I had barely a dozen matches remaining and my supply of tobacco was perilously low.
What would happen when I could no longer produce fire and smoke when called upon to do so?
But I controlled my feara and comforted myself
with the thought that possibly, after having felt
the effects of tobacco smoke, the king would not
soon demand another miracle at my hands and
that, before either matches or tobacco was exhausted, something might well happen to solve any problems that might arise. Nevertheless I heartily wished that I had arranged with Hazen to bring supplies
in case they were needed and which he could have
easily dropped as he flew over.
It would, I now realized, have proved an extreraely impressive thing for the people to have seen me
secure my magie from the giant roaring bird in
the sky. But I had never of course dreamed of
auch adventures as I had met and could not possibly
have foreseen the need of such things. Just the
same I cursed myself for a stupid fool for not having provided for any contingency and especially for
not having arranged a sériés of signala with Hazen.
However, I was familiar with wigwagging and decided that, if necessity arose, It would be quite
feasible for me to signal to him by means of my
handkerchief tied on a stick. Also, I felt a bit
casier in my mind from knowing that near the city
was a splendid landing place for the plane and that
Hazen, if signalled, would unquestionably attempt
a descent.
Truly it was not every explorer in a predicament
llke mine who could count on being able to summon
aid from the clouds if worst came to worst or who
knew that a friend in an airplane would keep track
of hia whereabouts. Indeed, I alraost chuckled at
the thought of being in this long lost city among
these incredible folk and yet within two hundred
miles of the Canal and civilization and with another
American due to hover above—and even communicate with me—within the next three days. It was
ail so dreamlike, so utterly preposterous that I
scarcely could force myself to believe it and, having
dined well and feeling desperately tired, I flung
myself into the hammock and almost instantly dropped off to sleep.
It waa still daylight when I awoke and the room
was empty. Ascending the ladder to the roof without meeting anyone, I climbed down the other ladder to the street. Many people were about and
while a few^ especially the women and children,
threw themselves on their faces or scampered into
their houses at my approach, yet the majority
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merely prostrated themselves for a moment and
then stood, supporting themselvea in their ape-Iike
way, and stared curiously at me. I had gone but a
short distance when my valet came hurrying to- my
side. But he made no objections to my going where
I wished and I waa glad to see that my movements
were not to be hampered as I was anxious thoroughly to explore the city and its neighborhood. Curious
to learn the purpose of the pyramidal structure I
had noticed I proceeded in that direction and was
soon in a part of the town given over to stalls, shops
and markets. There were also several workshops,
such as pottery makers', a woodworking shop and
a weaver's shop and I spent. some time watching
the artizans at their work. Somehow, from seeing
the people walk upon their hands. I had expected to
see them perform their tasks with their feet and
it came as something of a surprise to see these fellows using their hands like ordinary mortals.
Beyond this portion of the city the houses were
scattered, the outlying buildings were more or less
patched and out of repair and were very evidently
the'abode of the poorer classes, although the inhabitants I saw, and who retreated the instant they
saw me, were exactly like ail the others as far as
I could see, both in dress and feature. Passing
these huts, I crossed the smooth green field, which
I now saw was a perfect landing place for the plane,
Tethered to stakes and grazing on the grass were
a number of animais which, as I first noticed them,
I had taken for goats and cattle. But now I discovered that they were ail deer and tapirs. It was
a great surprise to see these animais domesticated
but, after ail, it was not remarkable, for I should
have known, had I stopped to give the matter
thought, that goats, sheep and cattle were unknown
to the aboriginal Americans and that this city and
its people, who had never been visited and had
never communicated with other races, would of
necessity be without these well known animais.
Moreover, I knew that the Mayas were supposed
to have used tapirs as beasts of burden, and while
I was standing there watching the créatures a man
approached riding astride a big tapir and driving
a second one loaded with bags of charcoal and garden produce. Here then was a partial solution of
the manner by which these weak, dwarfed people
built their stone houses. For with the powerful
elephant-like tapirs—and I noticed ail were the
giant Baird's tapir which reaches a weight of
seven or eight hundred pounds—they could easily
haul the blocks of atone from a quarry and by means
of tackle and inclined planes, could readily hoist
the stones to the tops of the walls.
I had now reached the base of the pyramid and
found it a massive structure of the same flinty
stone as the other buildings. Running from base to
summit was a spiral path or stairway and instantly
I knew that it was a sacrificial pyramid exactly like
those used by the Aztecs and on which unfortunate
beings were killed and sacrificed. This discovery
still further confirmed my suspicions that these people were either of Aztec or Maya blood or had been
influenced by those races. Filled with curiosity to
see the altar on the summit I started up the sloping
stairs. I was at first doubtful if my companion
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would permit this, for the structure was sacred
and doubtless only priests of the highest order were
permitted upon it. Evidently, however, my guide
thought that such a supernatural being or god as
myself had every right to invade the moat sacred
places, and he offered no objection, but prostrated
himself at the base of the pyramid as I ascended.
At the summit I found, as I had expected, the
sacrificial stone, a hugè block elaborately carved in
hieroglyphs and with channels to permit the blood
to drain off, while, close at .hand, was a massive
carved stone collar or yoke exactly like those which
baye been found in Porto Rico and have so long
puzzled scientists. From the blood stains upon
this 1 felt sure it was used to holà down the victim's
head and neck, while strong métal staples, set into
the # stone, indicated that the man destined for
sacrifice was spread-eagled and his ankles and wrists
bound fast to the rings.
It was a most interesting spot from a scientific
standpoint, but decidedly gruesome, while the stench
of putrefied blood and fragments of human flesh
clinging to the stones was nauseating and I was
glad to retrace my steps and descend to the ground.
From the top of the pyramid I had obtained a fine
view of the plain and city and I had noted that the
former was surrounded on ail sides with steep cliffs,
and I realized that the plain was not a fiât topped
mountain as I had thought but the crater of an extinct volcano.
I saw no path, pass or opening by which the
crater-valley could be entered, but I knew there
was the one by which I had arrived. As the sun,
here on the mountain top, was still well above the
horizon I decided to visit the entrance to the tunnel,
for I was anxious to know why the people should
leave this avenue open when, on every other side,
they were completely eut off from the outer world.
Possibly, I thought, they knew of those horrible
man-eating trees and trusted to them to guard the
city from intruders. Or again, they might keep the
entrance guarded, for the fellow I had knocked over
as I dashed in had been at the tunnel mouth and for
ail I knew he might have been an armed guard and
was merely so thunderstruck at my precipitate appearance that he forgot his duties and his weapons.
With such thoughts running through my mind I
strolled across the plain, past well-tilled gardens
and fields, in several of which I saw men ploughing
with well made plows drawn by tapirs. Even the
farmers stopped their work and prostrated themselves as I passed, and it was évident that word of
my celestial origin and supernatural character had
gone forth to every inhabitant of the valley.
Following the path, I reached the little rise from
which I had first viewed the city and soon came to
the spot where I had entered. Imagine my utter
surprise when I saw no sign whatever of the opening. I was positive that I had not missed my way.
I recognized the clumps of bushes and the forms of
the rocks, but there was no dark hole, no aperture
in the cliff. Then, as I drew near to the précipice,
I made an astounding discovery. Closely fitted into
the rock and so like it that it had escaped my attention, was an enormous stone door. How it was
operated, whether it was hinged or slid or whether

it was pivoted, I could not détermine. But that it
covered and concealed the entrance to the tunnel
I was convinced. Why the people had left the tunnel open as though to clcar the way for me, why
they should have fitted a door to it, why they should
ever use the tunnel which could bring them only
to the death-dealing forest, were problems which I
could not solve.
At any rate there was nothing to be gained by
staying there and I started back towards the city.
Thinking to return by another route, I took a path
that led towards the opposite mountain side and
presently from ahead, I distinctly heard the sound
of métal striking stone.
Oddly enough my mind had been so filled with
other matters that I had hardly wondered how these
people eut or worked the hard stone. But now that
my attention was attracted by the sound my curiosity was aroused and I hurried forward. What métal
I wondered, did these people use? For métal 1
knew it must be from the ringing, clinking noise.
Was I about to see hardened bronze tools in actual
use or had these marvelous folk dîscovered the use
of iron or steel? So astounding had been ail my
expériences, so paradoxical and incredible everything I had seen, that I was prepared for almost
anything. I, or rather we, soon came to the verge
of a deep pit wherein, laboring at great masses of
white stone, were scores of workmen. Standing
like skeletons among the blocks were derricks;
hitched to sledge-like drags loaded with stone were
teams of tapirs and on the farther side was a big
outjutting ledge from which the stone was being
quarried. Hurrying down the steep trail I reached
the bottom of the pit to find every man fiât on the
ground,
Signalling to my companion that I wished to have
the fellows go on with their work, I approached the
nearest slab of rock. It was the same fine grained
whitish rock of which the city was built, and, lying
upon it where they had been dropped by the stone
cutters, were several small hammers, chisels and an
adze-like tool. That they were not bronze or any
alloy of copper I knew at the first glance. Their
color was that of tempered steel and they seemed
ridîculously small for the purpose of working this
hard stone. If these people used steel then I had
indeed made a discovery, and intent on this matter
I picked up one of the tools to examine it. No
sooner had I lifted it that I uttered an involuntary
exclamation of surprise. The hammer, although
hardly larger than an ordinary tack hammer,
weighed fully ten pounds! It was heavier than if
made of solid gold. There was only one knowri
métal that could be so heavy and that was platinum.
But platinum it could not be, for that métal is
softer than gold and would be of no more use for
cutting rock than so much lead. The tools, however,
were undoubtedly hard—the polished surface of the
hammer-head and the chisels, and the unscarred
keen edges of the latter, showed this, and, anxious
to test their hardness, I held a chisel against the
rock and struck it sharply with a hammer.
Once more I cried out in wonder, for the chisel
had bitten fully half an inch into the stone! It
had eut it as easily as if the rock were cheesel
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What marvel was this? What magie lay in these
tools? And then the secret dawned upon me and a
moment's examination of the atone confirmed my
auspicions. It was not that the tools were ao very
hard or keen but that the rock was soft—so soft
that I could readily eut ît with my pocket knife,
a wax-like earthy rock which no doubt became hard
upon exposure to the air exactly like the coral rock
of Bermuda, which may be quarried with saws and
even planed, but becomes as hard as limestone after
exposure to the elements. Still, the tools were far
harder than any métal except tempered steel, and
for some time I puzzled over the matter as I watched
the workmen, now over their fright and adoration,
skilfully cutting and squaring the blocks of stone.
It was one more conundrum I could not solve, and
it was not until long afterwards, when a careful
analysis of the métal was made, that I knew the
truth. The métal was an alloy of platinum and
iridium—the later one of the hardest of ail known
metals.
As we left the quarry and made our way toward
the city I noticed an immense aqueduct stretchîng
across the land from the apparently solid mountain
side just above the quarry. I had given little
thought to how the people secured water here in the
crater. But it was now apparent that it was brought
from some source by the stone conduit. Keenly
curious to know whence it came, for I could not
imagine how a river, lake or spring could exist on
the crater rim, I wished to investîgate, but darkness
was coming on, I was tired and I deferred further
exploration until another day.
Although I suppose I should have been grateful
for being able to communicate with the people at
ail, yet I keenly felt the lack of a common médium
of conversation, for the sign language was limited
and I could not secure the information I so much
desired about many matters that puzzled me.
Nothing further of interest transpired that night.
I was supplied with food, I slept soundly and did
not awaken until roused by the women with my
breakfast. Very soon afterwards I was summoned
to the throne room by Zip, as I called my companion,
and once more I had to strîke a match and smoke
my pipe for the king's benefit. This time a second
personage of high rank was beside him, a villainous
looking hunchbacked dwarf with red, vicious eyes
and cruel mouth but who, like the klng, walked on
his feet. From his elaborately decorated white robes
and the mitre-like crown of quetzal feathers on his
gray head, I concluded he was a high priest, for
in the designs upon his costume and the form of
his crown, I saw a decided resemblance to the Aztec
priests as shown in the picturegraph of that race.
Moreover, the quetzal or resplendant trogon was,
I knew, the sacred bird of the Aztecs and Mayas,
and while I was aware that it was common in the
norfhern portions of Panama, I had never heard of
its occurrence in Darien, a fact which still further
confirmed my belîef that these people were of Aztec
stock. But if this were the case it was a puzzle as
to why they should be so undersized, malformed and
physîcally degenerate, for both the Aztecs and
Mayas were powerful, well-formed races.
The
only solution I could think of was the supposition
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that isolation and intermarriage through centuries
had brought about auch résulta.
But to return to my audience with the king. I
was not ail pleased at thus having to use my
pradous matches and tobacco and I foreeaw some
very unpicasant developmente in store for ma if the
performance was to be of daily occurrence. It was
manifest that I must devise some new and startling
exhibition of my powers if I were to retain my
prestige and my freedom, for I well knew, from
past expériences with savage races, and from the
character of these potentates, that if I failed to
perform miracles, and became, in their eyes, an ordinary mortal, my career would corne to an abrupt
end.
To be sure, there was the reassuring fact that
Hazen would or should appear within the next fortyeight hours, but it was decidedly problematical as
to whether I could communicate with him or could
receive any aid from the air. However, there was
nothing to be done but obey and puff away at my
pipe. With the idea of cutting the exhibition short
I stepped doser to the throne and blew the smoke
towards the faces of the king and the priest. The
monarch was soon coughing and spluttering, but
he was game, while the priest, to my amazement,
sniffed the smoke and seemed to enjoy it. Here was
trouble. Evidently he had a natural taste for tobacco and this fact caused me a deal of worry, for if
the old rascal took it into his head to acquire the
habit and demanded I should let him try a puff at
the pipe I would be in a pretty fix indeed.
However, my fears on this score were groundless,
and presently the king, who could stand it no longer,
signalled for me to départ, which I did most gladly.
I still had it in mind to investigate the water
supply, and with Zip—reminding me of an acrobatie clown—beside me, headed for the aqueduct.
This I found was of stones, dovetailed together in
water tight joints, and built like an open trough
and the speed of the water flowing through it proved
the supply well above the city's level. It was an
easy matter to follow the conduit, for a well-trodden
path was beside it, but it was a steep up-grade climb
for nearly a mile before I gained the spot where
the aqueduct tapped the mountain rim. Here the
water gushed from a hole in the solid rock and
from its volume I knew it must come from some
large réservoir. From where I stood I could look
directly down into the quarry and the thought flashed through my mind that if the people continued
to quarry in the place for many more years they
would undermine and weaken the foundations of the
aqueduct.
It was their lookout not mine, however, and still
intent on tracing the water to its source I turned
up a traîl that appeared to lead to the mountain
top. In places this was excessively steep and here
Zip exhibited a new habit of his people. Dropping
his feet he proceeded to climb the path on ail fours,
his feet first and his prehensile toes graspîng every
projection and bit of rock to draw him along while
his immense, powerful hands supported his weight
and pushed him onward, He looked more like a
gigantic spider than anything, and not in the least
human. Panting and blown I at last gained the aum-
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mit and looked down upon a lake of dismal black
water fiUing a circular crater about half a mile In
dlameter. Close by was an aperture in the rock
and half-fiUed with water, and it was évident that
thla was connected with the outlet below by means
of a shaft. Whether this was a naturel formation
or had been laboriously eut by hand I could not tell,
but I was prepared for almost anything by this
time and was not greatly surprised to find a cleverly constructed sluice gâte arranged above the opening to regulate the flow of water. I had seen similar
crater lakes in the extinct volcanoes of the West
Indies, but I was surprised that Hazen had not
mentioned it. But on second thought I realized
that when flying over it, the dark water surrounded
by végétation would hardly be visible and might
easily be mistaken for heavy shadow or an empty
crater, while the aviator's surprise at the city would
fix his attention upon it to the exclusion of ail
surroundings.
Standing upon the rock ridge several hundred
feet above the city I had almost the same view as
Hazen had from his plane and I could understand
how, at an élévation of 5000 feet or more, he
had been unable to obtain any very accurate idea
of the buildings or people. I also realized, with a
sinking of my heart, that it would be next to impossible for him to recognîze me or to see any
signala I might make.
The most prominent spot in the entire valley
was the pyramid, for this was isolated upon the
green plain and the sun, striking through a gap
in the eastern rim of the crater, shone directly upon
the altar's summit, thus bringing it out in sharp
relief. Indeed, it looked for ail the world like a
pylon on an aviation field. If I expected to make
my presence known to Hazen or to signal to him,
my best point of vantage would be the summit of
the pyramid and I determined to climb there and
await his arrivai when he should be due, two days
later.
Little did I dream at the time of the conditions
under whlch I would await him upon that gruesome
altar.
CHAPTERIV
The Sacrifice
BY the time we had descended the mountain
and had reached the city it was noon, and
going to my quarters I was glad to find an
excellent meal. Having finished eating I threw
myself into the hammock and despite my scarcity
of matches and tobacco, indulged in a smoke. Then,
feeling drowsy, I took off my coat, placed it on the
floor beside my hammock and closed my eyes.
I awoke refreshed and reached for my coat only
to leap from the hammock with a cry of alarm. The
coat was gonel Quickly I searched the room, thinking Zip might have placed the garment elsewhere
while I slept, but the place was bare. Zip was nowhere to be seen, and even the rug on whîch meals
were aerved had been removed.
Here was a pretty state of affaira. My coat contained my matches, pipe, tobacco, pocket knife and
handkerchief. Without it I was lost, helpleas, in-

capable of maintaining my prestige of position.
Death or worse hovered over me. My life depended
on regaining my precious garment and its contents.
Who could have taken it? What could have been
their object? And instantly the truth flashed upon
my mind. It was that rascally high priest. He had
seen me take pipe, tobacco and matches from my
coat pocket. He had watched me narrowly, perhaps
had kept his eyes upon me through some hidden
peep-hole or opening, and had seen me remove my
coat, and while I slept had seized it. Or perhaps
he had ordered Zip to secure it for him. It made
little différence which, for if it were in his possession he would have me in his power. He could order
me to smoke and when I failed he could perform
the miracle himself and denounce me as an imposter. My only hope was to regain my possessions
by fair means or foui, and knowing that every second I delayed increased my péril, I rushed to the
ladder and across the roofs to the throne room.
From beneath me, as I started to descend, came
the sounds of the hissing language in excited tones,
and as my head came below the level of the roof
my heart sank. The dark air of the room was heavy
with tobacco smoke!
The next instant my feet were jerked from beneath me, I was seized, tumbled on the floor, and
before I could strike or rise I was bound hand and
foot. Dazed, startled and helpless I glanced about.
Surrounding me were a dozen of the répulsive
dwarfs. Gathered about the sides of the room
were crowds of people, and seated upon the throne,
puffing great clouds of smoke from my pipe, a
wicked leer upon his ugly face, and thoroughly
enjoying himself, was the priest, while beside him
the king coughed and sneezed and looked very misérable.
Ail this I took in at a glance. Then I was seized
and dragged roughly before the throne. I fully
realized my doom was sealed. I was no longer a
supernatural being to be feared and adored—my
treatment proved that—but merely a prisoner, an
ordinary mortal. Oddly enough, however, I was no
longer frightened. My first fears had given place
to anger, and I raged and fumed and prayed that
the grinning fiend before me might be stricken
with ail the torturing sickness, which usually follows the beginner's first smoke.
But apparently he was immune to the effects, and
as soon as I was dragged before the throne he rose,
and pointing at me, addressed the crowd before him.
That he was denouncing me as an imposter and al
the same time tremendously increasing his own
importance was évident by his tones, his gestures
and the expression on his black face. Moreover, he
had another card to play. Pointing upward and
waving his arm and making quite creditable imitation of an airplane's exhaust, he spoke vehemently
and then pointed to a man who crouched on the
dais.
At first I was at a loss to grasp his meanîng, and
then, as the trembling créature beside the throne
spoke in frightened tones and gesticulated vividly, I
realized he was the chap I had bumped into upon my
arrivai. He had spilled the beans and had informed
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the old scarecrow of a priest that I had arrived via
the tunnel and not from the sky.
I felt sure now that my doom was sealed. But
there was nothing I could do or say. There was
one chance in a million that I might be escorted
from the valley and turned loose in the tunnel ; but
that gave me no comfort, for I knew that hideous
certain death awaited me on that slope covered with
the devilish man-eating-trees.
The chances, however, were. ail in favor of my
being tortured and butchered. Strangely enough my
greatest regret, the matter which troubled me the
most and made me curse ray carelessness in removing my coat while I slept, was not that I should
be killed—I had faeed death too often for that—but
the fact that I would be unable to report the wonderful discoveries I had made or give my knowledge of
the city and its people to the world. Indeed, my
thoughts were so concentrated on this that I gave
little attention to the priest, until he stepped forward, and, with a nasty grimace, struck me savagely across the face. Maddened at the blow I lunged
forward like a butting ram. My head struck squarely in the pit of his stomach, and with a gasping
yell he doubled up and fell sprawling on the dais
while the pipe flew from his lips and scattered its
contents far and near. Before I could roll to one
side, my -guards seized and pulled me across the
room. Despite my plight and the fate in store
for me I laughed loudly and heartily as I saw the
priest with hands pressed to stomach, eyes rolling
wildly and a sickly greenish pallor on his face. The
blow plus the tobacco had dune its work. I had
evened up the score a bit at any rate.
The next moment I was hauled through a low
doorway hidden by «draperies, and, bumping like
a bag of meal over the rough stones, was pitched into an inky black cell, Bruised, scratched and'
bleeding I lay there unable to move or see while
the occasional sounds of shuffling footsteps, or
rather handsteps, told me a guard was close at hand.
For hour after hour I lay motionless, expecting each
minute that I would be dragged out to torture or
death and wondering dully what form it would take,
until at last—numb, exhausted and worn out, I lost
consciousness.
I was brought to my senses by being seized and
jerked to a sîtting posture, and found the cell illuminated by a spluttering torch, while two of the
men supported my shoulders and a third held a
gourd of water to my lips. My throat was parched
and the liquid was most welcome, and a moment
later, a fourth man appeared with food. It was évident that the priest had no intention of letting me
die of thirst or starvation, and I wondered why he
should be so solicitons of my comfort if I were
doomed to an early death.
As soon as I had eaten, the guards withdrew, taking the torch, and I was once more left in stygian
blackness with my thoughts. I wondered whether it
were day or night, but I had no means of judging.
It had been the middle of the afternoon when I had
missed my coat, and, reasoning that the food served
vas probably the evening meal, I decided that it was
now about sundown. In that case I should probably
be put out of the way the next morning. That
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would be a full twenty-four hours before Hazen
was due and I wondered what he would think when
he saw no sign of me in the valley—whether he
would surmise that I had not reached the city and
had been killed by the Kunas, and what he would
report to my friends in Colon.
But Colon, friends and Hazen seemed very far
away as I thought of them there in that black hole
awaiting death at the hands of the strange black
dwarfs and, as far as any aid they could give me,
was concerned I might as well have been in Mars.
My thoughts were interrupted by my guards reappearing with the torch. Lifting me to my feet they
loosened the bonds about roy legs and urged me
through a small doorway, where I was compelled to
bend low to pass, and along a winding, narrow, lowceilinged stone tunnel. That I was on my way to
my exécution I was sure, and vague thoughts of
selling my life dearly and of overpowering my
puny guards crossed my mind. But I dismissed
such ideas as useless, for even were I to succeed I
would be no better off. There were thousands of the
tiny men in the city, it was impossible to escape
from the valley unseen, and I had not the least idea
where the underground passage led. To attempt to
escape meant certain death, and there still remained
a faint chance, a dim hope that I might yet be
spared and raerely deported. So, ducking my head
and with stooping shoulders, I picked ray way along
the tunnel by the fitful glare of the flaming torch.
For what seemed miles the way led on and 1
began to think that the entrance was outside the
valley and that I was being led to freedom, when
a glimmer of light showed ahead, the fioor sloped
upward, and, an instant later, I emerged in the open
air.
For a moment my eyes were blinded by the light
after the darkness of the passage and I could not
grasp where I was. I had thought it evening, but
my first glance told me it was early morning and
I knew the night had passed and another day had
come. Then, as I looked about at my surroundinga
and it dawned upon me where I was, a shudder of
horror, a chill of deadly fear swept over me. I was
on the summit of the pyramid. The sacrificial altar
was within three paces. Beside it stood the fiendish
priest and his assistants, and gathered upon the
green plain were hordes of people with faces upturned towards me. I was about to be sacrificed.
to be bound fast to the bloodstained awful stone,
to have my still-beating heart torn from my living
body !
Anything were préférable to that and with a
sudden bound I strove to gain the altar's edge and
hurl myself to certain death. But to no avail. Two
of the dwarfs held me fast by the cord which fastened my wrists and I was jerked back to fall heavily
upon the stones. Before I could struggle up, four
of the priest's assistants sprang forward and, grasp
ing me by legs and shoulders, lifted me and tossed
me upon the stinking sacrificial stone. I was helpless, and instantly my ankles were tied fast to the
métal staples, the bonds of my wrists were severed,
my arms were drawn apart and securely lashed to
other staples, the stone collar was placed about my
neck forcing my head far back and I was ready
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for the glowering prîest to wreak Us awful vengeance.
Steppîng close to the altar he drew a glittering
obsidian knîfe—and even in my terrible predicament I noted this, and reallzed that he was adhering
strictly to Aztec customs—and, raising his arms,
he began a wailing, blood-curdling chant.
Up
from the thousands of throats below came the chanting chorus, rising and falling like a great wave
of sound. How long I wondered, would this keep
on? How much longer must this agony, this torture of suspense be borne? Why did he not strike
his stone dagger into my chest and have it over
with?
And then, from some dormant cell in my brain,
came the answer. I was to be sacrificed to the sun
god, and I remembered that, according to the Aztec
religion, the blow could not be struck until the rising sun cast its rays upon the victim's chest above
the heart. The priest was awaiting that moment.
He was delaying until the sun, still behind the
crater's rim, should throw its first raya upon me.
How long would it be? How many minutes must
pass before the fatal finger of light pointed to my
heart? With a mighty effort I turned my head
slightly towards the east. Above the rugged mountain edge was a blaze of light. Even as I looked
with aching eyes a golden beam shot across the
valley and flashed blindingly into my face. It was
now only a matter of seconds. The priest raised his
knife aloft. The chant from the multitude ceased
and over city and valley fell an ominous, awful
silence. Upon the sacrificial knife the sua gleatned
brillîantly, transforming the glass-like stone to
burnished gold. With his free hand the priest tore
open my shirt and bared my bosom. I felt that the
end had corne. I closed my eyes. And then, at 'the
very instant when the knife was about to sweep
down, faint and far away, like the humming of a
giant bee, I caught a sound. It was unmistakable
unlike anything else in ail the world—the exhaust
of an airplane's engines!
And my straining ears were not the only ones
that heard that note. Over the priest's faee swept
a look of deadly fear. The poised knîfe was siowly
lowered. He tumed tremblîng towards the west
and from the waiting throng below rose a mighty
sigh of terror.
A new hope sprang up in my breast. Was it
Hazen? He was not due until the next day and it
mîght be only some army plane that would pass far
to one side of the valley. No, the sound was increasing, the plane was approachlng. But even
were it Hazen would it help me any? Would he see
my plight and descend or would he fly too far above
the city to note what was taking place? For a space
my life was saved. The fear of that giant, roarîng
bird would prevent the sacrifice. The priest feared
' he had made a mistake, that I was a god, that, from
the sky, vengeance would swoop upon hlm and his
people for the contemplated butchery. But if the
plane passed? Or would his dread of it be greater
than his fear of defyîng the sun god by faihng in
the sacrifice?
Now the roar of the motor sounded drreetly overhead and the next moment I glimpsed the plana

speedîng across the blue morning sky. Then it was
gone. The exhaust grew fainter and fainter. AU
hope was lost. Whoever it was had flown on, ail unsuspecting the awful fate of a fellow man upon that
sunlit pyramîd.
And now the priest was again towering over me.
Once more he raised his knife. I could feel the
warm sun beating upon my throat and shoulders.
I could feel it creeping siowly but surely downward. The knife quivered in the impatient hand of
the priest, I saw his muscles tense themselves for
the blow, I caught the grim smile that flitted across
his face as he prepared to strike.
An instant more and my palpitating heart would
be held aloft for ail to see.
But the blow never fell. With a deafening roar,
that drowned the mighty shout of terror from the
people, the airplane swooped like an eagle from the
sky and clove the air within a hundred feet of the
altar, With a gurgling cry the priest flung himself
face down, and his knife fell clattering with the
sound of broken glass upon the stones.
Was it Hazen? Would he see me? Would he
alight? Was I saved?
The answer was a thunderous, fear maddened cry
from below, a swishing whirr as of a gale of wind
and a dark shadow sweeping over me.
And then my overwrought senses, my frazzled
nerves could stand no more and ail went black before my eyes.
Dimly consciousnesa came back. I heard the
sounds of rushing feet, the panting labored breafhs
of men, sharp, half uttered exclamations and
grunting noises. Then a shrill scream of mortal
terror and a deep drawn sigh of relief. Above my
wondering eyes a figure suddenly loomed. A weîrd
uncanny figure with strangely smooth and rounded
head and great goggling, glassy eyes. With a jerk
the stone collar was lifted from my strained neck
and as full consciousnesa came back I gasped. It
was Hazen ! By some miracle he was ahead of time !
From somewhere, muffled behind that grotesque
mask, came a hoarse: "My God, are y ou hurt?"
Before I could speak the bonds were slashed
from my ankles and wrists. A strong arm raised
me and pulled me from the slab.
"For God's sake, hurry !" cried Hazen, as half
supporting me he rushed toward the altar stairs.
*T've got 'em buffaloed for a minute, but the Lord
alone knows how long if 11 hold 'em."
Rapidly as my numbed limbs would permit I
rushed down the sloping, spiral way. Half carried
by Hazen I raced across the few yards of grass
between the base of the pyramid and the plane, and
as I did so I caught a fleeting glimpse of a huddled, shapeless, bloodly bundle of green and whifce.
It was ail that remained of the priest whom Hazen
had hurled from the altar top!
The next moment I was in the plane and Hazen
was twirlrng the propeller. There was a roar as
the motor slarted. Hazen leaped like an acrobat
to his seat and siowly the machine moved across
the ptain.
Eveiywhere the people we»e prostrate, but as
the machine started forward one after another
glanced up. Ere we had traveled a score of yards
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the c-reatures were risîng and with frightful acreams
I glanced over the side. Far beneath, a cloud of
were scattering from our pathway. It was impossmoke and dust was drifting slowly aside exposing
sible to avoid them. With sickening shocka the
the aqueduct, broken, smashed and in ruins. Front
whîrring propeller struck one after another. Blood
the opening in the mountain side a mighty stream
spattered our faces and becrimsoned the windshield
of water was roaring in a rushing, tearing torrent.
and the wings. But uninjured the plane gathered
The bomb had landed squarely in the quarry. The
headway; the uneven bumping over the ground
aqueduct had falîen, the shock had let loose the
ceased; we were traveling smoothly, lifting from
gâtes of the lake and the whole vast crater réthe earth.
servoir was pouring in a mighty flood acroas the
Then with a strange wild roar the people rushed
valley.
for us. Eacing on their handa they came. Rocks
In a wide arc Hazen swung the plane about.
and missiles whizzed about us. An arrow whîrred
"Poor devils !" he muttered as we soared above the
by my head and struck quivering in a atrut. But doomed city.
now we were rising rapidly. We were looking down
Already the green plain was shimmering with
upon the maddened hosts, their arrows and sling- the glint of water. We could see the frantic, frenflung stones were striking the under surface of the
zied people running and scrambling up their ladfuselage and wings. We were safe at last. A moders. Again we wheeled and circled far above them
ment more and we would be above the crater rim.
and now only the roof tops of the houses were
A sudden exclamation from Hazen startled me.
above the flood. Presently these too sank from sight
I glanced up. Straight ahead rose the precipitous
and above the sunlit waters only the sacrificiel
mountain side above the quarry. To clear it we
stone remained.
"It's ail over!" exclaimed Hazen, and heading
must ascend far more rapidly than we were doing.
"Must hâve splintered the blades!" jerked out
northward we sped beyond the encircling mountain
Hazen. "She's not making it. Can't swing her.
aides.
Rudder's jammed. Heave out everything you can
Beneath us now was forest, and with a shudder
find. Hurry or wë'Il smash 1"
I recognized it as that death-dealing, nightmare
Before us loomed the ragged, rocky wall. We
grove of cannibal trees. Fascinated I gazed down
were rushing to our doom at lightning speed. At
and suddenly from the mountain side behind us
Hazen's words I grasped whatever I could find and
burst a frothing yellow torrent. The pressure of
tossed it over the side. A box of provisions, a roll
the flood had been too great. The overwhelming
waters had forced the stone door of the tunnel by
of tools, a leather jacket, a thermos bottle, canteens,
an automatic pistol and a cartridge belt ail went.
which I had entered that incredible valley. Before
I glanced up. We were rising faster. A few
my wondering eyes the devastating deluge swept
pounds more overboard, a few feet higher and we
down the slope. I saw the monstroua trees shiver
and sway and crash before the irrésistible force.
would be clear. Was there anything elae I could
They gave way and like matchsticks went tossing,
throw out? Frantically I searched. I saw a canlike object resting on a frame. Spare gasoline I
tumbling, bobbing down the hillside.
decided, but fuel was of no value now. With an
Higher and higher we rose. The water-filled
effort I dragged it out. I lifted it and hurled it
crater was now but a silvery lake. The slope up
over.
which I had fought and raced from the ravenous,
blood-sucking trees was bare, red earth scarred
With a sudden jerk the plane sprung upward.
There was a terrifie muffled roar from below and
deep by the plunging stream that flowed over It.
Far to the west gleamed the blue Pacific. Like a
with barely a yard to spare we rose above the
crater rim.
vast map Darien was spread below us. Northward
"Lord, you must have dropped that old bomb!"
we sped. Before us was civilization. Behind us
death and destruction- The man-eating trees were
cried Hazen. "The concussion jarred the rudder
a thing of the past. The lost city was lost forever.
free."
The End

NEXT MONTH
"THE

MAN

WHO COULD
By A. Hyatt Verrill

VANISH"

This is without a doubt the best story on man-made invisîbîlity that has ever been
presented. Suppose we suddenly oouid make ourselves totally invisible. What would
happen? And how can it be acootnplishedP And is it possible to ever devise means
whereby it can be effeeted? Personally, we believe it can, and in this story, Mr. Verrill
gives us excellent science ol how it will be done. But the story contains not only good
science but gives us a real insight înto what will happen when we finally do it. Don't
miss it!
llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllillllllll||||||||||||lillllllllllllllllllllllllllllillllllllllllllllllllll!l>i!!ilill!;!lll!|l|l|i;ilH^

Ue «a» lUtad bodily from the ground as if he had bfien a rag, and blown along with sucb violence lhat bis body struck the wall o£ the
stonc house wilh ten-ific impact.
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"It is true, my idea of a miner is somewhat différent."
"Well," he explained, "mining for me is a sport,
a hobby, a passion. California has gold in every
hill, once a man gets a glance at the yellow stuff in
the bottom of the pan, he is a miner for life. The
gold mania gets more of a grip on the mind than
does alcohol or morphine."
"At times l'd return to the city—to the real estate
business ; but presently my old passion would master
me. Again I would find myself roaming in these
mountains, searching, thinking, hoping, dreaming
nothing but gold, gold, gold. But this time, thank
God, I can quit for good."
"Lost your courage?"
"No, I made a find."
"Gold vein?"
"No, gems—rubies—just look!"

companion had three peculiarities that
Puzz'ed nie. The first was the sharp
eontrast between his refined manners
and his shabby outfît, which made me
suspect he was not an ordinary prospecter any more than I, although he surely seemed to
feel more comfortable in those clothes and in such
a place. It entered my mind that his disguise had
the same purpose as mine—and that we were both
engaged in the same adventure. Such a possibility
both amused and irritated me.
I watched him swinging from one side of the
saddle to the other, as his horse, just ahead of mine,
cautiously went down the dangerous slope.
His second peculiarity was the sack bound to his
back. This sack was sraall but heavy, as I judged
from the effort he displayed, now and then, in arranging it on his shoulders. What puzzled me was
A Bag-Full of Great Rubies
the fact that he carried this burden on his back,
HE unstrapped his bag from his shoulders, placed
when he could easily have tied it to the saddle.
it on his lap, and opened it, showing the conHîs thîrd peculiarity, which had been first to
tents.
I saw a quantity of stones, both large and
strike me, was his remarkably long upper lip. I was
small.
Wells picked out two of the largest stones,
sure I had seen that gorilla lip once before. But
each
as
big as an egg.
where and when?
"You
see these? These two alone may be worth
We had met a couple of miles from Rhyolite.
$100,000.
Altogether in this bag, I think I have
There I had exchanged my automobile for a horse—
more
than
$400,000."
not because a motor car would have failed to travel
"Is that possible?" I returned, with an accent
the sixteen miles of Boundary Canyon, from the
that
betrayed my skepticism.
summit of the Funeral Range down to the Desert
"Do
you know anything about gems?" he asked.
Valley, but because a horse was more suitable to
I
confessed
that I did not.
my disguise. Finding that we were bound to the
"Well,
I
do,
and rubies are rarer than dîamonds.
same place, we had agreed to travel together.
The
largest
îmported
into this country do not reach
When we reached "Hole-in-the-Rock," a little
the
size
of
the
smallest
one in this bag.
spring making its way out of the Canyon, we dis"Of course, when they are faceted and polîshed,
mounted to water the horses and refill our canteens.
they will be much njore brilliant. But look at this
Then we sat down to rest awhile on a malapais
one aS it is." He held a large stone against the light,
boulder shaded by a giant cactus.
close to my eyes. "You
"We've been riding two
will never find other
hours," he said, looking at
rubies
so transparent an.d
hîs watch.
of
a
red
so rich."
FOR centuries we have had with us ail sorts of "wcaiher niakers," but ottly during the lasl fezv décodés has
An Old Acquaintance
•I expressed my admirascience actually begun to get sonte vague rcsults in artition. "And you said the
HIS watch had a fob, ficially crcating rain or sunshine. In England they are exvalue
of this collection
and the fob carried a perimenting at présent with a machine to disperse fog.
is—?"
In
California.
extenswe
ex
périment
s
have
been
made
to
pendant with the emblem
produce rain by sendmg electrically-charged kites or ha!"At I e a s t $400,000.
of a fraternal lodge.
loons aloft. And the dispersion of clouds by electrified
Maybe
twice as much—
There flashed across my sand has had some suecess.
this
sack
contains my forraemory a name.
In this interesling story a novel scheme has been woven
tune."
—not
at
ail
impossible
from
a
scteniific
standpoint.
IVho
"Is your name Wells?"
knows that at some future date a scheme such as devel"But why do you carry
I asked.
oped here may not corne about to serve humanilyf You
it
on your shoulders? It
"Yes," he answered in can not fail to be in ter est ed in this story.
must be heavy."
amazement. "How do you
"Heavy! Say, did you
know?"
ever hear a mother say
"Three years ago I went
for a week from San Francisco to Los Angeles. One her baby was heavy? I love to feel the weight
nîght I visited your lodge. You were one of the against my back. Besides it is safer. This bag
two appointed to examine my credentials and give has not left my shoulders for three days, not even
me the ritual examination before I could gain en- during my sleep, and it shan't until I reach my home
in Los Angeles."
trance."
But you are going in a quite différent direction."
"You are right" ; and he shook my hand cordially.
"I am doîng that to see Professor Matheson."
As soon as he was satisfied that he could trust
"The Lord of the Winds?"
me, Wells becarae so communicatîve that his bag
"Thafs what they call him. He knows more
ceased to be a mystery. He said with a smile:
geology
than any one else in the world. I want to
"If I had told you that I was a prospecter, a gold
see
what
he thinks of these stones of mine. But
hunter, when you saw me in my evening dress at the
why
do
you
Ibok at me like that?"
lodge, you would have doubted me."
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Wells could not understand my sndden exaltation
mixed with surprise.
"You know Professer Matheson well?" I asked.
"Yes. Why?"
"Since yoa have trusted me by showing your
treasure, I will tell you my secret. I am only dîs^nlsed as a prospecter."
"I knew it," Wells rejoined laughing.
A Newspaper Man Disguised
t ^T'M a newspaper man, working for the San FranJLcisco Tribune, on my way to get an interview
with Professer Matheson."
"You might as well say that you are going to
interview your horse."
"I know it. No reporter ever got a word from
him, and for these last six months no reporter bas
been able even to approach him."
"Do you blarae him, after they have ail called him
a lunatic?"
"The press of this country was in his favor till
Sir Oliver Lodge in London, and Professer Brillouin
in Paris, almost at the same time declared that
Matheson's théories were wrong."
"I stake my rubies he is not."
"Perhaps not, but you will agree with me that
Matheson's claims are of such stupendous magnitude as to stagger the wildest imagination."
"Yes, but that's no reason why he should be
ridiculed. They should wait at least until the experiments are over."
"Well, some papers take his side, my paper for
instance. But nevertheless, when one of our editors
tried to have a talk with him, ail he could get from
him was: "Facts will convince more than words."
So, when it became known that the expérimenta were
going to start in a few days, I asked leave to attempt
the impossible—to interview the unapproachable
Matheson. The interest of the public is intense.
But, to tell you the truth, I have no defmite plans
of attack. I am just relying on luck."
"You can rely on me," Wells promised, smiling.
Mounting our horses, we continued our descent
into the canyon. The sun had set, a dark orange
dise in a sea of pulverized gold. In the narrow strip
of skies that the deep canyon permitted me to see,
some stars began to twinkle, and the summits of the
high cliffs, in shadowy outline, assumed fantastic
shapes.
"What is your scheme?" I inquired, keeping my
horse close to Wells.
"A very simple one—you are my partner. We
found the treasure together and come to him together
for advice. I will make him talk about his invention also, and you will listen and note."
"Every word of the conversation to-morrow will
be wired to my paper. Meanwhile I wish you would
tell me ail you know about him."
A Wonderful Project and Its Creator
cct DOUBT," Wells said, "if I know more than
A has already been published In the papers.
They have even printed his picture fleveral times,
but it does not look like him. Yon must see that
iittle fellow's eyes, like electric sparks, brilliant, restless and irrésistible. He must be fifty, but there
are timee when he looks twenty-five. I happened
to be there two months ago, when his three hundred

men were erecting the steel towers that you will see
as we reach the Desert Valley. You should have
seen him. I doubt if he weighs 130 pounds, whiskers and ail; but he showed the energy of a giant.
He was everywhere, giving commands like a général.
And when you see what has been done there in less
than a year, you will marvel at the prodigy of that
wizard."
"He must have overcome great difficulties."
"Great? Look at this road, if we may call it that.
Over it Matheson had sixteen motor trucks going
back and forth from Rhyolite to Wind City, as they
call his works in the valley. He transported more
than three thousand tons of steel bars, seventy-five
tons of cernent, two tons of copper wire, lumber for
twenty-five bungalows, provisions and tools, a thousand other things. Then he had a water pipe laid
from the Ermite Mine to Windville."
"But why did he corne to this forsaken place, so
difficult to reach?"
"I never asked him, but I imagine he needed a
place where the air would be still for long periods
of time, also perhaps a région quite deserted."
"Imagine the expensel"
"l've heard there are more than two million dollars invested in this—which is but an experiraent in
diminutive proportions."
"Two million dollars for an experiment is a proof
of strong faith on the part of the stockholders."
"There are no stockholders," Wells declared. "One
man has financed Matheson—a multi-millionaire,"
"I surely remember having read of a tremendous
corporation behind Matheson."
"Yes, I understand that if these trials prove the
soundness of the idea, the largest corporation that
the world has ever known will invest some billions of
dollars to put the scheme into action. Enough
money to buy ail the railroad Unes and the Panama
Canal, with plenty left over to buy the United
States Navy. But they say it will be the best investment any country can make. Matheson claims
he will transform the whole globe, producing more
real wealth than ail the world's industries."
"Don't forget the opinion of Sir Oliver Lodge and
the two great meteorologists."
"Their skepticism will have an interestîng set
back, l'm sure, before the week is over. Look!
There is the Ermite Mine."
A One-Man Mine and Its Strange Owner
I COULD not see any signs of a camp.
"Is it really a mine?" I inquired.
"Yes, a mine that has no equal in the world—a
one-man mine. You will be interested to see this
man Davy—the 'Hermit,' as they usually call him.
Tall and massive as one of these boulders, he has
a neck as large as my horse's neck, and eyebrows
so black and thick that you cannot see his eyes. He
lives alone in his mine, a gold mine that he discovered six years ago. He opérâtes it himself, with
only the aid of a mule."
"A rich mine?"
"Very poor ground. He tried to sell it several
times ; nobody would gîve him enough, so he thought
that he would exploit it himself- He has been llving here these six years, and he has done wonders.
Should you pass this way in the daythne you would
see what a lone man can do. He has bored two
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tunnels, and constructed a mîning plant that crushes
two tons of rocks daily. Of course, the whole outfit
is the simplest that one can imagine. Once a month
he goes to town with his mule, to deposit his little
treasure and to get provisions for another month."
"Does he make much?"
"Nobody knows; but l'm sure he makes very little
out of it. He told me once that his idea was to get
enough money to operate the mine on a larger scale
with modem machinery; but I wonder how long he
will have to wait. He is more than fifty now."
"And isn't he afraid of keeping gold in this solitude?"
"The Hermit afraid? Wait until you see him!"
By this time we had left the main road and taken
to a narrow path at the left of the canyon, which
ascended a slight hill. When he had gone a hundred yards, Wells shouted, "Davy," and stopped his
horse. He repoated his call. A voice very near us
answered, "Hello there!" My eyes spotted the silhouette of a man in front of a hut.
I remember little of the fevv minutes that we spent
in that small, bare, one-room cabin, faintly illuminated by a sooty lamp. About the man I remember
only his eyes, the eyes that Wells found hard to
see under those thick eyebrows. I always scoffed
at such things as presentment; but those savage,
rapacious eyes had a sinister meanîng to me.
I remembered afterward that when Wells, in a
général way, asserted that he had "struck rich," the
eyes of the Hermit assumed a strange expression,
fearful and répulsive. Of this much I was certain
then: his attention was abnormally attractcd by the
sack on Wells' back.
<
The Hermit insisted that we spcnd the night with
him, but we declined.
"Thanks old man," said Wells. "We must hustle
along. We have chosen this time of day to escape
the beat, and expect to reach the valley by nine
o'clock. My friend will start back by twelve. It
is moonlight tonight, and by five he will be in
Rhyolite again. I will sleep in camp in the stone
house."
"Where the machinery is?" inquired the Hermit.
"Yes ; one of the overseers who has his bed there,
is away tonight."
We bade the Hermit good-bye. He did not answer.
First View of the Great Station
HALF an hour later we were out of the canyon.
The valley appeared before us. The moon was
high and its glow inundated the plaîn, transforming
it into an océan of dead calmness. Wells pointed
toward the north. A tower as slim as the steeple
of a Gothic Church rose agaînst the sky to a great
height.
During my journalistic career, I have had to cover
many exciting stories, filled with pathos or danger.
But never have I been so thrilled as when I stopped
my horse, for a minute, to gaze at that shadowy
tower. I felt sure that I was going to witness a
prodigious achievement, which, for its arduousness,
its gigantic possibilities and its sublimity, had no
equal ih the history of the world. I exulted over
the opportunity that was so soon to be mine—to
meet the man who, by the power of his genius, was
going to transform the earth almost like a God.
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As we came nearer, I distinguished other constructions besides the tower. There were five or
six houses of différent shapes and dimensions. One
of them was lighted. Toward that one Wells went.
I examined the tower as carefully as I could in the
scanty light of the moon. It was a skeleton tower
of steel bars, built on a massive concrète base that
covered a surface about four hundred feet square.
Tapering, as the height increased, it ended almost
in a point, supporting a large sphere, which by the
way it reflected the rays of the moon, appeared to be
made of glass. Innumerable wire cables, parting
from the tower at regular intervais and fastened
to the ground, insured the stability of the construction, which I judged to be fully five hundred feet
high.
"Some workl" I exclaimed in admiration.
"Yes, when you think that they built thirty of
these spikes in the valley. See another one over
there?"
I discerned, a couple of miles away, a narrow
shadow rising from the flat horizon, brilliant at its
extremity, like a lighthouse in the océan.
We did not need to rap at the door of the one
story house; it was open, as were ail the Windows.
We went in, to find ourselves face to face with Professer Matheson.
His personality did not lend itself to a picturesque
description. He had the ordinary appearance of a
middle aged man, with a calm and cheerful face, as
if he had never been troubled by any problem. But
I had not been five minutes in the room before I
realized that I was in the presence of an extraordinary man.
Wells made his introduction as planned, mentioning me as his partner. Then without delay he put
into the hands of the Professer two of the largest
gems of his collection.
Meanwhile I looked around the spacious room,
illurainated by two electric lights. The confusion,
the multitude, and the variety of the objecta scattered about made of that place a strange combination of library, draughting room, work-shop, muséum, laboratory and storehouse. A wooden partition separated the room from the other part of the
building, accessible through a large doorway which
was wide open. Desirous of finding out what the
next room contained, I gradually reached the doorway and looked inside. The place was dark, but the
moonlight, entering through the open window, allowed me to see that the floor was covered with
boxes, ail of one dimension three feet long by two
feet wide, placed six inches apart, and each connected to the next by wires. The boxes were placed
in parallel rows, with room enough for a person to
step between the rows. I figured that there must
be fully forty boxes in each row—in ail more than
one thousand boxes. I could not see anything else
in that vast room.
Examîning the Rubîes—Explanatîons of the Project
M Y conjectures did not lead me to any plausible
explanation of the nature of what I was seeing
so I turned to the two men, who were still talking
about the precious stones.
The Professer was holding one against the bulb
of the electric light.
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"These are star rubies," he said with profoand
conviction. "See the asterisra that is so marked
in this stone? It is produced by crystals of extreme
minuteness parallel to the crystalline axis. I know
of only two other rubies as nearly perfect as this
one, but they are not so large. One is a Bohemian
ruby preserved in the impérial treasury at Vienna;
the other one is in Dresden."
"Then you really believe I have something valuable?" aaked Wells.
"Something of a remarkable value, I am sure,"
said the other adding to the words a vigorous shake
of his head.
"Hurrah !" exclaimed Wells, and picked from his
bag a stone of médium size, which he offered to the
Professer, who thanked him warmly.
"I shall be glad to keep it as a rare specimen,"
he concluded. "And speaking of gems, you -will be
iuterested in seeing a beautiful tourmaline that one
of my men found while digging for the foundation
of the tower."
"Where is it?" Wells Inquired.
"In the third building where two of my men
have made their quarters. I will take you there.
Very likely they are ail in by this time." And he
started for the door.
He had not reached the middle of the room, when
I inquired with a voice that I strove to make indiffèrent, "Would you mind, professer, telling me what
you keep in that room?" The look that Wells sent
me clearly indicated that I was guilty of a serious
imprudence. But the Professer tumed his head,
smiling.
"Those are the batteries, the electric batteries
that will furnish the current to the thirty towers."
And instead of proceeding toward the door, he
walked back to the partition, turned a switch, and
illuminated the second room. I noticed then something I had not seen before, That room, besides
the rows of boxes, contained a very large bench to
which the wires of the batteries ran, and which had
a number of electrometers and two very conspicuous
switches. I noticed also (and this détail had the
most important bearingon the events that pucceeded)
that the bench ran along the wall, directly under
the open window.
"Over there you shift the electric current?" I
asked.
"Right," answered the Professer. And he smiled
again at my curiosity.
A hundred questions crowded my mind at once;
but Wells came to my rescue. Seeing that the Professer was unusually communicative, he thought the
time was at hand to try the effect of the story he
had concocted for my benefit.
"Professer," he began, endeavoring to make his
voice aound indiffèrent. "I wish you would tell my
friend something about your work. I explained it
ail to him, but I mnst have done a poor job, because
he couldn't make head or tail of my account. You
can go into détails, because he has some éducation.
He went to collège before the mining bug got him.
Am I right, Pal?"
I answered with a nod, I was so anxious about
the Professor's reaction that I could not utter a
word.
Wells noticed my confusion. To save the situation he added;

The Project Is Explained by the Inventer
course, there is one thing he has understood
V-/ —that you are the greatest genius of this and
of any other génération, and that your invention is
the most astonishing thing
."
"Now, now," interrupted the Professer, laughing
at the earnestness of Wells' enthusiasm. "Let us
not exaggerate. I have found nothing new; I have
only applled old and well known discoverîes to a
practical and useful purpose." Then, addressing
himself to me, "Young man, do you know much
about Roentgen rays?"
Did I know! Before starting on my adventure, I
had gone throngh ail the books that could enlighten
me on the subject of Professer Matheson's invention. But I answered hesitatingly.
"Well, I remember they are produced by an electrical discharge passed through a tube from which
the air has been exhausted."
"Exactlyl Now, I have found a new application
of these rays. I have found a practical way of electrifying the air of a vast area with a single tube
which does not differ much from the one introduced
by Porter. There is nothing essentially new in my
invention."
"Professer, you are too modest," interrupted
Wells.
"I am telling you the truth, and I can prove it,
Come over here, and I will show you something."
We returned to the front room. The Professor
directed our attention to two spherical glasses, of
about six Inches in diameter and four feet apart,
mounted on pedestals.
"These are the miniatures of the apparatus that
I have placed in the towers—nothing but a Porter
tube, with one or two changes. As you can see, the
cathode is the same: a segment of a hollow sphere.
The anti-cathode is also connected with the anode;
but instead of platinum or tantalum I use a composition of my invention which is not affected by the
extreme beat of the discharge. The tube, instead
of being exhausted as usual, contains a gaseous substance, about which I keep silent. And the common
induction coil, with a mercury interrupter, produces
the discharge. The usual iqnization of a gas is due
to the splitting up of 'some' of the atoms of that gas,
resulting in the detachment of électrons, constituents
of the atoms. Each électron carries a constant négative charge, while the part of the atom that is left
behaves llke a positive ion, with the units charged
positively, but with a mass that is large compared
with that of the négative ions. Do you follow me?"
"Yes," I answered, while Wells stared at me to
find out if I meant it.
Perhaps my "yes" was not as convincing as it
could have been. Even the Professor seemed to have
noticed this.
The Artifidal Production and Control of Winds
«xrOU may not be up to date in the recent reX searches in this field," he resumed. "But I
can tell you now, in one word, what my application
is. One of these tubes ionizes the surrounding air,
and the positive nuclei are attracted by the second
tube which ionizes the air, not with a smaller but
with a larger proportion of négative électrons. That
is absolutely ail."

THE LORD OF THE WINDS
The Professer stopped as if hç had finiahed. I
looked at him in suspense, and Wells kept staring
at the Professer and at me with évident confusion.
At length Wells spoke.
"But what about the winds ?"
"Here, place your hand here," said the inventer,
holding the hand of the miner at the level of the
Roentgen tubes, and midway between them.
The Professer turned a switch on the table. A
bluish glare appeared in both tubes, sparkling,
dancing, while the crisp, short discharges sounded
in rapid succession. Wells pulled out his hand
brusquely.
"I feel a breeze," he exclaimed.
I placed my hand where he had held his, and I,
too, felt a gentle breeze blowing against my palm.
"It is the air electrified by the tube on the left,
and violently attracted by the tube on the right," explained the Professor. "Here is the basis of my
invention."
"And the towers you have erected?"
"They serve to produce this same experiment on
a larger scale. Each tower supports a Roentgen
tube large enough to ionize the air within a radius
of two miles, if my .calculations are correct."
"And what do you intend to do with thera?" I
asked.
"1 want to try their maximum efficiency. I have
erected thirty towers in this desert, at two mile
intervais, covering thus fifty-eight miles, in a
straight line across the plains."
"Is the work ail donc?"
"Yes, it was completed a week ago, but we have
had to delay our test until everything and everybody
are out of the way, We shall have to demolish ail
the huts we have built for the workmen, ail the
small houses you have seen around here, except this
one that has been purposely built with massive stone
walls and low roof. You see, I must take every précaution, because it is hard to foresee the velocity of
the wind that will be produced during the trials. In
a couple of days more, ail will be cleared away, and
ail the men and animais will go to a safe place in
the canyons. I will remain here with Carter, my
chief engineer and will begin the tests."
"Do you need anybody at the towers?"
"No, I have absolute control of them from this
house—from that bench in the next room."
We went again into the room of the storage batteries, and I saw again the bench under the open
window.
The Mystery Explained—What Wind Can Do
CCXTOU see these switches?" asked the Professor,
I pointing to the bench. "With these I regulate the discharge to ail the towers."
"And why are you doing ail this?" I asked.
"To produce wind, of course."
"Wind?"
"Yea."
"You don't expect to sell wind, do you?"
"I surely do."
"God knows there is plenty of free wind in the
world."
"Yes, but not always the kind of wind you want,
nor when you want it. If the trials I am going
to start here in a couple of days are successful, as
I am sure they will be, in five yeara* time the whole
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United States will be thickly dotted with my towers,
in lin es that will run in ail directions from the
Atlantic to the Pacific, from Canada to Mexico, in
irmumerable parallel rows that will cover the whole
country—and eventually will cover ail the other continents, and the whole globe from the pôles to the
equator."
"Just to make wind?"
"Yes, to produce winds artificially."
"For any practical good?"
"For the greatest good that man ever dreamed,"
exclaimed the inventer, sweeping the air with both
extended arms, and smiling triumphantly. Then he
resumed : "When I succeed in forcing at will a current of air from any place to any place. I shall have
under my control the winds, and, with the winds, the
clouds, and, with the clouds, the rain. Do you see
now? I will regulate the seasons. I will regulate
the climates. Do you know what that means? It
means transforming the earth into a véritable paradise. I will make cold régions warm, pumping hot
winds from the south, and I will make hot places
cool, sending fresh air from the north. The température will be made even throughout the year.
Yuma, in Arizona will not roast any more at 120
degrees in the shade, and Havre in Montana will not
freeze at 48 degrees below zéro."
"But there is more than température. Do you
know how znany people in our country, in the Orient,
in Africa, some everywhere, suffer unspeakable tortures for the lack of a little water, and with dried
throats pray for months for a cloud from the buruing skies—and when at last the cloud, blessed as a
deliverer, rises in the horizon, and the rain cornes,
the little water gathered with great care in wells,
in hides, in vases, hot, muddy, noisome and full of
microbes, will have to last God knows how long?
Those people will cease to suffer. A telegram to my
central météorologie office will cause me to send them
from the north ail the rain they need. and when they
have enough, another telegram—and the clouds will
be pumped back and the skies will be clear again,"
Weather and Température Supplied to Order
ctj'LL tell you what you can do, Professor," înA terrupted Wells. "In the summer, when the
people of New York, Chicago, Boston and Philadelphia are prostrated by the heat, you ask them how
rauch they will be willing to give you for every nice
cool day. Do the same when the thermometer is
going below zéro, and you will get your expenses
back in less than a year, and pile up a fortune
besides."
"There is something in that," I said. "But, Pro- .
fessor, have you figured out what will be the cost
of installing your towers everywhere?"
"No, not with accuracy; but I estimate that for
the United States alone it will be necessary to invest about two billion dollars."
"Two thousand millions! It is enormous."
"It is; but look here, young man. Do you know
the amount of farm produce of this country? Eight
and one-half billion dollars a year, I can double
that amount. I can more than double the fertility
of the country. Even considering the land that Ls
now being cultivated, have you an idea of the économie values of a normal season? Last year on
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account of abnormal weather—with frosts in April,
and no rain in June and July—the crops were eut
practically in two, with a tremendous loss. Yes,
the installation of my towers will require a huge
capital; but it will pay. It will payf not in comfort and crops alone, but it will pay in other ways
besides. When Siberia as well as the Sahara desert, and Congo as well as Alaska, have perpétuai
spring, and the peoples of the earth find in the
tilling of the soil, where they were born, a sure, unfailing source of wealth, and the différences of
climates and products are eliminated. we will see
the disappearance of ail the other différences that
separate nations from nations; and ail men, saved
from famine and strife, will hasten in harmony on
the road of a glorious progress."
"Goodl" Wells and I exclaimed.
"And at last we shall realize the dream of ail
âges. Wars will be made impossible. Ail the nations will have to obey the verdicts of the International Suprême Court, and no people will dare to
rebel. They would have to face my wrath. Do
not smile gentlemen. Think how the winds in my
hands may become weapons, the most dreadful
weapons. The gentle breeze, if I choose, may be
turned into a violent storm, and the beneficent
rain, if I wish, may become a deluge. Woe to that
nation that will dare disturb universal peace! I
will thrust upon them with full force my means of
destruction, against which whole armies will be
powerless—the hurricane!"
"You will be mightier than a king," I exclaimed.
The Earth His Kingdom by His Power Over the Air
«x^ES, because my kingdom, the air, covering
» A ail the kingdoms of the earth, will be as
vasf as the earth."
The inventer said these words calmly, with his
perpétuai smile; but the expression of his eyes revealed how well he appreciated the full significance
of that assertion.
"Are you sure the apparatus will work?" I înquired.
"I am positive of !t. What I am not certain
about is the degree of power that it will develop.
You see, the problem consista, not only in originating the winds, but also in fighting back the winds
that, formed by the différence of atmospheric pressures, may be contrary to my pre-arranged plan.
We must be able to develop a current strong enough
to win the strongest winds."
"That is to say?"
"In St. Paul, Minnesota, there has been recorded
a wind of the velocity of 102 miles an hour, the maximum observed in this country. I expect to reach
and surpass that speed, if everything goes well."
"That is a terrifie speed," said Wells.
"And the effects are in proportion," added the
inventor. "The pressure of a hurricane of 100
miles an hour is 49,200 pounds per square foot. You
understand now why I have chosen this desert place
for my experiments, and why I must wait to begin
the tests until ail the wooden houses buîlt by my
helpers are demolîshed, and men and animais sent
to a safe distance."
"Professer," I ventured with some hesitancy, "I
bad planned to go back tonight; but if you would

let me, I should like to stay and see your towers
work."
"1 have no objections; but I warn you there may
be some risk, and you must take upon yourself ail
the responsibility."
"I will," I assented with enthusiasm.
"Now, Professor," interrupted Wells, "you have
satisfied my friend's curiosity; I wish you would
satisfy mine."
"Oh, about the tourmaline that I told you Andrews keeps in his cabin?"
"Yes."
"Well, let us go there. It is just half past nine.
Andrews must be in ; perhaps he is in bed already."
We turned off ail the lights and went out. The
night was balmy, the air still, and the moon high in
the sky.
Andrews' cabin was only fifty to sixty steps from
the stone house. Nobody was in.
"I know where he keeps that stone," said the
Professor. "Corne in gentlemen."
We entered. The cabin was not more than nine
feet square, and the slanting roof was so low that
I could almost reach it with my outstretched arm.
As we entered, the Professor proved his familiarity with the place by finding the electric switch
in the dark.
"The powerful batteries we have stored," he explained, "allow us the luxury of a good light. I
will find the tourmaline for you, Mr. Wells."
A Catastrophe—Disaster at Large
r-|-*HE inventer had scarcely ended his sentence,
when a sudden roaring noise broke the stillness of the night. The sound clearly resembled the
coming of a mighty storm. We looked at one another in great astonishment. The wind was blowing against the back of the cabin with violence.
We had to shout at the top of our voices to be
heard.
We went to the door, looked outside.
The Professor pointed into the air. The summit
of the tower was illuminated. The large glass
globe was glittering with green and blue sparks.
I looked at the Professor, and trembled. I had
never before seen a like expression of stupor and
dismay. He held his head with both hands—-then,
as if struck by a sudden idea, he made for the open.
I caught him by his coat, and pulled him back.
"It is folly to go out," I yelled; but I could not
hear my own voice, as the wind, increasing in
violence, had increased its roaring.
The Professor, turning quickly, struck me a
powerful blow in the chest, then freeing his coat
from my grip, leaped toward the stone house.
The Inventor Perishes in the Wind of His Création
HAT I had expected happened. The ill-fated
man had scarcely taken ten steps, when, once
out of protection of the shielding cabin, he was
seized by the wind and thrown to the ground.
There he struggled frantically, while the wind
rolled, knocked and tossed him. A little farther
on I saw him stop: perhaps he had succeeded in
getting hold of some rock protrudîng from the
sand. I saw him rising again, and then, (the moon
was so bright that I could distinguish everything)'
he was lifted bodily from the ground, as if he
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had been a rag, and blown along with such violence that his body struck the wall of the etone
house with a terrifie impact.
I closed my eyes in horror. But preaently I realized the danger that I too was facing. The cabin
was about to be smashed; the boards were coming
apart. Evidently Wells shared my fears.
What were we to do?
I quickly analyzed the situation. If the towers
were in action, the electric power of the storage
batteries must have been turned on by something
or soxnebody. The breaking of the current would
stop that cyclone and save us from destruction.
But how could we reach the stone house to open
the switches when a sally from the cabin meant
sure death?
As if he had read that fearful question in my
mind, Wells answered it in an unexpected way. He
grabbed a rope lying in a corner, and showed it to
me. To talk was useless; so he acted. First he
counted the rope by arm lengths. I counted at the
same time, and figured out that there were fully
75 yards of strong rope, more than the distance from
the cabin to the stone house.
Then with gestures, Wells asked me to tie one
end of the rope around his body, under his shoulders, as he could not do it himself, because of his
inséparable sack of precious gems. To the knots I
made, Wells added one more, then took the other
end of the rope, passed it around one of the main
supporting posts of the hut, pulled until ail the
rope had passed through, and handed it to me.
His plan was clear. Securely tied he would venture outside, and I would let the rope slide easily
until he could reach the stone house.
He lay on the ground, face down, and moving
like a turtle, began his perilous journey. I seated
myself on the floor, my back to the door, my feet
against the boards of the wall, my hands holding
the rope.
A Ray o£ H ope But No More
THIS unexpected chance of salvation gave me
such joy that I heard no more of the roshing of
the hurricane, nor the eracking of the cabin: ail
my attention was coneentrated ou my task of letting the rope slide out inch by inch.
Of a sudden there was a tremendous crash, and
I found myself lying on my back with the moonlight shining in my face. The cabin had gone; the
rope had slipped out of my hands.
When I recovered from my stupor, I wondered
at two things—why I had not been faurt when the
cabin went to pièces and why I was still in the
same place, not the prey of the devastating wind.
I explained the first by a mere miracle—and the
second by looking in the direction of my feet. The
sand, blown up in great quantity by the wind, had
gathered against the back of the cabin; and now
that the cabin was gone, this sand formed a dune,
nine feet long and two feet high, which shielded me
from the full force of the hurricane.
I decided to take a still safer position. Crawling
on my back, I placed myself lengthwise close to
the dune. Now I could see the tower and the
stone house; but of the half dozen buts I saw
not a sign.
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I was by no means at ease; the shelter was uncomfortable, and not fully reassuring, but I could
do nothing except wait for that inferno to corne to
a stop.
"The batteries wlîl become exhaustod sooner or
later," I said to myself, "but when? In an hour,
in a day, or in a week?"
With horror, I soon discovered the presenee of a
more imminent danger. I should say two dangers,
one as deadly as the other. I discovered that the
height of the little hill of sand was gradually becoming lower, and that the time was not far off
when it would become so low that the wind could
get its mighty grip on my body.
I discovered also that the sand carried in large
clouds by the tornado was accumulating in the hollow where I lay, and threatened to cover me. Of
course, I was greatly frightened, yet my mind was
clear, and, strange, as it may sound, I imraediately
began to calculate which of the two deaths would
get me first—to be buried alive in the sand, or to
be caught by the wind and smashed against the
walls of the stone house. I even tried to speculate
which of the two was less terrible.
The hurricane now held full sway. It seemed
that the whole earth was trembling. The roaring
and shrilling and shrieking lacerated my ears. It
was like the thundering of a hundred terapests over
an infuriated océan, or the crashing of a cataract
a thousand times larger than Niagara.
Now and then, I even seemed to distinguish somo
spécial sounds in that unbelievable noise. Yes,
there was the discordant dissonance of a million
violins and 'cellos played in seven différent keys,
and accompanied by a gigantic organ with ail the
pipes wide open. And then it eounded like the
moaaing of infinité herds caught in a forest fire,
and the screama and groans of distress of ail the
mobs of the world threatened by unavoidable destruction.
The Wind Bridled and Wreaking Destruction
BUT above ail this, I heard the enraged voices of
the wind—of the wind that, free since the
beginning of création, free to roam over the immensities of the seas, free to domînate over the
wild forests, free to speed over the boundless
deserts and over the mountain peaks, free to come
and go in the infinité vastness of the earth, was
feeling now for the first time the touch of the bridle
suddenly imposed by the genius of man, and with
desperate convulsions was in vain rebelling against
that conquering power.
My God! its revolt was horrible beyond wordsl
What was passing above my head? I could not
be mistaken; those were bodies of men, of horses
and cattle, some tumbling to the ground and rising
up again in clouds of sand, then fast disappearing
from my sight.
Strange as it may seem, even in the agitation
of ail my nerves, the magnitude and horror of that
scene brought some verses to my memory. I was
viewing what Dante saw, in the second Circle of
the Inferno, while he was witnessing the punishment of carnal sinners, where:
(Continued on page 868)
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[ERE was a strange light in Doctor that night, but perhaps that was just as well, for
Spaulding'a eyes. His face waa im- we learned later that he had sunk to the lowest
mobile, but the Unes were set in an level of the underworld.
expression of jubiiance and triumph,
I gave the picture as fleeting a glance as pos"Corne on, Brant," he said quietly, "I sible, but the doctor stood for a long while gazing up
have something interesting to show you."
at it. He seemed lost in revery. At last he recovWith that remark, he wheeled, and strode into ered himself with a start, motioned me to a chair,
the gloom of the hall. I followed, and our footsteps and turned to the huge mahogany table. He bent
echoed with hollowness in that spacious, blank over a large, box-Iike cabinet of dark wood, like
space.
and yet unlike the ordinary radio set. He tinkered
I had always felt a certain timidity when with
for a few minutes with the knobs and dials. Then
Doctor Spaulding. We had been friends for years,
he faced me again.
and yet Etrangers. His was a personality which
"This is the invention," he said. "Remember, the
had seemingly been fashioned for dominance over last time I aaw you I told you I was working on a
me. I had never been able, in our long acquaint- super-radio? This is it, a telepathy radio. I have
ance, to raise my head squarely, and hold the gaze succeeded in trapping those elusive émanations—
of his eyes. My fount of conversation dried up thought-waves. I won't bore you with any explanabeneath the queer influence of him, and I was re- tion of the inner workings of the machine. It is
served and stumbling in my speech.
enough that I went to the radio and the seismoI admired, with no malice, his genius—his ec- graph to produce it. I called you so that I could
centric and versatile genius that had placed him at give you a démonstration, as I promised. You are
the head of his profession, had made him an emin- the first person to whom I have shown it. Of
ent scientist, and had allowed him to conquer the course, I have given it a number of tests. It seems
fleld of electricity. He had performed, during his to be a success."
career, many marvelous feats of surgery, had made
His eyes had lighted with ardor, and his voice
important advances in both astronomy and chemhad risen to an unusual pitch. But almost siraulistry, and had given countless electrical inventions
taneously this enthusiasm waned, and his face beto the world. Of late years, he had devoted himself came very grave.
entirely to electrical research.
"You know, Brant," he said slowly. "1 have never
I had seen him but once in the last year and a
given up hope of finding Tom. I believe he is still
half. At that meeting he had hinted to me that he
living. I am sure of it. I want to find him. That
was at work on a radio apparatus that would was the incentive for this invention. I can locate
startle the world.
him with this apparatus. That is what I am going to
"It won't be called radio though, Brant," he had try to do tonight. If he lives, his mind will speak
told me with a dry, rasping chuckle. "It shall have through this loud speaker. You understand the
another name. When it is finished, I shall explain
radio. Well, this machine is similar. It must be
it ail first to you."
tuned into the thought-wave length of the man you
So when I received his phone eall I concluded wish to reach. But the machine must broadcast to
that he had completed the
receive, thatis.the tuninginvention, and I was
ing consists of the broadburning with curiosity as
casting of a key thought.
HT HIS gripping story— worthy of a Poe—is based in a If you were seeking a murI followed him down the
dcgree, upon radio. A machine developed by the hero of
hall.
the story, can be tuned in la the wave-lengths of any given derer: you would broadHe turned into the livpersans thoughts, thus giving the possessor a wonderful cast some thought coning room. That chamber
Power. And this story, with ils tragic termination, tells cerning the crime, wherenot only of the possibilitics of radio in the future, but upon the receiving section
was no darker, no emptier,
also touches on—and élaborâtes—the fantastic theory that of the machine would draw
and no more gloomy
the electric shock sustained by the human systeni while in
than any other room in
the electric chair, does not r eall y kUl, but simply puis the in every unspoken reflechis house, but I loathed it
zictim into a slate of unconsciousness with a temporary tion on it, and convert each
even more than the other.
cessation of organic funetion. But this is not a mere sci- into worda. If your key
entific treatise on the possibilitics of the future for radio thought were something
For always as I entered,
or capital punis liment, it is a story full of human interest,
I was brought face to face
though not without a tovch of the ghastly. Anyhow. you known to many, perhaps
with a portrait of the
published in the papers,
will be glad to Umve read it.
doctor's brother, and the
the machine would utter a
tragedy was forcibly re■■BBBmBEBSEBSB jumble of tones and voices,
called to me. It had been
blurred by one another.
many years ago, but time had not dulled it in my "It would be a Babel, so many thoughts, each from
friend's mind, nor my own. I could well remem- a différent head. But then the operator would conber that night, and Tom Spaulding's flight, a
tinue his broadcasting, thinking into the machine,
jump ahead of the law, because he was wanted
With these pseudo-receiving phones, varying reflecfor embezzlement of fifty thousand dollars, The tiona on the crime, gradually leading to some due,
disgrâce of it had crushed the doctor, and because
some phase known only to the police and the crimit was his beloved brother, the blow was even
inal, The million voices would instantly dwindle
greater. It had aged and changed him, and sent him to a dozen or so, whereupon it would be easy to vary
into the life of a recluse. That it was responsible for the wave-length a millionth part of a hairsbreadth,
his many invaluable discoveries was probable, but and so bring in the felon's thoughts, alone and clear.
not any less regrettable, at least to me. As for You may see then that I have a very dangerous conTom Spaulding, we had not heard of him since traption here, the more so since the mind is un-
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aware that it ia being tapped, I could accomplish
great evil or great good with it. (But, as I said before, I made it only that I might find Tom, and now
I shall tïiake the attempt. There is a key thought
that only he can respond to, an incident of our boyhood known, I believe, only to us."
He seated himself at the apparatus and adjuated
the head-phones. He became intent, lapsing into
a deep study. I sat silent, tense with curiosity and
awe. There was a long stillness, broken only by the
ticking of the hall clock. The methodical sound of
its mechanism so frayed my nerves that I got up,
and stopped it. Then I tiptoed back to my seat. Dr.
Spaulding had not noticed my move.
Presently, with an abruptness that made me start,
the loud speaker began to utter sounds. The doctor
removed his headpiece, and we leaned forward tautly. The sounds were unintelligible at first. Then
they became clear.
"It's Tom," murmurd the doctor, as he recognized
the voice, and he looked happy for the first time in
years.
"Dawn is coming," said the machine. "The first
hint of light. Oh God !"
There came a confusion of sounds, a jumble of
Incohérent words, then clearly:
"Here they come. I see the guards and the priest.
Oh God! They are coming ! They are coming!
"They walk so slowly, so solemnly. The guards
and the priest. He is in his robe. I see his crucifix.
It is swaying on its chain as he walks. The heels
are beating so regularly. So perfectly in time. Oh
God! The guards. They look grim, grim as the
law! Law! It is law! There is no escape. Can I
beat them down ? The window. The door. A gun.
Rush them when they open the door. They'll kill
me. Kill me! The chair!"
The doctor's face had gone white and drawn. He
seemed turned to stone. His fingers were tight.
The machine went on in its monotonous monotone.
"A rat is watching. Its eyes are bright. It is a
gray rat. How long its nose is. Long and sharp.
It is laughing. There. The key îs turning. How
slowly it grits. The boit is drawn. The door is
opening. It is opening slowly, so slowly. How gray
everything is. How strange they look. The chair!
There is no chance. Is there a chance? A chance?
They are in ... in a group. The guards have
many buttons, one, two, three. The priest: how
deep his eyes are. His face is very grave. He is
talking. The rat is watching. Its eyes are bright,
so bright. God save me 1"
The sounds became incohérent and jangling. The
doctor had not moved. The voice became audible
again :
"Now, walk, walk, walk.
Click, click, click.
Guards, so grim. l'U run, Useless. There's so
much steel. Steel everywhere. l'm caught. l'm
caught in the steel. The chair ! Death ! What will
it be? Will it hurt? I must be quiet. I must not
tremble. I must be brave. Walk, walk, walk. Now
the little door. We are going through. The chamber. How gray it is. Who are these men? There
is a crowd. They are grim and sober. Some are
white, and trembling. I am trembling, I must be

brave. I must smile. But I am going to die ! How
silent it is. Oh God!
"They are strapping me into the chair. I am
putty, They are strapping me in. It is cold—so
cold. I must be brave. I must smile and joke. But
I am going to die. How still it is. They have
strapped me in. He has his hand on a lever. He
is waiting to kill me. The current is going to be
shot. God save me ! It is cold. It is so dim. His
hand is moving the lever—
"Oh Christ! Christ! I am bruised. I am burning. I am burning up. Oh God! . . . Now I am
numb. My flesh is sizzling and burning. I can
feel it, I am writhing in the chair. But it doesn't
hurt now. I can't move. My muscles won't move.
I can't close my eyes. My mouth is dropped open.
My jaws won't move. Am I paralyzed ? Am—am I
. . . dead? Dead? No. Everything is the same.
I can't be dead. The doctor is examining me. He
says, T pronounce this man dead.' "
There was a pause. The doctor had not moved a
muscle. His face was the hue of the grave. His
eyes were indescribable, frozen.
He had not seized the significance of the last
words, apparently, but I had. In spite of the horror
I was sunk in, I realized that a theory of Dr. Spaulding's had been proven.
It was fully ten years since the doctor had aroused
much interest with his attack on the use of the
electric chair. It was his theory that in no case did
electricity actually kill—that it raerely brought on
a paresis that simulated death, striking dormant
the entire organism. He had cited instances of men
struck by lightning, who had recovered, after many
days, of total paralysis during which they retained
only sight, hearing, and consciousness. Strange it
was, and hideous, that tonight the doctor's own
brother was proving the theory, The machine spoke
again :
"The fool. He says I ara dead. The fool. I wish
I could talk. I would call him a fool. I would laugh
at him. But I can't move.
"The men are leaving. The guards are unstrapping me. They catch me as I fall. They are taking
me out, through the little door. They are taking
me dbwn a long hall.
"I would like to shout at them. They think I am
dead.
"The numbness has gone. I can feel their hands
holding me. I can feel more intensely than before.
"They are carrying me into a roora. What are
they going to do? My God, are they going to bury
me? No, it is the prison hospital. They are going
to bring me to life. Thank the good God ! They lay
me on a table, the guards. But are they the guards?
They act differently. Never mind.
"Ah, the surgeon is preparing to bring me to life.
He is getting some instruments. He has a chisel or
a saw or something in his hand. He is leaning
above
"Oh Christ! Oh bleeding Jésus! He is cutting
my head
"
There sounded a wild scream. Dr. Spaulding
leaped upon the machine, gibbering incoherently,
and smashed the mechanism into a thousand pièces.

The End
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•There are at Icast a dozen new Ideas Involvcd here, and new applications of hundreda of old ones. Under the spur o£ a great émotion—RE VENGE—tijis m an bas praduccd a thing of terrible poasibilities."
1 gasped. I knew Joe Fenner as a fellow student,
HE Chief of Police gave me a hostile
questioning stare. l'm not exceptional- wireless telegraph enthusiast and scientifîc dabbler,
ly quick-witted, but I don't have to be
A mighty likable, but not extraordinary, sort of
hit with a club in order to grasp an fellow. To find him on terms of intimacy—to say
idea. I rose instantnothing of equality—with the"
===_=_==_=
ly. "Soniething tells me I am
Chief of our city's police force
de trop," I murmured.
was astounding. Personally, l've
, UR author Chas. S. JVolfe s ceins
home with inurders and the
My friend put out a protesting
always had a little fear of policeo al
police. He has a spécial talent
hand. "Sit down, you touchy
men, a relie of boyhood days and
in brùtging a myslcry befnre us and
ass," he said. "Chief, this man
pranks. Apparcntly the kingin picturing sotne of the efforts of the
is a particular friend of mine.
bee of the whole clan had no
ordinary mind, sohnng it and then in
Youcan safely say anything in his
terrorizing influence on Joe.
his own gripping uiay developing ail
the détails so as to bring the story
The Chief dropped wearily into
presence. It will go no farther."
to a conclusion which is a révélation
Undecided whether to go or
the nearest chair. "You'll have
of a mystery. Here is a mysterious
etay, I hesitated. The Chief
to pardon me, friend," he growled
stabbing, no weapott to be seen or
smiled sourly. "Oh, it's ail right.
at me, "l'm a little short on
found, the ingress and regress of the
tnurderer a profound mystery, and we
Mister, if Joe here says so. But
manners at the best of times, and
almost fcar the ver y naine of the story
forget anything you hear, get
this thing is getting on my
tells too tnuch, but we know our readme? We can't alïord leaks."
nerves. Joe," turning to Feners will find plcnty of suspense in its
Joe saw that I intended to go,
ner, "I want you to help us
text.
and he crossed and f orced me back
___________
again."
into my chair. "Don't mind the
—
I turned a mental aummerChief, Bill," he said, laughingly, "for he has an in- sault. The Chief of Police addressing my chum as
herently suspieious disposition. Now then, Chief,
Joe. Asking him to help them—again Ye Godsl
what is troubling you?"
Was my seemingly commonplace çhum p. détective?
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The Chief was speaking. "There was a man killed
in the Atwood building an hour ago. l've just come
from there."
My face must have reflected the varying émotions
that this atatement produced within me, but Joe's
countenance remained passive.
"Murdered," he
asked quietly. "Howî"
"Stabbed in the back." The Chief might have
been saying "Please pass the potatoes," for ail the
feeling expressed in his tones.
Joe shrugged his shoulders. "1 don't think you
want me, then," he said. "It's out of my line."
"Yes, you'd think so," agreed the Chief, "if it
wasn't for the peculiar circumstances surrounding
the crime."
"Peculiar circumstances? What's peculiar about
them, anyway, Chief?" queried Joe.
"Well, for one thing, we can't find the knife, or
whatever it was that he was stabbed with."
"Murderer took it away with him," suggested
Penner.
The Chief's face took on a pained look. "Maybe
he did," he said, wearily, "only—there's no possible
way he could get in to stab the man in the first
place, and no way that he could get out after he
had stabbed him in the second place. And in the
third place the crime slmply couldn't have been
committed at ail, but it was. And there you are."
"Chief, you talk through your hat," reproved
the amazing Fenner with astounding disregard of
the deference due one in the Chief's position.
"There must be a perfectly simple way in which
some one got into the place and away again."
The Chief arose. "My car's outside," he said.
"Come along down and have a look."
As Fenner hesitated I took my eue. 'TU ride along
as far as my house if you don't mind," I said.
"You'll ride along and have a look with me" said
Fenner, warmly. "I know you're just as curious as
1 ara to get a look at the scene of this remarkable
crime."
The Chief was almost friendly. "Yes," he invited,
"come along. It's possible that an outsider might
see something that we've ail missed and you can't
do any harm."
Nothing loath, I accepted the invitation and
rode down to the Atwood Building in the tonneau
with Fenner. The Chief was busy driving and I
managed to whisper to Fenner, "When did you get
such a pull with the police?"
He gave an amused laugh. "Oh, 1 answer technical questions for them occasionally. My chief asset
is the fact that few know that 1 have any interest in
these affaira at ail. You'U be a clam, I know."
The car stopped in front of the Atwood just then
and I had no chance to question him further.
The Atwood was one of our skyscraper office
buildings. The Chief entered the corridor, steered
us into an elevator and we were whisked aloft. "Sixteenth floor," grunted the Chief to the operator, and
we stepped out into the corridor on that story.
FoUowing Chief Davidson, we came to a suite
of offices, the frosted glass on the door bearing
the legend, "Corey & Co., General Offices." "Phew!"
gasped Fenner. "Who was it? Not
?"
Davidson paused with his hand on the knob. "Yes,
it was. Old John Corey and you can guess the commotion this'U make."
He flung open the door, and we filed in. The

policeman on guard touched his cap in salute to
his superior. We were in an outer office. Several
desks were arranged around the room, and at one
of them three girls huddled in a scared little group.
One was sobbing softly. 1 noticed a man with his
back toward us, looking out the window into space,
apparently.
Paying no attention to the occupants of this room,
Davidson strode across to a door marked "John
Corey, Private." Opening it, he paused on the
threshold. Fenner and I crowded at his back. Over
his shoulder I could see into the inner office. A
man, clad in a grey suit, was on the floor on his
hands and knees. He looked up quickly.
"Come ahead," he said to the Chief, "you can't
spoil any marks. There's nothing to spoil."
We entered.
Seated at a desk in the center of the room was
a man. His head rested on the flat top of the desk,
his arms flung forward before him. Davidson
nodded toward him. "Just as he was found," he
said, simply. It was my first sight of violent death.
Horror, or some other violent émotion, making
my heart throb jerkily, I moved forward with Fenner, and looked down at the corpse.
A glance at the bowed back told the taie. The
coat was soaked with blood, which had welled from
a gaping wound below the left shoulder blade. l'il
never tell you why I didn't faint. I wanted to.
Fenner turned to the man in grey. "What have
you learned, Frank?" he asked.
Frank, who was evidently a détective, shook his
head gloomily. "Nothing," he replied, "except what
you see. He's been stabbed, that's évident, and
whoever did it took the weapon away with him. But
how he got in here, and how he got out, God alone
knows. l've been over this floor on my hands and
knees with a microscope. There's not a mark. Not
a foot print in the dust, except those made by Corey
himself. Nothing. Not a finger print on the walls,
on the desk, on the body, on the floor, on the door
knob—inside or out—not anywhere. It's beyond
me."
"Couldn't come in through the outer office, eh?"
Fenner's eyes were roving over the room. Frank
shook his head slowly in négation. "Three girls
and the head bookkeeper out there ail evening,
working overtime. Ail swear not one of them bas
been in this room this evening. Corey came in
through the outer office—the only way he could
come in, for this office has only the one entrance—
and closed the door. About half past eight one of
the girls opened the door to come in. She saw that
something had happened to Corey, and she didn't
cross the threshold. Ail of them had sense enough
to stay out. They telephoned for us. I was the
first man in."
"No other doors?"
"Nope. Only one way in. Through that office."
Fenner was gazing at the wall on the street side.
"Did you open that window?" he asked.
"No. It was open. But it might as well have
been bricked up for ail the good it's going to do us.
Corey opened it himself, no doubt. It's just sixteen
stories to the street, and you can bet no one climbed
up to it. It's five stories to the roof. One chance
in one thousand that any one climbed down. It
would take nervea of steel to drop over the edge on
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a rope, and if some one did have the nerve, he
couldn't have gotten in by that window noiselessly
enough not to warn Corey. And just assuming
that he did, he'd surely leave a mark doing it,
wouldn't he?"
Fenner nodded. "He certainly would," he acquiesced. "How about the people in the office out
there? Are they ail above suspicion?"
"Ail above it," complained Frank, "and not only
that, but the very number of them lets them out
without question. It's not reasonable to suppose
that three girls and a man, ail trusted employées,
would conspire to kill their employer without a
motive for doing so. One of them might try it, or
raaybe even two, but it's hardly likely that ail four
would be against the man."
"Right you are," admitted Fenner, "I thought
that way myself, but we have to eliminate the possibillty of an inside job first. Well, Chief, I don't
see that I can do you any good in this matter. It
is unusual enough to be interesting, and if you don't
mind l'il drop in and have a look around in the
morning."
"Help yourself," gloomed Davidson. "I don't believe you can do anything in this case myself. I
just took a chance. You might have, you know."
"I wish that I could have. And l'il look it over
in the morning on the off chance. Good night,
Frank, and good luck. Good night, Chief. Come
on, Bill," and we left.
As we walked homeward, Fenner said: "It seems
that the days of miracles are not gone by, after ail.
What do you think of that for a puzzle?"
"It's beyond me," I replied, soberly. "The only
possible explanation that I can think of is that the
man committed suicide."
Joe stood still and rocked with laughter. "Oh,
Bill, Bill," he gasped, "there's only one man in a
million—yes, Fil make it a billion—that commits
suicide by stabbing himself in the back, to say nothing of calmly disposing of the weapon just after
he's dead."
"Well, then," I demanded, sullenly, "how do you
account for the thing?"
He grew thoughtful at once. "I can't," he admitted, "unless
"
"Unless what?" I asked, as he paused.
"Unless—unless—well, I wouldn't want to say
unless anything just now, Would you like to go
down with me again tomorrow morning?"
"I certainly would," I rejoîned, instantly. "This
thing's got my goat."
"Ail right, then. l'il stop for you on my way
down."
I lay awake for hours trying to figure out how
the thing could have been done. There didn't seem
to be a plausible explanation. If the facts in the
case had been handed to me as a sort of a puzzle,
I would have said that it simply couldn't be done.
And yet—there was the dead man.
Eventually I gave it up and fell into a restless
slumber.
»*«***♦♦
■*
Next morning Fenner called for me as arranged.
"Well," he asked, cheerfully, "have you solved the
mystery over night?"
"No," I said. "It seems more baffling than ever
after a night's thought. Have you found the
answer?"
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"Not yet. Do you happen to have a good pair
of field glasses?"
I had, and I produced them. "That's fine," said
Fenner after carefully examîning them. "Let's go."
We had no trouble getting into Corey's offices.
The body had been removed, and practically ail
traces of the tragedy had disappeared,
Fenner dropped into the chair which so lately
had been used by the hapless victim. As he sat ah
the desk his back was to the window, which had
been closed.
"Well," he mused, "how was this man killed?
If this chair could only talk. Suppose I was across
the street in another building. Ah! Say l'm an
old whaler. I have a harpoon and a coil of rope.
The window is open in this office. That broad back
is a fine target
. Bill, look out that window
and see if I couldn't do it."
I turned to Fenner, and in my most aarcastic
tones I said: "You could, Joe, if you had an educated harpoon. After you threw it, it would pause
cannily in mid-air, tum at an angle of forty-five
degrees, leap agilely up about six stories, makc
another forty-five degree turn, slide gracefully
through the window, and
."
But Fenner was on his feet and beside me. His
face was grave, but his eyes twinkled. "SufflcienC
William," he said, "your sarcasm is excellent, but
l'm too busy to listen to the rest of it. Lefs have
those field glasses."
Ten minutes passed. I began to grow fidgety, when
he suddenly handed the glasses to me. "Bill," he
said, "do you see that building out there—the one
that appears to be as high as this one?"
"I do," I replied. "That could only be th.e Yeakle.
It and the Atwood are the two tallest buildings we
have."
"Well, look it over carefully, and tell me if you
make out a clothes line on the roof."
I gazed. At first I didn't see one, but presently
I located it. I told Fenner that there was undoubtedly a clothes line there.
"So I thought," he said, absently. "Well—let's
call Davidson over here. It's up to him now."
I stared, amazed. "Up to him." I parroted.
"What's up to him?"
"The arrest of the murderer," said Fenner, rather
impatiently. "You're on to the thing, aren't you?"
"Do you mean that you know who killed Corey?"
I asked, excitedly, as Fenner reached for the téléphoné.
He paused with his hand on the receiver. "No,
I don't. But I know what he was killed with—and
Davidson will find out the rest."
"Well," I demanded. "what was he killed with?"
Fenner called a number into the 'phone and gave
me a sweet smile over his shoulder as he waited.
"That chunk of clothes line, and
" he grew exceedingly sarcastic, "an educated harpoon."
Nor would he say more until Davidson, with
Frank at his heels, burst into the room seething
with excitement.
"What's this, Joe," panted the Chief. "Find
something? Got anything?"
Joe leaned back in his chair, and I saw that he was
enjoying himself imraénsely. "Yes, Chief," he said,
cheerfully, "I know what Corey was killed with."
The Chief darted a fiery glance at Frank. "And
{Continued on page 869)
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wildest visions. I penetrated beyond the external
portai of things, and roamed through the sanctuaries. Where they beheld only a drop of rain
slowly rolling down the window-glass, I saw a universe of beings animated with ail the passions common to physical life, and convulsing their minute
sphere with struggles as fierce and protracted as
those of men. In the common spots of mould,
which my mother, good housekeeper that she was,
fiercely scooped away from her jam pots, there
abode for me, under the name of mildew, enchanted
gardens, filled with dells and avenues of the densest
foliage and most astonishing verdure, while from
the fantastic boughs of these microscopic forests
hung strange fruits glittering with green, and silver, and gold.
It was no scientific thirst that at this time filled
my mind. It was the pure enjoyment of a poet
to whora a world of wonders had been disclosed.
I talked of my solitary pleasures to none. Alone
with my microscope, I dimmed my sight, day after
day and night after night, poring over the marvels
which it unfolded to me. I was like one who, having discovered the ancient Eden still existing in ail
its primitive glory, should résolve to enjoy it in solitude, and never betray to mortal the secret of its
locality. The rod of my life was bent at this moment. I destined myself to be a microscopist.

ROM a very early period of my life the
entire bent of my inclinations had been
towards
microacopic
investigations.
When I was not more than ten years
old, a distant relative of our family,
hoping to astonish my inexpérience, constructed
a simple microscope for me, by drilling in a disk
of copper a small hole, in which a drop of pure
water was sustained by capillary attraction. This
very primitive apparatus, magnifying some fifty
diameters, presented, it is true, only indistinct and
imperfect forma, but still suffîciently wonderful to
work up my imagination to a preternatural state of
excitement.
Seeing me so interested in this rude instrument,
my cousin explained to me ail that he knew about
the principles of the microscope, related to me a
few of the wonders which had been accomplished
through its agency, and ended by promising to send
me one regularly constructed, immediately on his
return to the city. I counted the days, the hours,
the minutes, that intervened between that promise
and his departure.
Meantime I was not idle. Every transparent substance that bore the remotest resemblance to a lens
I eagerly seized upon, and employed in vain atHe Imagines HLniself a Discoverer
tempts to realize that instrument, the theory of
whose construction I as yet only vaguely compreOF course, like every novice, I fancied myself a
hended. Ail panes of glass containing those oblate
discoverer. I was ignorant at the time of the
spheroidal knots familiarly known as "bull's eyes"
thousands of acute intellects engaged in the same
were ruthlessly destroyed, in the hope of obtaining
pursuit as myself, and with the advantage of instrulenses of marvellous power, I even went so far
ments a thousand times more powerful than mine.
as to extract the crystalline humor from the eyes
The names of Leeuwenhoek, Williamson, Spencer,
of fishes and animais, and endeavored to press it into
Ehrenberg, Schultz, Dujardin, Schact, and Schleiden
the microscopic service. I plead guilty to having were then entirely unknown to me, or if known,
stolen the glasses from my Aunt Agatha's spectacles,
I was ignorant of their patient and wonderful rewith a dim idea of grinding them into lenses of won- searches. In every fresh specimen of cryptogamia
drous magnifying prowhich I placed beneath
perties,—in which atmy instrument I believed
tempt it is scarcely nccesthat I discovered wonders
sary to say that I totally '7V/AS" clas.ne, by the fantous author, is not as wùJely
of which the world was
knozvn as il deserves to he. The story is a masterfailed.
as yet ignorant.
I repiece from every angle, allhough it was wrilien over
member
well
the
thrill
of
fifty years ago. There is no question that Mr. O'Brien
A Real Microscope at Last
delight
and
admiration
must h ave been an expert on nticroscopy, be cause only a
last the promised ma s ter could go into the détails as he does in this story.
that shot through me the
The theme. while fanfastîc. is beautiful in its extrême,
instrument came. It
first time that I diswas of that order known and the advent of the ultra-microscope, invented long covered the common
after O'Brien had died, lends miv col or to this story,
as Field's simple micro- which can be read and re-read many time s—a story that
wheel animalcule (Rotiscope.
and
had
cost wilï stand oui from many others for générations to fera vulgaris) expanding
perhaps about fifteen dol- come.
and contracting its flexlars. As far as educaible spokes, and seemingly
tional purposes went, a
r o t a t i n g through the
better apparatus could
water. Alas! as I grew
not have been selected. Accompanying it was a older, and obtaîned some works treating of my
small treatise on the microscope.—its history,
favorite study, I found that I was only on the
uses, and discoveries.
I comprehended then threshhold of a science to the investigation of which
for the first time the "Arabian Nights Enter- some of the greatest men of the âge were devoting
tainments." The dull veil of ordînary existence that their lives and intellects.
hung 'across the world seemed suddenly to roll away,
As I grew up, my parents, who saw but little
and to lay bare a land of enchantments. I felt tolikelihood of anytbing practical reaulting from the
wards my corapanions as the seer might feel to»
examinatîon of bits of moss and drops of water
wards the ordinary masses of men. I held con- through a brass tube and a piece of glass, were
versations with nature in a tongue which they could
anxious that I should choose a profession. It was
not understand. I was in daily communication with their desire that I should enter the counting-house
living wonders, such as they never imagined in their of my uncle, Ethan Blake, a prospérons merchant,
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who carried on business in New York. This suggestion I declsîvely combated. I had no taste for
trade; I should only make a failure; in short, I refused to become a merchant.
But it was necessary for me to select some pursuit. My parents were staid New England people,
who insisted on the necessity of labor; and therefore, although, thanks to the bequest of my poor
Aunt Agatha, I should, on coming of âge, inherit
a small fortune sufficient to place me above want,
it was decided that, instead of waiting for this,
I should act the nobler part, and employ the intervening years in rendering rayself independent.
Selecting a Profession
AFTER much cogitation I complied with the
wîshes of my family, and selected a profession.
I determined to study medicine at the New York
Academy. This disposition of my future suited
me. A removal from my relatives would enable
me to dispose of my time as I pleased without fear
of détection. As long as I paid my Academy fees,
I might shirk attending the lectures if I chose ; and,
as 1 never had the remotest intention of standing
an examination, there was no danger of my being
"plucked." Besides, a metropolis was the place for
me. There I could obtain excellent instruments, the
newest publications, intimacy with men of pursuits
kindred with my own,—in short, ail things necessary to insure a profitable dévotion of my life to
my beloved science. I had an abundance of money,
few desires that were not bounded by my illuminating mirror on one side and my object-glass on
the other; what, therefore, was to prevent my becoming an illustrious investigator of the veiled
worlds? It was with the most buoyant hope that I
left my New England home and established myself in New York.
CHAPTER II
The Longing of a Man of Science
M Y first step, of course, was to find suitable
apartments. These I obtained, after a
couple of days' search, in Fourth Avenue ;
a very pretty second-floor unfurnished, containing
sitting-room, bed-room, and a smaller apartment
which I intended to fit up as a laboratory. I furnished my lodgings simply, but rather elegantly,
and then devoted ail my energies to the adornment
of the temple of my worship. I visited Pike, the
celebrated optician, and passed in revîew his
splendid collection of microscopes,—Field's Compound, Hingham's, Spencer's, Nachet's Binocular
(that founded on the principles of the stereoscope),
and at length fixed upon that form known as Spencer's Trunnion Microscope, as combining the greatest number of improvements with an almost perfect
freedom from tremor.
Along with this I purchased
every possible accessory,—draw-tubes,
micrometers, a camercu-lucida, lever-stage, achromatic condensera, white cloud illuminators, prisms,
parabolic condensera, polarizing apparatus, forceps,
aquatic boxes, fishing-tubes, with a host of other
articles, ail of which would have been useful in the
hands of an experienced microscopist, but, as I
afterwards discovered, were not of the slightest
présent value to me. It takes years of practîce to
know how to use a complicated microscope. The

optician looked suspiciously at me as I made these
wholesale purchases. He evidently was uncertaîn
whether to set me down as some scientific celebrity
or a madman. I think he inclined to the latter
belief. I suppose I was mad. Every great genius
is mad upon the subject in which he is greatest.
The unsuccessful madman is disgraced and called a
lunatic.
At Last Some Real Discoveries Ara Made
MAD or not, I set myself to work with a zeal
which few scientific students have ever
equalled. I had everything to learn relative to the
delicate study upon which I had embarked,—a study
învolving the most earnest patience, the most rigid
analytic powers, the steadiest hand, the most untiring eye, the most refined and subtile manipulation.
»
For a long time half my apparatus lay înactîvely
on the shelves of my laboratory, which was now
most amply furnished with every possible contrivance for facilitating my investigations. The
fact was that I did not know how to use some of
my scientific implements,—never having been
taught microscopics,—and those whose use I understood theoretically were of little avail, until by
practice I could attain the necessary delicacy of
handling. Still, such was the fury of my ambition,
such the untiring perseverance of my experiments,
that, diffîcult of crédit as it may be, in the course
of one year I became theoretically and practically
an accomplished microscopist.
During this period of my labors, in which I submitted specîmens of every substance that came
under my observation to the action of my lenses, I
became a discoverer,—in a small way, it is true,
for I was very young, but still a discoverer. It
was I who destroyed Ehrenberg's theory that the
Volvox globator was an animal, and proved that his
"monads" with stomachs and eyes were merely
phases of the formation of a vegetable cell, and
were, when they reached their mature state, incapable of the act of conjugation, or any true générative act, without which no organism rîsîng to any
stage of life hîgher than vegetable can be said to be
complété. It was I who resolved the singular problem of rotation in the cells and hairs of plants into
ciliary attraction, in spite of the assertions of
Mr. Wenham and others, that my explanation was
the resuit of an optical illusion.
But notwîthstanding these discoveries, laboriously and painfully made as they were, I ffelt
horribly dissatisfled. At every step I found myself
stopped by the imperfections of my instruments.
Like ail active microscopists, I gave my imagination
full play. Indeed, it is a common complaint against
many such, that they supply the defects of their
instruments with the créations of their brains. I
imagined depths beyond depths in nature which
the limited power of my lenses prohibited me from
exploring.
I lay awake at night constructing
imaginary microscopes of immeasurable power,
with which I seemed to pierce through ail the
envelopes of matter down to its original atom. How
I cureed those imperfect média which necessity
through ignorance compelled me to use! How I
longed to discover the secret of some perfect lens,
whose magnifyîng power should be limited only
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by the resolvabîllty of the object, and which at the
same tîme should be free from spherical and
chromatic aberrations, in short from ail the obstacles
over which the poor microscopist finds himself continually stumbling! I felt convinced that the simple microscope, composed of a single lens of such
vast yet perfect power was possible of construction.
To attempt to bring the compound microscope up
to such a pitch would have been commencing at
the wrong end ; this latter being simply a partially
euccessful endeavor to remedy those very defects
of the simple instrument, which, if conquered, would
leave nothing to be desired.
Worldng On the Manufacture of Microscopes
IT was in this mood of mind that I became a constructive microscopist. After another year passod in this new pursuit, experimenting on every
imaginable substance,—glass, gems. flints, crystals,
artificlal crystals formed of the alloy of varions
vitreous materials,—in short, having constructed as
many varieties of lenses as Argus had eyes, 1
found myself precisely where I started, with nothing gained save an extensive knowledge of glassmaking. I was almost dead with despair. My
parents were surprised at my apparent want of
progress in my médical studies, (I had not attended
one lecture since my arrivai in the city,) and the
expenses of my mad pursuit had been so great as
to embarrass me very seriously.
1 was in this frame of mind one day, experimenting in my laboratory on a small diamond,—that
stone, from its great refracting power, having always occupied my attention more than any other,—
when a young Frenchman, who lived on the floor
above me, and who was in the habit of occasionally
vlsiting me, entered the room.
In Search of a Diamond Microscope Lens
ITHINK that Jules Simon was a Jew. He had
many traits of the Hebrew character: a love of
iewelry, of dress, and of good living. There was
something mysterious about him. He always had
îomething to sell, and yet went into excellent society.
When I say sell, I should perhaps have said peddle ;
for fais opérations were generally confined to the
disposai of single articles,—a picture, for instance,
or a rare carving in ivory, or a pair of duellingpîstols, or the dress of a Mexican caballero. When I
was first furnishing my rooms, he paid me a visit,
which ended în my purcbasing an antique silver
lamp, which he assured me was a Cellini,—it was
handsome enough even for that,—and some other
knickknacks for my sitting-room.
Why Simon
should pursue this petty trade I never could imagine.
He apparently had plenty of money, and had the
entrée of the best houses in the city,—taking care,
however, I suppose, to drive no bargains within the
©nchanted circle of the Upper Ten. I came at length
to the conclusion that this peddling was but a mask
to cover some greater object, and even went so far
as to believe my young acquaintance to be implicated
in the slave-trade. That, however, was none of
my affair.
On the présent occasion, Simon entered my room
in a state of considérable excitement.
"Ah! mon ami!" he cried, before I could even
,offer him the ordinary salutation, "it bas occurred
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to me to be the witness of the most aetonishing
things in the world. I promenade myself to the
house of Madame
How does the little animal
—le renard—name himself in the Latin?"
A Spirituallstic Médium
«T/'ULPES," I answered.
V
"Ah! yes.—Vulpes. I promenade myself to
the house of Madame Vulpes."
"The spirit médium?"
"Yes, the great médium. Great heavens! what a
woman! I write on a slip of paper many questions concerniqg affairs the most secret,—affairs
that conceal themselves in the abysses of my heart
the most profound; and behold! by example! what
occurs? This devil of a woman makes me replies
the most truthful to ail of them. She talks to me
of things that I do not love to talk of to myself.
What am I to think? I am fixed to the earth!"
"Am I to underatand you, M. Simon, that this
Mrs. Vulpes replied to questions secretly written by
you, which questions related to events known only
to yourself ?"
"Ah! more than that, more than that," he answered, with an air of some alarm. "She related to
me things— But," he added, after a pause, and
suddenly changing his manner, "why occupy ourselves with these follies? It was ail the biology,
without doubt. It goes without saying that it bas
not my credence.—But Avhy are we here, mon ami?
It has occurred to me to discover the most beautiful
thing as you can imagine,—a vase with green
lizards on it, composed by the great Bernard Palissy.
It is in my apartment; let us mount. I go to show
it to you."
I followed Simon mechanically ; but my thoughts
were far from Palissy and his enamelled ware, although I, like him, was seeking in the dark a great
discovery. This casual mention of the spiritualist,
Madame Vulpes, set me on a new track. What if
this spiritualism should be really a great fact?
What if, through communication with more subtile
organisms than my own, I could reach at a single
bound the goal, which perhaps a life of agonizing
mental toil would never enable me to attain?
While purchasing the Palissy vase from my
friend Simon, I was mentally arranging a visit to
Madame Vulpes.
CHAPTER III
The Spirît of Leeuwenhoek
TWO evenings after this, thanks to an arrangement by letter and the promise of an ample
fee, I found Madame Vulpes awaiting me at
her résidence alone. She was a coarse-featured
woman, with keen and rather cruel dark eyes, and
%n exceedingly sensual expression about her mouth
and under jaw. She received me in perfect silence,
în an apartment on the ground floor, very sparely
furnished. In the centre of the room, close to
where Mrs. Vulpes sat, there was a common round
mahogany table. If I had corne for the purpose
of sweeping her chimney, the woman could not have
looked more indiffèrent to my appearance. There
was no attempt to inspire the visitor with awe.
Everything bore a simple and practical aspect.
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This întercourse with the spiritual world was
evidently as familiar an occupation with Mrs. Vulpes
as eating her dinner or riding in an omnibus.
"You come for a communication, Mr. Linley?"
said the médium, in a dry, busineas-like tone of
voice.
"By appointment,—yes."
"What sort of communication do you want?—a
written one?"
"Yes,—I wish for a written one."
"From any particular spirt?"
"Yes."
"Have you ever known this spirit on this earth?"
"Never. He died long before I was born. I
wish merely to obtain from him some information
which he ought to be able to give better than any
other."
"Will you seat yourself at the table, Mr. Linley,"
said the médium, "and place your hands upon it?"
I obeyed,—Mrs. Vulpes being seated opposite to
me, with her hands also on the table. We remained
thus for about a minute and a half, when a violent
succession of raps came on the table, on the back
of my chair, on the floor immediately under my feet,
and even on the windowpanes. Mrs. Vulpes smiled
composedly.
"They are very strong to-nîght," she remarked.
"You are fortunate." She then continued, "Will the
spirits communicate with this gentleman?"
Vigorous affirmative.
"Will the particular spirit he des ires to speak
with communicate?"
A very confused rappîng followed this question.
"I know what they mean," said Mrs. Vulpes,
addressing herself to me; "they wish you to write
down the name of the particular spirit that you desire to converse with. Is that so?" she added,
speaking to her invisible guests.
That it was so was évident from the numerous
affirmatory responses. While this was going on, I
tore a slip from my pocket-book, and scribbled a
name, under the table.
"Will this spirit communicate in writing with this
gentleman?" asked the médium once more.
After a moment's pause, her hand seemed to be
seized with a violent tremor, shaking so forcibly
that the table vibrated. She said that a spirit had
seized her hand and would write. I handed her
some sheets of paper that were on the table, and a
pencil. The latter she held loosely in her hand,
which presently began to move over the paper with
a singular and seemingly involuntary motion. After
a few moments had elapsed, she handed me the
paper, on which I found written, in a large, uncultivated hand, the words, "He is not here, but has been
sent for." A pause of a minute or so now ensued,
during which Mrs. Vulpes remained perfectly silent,
but the raps continued at regular intervais. When
the short period I mention had elapsed, the hand of
the médium was again seized with its convulsive
tremor, and she wrote, under this strange influence,
a few words on the paper, which she handed to me.
They were as follows ;—•
"1 am here. Question me.
"Leeuwenhoek."
I was astounded. The name was identical with
that I had written beneath the table, and carefully
kept concealed. Neither was it at ail probable that

an uncultîvated woman like Mrs. Vulpes should
know even the name of the great father of microscopics. It may have been biology; but this theory
was soon doomed to be destroyed. I wrote on my
slip—still concealing it from Mrs. Vulpes—a sériés
of questions, which, to avoid tediousness, I shall
place with the responses, in the order in which they
occurred:—
I.—Can the microscope be brought to perfection?
Spibit.—Yes.
I.—Am I destined to accomplîsh this great task?
Spieit.—You are.
I.—I wish to know how to proceed to attain this
end. For the love which you bear to science, help
me!
Spirit.—A diamond of one hundred and forty
carats, submitted to electro-magnetic currents for a
long period, will experience a rearrangement of îts
atoms inter se, and from that stone you will form
■the universal lens.
I.—Will great discoveries resuit from the use
of such a lens?
Spirit.—So great that ail that has gone before
is as nothing.
I.—But the refractive power of the diamond is
so immense, that the image will be formed within
the lens. How is that difficulty to be surraounted?
Spirit.—Pierce the lens through its axis, and the
difficulty is obviated. The image will be formed in
the pierced space, which will itself serve as a tube
to look through. Now I am called. Good night.
The Diamond Found
ICANNOT at ail descrîbe the effect that these extraordinary communications had upon me. I
felt completely bewildered. No biological theory
could account for the discovery of the lens. The
médium might, by means of biological rapport with
my mind, have gone so far as to read my questions,
and reply to thera coherently. But biology could
not enable her to discover that magnetic currents
would so alter the crystals of the diamond as to remedy îts previous defects, and admit of its being
polished into a perfect lens. Some such theory may
have passed through my head, it is true; but if so,
I had forgotten it. In my excited condition of mind
there was no course left but to become a couvert,
and it was in a state of the most painful nervous
exaltation that I left the medium's house that evening. She accompanied me to the door, hoping that
I was satîsfied. The raps followed us as we went
through the hall, sounding on the balusters, the
flooring, and even the lintels of the door. I hastily
expressed my satisfaction, and escaped hurriedly
into the cool night air. I walked home with but
one thought possessing me,—how to obtain a diamond of the immense size required. My entire
means multiplîed a hundred times over would have
been inadéquate to its purchase. Besides, such
stones are rare, and become historîcal. I could
find such only in the regalia of Eastern or European
monarchs.
CHAPTER IV
The Eye of Moming
THERE was a light in Simon's room as I
entered my house. A vague impulse urged
me to visît him. As I opened the door of bis
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sitting-room unannounced, he was bendîng, with his
back toward me, over a Carcel lamp, apparently
engaged in minutely examining some object which
he held in his hands. As I entered, he started suddenly, thrust his hand into his breast pocket, and
turned to me with a face crimson with confusion.
"What!" I cried, "porîng over the miniature of
some fair lady? Well, don't blush so much; I
won't ask to see it."
Simon laughed awkardly enough, but made none
of the négative protestations usual on such occasions. He asked me to take a seat.
"Simon," said I, "I have just come from Madame
Vulpes."
This time Simon turned as white as a sheet, and
seemed stupefied, as if a sudden electric shock had
smitten him. He babbled some incohérent words,
and went hastily to a small closet where he usually
kept his liquors. Although astonished at his émotion, I was too preoccupied with my own idea to pay
much attention to anythîng else.
"You say truly when you call Madame Vulpes a
devil of a woman," I continued. "Simon, she told
me wonderful things to-night, or rather was the
means of telling me wonderful things. Ah! if I
could only get a diamond that weighed one hundred
and forty carats!"
Scarcely had the sîgh with which I uttered this
desire died upon my lips, when Simon, with the
aspect of a wild beast, glared at me savagely, and,
rushing to the mantelpiece, where some foreign
weapons hung on the wall, caught up a Malay
creese, and brandished it furiously before him.
"No!" he cried in French, into which he always
broke when excited. "No! you shall not have it!
You are perfidious I You have consulted with that
démon, and desire my treasure! But I shall die
first! Me! I am brave! You cannot make me
fear!"
The Dealer Is Suspidous.
/\ LL this, uttered in a loud voice trembling with
excitement, astounded me. I saw at a glance
that I had accidentally trodden upon the edges of
Simon's secret, whatever it was. It was necessary
to reassure him.
"My dear Simon," I said, "I ara entîrely at a loss
to know what you mean. I went to Madame Vulpes
to consult her on a scientific problem, to the solution
of which I discovered that a diamond of the size I
just mentioned was necessary. You were never alluded to during the evening, nor, so far as I was
concerned, even thought of. What can be the meaning of this outburst? If j'ou happen to have a set
of valuable diamonds in your possession, you need
fear nothing from me. The diamond which I require you could not possess; or, if you did possess
it, you would not be living here."
Something in my tone must have completely reassured him; for his expression immediately changed
to a sort of constrained merriment, combined, however, with a certain suspîcious attention to my
movements. He laughed, and said that I must bear
with him; that he was at certain moments subject
to a speoies of vertigo, which betrayed itself in
incohérent speeches, and that the attacks passed off
as rapidly as they came. He put his weapon aside
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while makîng this explanation, and endeavored, with
some success, to assume a more cheerful air.
Ail this did not impose on me in the least. I was
too much accustomed to analytical labors to be
bafïled by so flimsy a veil. I determined to probe thé
mystery to the bottom.
"Simon," I said gayly, "let us forget ail this over
a bottle of Burgundy. I have a case of Lausseure's
Clos Vougeot down-stairs, fragrant with the odora
and ruddy with the sunlight of the Côte d'Or. Let
us have up a couple of bottles. What say you ?"
"With ail my heart," answered Simon, smilingly.
I produced the wine and we seated ourselves to
drînk. It was of a famous vintage, that of 1848, a
year when war and wine throve together,—and its
pure but powerful juice seemed to impart renewed
vitality to the system. By the time we had half
finished the second bottle, Simon's hcad, which I
knew was a weak one, had begun to yield, while I
remained calra as ever, only that every draught
seemed to send a flush of vigor through my limbs.
Simon's utterance became more and more indistinct.
He took to singing French chansons of a not very
moral tendency. I rose suddenly from the table just
at the conclusion of one of those incohérent
verses, and, fixing my eyes on him with a quiet
smile, said: "Simon, I have deceîved you. I learned
your secret this evening. You may as well be frank
with me. Mrs. Vulpes, or rather one of her spirits,
told me ail."
A Wonderful Rose Diamond
HE started with horror. His intoxication seemed
for the moment to fade away, and he made a
movement towards the weapon that he had a short
time before laid down. I stopped him with my
hand.
"Monster" he cried, passionately, "I am ruined!
What shall I do? You shall never have it! I swear
by my mother!"
"I don't want it," I said; "rest secure, but be
frank with me. Tell me ail about it."
The drunkenness began to return. He protested
with maudlin earnestness that I was entirely mistaken,—that I was intoxicated; then asked me to
swear etemal secrecy, and promîsed to disclose the
mystery to me. I pledged myself, of course, to ail.
With an uneasy look in his eyes, and hands unsteady
with drink and nervousness, he drew a small case
from his breast and opened it. Ileavens ! How the
mild lamp-light was shivered into a thousand prismatic arrows, as it fell upon a vast rose-diamond
that glittered in the case! I was no judge of diamonds, but I saw at a glance that this was a gem of
rare size and purity. I looked at Simon with wonder, and—must I confess it?—with envy. How
could he have obtained this treasure? In reply to
my questions, I could just gather from his drunken
statements (of which, I fancy, half the incohérence
was affected) that he had been superintending a
gang of slaves engaged in diamond-washing in
Brazil; that he had seen one of them secrete a
diamond, but, instead of informing his employers,
had quietly watched the negro until he saw him
bury his treasure; that he had dug it up and fled
with it, but that as yet he was afraîd to attempt to
dispose of it publicly,1—so valuable a gem being
almost certain to attract too much attention to its
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owner'a antecedenta.^-^and he h ad not been ahlc to
discover any of those obscure channels by which
such mattera are conveyed away safely. He added,
that, in accordance with the oriental practîce, he
had named his diamond with the fanciful title of
"The Eye of Morning."
While Simon was relating this to me, I regarded
the great diamond attentively. Never had I beheld
anything so beautiful. Ali the gloriea of light, ever
imagined or described, seemed to pulsate in its
crystalline chambers- Its weight, as I learncd from
Simon, was exactly one hundred and forty carats.
Here was an amazing coincidence. The hand of
destiny seemed in it. On the very evening when the
spirit of Leeuwenhoek communicatea to me the great
secret of the microscope, the priceless means which
he directs me to employ start up within my casy
reach! I determined, with the most i>erfect délibération, to posaess myaelf of Simon's diamond.
He Murders the Dealer
ISAT opposite to him while he nodded over hia
glass, and calmly revolved the whole affalr. I
did not for an instant contemplate so foolish an act
as a common theft, which would of course be discovered, or at least necessitate flight and concealment, ail of which must interfère with my scientific
plans. There was but one step to be taken,—to kill
Simon. After ail, what was the life of a little peddllng Jew, in comparison with the interests of
science? Human beings are taken every day from
the condemned prisons to be experimented on by
surgeons. This man, Simon, was by his own confession a criminal, a robber, and I believed on my
soul a murderer. He deserved death quite as much
as any félon condemned by the laws: why should
not I, like the government, contrive that his punishment should contribute to the progress of human
knowledge ?
The means for accomplishing everything I desired lay within my reach. There stood upon the
mantelpîece a bottle half full of French laudanum.
Simon was so occupied with his diamond, which I
had just restored to him, that it was an affair of
no difficulty to drug his glass. In a quarter of an
honr he was in a profound sleep.
I now opened his waistcoat, took the diamond
from the inner pocket in which he had placed it,
and removed him to the bed, on which I laid him
so that his feet hung down over the edge. I had
possessed myself of the Malay creese, which I held
in my right hand, while with the other I discovered
as accurately as I could by pulsation the exact
locality of the heart. It was essential that ail the
aspects of his death should lead to the surmise of
self-murder. I calculated the exact angle at which
it was probable that the weapon, if levelled by
Simon's own hand, would enter his breast; then with
one powerful blow I thrust it up to the hilt in the
very spot which I desired to penetrate. A convulsive thrill ran through Simon's limbs. I heard
a smothered sound issue from his throat, precisely
like the bursting of a large air-bubble, sent up by
a diver, when it reaches the surface of the water;
he turned half round on his side, and, as if to assist
my plans more effectually, his right hand, moved
by some mere spasmodic impulse, clasped the handle of the creese, which it remained holding with

extraordinary mnscular tenacity.
Beyond this
there was no apparent struggle. The laudanum, I
présumé, paralyzed the usuel nervous action. Ho
must have died instantly.
There was yet something to be done. To mako
it certain that ail suspicion of the act should be
diverted from any in habitant of the house to Simon
himself, it was necessary that the door should be
fonud in the morning locked on the inside. How to
do this, and afterwards escape myself? Not by th©
window; that was a physical impoasibility. Besldes,
I was determined that the Windows aleo should be
found bolted. The solution was simple cnough. I
descended softly to my own room for a peculiar instrument which I had used for holding small slippery substances, such as minute spheres of glass,
etc. This instrument was nothing more than a
long slender hand-vico, with a very powerful grlp,
and a considérable leverage, which last was accidentally owing to the shape of the handle. Nothing
was simpler than, when the key was in the lock, to
seize the end of its stem in this vice, through the
keyhole, from the outside, and so lock the door.
Previously, however, to doing this, I burned a number of papers on Simon's hearth. Suicides almost
always burn papers before they destroy themselves.
I also emptied some more laudanum into Simon's
glass,—having first removed from it ail traces of
wine,—cleaned the other wine-glass, and brought
the bottles away with me. If traces of two persons
drinking had been found in the room, the question
naturally would have arisen, Who was the second?
Besides, the wine-bottles might have been identifled
as belonging to me. The laudanum I poured out to
account for its presence in his stomach, in case of a
post-mortem examination.
The theory naturally
would be, that he first intended to poison himself,
but, after swallowing a little of the drug, was either
disgusted with its taste, or changed his mind from
other motives, and chose the dagger.
Theso
arrangements made, I walked out, leaving the gas
burning, locked the door with my vice, and went to
bed.
A Verdict of Suicide
SIMON'S death was not discovered until nearly
three in the afternôon. The servant, astonished
at seeing the gas burning,—the light streaming on
the dark landing from under the door,—peeped
through the keyhole and saw Simon on the bed.
She gave the alarm. The door was burst open, and
the neighborhood was in a fever of excitement.
Every one in the house was arrested, myself inclnded. There was an inquest; but no clew to his
death beyond that of suicide could be obtained.
Curiously enough, he had made several speeches to
his friends the preceding week, that seemed to point
to self-destruction.
One gentleman swore that
Simon had said in his presence that "he was tired of
life." His landlord affirmed that Simon, when paying him his last month's rent, remarked that "he
should not pay him rent much longer." Ail the
other evidence corresponded,—the door locked inside, the position of the corpse, the burnt papers.
As I anticipated, no one knew of the possession of
the diamond by Simon, so that no motive was suggested for his murder. The jury, after a prolonged
examination, brought in the usual verdict, and the
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neighborhood once more settled down into ita accuatomed quiet.
CHAPTER V
Animula
THE three months succeeding Simon's catastrophe I devoted night and day to my diamond
lens. I had constructed a vaat galvanic battery, composed of nearly two thousand pairs of
plates,—a higher power I dared not use, lest the
diamond should be calcined. By means of this
enormous engine I waa enabled to send a powerful
current of electricity continually through my great
diamond, which it seemed to me gained in lustre
every day. At the expiration of a month I commenced the grinding and polishing of the lens, a
work of intense toil and exquisite delicacy. The
great density of the stone, and the care required to
be taken with the curvatures of the surfaces of the
lens, rendered the labor the severest and most harassing that I had yet undergone.
At last the eventful moment came; the lens was
completed. I stood trembling on the threshold of
new worlds. I had the realization of Alexander's
famous wish before me. The lens lay on the table,
ready to be placed upon its platform- My hand
fairly shook as I enveloped a drop of water with a
thin coating of oil of turpentine, preparatory to its
examination,—a process necessary in order to prevent the rapid evaporation of the water. I now
placed the drop on a thin slip of glass under the
lens, and throwing upon it, by the combined aid of a
prism and a mirror, a powerful stream of light, I
approached my eye to the minute hole drilled
through the axis of the lens. For an instant I saw
nothing save what seemed to be an illuminated
chaos, a vast luminous abyss. A pure white light,
cloudless and serene, and seemingly limitless as
space itself, was my first impression. Gently, and
with the greatest care, I depressed the lens a few
haîr's-breadths. The wondrous illumination stili
continuée!, but as the lens approached the object a
scene of indescribable beauty waa unfolded to my
view.
I seemed to gaze upon a vast space, the limita of
which extended far beyond my vision. An atmosphère of magical luminousness permeated the entire field of view. I was amazed to see no trace of
animalculous life. Not a living thing, apparently,
inhabited that dazzling expanse. I comprehended instantly that, by the wondrous power of my lens, I
had penetrated beyond the grosser particles of
aqueous matter, beyond the realms of infusoria and
protozoa, down to the original gaseous globule, into
whose luminous interior I was gazing, as into an almost boundless dome filled with a supernatural radiance.
The First Visions of Beauty
IT was, however, no brilliant void into which I
looked.
On every side I beheld beautîfuî organic forma, of unknown texture, and colored with
the most enchanting hues. These forma presented
the appearance of what mîght be called, for want
of a more spécifie définition, foliated clouds of the
highest rarity; that is, they undulated and broke into vegPtable form^tinns, and were tinved with snlpn-
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dors compared with which the gilding of our autumn
woodlands is as dross compared with gold. Par
away into the inimitable distance stretched long
avenues of these gaseous forests, dimly transparent,
and painted with prismatic hues of unimaginable
brilliancy. The pendent branches waved along the
fluid glades until every vista seemed to break
through half-lucent ranks of many-colored drooping
silken pennons. What seemed to be either fruits or
flowers, pied with a thousand hues, lustrons and
ever varying, bubbled from the crowns of this fairy
foliage. No hills, no lakes, no rivers, no forma animate or'inanimate, were to be seen, save those vaat
auroral copses that floated serenely in the luminous
stillness, with leavea and fruits and flowers gleaming with unknown fires, unrealizable by mere imagination.
How strange, I thought, that this sphere should
be thus condemned to solitude! I had hoped, at
least, to discover some new form of animal life,—
perhaps of a lower class than any with which we
are at présent acquainted, but still, some living organism. I found my newly discovered world, if I
may so speak, a beautiful chromatic desert.
While I was speculating on the singular arrangements of the internai economy of Nature, with
which she so frequently splinters into atoms our
most compact théories, I thought I beheld a form
moving slowly through the glades of one of the prismatic forests. I looked more attentively, and found
that I was not mistaken. Words cannot depict the
anxiety with which I awaited the nearer approach
of this mysterious object. Waa it merely some inanimate substance, held in suspense in the attenuated atmosphère of the globule? Or was it an animal endowed with vitality and motion?
It approached, flitting behind the gauzy, colored veils of
cloud-foliage, for seconds dimly revealed, then vanishing. At last the violet pennons that trailed
nearest to me vibrated; they were gently pushed
aside, and the form floated out into the broad light.
The Glorious Animula
jT was a female human shape. When I say hu■*- man, I mean it possessed the outllnes of humanity,—but there the analogy ends. Its adorable
beauty lifted it inimitable heights beyond the loveliest daughter of Adam.
I cannot, I dare not, attempt to inventory the
charms of this divine révélation of perfect beauty.
Those eyes of mystic violet, dewy and serene, evade
my words. Her long, lustrons hair following her
glorious head in a golden wake^ like the track sown
in heaven by a falling star, seems to quench my most
burning phrases with its splendors. If ail the bees
of Hybla nestled upon my lips, they would still sing
but hoarsely the wondrous harmonies of outline that
enclosed her form.
She awept out from between the rainbow-curtains
of the cloud-trees into the broad sea of light that lay
beyond. Her motions were those of some graceful
naiad, cleaving, by a mere effort of her will, the
dear, unruffled waters that fill the chambers of the
sea. She floated forth with the serene grâce of a
frail bubble ascendlng through the still atmosphère
of a June day. The perfect roundness of her limbs
fonned suave and enchanting curves. It was like
lîotplîng to th?1 mnof spirît1!''! a"rpr.l--r-.-.. r f p
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thoven the divine, to watch the harmonious flow of
lines. This, indeed, was a pleasure cheaply purchased at any price. What cared I, if I had waded
to the portai of this wonder through another's
blood? I would have given my own to enjoy one
such moment of intoxication and delight.
Breathless with gazing on this lovely wonder, and
forgetful for an instant of everything save her présence, I -withdrew my eye from the microscope
eagerly,—alas! As my gaze fell on the thin slide
that lay beneath my instrument, the bright light
from mirror and from prisra sparkled on a colorlesa
drop of water! There, in that tiny bead of dew,
this beautiful being was forever imprisoned. The
planet Neptune was not more distant from me than
she. I hastened once more to apply my eye to the
microscope.
Animula (let me now call her by that dear name
whîch I subsequently bestowed on her) had changed
her position. She had again approached the wondrous forest, and was gazing earnestly upwards,
Presently one of the trees—as I must call them—
unfolded a long ciliary process, with which it seized
one of the gleaming fruits that glittered on its summit, and, sweeping slowly down, held it within reach
of Animula. The sylph took it in her delicate hand
and began to eat. My attention was so entirely
absorbed by her, that I could not apply myself to
the task of determining whether this singular plant
was or was not instinct with volition.
More About His Love, Animula
IWATCHED lier, with the most profound attention as she made her repast, The suppleness
of her motions sent a thrill of delight through my
frame; my heart beat madly as she turned her
beautiful eyes in the direction of the spot in which I
stood. What would I not have given to have had
the power to precipitate myself into that luminous
océan, and float with her through those groves of
purple and gold! While I was thus breathlessly
following her every movement, she suddenly started,
seemed to listen for a moment, and then cleaving
the brilliant ether in which she was floating, like a
flash^pf.light, pîerced through the opaline forest,
and disappeared.
Instantly a sériés of the most singular sensations
attacked me. It seemed as if I had suddenly gone
blind. The luminous sphere was still before me, but
my daylight had vanished. What caused this sudden disappearance? Had she a lover or a husband?
Yes, that was the solution! Some signal from a
happy fellow-being had vibrated through the
avenues of the forest, and she had obeyed the summons.
The agony of my sensations, as I arrived at this
conclusion, startled me. I tried to reject the conviction that my reason forced upon me. I battled
against the fatal conclusion,—but in vain. It was
so. I had no escape from it. I loved an animalcule !
It is true that, thanks to the marvellous power of
my microscope, she appeared of human proportions.
Instead of presenting the revolting aspect of the
coarser créatures, that live and struggle and die, in
the more easily resolvable portions of the waterdrop, she was fair and delicate and of surpassing
beauty. But of what account was ail that? Every
time that my eye was withdrawn from the instru-

ment, it fell on a misérable drop of water, within
which, I must be content to know, dwelt ail that
could make my life lovely.
Could she but see me once! Could I for one moment pierce the mystical walls that so inexorably
rose to separate us, and whisper ail that filled my
soul, I might consent to be satisfied for the rest of
my life with the knowledge of her remote sympathy.
It would be something to have established even the
faintest Personal link to bind us together,—to know
that at times, when roaming through those enchanted glades, she might think of the wonderful
stranger, who had broken the monotony of her life
with his presence, and left a gentle memory in her
heartI
But it could not be. No invention of which human
intellect was capable could break down the barriers
that nature had erected. l'might feast my soul upon
her wondrous beauty, yet she must always remain
ignorant of the adoring eyes that day and night
gazed upon her, and, even when closed, beheld her
in dreams. With a bitter cry of anguish I fled from
the room, and, flinging myself on my bed, sobbed
myself to sleep like a child.
CHAPTER VI
The Spilling of the Cup
IAROSE the next morning almost at daybreàk,
and rushed to my microscope. I trembled as I
sought the luminous world in miniature that
contained my ail. Animula was there. I had left
the gas-lamp, surrounded by its moderators, burning, when I went to bed the night before. I found
the sylph bathing, as it were, with an expression of
pleasure animating her features, in the brilliant
light which surrounded her. She tossed her lustrous golden hair over her shoulders with innocent
coquetry. She lay at full length in the transparent
médium, in which she supported herself with ease,
and gambolled with the enchanting grâce that the
nymph Salamacis might have exhibited when she
sought to conquer the modest Hermaphroditus. I
tried an experiment to satisfy myself if her powers
of reflection were developed. I lessened the lamplight considerably. By the dim light that remained,
I could see an expression of pain Ait across her face.
She looked upward suddenly, and her brows coiî^
tracted. I flooded the stage of the microscope again
with a full stream of light, and her whole expression
changed. She sprang forward like some substance
deprived of ail weight. Her eyes sparkled and her
lips moved. Ah! if science had only the means of
conducting and reduplicating sounds, as it does the
rays of light, what carols of happiness would then
have entranced my ears! what jubilant hymns to
Adonis would have thrilled the illumined air!
I now comprehended how it was that the Count
de Gabalis peopled his mystic world with sylphs,—i
beautiful beings whose breath of life was lambent
fire, and who sported forever in régions of purest
ether and purest light. The Rosicrucian had anticipated the wonder that I had practically realized.
The Passion Grows Stronger
HOW long this worship of my strange divinity
went on thus I scarcely know. I lost ail note of
time. Ail day from early dawn, and far into the
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night, I was to be found peering through that wonderful lens. I saw no one, went nowhere, and scarce
allowed myself sufficient time for my meals. My
whole life was absorbed in contemplation as rapt as
that of any of the Romish saints. Every hour that
I gazed upon the divine form strengthened my passion,—a passion that was always overshadowed by
the maddening conviction, that, although I could
gaze on her at will, she never, never could behold
me!
At length, I grew so pale and emaciated, from
want of rest, and continuai brooding over my insane
love and its cruel conditions, that I determined to
make some effort to wean myself from it. "Come,"
I said, "this is at best but a fantasy. Your imagination has bestowed on Animula charms which in
reality she does not possess. Seclusion from female society has produced this morbid condition
of mind. Compare her with the beautiful women
of your own world, and this false enchantment will
vanish."
The Dancer On the Stage at Niblo's Garden
ILOOKED over the newspapers by chance. There
I beheld the advertîsement of a celebrated dartsense who appeared nightly at Niblo's*. The Signorina Caradolce had the réputation of being the
most beautiful as well as the most graceful woman
in the world. I instantly dressed and went to the
theatre.
The curtain drew up. The usual semicircle of
fairies in white muslin were standing on the right
toe around the enamelled flower-bank, of green canvas, on which the belated prince was sleeping. Suddenly a flûte is heard. The fairies start. The trees
open, the fairies ail stand on the left toe, and the
queen enters. It was the Signprina. She bounded
forward amid thunders of applause, and, lighting
on one foot, remained poised in air. Heavens! was
this the great enchantress that had drawn monarchs
at her chariot-wheels? Those heavy muscular limbs,
those thick ankles, those cavernous eyes, that stereotyped smile, those crudely painted cheeks! Where
were the vermeil blooms, the liquid expressive eyes,
the harmonious limbs of Animula?
The Signorina danced. What gross, discordant
movements ! The play of her limbs was ail false and
artificial. Her bounds were painful athletic efforts ;
her poses were angular and distressed the eye. I
could bear it no longer ; with an exclamation of disgust that drew every eye upon me, I rose from my
seat in the very middle of the Signorina's pas-defascinatîon, and abruptly quitted the house.
I hastened home to feast my eyes once more on
the lovely form of my sylph. I felt that henceforth
to combat this passion would be impossible. I applied my eye to the lens. Animula was there,—but
what could have happened? Some terrible change
seemed to have taken place during my absence.
Some secret grief seemed to cloud the lovely fea-
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tures of her I gazed upon. Her face had grown thin
and haggard; her limbs trailed heavily; the wondrous lustre of her golden hair had faded. She was
ill!—ill, and I could not assist her! I believe at
that moment I would have gladly forfeited ail claims
to my human birthright, if I could only have been
dwarfed to the size of an animalcule, and permitted
to console her from whom fate had forever divided
me.
I racked my brain for the solution of this mystery. What was it that afflicted the sylph? She
seemed to suffer intense pain. Her features contracted, and she even writhed, as if with some internai agony. The wondrous forests appeared also
to have lost half their beauty. Their hues were dim
and in some places faded away altogether. I watched
Animula for hours with a breaking heart, and she
seemed absolutely to wither away under my very
eye. Suddenly I remembered that I had not looked
at the water-drop for several days. In fact, I hated
to see it; for it reminded me of the natural barrier
between Animula and myself. I hurriedly looked
down on the stage of the microscope. The slide was
still there,—but, great heavens ! the water-drop had
vanishedl The awful truth burst upon me; it had
evaporated, until it had become so minute as to be
invisible to the naked eye ; I had been gazing on its
last atom, the one that contained Animula,—and
she was dying!
The Disappearance of Animula
Irushed again to the front of the lens, and looked
through. Alas! the last agony had seized her.
The rainbow-hued forests had ail melted away, and
Animula lay struggling feebly in what seemed to
be a spot of dim light. Ah ! the sight was horrible:
the limbs once so round and lovely shrivelling up
into nothings; the eyes—those eyes that shone like
heavens—being quenched into black dust; the lustrous golden hair now lank and discolored. The last
throe came. I beheld that final atruggle of the
blackening form—and I fainted.
When I awoke out of a trance of many hours, I
found myself lying amid the wreck of my instrument, myself as shattered in mind and body as it. I
crawled feebly to my bed, from which I did not rise
for months.
They say now that I am mad ; but they are mistaken. I am poor, for I have neither the heart nor
the will to work; ail my money is spent, and I live on
charity. Young men's associations that love a joke
invite me to lecture on Optics before them, for
which they pay me, and laugh at me while I lecture.
"Linley, the mad microscopist," is the name I go by.
I suppose that I talk incoherently while I lecture.
Who could talk sense when his brain is haunted by
such ghastly memories, while ever and anon among
the shapes of death I behold the radiant form of my
lost Animula!

•Niblo's Garden was a famous old-tlzne New York theatre.—Ed.
THE END
In our next issue we are starting a new department entitled "DISCUSSIONS"
In this department readers are invited to discuss scientifiction and their impressions
of this new literature, in personal chats with the editors.
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What Went Before
COSMO VERS AL, knovm as an eccentric astronomer, has mode the astounding discovery,
based on mathematical déductions, that the world
is on the eve of a second deluge. Notunthstanding
he is reviled and scoffed at for this announcement,
he placards New York with posters, caîling to ail
to harken to his prophecy and to préparé for the
coming flood. For his ovm safety he begins the
building of an enorm-ous ark and barely has it completed when reports are flashed about the world
that the ivaters are actually beginning tq rise.
Suddenly, in midday, the world grew dark and
people became terror-stricken. The rain descended
from an invisible source and the waters rose. Liter-

aliy, the world siveat.
But the flood as quickiy
abated when light came again, and great was the
ridicule heaped upon Cosmo and his ark, but the
scientist proceeded with the building of his mammoth vessel and began to gather the people he had
chosen to accompany htm, and the animais as well,
from ail quarters of the earth. Again came the
darkness upon the land and once more the world
stveat. About his ark Cosmo had' placed electric
wires, and when the maddened populace, now terrified beyond measure, attempted to storm the ark,
hundreds fell to the ground, shocked, and many were
killed.

THE SECOND DELUGE
By GARRETT P. SERVIS S
Part II
there were aged men and women, as well as chilOSMO'S warning to them of the necesdren-in-arms, mingled in that remarkable assemsity of secrecy was superfluous, for the
blage.
selfishness of human nature never had
It will be recalled that thirteen places had been
a better illustration than they afforded,
specially reserved, to be filled by Cosmo Versâl's
The lucky récipients of the invitaPersonal friends. His choice of these revealed antions stole away without a word of farewell, cirother pleasing side of his mind. He took thirteen
cumspectly disappearing, generally at night, and
men and women who had been, in one capacity or
often in disguise; and when the attack occurred on
another, employed for many years in his service.
the ark, there were, behind the port-holes, many
Some of them were old family servants that had
anxious eyes cautiously staring out and recognizbeen in his father's house.
ing familiar faces in the mob, while the owners of
"Every one of these persons," he said to Joseph
those eyes trembled in their shoes lest their
Smith, "is worth his weight in gold. Their disinfriends might succeed in forcing an entrance. Afterested fidelity to duty is a type of character that
ter ail, it was to be doubted if Cosmo Versâl, with
almost became extinct générations ago, and no
ail his vigilance, had succeeded in collecting a Commore valuable leaven could be introduced into the
pany representing anything above the average
society of the future.
quality of the race.
Rather than leave them, 1
But there was one
would stay behind myself."
thing that did great
QLOWLY the world is sinking below the rising waters.
Finally there was the
crédit to his heart. When
Those who have not as y cl been drowned admit that
crew.
This comprised
he found that he had
Cosmo Versât had been right, but it is now too late.
one
hundred
and fifty
room unoccupied, before
The watery nebula is engulfing the earth, and the waters
members, ail of them
adding to his lists he con- will rise until the entire surface of the globe is covered
to suc h an extent that even the highest mountain tops will chosen from the body of
sented to take more than
be submerged.
engineers, mechanics, and
two children in a family.
In the meanwhile, Cosmo Versâl's ark is drifling over
It was an immense' relief,
new, uncharted océans. But through a si range freak of workmen who had been
for—it must be recorded the nebula, it seems that after ail Versât was not coremployed in the construction of the ark. Cosmo
—there were some who, rect in his calculations, because suddenly the flood stops.
IVas Cosmo Versâl really wrong? And will the flood himself was, of course, the
in order to qualify themsubside? These are the vital questions that engross those
commander, but he had
selves, had actually aban- who have fled to the mountain tops.
for his lieutenants skilled
doned members of their
marinera, electrical and
own families ! Let it also
mechanical engineers, and
be said, however, that
many, when they found that the conditions imposmen whom he himself had instructed in the peculiar
cd were inexorable, and that they could only save
duties that would fall to them in the navigation
theraselves by leaving behind others as dear to and management of the ark, every détail of which
them as their own lives, indignantly refused, and
he had laboriously worked out with a foresight
that seemed ail but superhuman.
most of these did not even reply to the invitations.
Ail of the passengers and crew were aboard
It was another indication of Cosmo's real humanity, as well as of his shrewdness, that, as far
when the baffled mob retreated from Mineola, and
as they were known, and could be reached, the some,-when that danger was past, wished to descend to the ground, and go and look at the rising
persons who had thus remained true to the beat
waters, which had not yet invaded the neighborinstincts of nature were the first to receive a
hood. But Cosmo absolutely forbade any departsecond invitation, with an injunction to brlng their
ures from the ark. The condensation of the nebula.
entire familles. So it happened that, after ail.
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he declared, was likely to begin any minute, and
the downpour would be so fierce that a person
might be drowned in the open field.
It came even sooner than he had anticipated,
with the résulta that we had already noted in New
York. At first many thought that the ark Itself
would be destroyed, so dreadful was the impact of
the falling water. The women and children, and
eome of the men, were seized with panic, and
Cosmo had great difficulty in reassuring them.
"The flood will not reach us for several hours
yet," he said. "The level of the water must rise at
least a hundred feet more before we shall be afloat.
Inside here we are perfectly safe. The ark is exceedingly strong and absolutely tight. You have
nothing to fear."
Then he ordered an ingenious sound-absorbing
screen, which he had prepared, to be drawn over
the great ceiling of the saloon, the efïect of which
was to shut out the awful noise of the water roaring upon the roof of the ark. A silence that was
at first startling by contrast to the preceding din
prevailed as soon as the screen was in place.
Amid a hush of expectancy, Cosmo now mounted
a dais at one end of the room. Never before had
the intellectual superiority of the man seemed so
évident. His huge "dome of thought," surmounting his slight body, dominated the assembly like
the front of Jove. Chairs near him were occupied
by Professer Jeremiah Moses, Professer Abel
Able, Professer Alexander Jones, and the two
"spéculative geniuses" whom he had named to
Joseph Smith. These were Costaké Theriadé, of
Rumania, a tall, dark, high-browed thinker, who
was engaged in devising ways to extract and recover
intra-atomic energy; and Sir Wilfred Athelstone,
whose specialty was bîo-chemistry, and who was
said to have produced amazing résulta in artificial
parthenogenesis and the production of new species.
As soon as attention was concentrated upon him,
Cosmo Versâl began to speak.
"My friends," he said, "the world around us is
now sinking beneath a flood that will not be arrested until America, Europe, Africa, Asia, and
Australia have disappeared. We stand at the opening of a new âge. You alone who are here asaembled, and your descendants, will constitute the
population of the new world that is to be.
"In this ark, which owes its existence to the
foreseeing eye of science, you will be borne in
safety upon the bosom of the battling waters, and
we will disembark upon the first promising land
that reappears, and begin the plantation and development of a new society of men and women,
which, I trust, will afford a practical démonstration
of the principles of eugenics.
"1 have, as far as possible, and as far as the
pitiful blindness of mankind permitted me to go,
selected and aasembled here représentatives of the
best tendencies of humanity. You are a chosen
remnant, and the future of this planet dépends
upon you.
"I have been fortunate in securing the companionship of men of science who will be able to lead
and direct.
The ark is fully provisioned for a
period which must exceed the probable duration of
the flood. I have taken pains not to overcrowd it.

and every préparation has been made for any contingencies which may arise.
"It is inexpressibly sad to part thus with the
millions of our fellow beings who would not heed
the warnings that were lavished upon them; but,
while our hearts may be rent with the thought, it
is our duty to cast off the burden of vain regrets
and concentrate ail our energies upon the work before us.
"1 salute," he continued, raîsing his voice and
lifting a glass of wine from the little table before
him, "the world of the past—may its faults be forgotten—and the world of the future—md^ it rise
on the wings of science to nobler prospects 1"
He poured out the wine like a libation; and as
his voice ceased to echo, and he sank into his seat,
an uncontrollable wave of émotion ran over the
assembly. Many of the women wept, and the men
conversed in whispers. After a considérable interval, during which no one spoke above his breath.
Professer Abel Abl? arose and said :
"The gratitude which we owe to this man"—' indicating Cosmo Versâl, "can best be expressed, not
in words, but by acts. He has led us thus far; he
must continue to lead us to the end. We were
blind, while he was full of light. It will become us
hereafter to heed well whatever he may say. I
now wish to ask if he can foresee where upon the
re-emerging planet a foothold is first likely to be
obtained. Where lies our land of promise?"
"I can answer that question," Cosmo replied,
"only in général terms. You are ail aware that
the vast table-Iand of Tibet is the loftiest région
upon the globe. In its western part it lies from
fourteen to seventeen or eighteen thousand feet
above the ordinary level of the sea. Above it rise
the greatest mountain-peaks in existence. Here
the first considérable area is likely to be uncovered.
It is upon the Pamirs, the 'Roof of the World,*
that we shall probably make our landing."
"May I ask," said Professer Abel Able, "in what
manner you expect the waters of the flood to be
withdrawn,
after the
earth
is
completely
drowned?"
"That," was the reply, "was one of the fundamental questions that I examined, but I do not
care to enter into a discussion of it now. I may
simply say that it is not only upon the disappearance of the waters that our hopes dépend, but upon
circumstances that I shall endeavor to make clear
hereafter.
The new cradle of mankind will bo
located near the old one, and the roses of the Vala
of Cashmere will canopy it."
Cosmo Versâl's words made a profound impression upon his hearers, and awoke thoughts that
carried their minds off into strange reveries. No
more questions were asked, and gradually the assemblage broke up into groups of interested
talkers.
It was near midnight.
Cosmo, beckoning Professor Abel Able, Professer Alexander Jones,
and Professer Jeremiah Moses to accompany him,
made his way out of the saloon, and, secretly opening one of the gangway doors, they presently stood,
sheltering themselves from the pouring rain, in
a position which enabled them to look toward New
York.
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Nothing, of course, was visible through the
downpour; but they were startled at hearing fearful cries issuing out of the darkness. The rural
parts of the city, filled with gardens and villas, lay
round within a quarter of a mile of the ark, and
the sound, accelerated by the water-charged atmosphère, struck upon their ears with terrible
distinctness. Sometimes, when a gust of wind
blew the rain in to their faces, the sound deepened
into a long, despairing wail, which seemed to be
borne from afar off, mingled with the roar of the
descending torrent—the death-cry of the vast metropolis !
"Merciful Heaven, I cannot endure this!" cried
Professer Moses.
"Go to my cabin," Cosmo yelled in his ear, "and
take the others with you. I will join you there in
a little while. I wlsh to measure the rate of rise
of the water."
They gladly left him, and fled into the interior
of the ark. Cosmo procured an electric lamp; and
the moment its light streamed out he perceived
that the water had already submerged the great
cradle in which the ark rested, and was beginning
to creep up the metallic aides. He lowered a graduated tape into it, provided with an automatic
register. In a few minutes he had completed his
task, and then he went to rejoin his late companions in his cabin.
"In about an hour," he said to them, "we shall
be afloat. The water is rising at the rate of onethirtieth of an inch per second."
"No more than that?" asked Professer Jonea
with an accent of surprise.
"That is quite enough," Cosmo replied. "Onethirtieth of an inch per second means two inches
in a minute, and ten feet in an hour. In twentyfour hours from now the water will stand two hundred and forty feet above its présent level, and
then only the tallest structures in New York will
lift their tops above it, if indeed, they are not long
before overturned by undermining or the force
of the waves."
"But it will be a long time before the hills and
highlands are submerged," suggested Professer
Jones. "Are you perfectly sure that the flood will
cover them?"
Cosmo Versâl looked at his interlocutor, and
alowly shook his head.
"It is truly a disappointment to me," he said at
length, "to find that, even now, remnants of doubt
cling to your minds. I tell you that the nebula is
condensing at its maximum rate. It is likely to
continue to do so for at least four months. In four
months, at the rate of two inches per minute, the
level of the water will rise 28,800 feet. There is
only one peak in the world which is surely known
to attain a slightly greater height than that—
Mount Everest, in the Himalayas. Even in a single month the rise will amount to 7,200 feet. That
is 511 feet higher than the loftiest mountain in
the Appalachians. In one month, then, there will
be nothing visible of North America east of the
Rockies. And in another month they will have
gone under."
Not another word was said. The three prof essors sat, wide-eyed and open-mouthed, staring at
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Cosmo Versâl, whose bald head was crowned with
an aureole by the electric light that beamed from
the ceiling, while with a gold pocket-pencil, he fell
to figuring upon a sheet of paper.
CHAPTER X
The Last Day of New York
WHILE Cosmo Versâl was calculating, from
the measured rise of the water, the rate
of condensation of the nebula, and finding
that it added twenty-nine trillion two hundred and
ninety billion tons to the weight of the earth every
minute—a computation that seemed to give him
great mental satisfaction—the metropolis of the
world, whose nucleus was the island of Manhattan,
and every other town and city on the globe that
lay near the ordinary level of the sea, was swiftly
sinking beneath the swelling flood.
Everywhere, over ail the broad surface of the
planet, a wail of despair arose from the perishîng
millions, beaten down by the water that poured
from the unpitying sky. Even on the highlands
the situation was but little better than in the valleys.
The hills seemed to have been turned
into the crests of cataracts from which torrents of water rushed down on ail sides, stripping
the soil from the rocks, and sending the stones and
boulders roaring and leaping into the lowland and
the gorges. Farmhouses, barns, villas, trees, animais, human beings—ail were swept away together.
Only on broad elevated plateaus, where higher
points rose above the général level, were a few
of the inhabitants able to find a kind of refuge. By
seeking these high places, and sheltering themselves as best they could among immovable rocks,
they succeeded, at least, in delaying their fate. Notwithstanding the fact that the atmosphère was filled
with falling water, they could y et breathe, if they
kept the rain from striking directly in their faces.
It was owing to this circumstance, and to some
extraordinary occurrences which we shall have to
relate, that the fate of the human race was not
precisely that which Cosmo Versâl had predicted.
We quitted the scene in New York when the
shadow of night had just fallen, and turned the
gloom of the watery atmosphère into impénétrable
darkness. The events of that dreadful night we
shall not attempt to depict. When the hours of daylight returned, and the sun should have brightened
over the doomed city, only a faint, phosphorescent
luminosity filled the sky. It was just suffleient to
render objects dimly visible.
If the enclosing
nebula had remained in a cloud-like state it would
have eut off ail light, but having condensed into
rain-drops, which streamed down in parallel lines,
except when sudden blasts of wind swept them into
a confused mass, the sunlight was able to penetrate
through the interstices, aided by the transparency
of the water, and so a slight but variable illumination was produced.
In this unearthly light many tall structures of the
metropolis, which had as yet escaped the effects of
undermining by the rushing torrents in the streets,
towered dimly toward the sky, shedding streams of
iteater from every çornice. Most of the buildings
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of only six or eight stories had already been aubmerged, with the exception of those that stood on
high grounda in the upper part of the ialand, and
about Spuyten Duyvil.
In the towera and upper atoriea of the lofty
buildings still standing in the heart of the city,
crowds of unfortunates assembled, gazing with
horror at the spectacles around them, and wringing
their hands in helpless despair. When the light
brightened they could see below them the angry
water, creeping every instant doser to their places
of refuge, beaten into foam by the terrible downpour, and sometimes, moved by a xnyaterious impulse, rising in sweeping waves which threatened
to carry everything before them.
Every few minutes one of the great structures
would sway, crack, crumble, and go down into the
seething flood, the cries of the perishing being
swallowed up in the thunder of the fall. And when
this occurred within sight of neighborîng towers
yet intact, men and women could be seen, some with
children in their arms, madly throwing themselves
from Windows and ledges, seeking quick death now
that hope was no more!
Strange and terrible scenes were enacted in the
neighborhood of what had been the water-fronts.
Most of the vessels moored there had been virtually
wrecked by the earlier invasion of the sea. Some
had been driven upon the shore, others had careened
and been swamped at their wharves. But a few
had succeeded in cutting loose in time to get fairly
afloat. Some tried to go out to sea, but were wrecked by running against obstacles, or by being swept
over the Jersey flats. Some met their end by crashing into the submerged pedestal of the Statue of
Liberty. Others steered up the course of the Hudson River, but that had become a narrow sea, fllled
with floating and tossing débris of every sort, and
ail landmarks being invisible, the luckless navigators lost their way, and perished, either through
collisions with other vessels, or by driving upon a
rocky shore.
The fate of the gigantic building containing the
offices of the municipal government, which, for a
century, had stood near the ancient City Hall, and
which had been the culminatîng achievement of the
famous epoeh of "sky-scrapers," was a thing so
singular, and at the same time dramatic, that in a
narrative dealing with less extraordinary events
than we are obliged to record it would appear altogether incredible.
With its two-score lofty stories, and its massive
base, this wonderful structure rose above the lower
quarter of the city, and dominated it, like a véritable Tower of Babel, made to defy the flood, Many
thousands of people evidently regarded it in that
very light, and they had fled from ail quarters, .as
soon as the great downpour began, to find refuge
within its mountainous flanks. There were men—
clerks, merchants, brokers from the down-town
offices, and women and children from neighboring
tenements.
By good chance, but a few weeks before, this
building had been fitted with a newly invented System of lighting, by which each story was supplied
with etectricity from a small dynamo of its own.

and so it happened that now the laraps within were
ail aglow, lightening the people's hearta a little
with their cheering radiance.
Up and up they climbed, the water ever following
at their heels, from floor to floor, until ten of the
great stages were submerged. But there were more
than twice as many stages yet above, and they
counted them with unexpiring hope, telling one auother, with the assurance of desperation, that long
before the flood could attain so stupendous an altitude the rain would surely cease, and the danger,
as far as they were concerned, would pass away.
"See! See!" cries one. "It is stopping! It îs
coming no higher! l've been watching that step,
and the water has stopped! It haan't risen for ten
minutes!"
"Hurrah! Hurrah!" yells the crowd behind and
above. And the glad cry is taken up and reverberated from story to story until it bursts wildly
out into the rain-choked air at the very summit.
"Hurrah! Hurrah! We are saved! The flood
has stopped!"
Men madly embrace each other. Women burst
into tears and hug their children to their breasts,
fllled with a joy and thankfulness that can find no
words.
"You are wrong," says another man, crouched
beside him who first spoke. "It has not stopped—
it is still rising."
"What! I tell you it has stopped," snaps the
other. "Look at that step ! It stopped right below
ÎL"
"You've been watching the vrrong step. It's rising !"
"You fool! Shut your mouth! I say It haa
stopped."
"No, it has not."
"It hasl It has!"
"Look at that step, then! See the water just now
coming over it."
The obstinate optimist stares a moment, turna
pale, and then, with an oath, strikes his more clearheaded neighbor in the face! And the excited crowd
behind, with the blind instinctive feeling that, somehow, he has robbed them of the hope which was but
now as the breath of life to them, strike him and
curse him, too.
But he had seen only too clearly.
With the steady march of fate—two inches a
minute, as Cosmo Versâl had accurately measured
it—the water still advances and dimbs upward.
In a little while they were driven to another story,
and then to another. But hope would not down.
They could not believe that the glad news, which
had so recently filled them with joy, was altogether
false. The water must have stopped rising once;
it had been seen. Then, it would surely stop again,
stop to rise no more.
Poor deluded créatures! With the love of life
so strong within them, they could not picture, in
their affrighted minds, the terrible consummation
to which they were being slowly driven, when, jammed into the narrow chambers dV the very top of the
mighty structure, their remorselass enemy would
seize them at last.
But they were nearer the end than they could
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have imagined even îf they had accepted and coolly
reasoned npon the facts that were so plaîn before
fchem. And, after ail, it was not to come upon
them until after they had fought their way to the
hîghest loft and into the last corner.
A link of this strange chain of fatal events now
belongs to the spot where the United States Navy
Yard in Brooklyn once existed. That place was
sunk deep beneath the waters. Ali of the cruîsers,
battleehips, and other vessels that had been at
anchor or at moorings there had gone under. One
only, the boast of the American navy, the unconquerable Uncle Sam, which, in the last great war
that the world had known, had borne the starry flag
to victories whose names broke men's voices and
filled their eyes with tears of pride, had escaped,
through the incomparable seamanship of Capt.
Robert Decatur, who had been her commander for
thîrty years.
But though the Uncle Sam managed to float upon
the rising flood, she was unable to get away becauee of the obstructions lodged about the great
bridges that spanned the East River. A curious
eddy that the raging currents formed over what
was once the widest part of that stream kept her
revolving round and round, never departing far
in any direction, and, with majestic atrength, riding
down or brushing aside the floating timbers, wooden
houses, and other wreckage that pounded against
her mighty steel sides.
Just at the time when the waters had mounted
to the eighteenth story of the beleaguered Municipal
Building, a sudden change occurred in these currents. They swept westward with resistless force,
and the Uncle Sam was carried directly over the
drowned city. First she encountered the cables of
the Manhattan Bridge, striking them near the western tower, and, swinging round, wrenched the tower
itself from its foundations and hurled it beneath
the waters.
Then she rushed on, riding with the turbid flood
high above the buried roofs, finding no other obstruction in her way until she approached the
Municipal Building, which was stoutly resisting the
push of the waves.
Those who were near the Windows and on the
balconies, on the eastern side of the building, saw
the great battleship coming out of the gray gloom
like some diluvian monster, and before they could
comprehend what it was, it crashed, prow on, into
the steel-ribbed walls, driving them in as if they
had been the armored sides of an enemy.
So tremendous was the momentum of the striking mass that the huge vessel passed, like a projectile, through walls and floors and partitions.
But as she emerged in the central court the whole
vast structure came thundering down upon her, and
ship and building together sank beneath the boiling waves.
But out of the awful tangle of steel girders, that
whipped the air and the water as if some terrible
spidery life yet clung to them, by one of those
miracles of chance which defy ail the laws of
probability and reason, a small boat of levium, that
had belonged to the Uncle Sam, was cast forth, and
floated away, half submerged but unainkable; and
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cllnging to its thwarts, struggling for breath, insane with terror, were two men, the sole survîvora
of ail those thousands.
One of them was a seaman who had taken refuge, with a crowd of corarades, in the boat before
the battleship rushed down upon the building. Ail
of his comrades had been hurled out and lost when
the blow came, while his présent companion was
swept in and lodged against the thwarts. And so
those two waifs drove off in the raging waves. Both
of them were bleeding from many wounds, but
they had no fatal hurts.
The boat, though fllled with water, was so light
that it could not sînk. Moreover, it was ballasted,
and amid ail its wild gyrations it kept right side
up. Even the ceaseless downpour from the sky
could not drive it beneath the waves.
After a while the currents that had been setting
westward changed their direction, and the boat
was driven toward the north. It swept on past
toppling sky-scrapers until it was over the place
where Madison Square once spread its lawna, looked
down upon by gigantic structures, most of which
had now either crumbled and disappeared or were
swaying to their fall. Here there was an eddy, and
the boat turned round and round amid floating
débris until two other draggled créatures, who had
been clinging to floating objects, succeeded by desperate efforts in pulling themselves into it. Othera
tried but failed, and no one lent a helping hand.
Those who were already in the boat neither oppoaed
nor aided the efforts of those who battled to enter
it. No words were heard in the fearful uproar—■
only inarticulate cries.
Suddenly the current changed again, and the
boat, with its dazed occupants, was hurried off
in the direction of the Hudson. Night was now
beginning once more to drop an obscuring curtain
over the scene, and under that curtain the last
throes of drowning New York were hidden. When
the sun again faintly illuminated the western hémisphère the whole Atlantic seaboard was buried
under the sea.
As the water rose higher, Cosmo Versâl's Ark
at last left its cradle, and cumbrously floated off,
moving first eastward, then turning in the direction
of Brooklyn and Manhattan. Cosmo had his engines
in opération, but their full power was not developed
as soon as he had expected, and the great vessel
drifted at the will of the currents and the wind,
the latter coming now from one side and now from
another, rising at times to hurricane strength and
then dying away until only a spanking breeze swept
the ever-falling rain into swishing sheets. Occasionally the wind failed entîrely, and for many
minutes at a time tha water fell in vertical streama.
At length the motive power of the Ark was developed, and it began to obey its helm, From the
shelter of a "paptain's bridge," constructed at the
forward end of the huge levium dome that covered
the vessel, Cosmo Versai, with Captain Arma, a
vétéran navigator in whose skill he confided, peered
over the interminable waste of waters. There was
nothing in sight except floating objecta that had
welled up from the drowned city and the surround-
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ing villages. Here and there the body of an animal
or of a human being was seen in the tossing waves,
and Cosmo Versai sadly shook his head as he pointed them ont, but the stout mariner at his side
chewed his tobacco, and paid attention only to his
duties, shouting orders from time to time through
a speaking-tube, or touching an electric button,
Cosmo Versâl brought a rain-gauge and agaîn
and again allowed it to fill itself. The story was
always the same—two inches per minute, ten feet
per hour, the water mounted.
The nebula had settled down to regular work,
and, if Cosmo's calculations were aound, there
would be no intermission for four months.
After the power of the propellers had been developed the Ark was steered south-eastward. Its
progress was very slow. In the course of eight
hours it had not gone more than fifty miles. The
night came on, and the speed was reduced until there
was only sufficient way to insure the command of
the vessel's movements.
Powerful search-lights
were employed as long as the stygian darkness
continued.
With the return of the pallid light, at what
should have been daybreak, Cosmo and his navigator
were again at their post. In fact, the former had
not slept at ail, keeping watch through the long
hours, with Captain Arms within easy call.
As the light became stronger, Cosmo saîd to the
captain :
"Steer toward New York. I wish to see if the
last of the tall buildings on the upper heîghts have
gone under."
"It will be very dangerous to go that way,"
objected Captain Arms. "There are no landmarks,
and we may strike a snag."
"Not if we are careful," replied Cosmo. "Ail
but the highest ground is now buried very deep."
"It is taking a fool's rîsk," growled Captain
Arms, but nevertheless he obeyed.
It was true that they had nothing to go by. The
air was too thîck with water, and the light too
feeble for them to be able to lay their course by
sighting the distant hills of New Jersey which yet
rrmained above the level of the flood. Still, by a
kind of seaman's instinct, Captain Arms made his
way, until he felt that he ought to venture no
farther. He had just turned to Cosmo Versâl with
the intention of voicing his protest, when the Ark
careened slightly, shivered from stem to stern, and
then began a bumping movement that nearly threw
the two men from their feet.
"We are aground!" cried the captain, and înstantly turned a knob that set in motion automatic
machinery which eut off the engines from the propellers, and at the same time slowed down the
engines themselves.
CHAPTER XI
"A Billion for a Share"
THE Ark had lodged on the loftiest part of the
Palisades. It was only after long and careful
study of their position, rendered possible by
occasîonal glimpses of the Orange Hills and high
points further up the course of the Hudson, that

Cosmo Versâl and Captain Arms were able to
reach that conclusion. Where New York had stood
nothing was visible but an expanse of turbid and
rushing water.
But suppose the hard trap rocks had penetrated
the bottom of the Ark! It was a contingency too
terrible to be thought of. Yet the facts must be
ascertained at once.
Cosmo, calling Joseph Smith, and commandlng
him to go among the frightened passengers and assure them, in his name, that there was no danger,
hurried, with the captain and a few trusty men, into
the bowels of the vessel. They thoroughly sounded
the bottom plates. No aperture and no indentation
was to be found.
But, then, the bottom was double, and the outer
plates might have been perforated. If this had
happened the fact would reveal itself through the
leakage of water into the intervening space. To
ascertain if that had occurred it was necessary to
unscrew the covers of some of the manholes in the
inner skin of levium.
It was an anxious moment when they cautiously
removed one of these covers. At the last turns of
the screw the workman who handled it instinctively
turned his head aside, and made ready for a spring,
more than half expecting that the cover would be
driven from his hands, and a stream of water would
burst in.
But the cover remained In place after it was
completely loosened, and until it had been lifted
off. A sigh of relief broke from every breast. No
water was visible.
"Climb in there, and explore the bottom," Cosmo
commanded.
There was a space of eighteen inches between
the two bottoms, which were connected and braced
by the curved ribs of the hull. A man immediately
disappeared in the opening and began the exploration. Cosmo ordered the removal of other covers
at varions points, and the exploration was extended
over the whole bottom. He himself passed through
one of the manholes and aided in the work.
At last it was determîned, beyond any doubt,
that even the outer skin was uninjured. Not so
much as a dent could be found in it.
"By the favor of Providence," said Cosmo Versâl,
as his head emerged from a manhole, "the Ark
has touched upon a place where the rocks are covered with soil, and no harm has corne to us. In a very
short time the rising water will lift us off."
"And, with my consent, you'll do no more navigating over hills and mountains," grumbled Captain
Arms. "The open sea for thé sailor."
The covers were carefully replaced, and the party,
in happier spirits, returned to the upper decks,
where the good news was quickly spread.
The fact was that while the inspection was under way the Ark had floated off, and when Cosmo
and the captain reached their bridge the man who
had been left in charge reported that the vessel
had swung halfway round.
"She's headed for the old Atlantic," sung out
Captain Arms. "The sooner we're off the better."
But before the captain could signal the order
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to go ahaad, Cosmo Versâl laid bis hand on his
arm and said:
"Wait a moment; listen."
Through the lashing ol the rain a voice penetrated with a Sound between a call and a scream.
There could be no doubt that it was human. The
captain and Cosmo looked at one another in speechless astonishment. The idea that any one outside
the Ark could have survived, and could now be
afloat amid this turmoil of waters, had not occurred
to their minds. They experienced a creeping of
the nerves. In a few minutes the voice came again,
louder than before, and the words that it pronounced being now clearly audible, the two listeners
could not believe their ears.
"Cosmo Versâl !" it yelled. "Cosm-o-o Ver-sâ-al I
A billion for a share! A billion, 1 say, a biUli-on
for a share!"
Then they perceîved, a little way off to the left,
Bomething which looked like the outline of a boat,
sunk to the gunwales, washed over by every wave,
and standing in it, up to their knees in water, were
four men, one of whom was gesticulating violently,
while the others seemed dazed and incapable of
voluntary movement.
It was the boat of levium that had been thrown
out of the wreckage when the battleship ran down
the Municipal tower, and we must now follow the
thread of its adventures up to the time of its encounter with the Ark.
As the boat was driven westward from the drowned site of Madison Square it gradually freed itself
from the objecta floating around, most of which
soon sunk, and in an hour or two its inmates were
alone—the sole survivors of a population of many
millions.
Alone they were in impénétrable darkness, for,
as we have said, night had by this time once more
fallen. They floated on, half drowned, chilled to
the bone, not trying to speak, not really conscious
of one another's presence. The rain beat down
upon them, the waves washed over them, the unsinkable boat sluggishly rose and fell with the heaving of the water, and occasionally they were nearly
flung overboard by a sudden lurch—and yet they
clung with desperate tenacity to the thwarts, as
if life were still dear, as if they thought that they
might yet survive, though the world was drowned.
Thus hours passed, and at last a glimmer appeared in the streaming air, and a faint light stole over
the face of the water. If they saw one another, it
was with unrecognizing eyes. They were devoured
with hunger, but they did not know it.
Suddenly one of them—it was he who had been
so miraculously thrown into the boat when it shot
out of the tangle of falling beams and walls—raised
his head and threw up his arms, a wild light gleaming in his eyes.
In a hoarse, screaming voice he yelled:
"Cosmo Versâl!"
No other syllables that the tongue could shape
would have produced the effect of that name. It
roused the three men who heard it from their
lethargy of despair, and thrilled them to the marrow. With amazed eyes they stared at their companion. He did not look at them, but gazed off
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into the thick rain. Again his voice rose in a maniacal shriek:
"Cosmo Versâl! Do you hear me? Let me in!
A billion for a share!"
The men looked at each other, and even in their
desperate situation, felt a stir of pity in their
hearts. They were not too dazed to comprehend
that their companion had gone mad. One of them
moved to his side, and laid a hand upon his shoulder,
as if he would try to soothe him.
But the maniac threw him off, nearly precipitating him over the side of the submerged boat, crying:
"What are you doing in my boat? Over-board
with you! I am looking for Cosmo Versâl! He's
got the biggest thing afloat! Securities! Securities!
Gilt-edged! A billion, I tell you! Here I have
them—look ! Gilt-edged, every one !" and he snatched a thick bundle of papers from his pocket and
waved them wildly until they melted into a pulpy
mass with the down-pour.
The others now shrank away from him in fear.
Fear? Yes, for still they loved their lives, and
the staggering support beneath their feet had become as precious to them as the solid earth. They
would have fought with the fury of madmen to retain their places in that half-swamped shell. They
were still capable of experiencing a keener fear
than that of the flood. They were as terrified by
the presence of this maniac as they would have been
on encountering him in their homes.
But he did not attempt to follow them. He still
looked off through the driving rain, balancîng himself to the sluggish lurching of the boat, and continued to rave, and shout, and shake his soaked
bundle of papers, until, exhausted by his efforts,
and half-choked by the water that drove in his
face, he sank helpless upon a thwart.
Then they fell back into their lethargy, but in.
a little while he was on his feet again, gesticulating
and raging—and thus hours passed on, and still
they were afloat, and still clinging to life.
Suddenly, looming out of the strange gloom,
they perceived the huge form of the Ark, and ail
struggled to their feet, but none could find voice
but the maniac.
As soon as he saw the men, Cosmo Versâl had
run down to the lowest deck, and ordered the opening of a gangway on that side. When the door
swung back he found himself within a few yards
of the swamped boat, but ten feet above its level.
Joseph Smith, Professer Moses, Professer Jones,
Professer Able, and others of the passengers, and
several of the crew, hurried to his side, while the
rest of the passengers crowded as near as they
could get.
The instant that Cosmo appeared the maniac redoubled his cries.
"Here they are," he yelled, shaking what remaîned of his papers. "A billion—ail gilt-edged! Let
me in. But shut out the others. They're only little
fellows. They've got no meansr. They can't float
an enterprise like this. Ah, you're a bright one!
You and me, Cosmo Versâl—we'll squeeze 'em ail
out, l'il give you the secrets. We'll own the earth 1
l'm Amos Blank!"

1
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Oostdo Vcrsâl recognized the man in spîte of the
dreadful change that had come over him.
His
face was white and drawn, his eyes staring, his
head bare, his hair matted with water, his clothing in shreds—but it was unmistakably Amos
Blank, a man whose features the newspapers had
rendered familiar to millions, a man who had for
years stood before the public as the unabashed
représentative of the system of remorseless répression of compétition, and shameless corruption of
justice and législation.- After the world, for nearly
three générations, had enjoyed the blessings of the
reforms in business methods and social ideals that
had been inaugurated by the great uprising of the
people in the first quarter of the twentieth century,
Amos Blank, and lesscr men of his ilk, had swung
back the, pendulum, and reestabliahed more firmly
than ever the reign of monopoly and iniquitous
privilège.
The water-logged little craft floated nearer until
it almost touched the side of the Ark directly below
the gangway. The madman's eyes glowed with
eagerness, and he reached up his papers, continually
yelling his refrain: "A billion! Gilt-edged! Let
me in! Don't give the rabble a show!"
Cosmo made no reply, but gazed down upon the
man and his bedraggled companions with impassive
features, but thoughtful eyes. Any one who knew
him intimately, as Joseph Smith alone did, could
have read his mind. He was asking himself what
he ought to do. Here was the whole fundamental
question to be gone over again. To what purpose
had he taken so great pains to select the flower
of mankind? Here was the head and chief of the
offense that he had striven to eliminate appealing
to him to be saved under circumstances which went
etraight to the heart and awoke every sentiment
of humanity.
Presently he said in as low a voice as could be
made audible:
"Joseph, advise me. What should I do?"
"You were willing to take Professer Pludder,"
replied Smith evasively, but with a plain leaning to
the side of mercy,
"You know very well that that was différent,"
Cosmo returned irritably. "Pludder was not morally
rotten. He was only mistaken. He had the fundamental scientific quality, and l'm sorry he threw
himself away in his obstinacy. But this man—"
"Since he is aJone," broke in Joseph Smith with
a sudden illumination, "he could do no harm."
Cosmo Versâl's expression instantly brightened.
"You are right!" he exclairaed. "By himself he
can do nothing. I am sure there is no one aboard
who would sympathize with his ideas. Alone, he
is innocuous. Besides, he's insane, and I can't leave
him to drown in that condition. And I must take the
others, too. Let down a landing stage," he continued in a louder voice, addressing some members
of the crew.
In a few minutes ail four of the unfortunates,
seeming more dead than alive, were helped into the
Ark.
Amos Blank immediately precipitated himself
upon Cosmo Versâl, and, seizing him by the arm,
tried to lead him apart, saying in his ear, as hc

glared round upon the faces of the throng which
crowded every available space :
"Hist! Overboard with 'em! What'a ail this ~
trash? Shovel 'em out! They'll want to get in
with us; they'll queer the game!"
Then he turned furiously upon the persons nearest him, and began to push them toward the open
gangway. At a signal from Cosmo Versâl, two
men seized him and pinioned his arms. At that his
mood changed, and, wrenching himself loose, he
once more ran to Cosmo, waving his bedraggled
bundle, and shouting:
"A billion!
Here's the certificates—gilt-edge!
But," he continued, with a cunning leer, and suddenly thrusting the sodden papers into his pocket,
"you'll make out the receipts first. l'Il put in five
billions to make it a sure go, if you won't let in another souL"
Cosmo shook off the man's grasp, and again calïing the two members of the crew who had before
pinioned his arms, told them to lead him away, at
the same time saying to him:
"You go with these men into my room. l'Il see
you later."
Blank took it in the best part, and willingly accompanied his conductors, only stopping a moment
to wink over his shoulder at Cosmo, and then he
was led through the crowd, which regarded him
with unconcealed astonishment, and in many cases
with no small degree of fear. As soon as he was
beyond earahot, Cosmo directed Joseph Smith to
hurry ahead of the party and conduct them to a
particular apartment, which he designated at the
same time, saying to Smith :
"Turn the key on him as soon as he's inside."
Amos Blank, now an insane prisoner in Cosmo
Versâl's Ark, had been the greatest financial power
in the world's metropolis, a man of iron nerve and
the clearest of brains, who always kept his head and
never uttered a fooliah word. It was he who had
stood over the flight of steps in the Municipal Building, coolly measuring with his eye the rise of the
water, expos ing the terrible error that sent such
a wave of unreasoning joy through the hearts of the
thousands of refugees crowded into the doomed
édifice, and receîving blows and curses for making
the truth known.
He had himself taken refuge there, after visiting
his office and filling his pockets with his most precious papers. How, by a marvelous stroke of fate, he
became one of the four persons who alone escaped
from New York after the downpour began is already known.
f
The other men taken from the boat were treated
like rescued marinera snatched from a wreck at
sea. Every attention was lavished upon them, and
Cosmo Versâl did not appear to regret, as far aa
they were concemed, that his ship's company had
been so unexpectedly recruited.
CHAPTER XII
Submergence of the Old World
WE now turn our attention for a time from
the New World to the Old. What did the
thronging populations of Europe, Africa,
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and Asia do when the signa of coming disaster
chased one another, when the swollen océans began to burst their bonds, and when the Windows of
the firmament were opened?
The picture that can be drawn must necessarily
be very fragmentary, because the number who escaped waa small and the records that they left are
few.
The savants of the older nations were, in général, quite as incredulous and as set in their opposition to Cosmo Versâl's extraordinary outgivings as
those of America. They decried his science and denounced his prédictions as the work of a fool or a
raadman. The président of the Royal Astronomical
Society of Great Britain proved to the satisfaction
of most of his oolleagues that a nebula could not
possibly contain enough water to drown an asteroid,
let alone the earth.
"The nebulse," saîd this learned astronomer, amid
the plaudits of his hearers, "are infinitely rarer in
composition thfan the rarest gas left In the receiver
of an exhausted air-pump. I would undertake to
swallow from a wine-glass thç entire substance of
any nebula that could enter the space between the
earth and the sun, if it were condensed into the'
liquid state."
"It might be intoxicating," called out a facetious member.
"Will the chair permit me to point out," said another with great gravity, "that such a proceeding
would be eminently rash, for the nebulous fluid
might be highly poisonous." ["Hear ! Hear 1" and
langhter.J
"What do yoa say of this strange darkness and
these storms?" asked an ©amesfc-looking man.
(This meeting was held after the terrors of the
"Third Sign" had occurred.)
"I say," replied the président, "that that is the
affair of the Meteorological Society, and has nothing to do with astronomy. I dare say that they can
account for it."
"And I dare say they can't," cried a voice.
"Hear! Hear!" "Who are you?" "Put hira outl"
"I dare say he's right!" "Cosmo Versâlî" Everybody waa talking at once.
"Will this gentleman identify himself?" asked
the président. "Will he please explain his words?"
"That I will," said a tall man with long whiskers, rising at the rear end of the room, "I am
pretty well known. I—"
"It's Jameson, the astrologer," oried a voice.
"What's lie doing here?"
"Yes," said the whiskered man," "ifs Jameson,
the astrologer, and he has corne here to let you
know that Cosmo Versâl wae born under the sign
Cancer, the flrst of the watery triplicity, and that
Berosus, the Chaldean, declared—"
An uproar immediately ensued; half the members were on their feet at once ; there waa a scuffle
in the back part of the room, and Jameson, the astrologer, was hustled out, shouting at the top of
his voice;
"Berosus, the Chaldean, predicted that the world
would be drowned when ail the planets should assemble in the sign Canoer—and where are they
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■noio? Blind and stupid doits that you are—tahere
are they now?"
It was some time before order could be restored,
and a number of members disappeared, having followed Jameson, the astrologer, possibly through
sympathy, or possibly with a desire to learn more
about the prédiction of Berosus, the father of astrology,
When those who remained, and who constltuted
the great majority of the membership, had quieted
down, the président remarked that the interruption
which they had just experienced was quite in line
with ail the other proceedings of the disturbers of
public tranquillity who, under the lead of a crazy
American charlatan, were trying to deceive the ignorant multitude. But they would find themselves
seriously in error if they imagined that their absurd ideas were going to be "taken over" in EngN
land.
"I dare say," he concluded, "that there is some
scheme behind it ail."
"Another American trust'!" cried a voice,
The proceedings were finally brought to an end,
but not before a modest member had risen in hîa
place and timidly remarked that there was one
question that he would like to put to the chair—
one thing that did not seem to have been made
quite clear—"Where were the planets now?"
A volley of hoots, mingled with a few "hears !"
constituted the only reply.
Scenes not altogether unlike this occurred in the
other great learned societies—astronomical, meteorological, and geologicai. The officiai représentatives
of science were virtually unanimous in condemnation of Cosmo Versai, and in persistent assertion
that nothing that had occurred waa inexplicable by
known laws. But in no instance did they make it
clear to anybody precisely what were the laws that
they învoked, or how it happened that Cosmo Versâl had been able to predict so many strange things
which everybody knew really had come to pass,
such as the sudden storms and the great darkness.
We are still, it must not be forgotten, dealing
with a time anterîor to the rising of the sea.
The Paris Academy of Sciences voted that the
subject was unworthy of serious investigation, and
similar action was taken in Berlin, Leningrad, Vienne, and elsewhere.
But among the people at large universal alanh
prevailed, and nothing was so eagerly read as the
deapatches from New York, detailing the proceedings of Cosmo Versâl, and describing the progress
of his great levium ark. In England many procured
copies of Cosmo's circulars, in which the proper
methods to be pursued in the construction of arks
were carefully set forth. Some set to work to build
such vessels; but, following British methods of
construction, they doubled the weight of everything,
with the resuit that, if Cosmo had seen what they
were about he would have told them that such arks
would go to the bottom faster than to the top.
In Germany the balloon idea took full possession
of the public mind. Germany had long before developed the greatest fleet of dirigibles in existence,
preferring them to every other type of flying apparatus. It waa reported that if worst came to
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worst the best manner of meeting the emergencjr
would be by the multiplication of dirigibles and the
increase of their capacity.
The resuit was that a considérable number of
wealthy Germans began the construction of such
vessels. But when interviewed they denied that
they were preparing for a flood. They said that
they simply wished to enlarge and increase the number of their pleasure craft. AH this was in contemptuous défiance of the warning which Cosmo
Versâl had been careful to insert in his circulars,
that "balloons and aeros of ail kinds will be of no
use whatever; the only safety will be found in arks,
and they must be provisioned for at least five
years."
The most remarkable thing of ail happened in
France. It might naturally have been expected that
a Frenchman who thought it worth his while to
take any précautions against the extinction of the
human race, would, when it became a question of a
flood, have turned to the aero, for from the commencement of aerial navigation French engineers
had maintained an unquestionable superiority in
the construction and perfection of that kind of machine.
Their aeros could usually fly longer and carry
more dead weight than those of any other nation.
In the transoceanic aero races which occasionaUy
took place the French furnished the most daring
and the most frequently successful corapetitors.
Then, too, the French mind is masterly in appréciation of détails, and Cosmo Versâl's reasons
for conderaning the aero and the balloon as means
of escaping the flood were promptly divined. In the
first place it was seen that no kind of airship could
be successfully provisioned for a flight of indefinite
length, and in the second place the probable strength
of the winds, or the crushing weight of the descending water, in case, as Cosmo predicted, a
nebula should condense upon the earth, would
either sweep an aero or a balloon to swift destruction, or carry it down into the waves like a watersoaked butterfly.
Accordingly, when a few Frenchmen began serîously to consider the question of providing a way
of escape from the flood—always supposing, for
the sake of argument, that there would be a flood
—they got together, under the leadership of an engineer officer named Yves de Beauxchamps, and discussed the matter in ail its aspects. They were not
long in arriving at the conclusion that the best
thing that could possibly be done woyld be to construct a submarine.
In fact, this was almost an inévitable conclusion
for them, because before the abandonment of submarines in war on account of their too great powers of destruction—a circumstance which had also
led to the prohibition of the use of explosive bombs
in the aerial navies—the French had held the lead
in the construction and management of submersible vessels, even more decisively than in the case of
aeros.
»
"A large submarine," said de Beauxchamps, "into whose construction a certain amount of levium
entered, would possess manifest advantages over
yersâl's Ark. It could be provisioned to any extent

desired, it would escape the discomforts of the
waves, winds, and flooding rain, and it could easily
rise to the surface whenever that might be désirable for change of air. It would have ail the amphibious advantages of a whale."
The others were decidedly of de Beauxchamps's
opinion, and it was enthusiastically resolved that a
vessel of this kind should be begun at once.
"If we don't need it for a flood," said de Beauxchamps, "we can employ it for a pleasure vessel to
visit the wonders of the deep. We will then make
a reality of that marvelous dream of our countryman of old, that prince of dreamers, Jules Verne."
"Let's name it for him!" cried one.
"Admirable!
Charming!" they ail exclaimed
"Vive le 'Jules Verne'!"
Withln two days, but without the knowledge of
the public, the keel of the submersible "Jules Verne"
was laid. But we shall hear of that remarkable
craft again.
While animated, and in some cases violent, discussions were taking place in the learned circles of
Europe, and a few were making ready in such manner as they deemed most effective for possible contingencies, waves of panic swept over the reraainder of the Old World. There were yet hundreds of
millions in Africa and Asia to whom the advantages
of scientific instruction had not extended, but who,
while still more or less under the dominion of ignorance and superstition, were in touch with the
news of the whole planet.
The rumor that a wise man in America had discovered that the world was to be drowned was not
long in reaching the most remote recess of the
African forests and of the boundless steppes of the
greater continent, and, however it might be ridiculed or received with skeptical smiles in the
strongholds of civilization, it met with ready belief in less enlightened minds.
Then, the three "signs"—the first great heat,
the onslaught of storm and lightning, and the
Noche Triste, the great darkness—had been Worldwide in their effects, and each had heightened the
terror caused by its predecessor. Moreover, in the
less enlightened parts of the world the reassurances
of the astronomers and others did not penetrate at
ail, or, if they did, had no effect, for not only does
bad news run while good news walks, but it talks
faster.
It will be recalled that one of the most disquieting incidents in America, immediately preceding
the catastrophic r-ising of the océans, was the melting of the Arctic snows and ice-fields, with conséquent inundations in the north. This stage in the
progress of the coming disaster was accentuated in
Europe by the existence of the vast glaciers of the
Alps. The Rocky Mountains, in their middle
course, had relatively little snow and almost no
true glaciers, and consequently there were no scenes
of this kind in the United States comparable with
those that occurred in the heart of Europe.
After the alarm caused by the great darkness in
September had died out, and the long spell of continuous clear skies began, the summer resorts of
Switzerland were crowded as they had seldom been.
People were driven there by the heat, for one thing;
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and then, owing to the early melting of the winter's deposit of snow, the Alps presented themselves in a new aspect.
Mountain-climbers found it easy to make ascents
upon peaks which had always hitherto presented
great difficulties on account of the vast snow-fields,
seamed with dangerous crevasses, which hung upon
their flanks. These were now. so far removed that
it was practicable for amateur climbers to go where
always before only trained alpinists, accompanied
by the most experienced guides, dared to venture.
But as the autumn days ran on and on new snows
fell, the deep-seated glaciers began to dissolve, and
masses of ice that had lain for untold centuries in
the mighty laps of the mountains, projecting their
frozen noses into the valleys, came tumbling down,
partly in the form of torrents of water and partly
in roaring avalanches.
The great Aletsch glacier was turned into a river
that swept down into the valley of the Rhône, carrying everything before it. The glaciers at the head
of the Rhône added their contribution. The whole
of the Bemese Oberland seemed to have suddenly
been dissolved like a huge mass of sugar candy,
and on the north the valley of Interlaken was inundated, while the lakes of Thun and Brientz were
lost in an inland sea which rapidly spread over ail
the lower lands between the Alps and the Swiss
Jura.
Farther north the Rhine, swollen by the continuai
descent of the glacier water, burst its banks, and
broadened out until Strasbourgh lay under water
with the finger of its ancient cathedral helplessly
pointing skyward out of the midst of the flood.
Ail the ancient cities of the great valley from
Basle to Mayence saw their streets inundated and
the foundations of their most precious architectural
monuments undermined by the searching water.
The swollen river reared back at the narrow pass
through the Taunus range, and formed a huge eddy
that swirled over the old city of Bingen. Then
it tore down between the castle-crowned heights,
sweeping away the villages on the river banks from
Bingen to Coblentz, lashing the projecting rocks
of the Lorelei, and carrying off houses, churches
and old abbeys in a rush of ruin.
It widened out as it approached Bonn and
Cologne, but the water was still deep enough to
inundate those cities, and finally it spread over the
plain of Holland, finding a score of new mouths
through which to pour into the German océan,
while the reclaimed area of the Zuyder Zee once
more joined the océan, and Amsterdam and the
other cities of the Netherlands were flooded, in
many cases to the tops of the house doors.
West and south the situation was the same. The
Mer de Glace at Chamonix, and ail the other
glaciers of the Mont Blanc range, disappeared,
sending floods down to Geneva and over the Dauphiny and down into the plains of Piedraont and
Lombardy. The ruin was tremendous and the loss
of life incalculable. Geneva, Turin, Milan, and
a hundred other cities, were swept by torrents.
The rapidity of this melting of the vast snowbeds and glaciers of the Alps was inconceivable,
and the effect of the sudden denudation upon the
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mountains themselves was ghastly. Their seamed
cavernous sides stood forth, gaunt and naked, a
révélation of nature in her most fearful aspects
such as men had never looked upon. Mont Blanc,
without its blanket of snow and ice, towered like
the blackened ruin of a fallen world, a sight that
made the beholders shudder.
But this flood ended as suddenly as it had begun.
When the age-long accumulations of snow had ail
melted, the torrents ceased to pour down from the
mountains, and immediately the courageous and industrious inhabitants of the Netherlands began
to repair their broken dikes, while in Northern
Italy and the plains of Southeastern France every
effort was made to restore the terrible losses.
Of course similar scenes had been enacted, and
on even a more fearful scale, in the plains of India,
flooded by the melting of the enormous icy burden
that covered the Himalayas, the "Abode of Snow."
And ail over the world, wherever icy mountains
reared themselves above inhabited lands, the same
story of destruction and death was told.
Then, after an interval, came the yet more awful invasion of the sea.
But few détails can be given from lack of records.
The Thames roared backward on its course, and
London and ail central England were inundated.
A great bore of sea-water swept along the shores
of the English Channel, and bursting through the
Skager-Rak, covered the lower end of Sweden,
and rushed up the Gulf of Finland, burying Leningrad, and turning ail Western Russia, and the plains
of Pomerania into a sea. The Netherlands disappeared. The Atlantic poux-ed through the narrow
pass of the Strait of Gibraltar, leaving only the
Lion Rock visible above the waves.
At length the océan found its way into the Desert
of Sahara, large areas of which had been reclaimed,
and were inhabited by a considérable population of
prosperous farmers. Nowhere did the sudden coraing of the flood cause greater consternation than
here—strange as that statement may seem. The
people had an undefined idea that they were protected by a sort of barrier from any possible inondation.
It had taken so many years and such endless
labor to introduce into the Sahara sufficient water
to transform its potentially rich soil into arable
land that the thought of any sudden superabundance
of that element was far from the minds of the industrious agriculturists. They had heard of the
inundations caused by the melting of the mountain
snows elsewhere, but there were no snow-clad
mountains near them to be feared.
Accordingly, when a great wave of water came
rushing upon them, surmounted, where it swept
over yet unredeemed areas of the desert, by immense clouds of whirling dust, that darkened the
air and recalled the old days of the simoom, they
were taken completely by surprise. But as the
water rose higher they tried valiantly to escape.
They were progressive people, and many of them
had aeros. Besides, two or three Unes of aero
expresses crossed their country. Ail who could
do so immediately embarked in airships, some fleeing toward Europe, and others hovering about.
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grazing in despaîr at the spreading waters beneath
thetn.
As the invasion of the sea grew more and more
serions, this flight by airship becarne a comnaon
spectacle over ail the lower-lying parts of Europe,
and in the British Isles. But, in the midst of it,
the heavens opened their flood-gates, as they had
done in the New World, and then the aeros,
flooded with rain, and hurled about by contending
blasls of wind, drooped, fluttered, and fell by
hundreds into the fast mounting waves. The nebula
was upon them!
In the mean time those who had provided arks
of one kind or another, tried desperately to get
them safely afloat. Ail the vessels that succeeded
in leaving their wharves were packed with fugitives.
Boats of every sort were preased into use, and the
few that survived were soon floating over the
sites of the drowned homes of their occupants.
Before it was too late Yves de Beauxcharaps and
his friends launched their submarine, and plunged
into the bosom of the flood.
CHAPTER XIH
Strange Freaks of the Nebula
W TE return to follow the fortunes of Coemo
W Versâl's Ark.
T ▼
After he had so providentially picked up
the crazed bîllionaire, Amos Blank, and his three
companions, Cosmo ordered Capt. Arms to bear
away southeastward, bidding farewell to the drowned shores of America, and sailing directly over the
lower part of Manhattan, and western Long Island.
The navigation was not easy, and if the ark had
not been a marvelously' buoyant vessel it would not
long have survived. At the beginning the heavy
and continuous rain kept down the waves, and the
surface of the sea was comparatively sraooth, but
after a while a curious phenomenon began to be
noticed; immense billows would suddenly appear,
rushiug upon the ark now from one direction and
now from another, canting it over at a dangerous
angle, and washing almost to the top of the huge
ellipsoid of the dome. At such times it was difficult
for anybody to maintain a footing, and there was
great terror among the passengers. But Cosmo,
and stout Capt. Arms, remained at their post,
relieving one another at fréquent intervais, and
never entrusting the sole charge of the vessel to
any of their lieutenants.
Cosmo Versai hiraself was puzzled to account for
the origin of the mighty billows, for it seemed irapossible that they could be raised by the wind notwithstanding the fact that it blew at times with
hurricane force. But at last the explanation came
of itself.
Both Cosmo and the captain happened to be on
the bridge together when they saw ahead something
that looked like an enormous column as black as ink,
standing upright on the surface of the water. A
glance showed that it was in swift motion, and,
more than that, was approaching in a direct line
toward the Ark. In lésa than two minutes it was
upon them.
The instant that it met the Ark a terrifie roaring

deafened them, and the rounded front of the dome
beneath their eyes disappeared under a deluge of
descending water so dense that the vision oould
not penetrate it. In another half minute the great
vessel seemed to have been driven to the bottom
of the sea. But for the peculiar construction of
the shelter of the bridge ita occupants would have
been drowned at their posts. As it was they were
soaked as if they had been plunged overboard. Impénétrable darkness surrounded them.
But the buoyant vessel shook itself, rolled from
side to side, and rose with a staggering motion until it seemed to be poised on the aummit of a watery
mountain- Immediately the complété darkness passed, the awful downpour ceased, although the rain
still fell in torrents, and the Ark began to glide
downward with sickenîng velocity, as if it- were
sliding down a liquid slope.
It was a considérable time before the two men,
clinging to the supports of the bridge, were able
to maintain their equilibrium sufficîently to render
it possible to utter a few connected words. As soon
as he could speak with reasonable comfort Cosmo
exclaimed :
"Now I see what it is that causes the billows,
but it Is a phenomenon that I should never have
antlcipated. It is ail due to the nebula. Evidently
there are irregularities of some kind in its constitution which cause the formation of almost solid
masses of water in the atmosphère—suspended
lakea, as it were—which then plunge down in a
body as if a hundred thousand Niagaras were pouring together from the sky.
"These sudden accessions of water raise stupendous waves which sweep off in every direction, and
that explains the billows that we have encountered."
"Well, this nebular navigation beats ail my expérience," said Capt. Arms, wiping the water out of
his eyes. "I was struck by a waterspout once in the
Indian océan, and I thought that that capped the
climax, but it was only a catspaw to this. Give me
a clear offing and I don't care how much wind
blows, but blow me if I want to get under any more
lakes in the sky."
"We'Il have to take whatever cornes," returned
Cosmo, "but I don't think there is much danger of
running directly into many of these downpours as
we did into this one. Now that we know what
they are, we can, perhaps, detect them long enough
in advance to steer out of their way. Anyhow,
we've got a good vessel under our feet. Anything
but an ark of levium would have gone under for
good, and if I had not covered the vessel with the
dome there would have been no chance for a soul in
her."
As a matter of fact, the Ark did not encounter
any more of the columns of descending water, but
the fréquent billows that were met showed that
they were careering over the face of the sea in
every direction.
But there was another trouble of a différent
nature. The absence of sun and stars deprived
them of the ordinary means of discovering their
place. They could only make a rough guees as to
the direction in which they were going. The compassés gave them considérable assistance, and they
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had perfect chronometers, but theae tetter could be
of no use without celestlal observations of somo
kind.
At length Cosmo devised a means of obtamins
observations that were of aufBcient value to partially serve their purpose. He found that while the
disk of the sun was completely hidden in the watery
sky, yet it was possible to détermine its location by
means of the varying intensity of the light.
Where the sun was, a concentrated glow appeared,
shading gradually off on ail aides. With infinité
pains Cosmo, assisted by the experience of the captain, succeeded in determining the center of maximum illumination, and, assuming that to represent
the true place of the sun, they got something in
the nature of observations for altitude and azimuth,
and Capt. Arma even drew on his chart "Sumner
lines" to déterminé the position of the Ark, although he smiled at the thought of their absurd
inaccuracy. Still, it was the beat they could do,
and was better than nothing at ail.
They kept a log going also, although, as the captain pointed out, it was not of much use to know
how fast they were traveling, since they could not
know the précisé direction, within a whole point of
the compasa, or perhaps several points.
"Besides," he remarked, "what do we know of
the currents? This is not the old Atlantic. If I
could feel the Gulf Stream l'd know whereabouts
I was, but these currents corne from ail directions,
and a man might as well try to navigate in a tub
of boiling water."
"But we can, at least, keep working eastward,"
said Cosmo. "My idea ia first to make enough southing to get into the latitude of the Sahara Desert,
and then run directly east, so as to cross Africa
where there are no mountains, and where we shall
be certain of having plenty of water under our
keeL
"Then, having got somewhere in the neighborhood
of Suez, we can steer down into the région of the
Indian océan, and circle round south of the Himalayas. I want to keep an eye on those mountains,
and stay around the place where they disappear,
because that will be the first part of the earth to
emerge from the flood and it is there that we shall
ultimately make land."
"Well, we're averaging eight knots," said the captain, " and at that rate we ought to be in the longitude of the African coast in about twenty days.
How high will the water stand then?"
"My gages show," replîed Cosmo, "that the regular fall araounts to exactly the same thing as at
the beginnîng—two inches a minute. Of course
the spouts increase the amount locally, but
I don't think that tHey add materially to the général
rise of the flood. Two inches per minute means
4,800 feet in twenty days. That'li be sufficient to
make safe navigation for us ail the way across
northern Africa- We'U have to be careful in getting out into the Indian Océan area, for there are
mountains on both sides that might give us trouble,
but the higher ones will still be in sight, and they
will serve to indicate the location of the lower
ranges already submerged, but not covered deeply
enough to afford safe going over them."
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"AU right," said Captain Arma, "you're the commodore, but if we don't hang our timbers on the
Mountain of the Moon, or the Alpa, or old Ararat,
l'm a porpoise. Why can't you keep circling round
at a safe distance, in the middle of the Atlantic,
until ail these reefs get a good depth of water on
'em?"
"Because," Cosmo replied, "even if we keep right
on now it will probably take two months, allowing
for delays in getting around dangerous places, to
corne within sight of the Himalayas, and in two
months the flood will have risen nearly 15,000 feet,
thus hiding many of the landmarks. If we should
hold off here a couple of months before starting
eastward nothing but the one highest peak on the
globe would be left in sight by the time we arrived
there, and that wouldn't be anything more than a
rock, so that with the uncertainty of our navigation we might not be able to find it at ail. I must
know the spot where Tibet sinks, and then manage
to keep in its neighborhood."
That ended the argument.
"Give me a safe port, with lights and bearlngs,
and ITl undertake to hit it anywhere in the two
hemispheres, but blow me if I fancy steering for
the top of the world by dead reckoning, or no
reckoning at ail," Capt Arms said.
At night, of course, they had not even the
slight advantage that their observations of the
probable place of the sun gave them when it was
above the horizon. Then they had to go solely by
the indications of the compass. Still, they forged
steadily ahead, and when they got into what they
deemed the proper latitude, they ran for the site
of the drowned Sahara.
After about a week the billowing motion caused
by the descent of the 'Hakes in the sky" ceased entirely, to their great delight, but the lawless nebula
was now preparing another surprise for them.
On the ninth night after their departure from
their lodgment on the Palisades Cosmo Versai was
sleeping in his bunk close by the bridge, where he
could be called in an instant, dreaming perhaps of
the glories of the new world that was to emerge out
of the deluge, when he was abruptly awakened by
the voice of Capt. Arms, who appeared to be laboring under uncontrollable excitement.
"Tumble up quicker'n you ever did in your life!"
he exclaimed. "The flood's over!"
Cosmo sprang out of bed and pulled on hia coat
in a second.
"What do you mean?" he demanded.
"Look for yourself," said the captain, pointing
overhead.
Cosmo Versâl glanced up and saw the sky blue
with stars 1 The rain had entirely ceased. The
surface of the sea was almoat as smooth as glasa,
though rising and falling slowly, with a long, rolling motion. The Ark rode steadily, shivering, like
an océan liner, under the impulse of its enginea,
and the sudden silence, succeeding the ceaaeless
roar of the downpour, which had never been out of
their ears from the start, of the voyage, seemed
eupematural.
"When did this happen?" he demanded.
"It began not more than five minutes ago. I was
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just saying to myself that we ought to be somewhere near the center of the old Atlantic as it used
to be, and wondering whether we had got our course
laid right to go fairly between the Canaries and the
Cape de Verde, for I didn't want to be harpooned
by Gogo or the Peak of Teneriffe, when ail of a audden there came a lightening in the nor'east and the
stars broke out there.
"I was so set aback that I didn't do anything for
two or three minutes but stare at the stars. Then
the rain stopped and a curtain seemed to roll off
the sky, and in a minute more it was clear down to
the horizon ail round. Then I got my wits together
and ran to call you."
Cosmo glanced around and above, seeming to be
as much astonished as the captain had been. He
rubbed his huge bald dorae and looked ail round
again before speakîng. At last he said :
"Ifs the nebula again. There must be a hole in
it."
"Its whole bottom's knocked out, I reckon," said
the captain. "Maybe it's run out of water—sort o'
aqueezed itself dry."
Cosmo shook his head.
"We are not yet in the heart of it," he said. "It
îs évident to me now that what I took for the nucleus was only a close-coiled spiral, and we've run
out of that, but the worst is yet to come. When we
strike the center, then we'll catch it, and there'll be
no more intermissions."
"How long will that be?" asked Captain Arms.
"It may be a week and it may be a month,
though I hardly think it will be so long as that. The
earth is going about twelve miles a second—that's
more than a million miles a day—directly toward
the center of the nebula. It bas taken ten days to
go through the spiral that we have encountered,
making that about ten million miles thick. It's not
likely that the gap between this spiral and the nucleus of the nebula is more than thirty million miles
across, at the raost; so you see we'll probably be in
the nucleus within a month, and possibly much less
than a month."
Captain Arms took a chew of tobacco.
"We can get our bearings now," he remarked.
"Look, there's the moon just rising, and on my
word, she is going to occult Aldebaran within an
hour. l'il get an observation for longitude, and
another on Polaris for latitude. No running on
submerged mountains for us now."
The captain was as good as his word, and when
his observations had been made and the calculations
completed he announced that the position of the
Ark was: Latitude, 16 degrees 10 minutes north;
longitude, 42 degrees 28 minutes west.
"Lucky for us," he exclaimed, "that the sky
cleared. If we'd kept on as we were going we'd
have struck the Cape de Verde, and if that had
happened at night we'd probably have left our
bones on a drowning volcano. We ought to have
been ten or twelve degrees farther north to make
a safe passage over the Sahara. What's the course
now? Are you still for running down the Himalaya mountains?"
"l'II décidé later what to do," said Cosmo VerBâl. "Make your northing, and then we'll cruise

around a little and see what is best to be done."
When day came on, brilliant with sunshine, and
the astonished passengers, hurrying out of their
bunks, crowded about the now opened gangways
and the port holes, which Cosmo had also ordered
to be opened, and gazed with delight upon the
smooth blue sea, the utmost enthusiasm took possession of them.
The flood was over!
They were sure of it, and they shook hands
with one another and congratulated themselves and
hurrahed, and gave cheers for the Ark and cheers
for Cosmo Versai. Then they began to think of
their drowned homes and of their lost friends, and
sadness followed joy. Cosmo was mobbed by eager
inquirers wherever he made hia appearance.
Was it ail over for good? Would the flood dry
up in a few days? How long would it be before New
York would be free of water? Were they going
right back there? Did he think there was a chance
that many had escaped in boats and ships? Couldn't
they pick up the survivors if they hurried back?
Cosmo tried to check the enthusiasm.
"It's too early for rejoicing," he assured them.
"It's only a break in the nebula. We've got a respite
for a short time, but there's worse coming. The
drowning of the world will proceed. We are the
only survivors, except perhaps some of those who
inhabited the highlands.
Everything less than
2,400 feet above the former level of the sea is now
under water. When the flood begins again it will
keep on until it is six miles deep over the old sea
margins."
"Why not go back and try to rescue those who
you say may have found safety on the highlands?"
asked one.
"I have chosen my Company," he said "and I had
good reasons for the choice I made. I have already
added to the number, because simple humanity compelled me, but I can take no more. The quantity of
provisions aboard the Ark is not greater than will
be needed by ourselves. If the rest of the world is
drowned it is not my fault. I did my best to warn
them. Besides, we could do nothing in the way of
rescue %even if we should go back for that purpose.
We could not approach the submerged plateaus.
We would be aground before we got within sight of
them."
These words went far to change the current of
feeling among the passengers. When they learned
that there would be danger for themselves in the
course that had been proposed their humanity proved to be less strong than their desire for selfpreservation. Nevertheless, as we shall see, the
Ark ultimately went back to America, though not
for any reason that had yet been suggested.
Meanwhîle the unexpected respite furnished by
the sudden cessation of the downpour from the
sky had other important résulta, to which we now
turn.
CHAPTER XIV
Escape of the Président
WHEN Professer Abiel Pludder indited his
savage response to Cosmo Versâl's invitation to become one of the regenerators of
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mankind by embarking in the Ark, he was expressing his professional préjudice rather than his intellectual conviction. As Cosmo had remarked, Pludder had a good brain and great scientiflc acuteness,
and, although he did not believe in the nebular
theory of a flood, and was obstinately opposed to
everything that was not altogether regular and according to recognized authority in science, yet he
could not shut his eyes to the fact that something
was going wrong in the machinery of the heavens.
But It annoyed him to find that his own explanations
were always falsified by the event, while Cosmo
Versâ! seemed to have a superhuman fore-glimpse
of whatever happened.
His pride would not allow him to recede from
the position that he had taken, but he could not
free himself from a certain anxiety about the
future. After he had refused Cosmo Versâl's invitation, the course of events strengthened this
anxiety. He found that the officiai meteorologists
were totally unable to account for the marvelous
vagaries of the weather.
Finally, when the news came of tremendous
floods in the north, and of the overflowing of Hudson Bay, he secretly determined to make some préparations of his own. He still rejected the idea of
a watery nebula, but he began to think ît possible
that ail the lowlands of the earth might be overflowed by the sea, and by the melting of mountain
snows and glaciers, together with deluging rainfall. After what had passed, he could not think of
making any public confession of his change of
heart, but his sense of humanity compelled him to
give confidential warning to his friends that it
would be well to be prepared to get on high ground
at a moment's notice.
He was on the point of îssuing, but without his
signature, an officiai statement cautîonîng the public against unprecedented inondations, when the
first tidal wave arrived on the Atlantic coast and
rendered any utterance of that kind unnecessary.
People's eyes were opened, and now they would
lipk out for themselves.
'M'iudder's private préparations amounted to no
more than the securing of a large express aero, in
which, if the necessity for suddenly leaving Washington should arîse, he intended to take flight, together with Président Samson, who was his Personal friend, and a number of other close friends,
with their families. He did not think that it would
be necessary, in any event, to go farther than the
raountains of Virginia.
The rîsing of the sea, mounting higher at each
return, at length convinced him that the time had
corne to get away. Hundreds of air craft had already departed westward, not only from Washington, but from New York, Philadelphia, Baltimore,
Boston, and other seaboard cities, before Professer
Pludder assembled his friends by téléphoné on the
Capitol grounds, where his aero was waiting.
The lower streets of the city were under water
from the overflow of the Potomac, which was backed up by the influx of the Atlantic into Chesapeake
Bay, and the most distressing scenes were enacted
there, people fîee:ng in the utmost dîsorder toward
higher ground, carrying their children and some
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of their household goods, and uttering doleful cries.
Many, thinking it the best way to escape, embarked
in frail boats on the river, which was running upstream with. frightful velecity, and rising perceptibly higher every second. Most of these boats were
immediately overturned or swamped.
If the start had been delayed but a lîttle longer,
the aero would have been mobbed by the excited
people, who uttered yells of disappointment and
rage when they saw it rise from its tower and sail
over the city. It was the last air-ship that left
Washington, and it carried the last pensons who
escaped from the national capital before the downpour from the atmosphère began which put an end
to ail possibility of getting away.
There were on board, in addition to a crew of
three, twenty-two pensons. These included Président Samson, with his wife and three children,
seven other men with their families, making, together, sixteen pensons, and Professer Pludder,
who had no family.
More because they wished to escape from the
painful scenes beneath them than because they
deemed that there was any occasion for particular
haste, they started off at high speed, and it was
probably lucky for them that this speed was maîntained after they had left Washington out of sight.
They rapidly approached the Blue Ridge in the
neighborhood of Luray, and Pludder was about to
order a landing there, as night was approaching,
when with great suddenness the sky filled with
dense clouds and a tremendous downpour began.
This was the same phenomenon which has already
been described as following closely the attack at
New York on Cosmo Versâl's Ark.
The aero, luckily, was one of the best type, and
well covered, so that they were protected from the
terrible force of the rain, but in the tumult there
could be no more thought of descending. It would
have been impossible to make a landing in the midst
of the storm and the pouring water, which rushed
in torrents down the mountainsîde. Professer Pludder was a brave man and full of resourpes when
driven into a corner. Being familiar with the construction and management of aeros, for he had been
educated as an engineer, he now took charge of the
airship.
Within twenty minutés after the sky had opened
its batteries—for the rain had alraost the force of
plunging shot—a mighty wind arose, and the aero,
pitching, tossing, and dipping like a mad thing, was
driven with frightful speed eastward. This wild
rush continued for more than an hour. By this
time it was full night, and the pouring rain around
them was as impénétrable to the sight as a black
wall.
They had their electric lamps inside, and their
search-lights, but it was impossible to tell where
they were. Pludder turned the search-light downward, but he could not make out the features of the
ground beneath them. It is likely that they were
driven at least as far as Chesapeake Bay, and they
may have passed directly over Washington.
At last, however, the wind slewed round, and began to blow with undiminished violence from the
northeast. Plunging and swerving, and sometimes
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threatened with a complété somersault, the aero
hurried away in its crazy flight, while its unfortunate inmates clung to one another, and held on
by any object within reach, in the endeavor to keep
from being dashed against the metallic walls.
The crew of the aero were picked men, but no
experience could have prepared them for the work
whîch they now had to do. Without the ready
brain of Professer Pludder to direct their efforts,
and without his Personal exertions, their aerial
flhip would have been wrecked within a quarter of
an hour after the storm struck it. He seemed transformed into another person. Hatless and coatless,
and streaming with water, he worked like a démon.
He was ready at each emergency with some device
which, under his direction, had the eflfect of magie.
A hundred times the aero plunged for the ground,
but was saved and turned upward again jnst as it
seemed on the point of striking. Up and down,
right and left, it ran and pitched and whirled, like
a cork in a whirlpool. Sometimes it actually skimmed the ground, plowing its way through a torrent
of rushing water, and yet it rose again and was
saved from destruction.
This terrible contest lasted another hour after
the turning of the wind, and then the latter died
out. Relieved from its pressure, the aero ran on
with comparative ease. Profesaor Pludder, suspecting that they raight now be getting into a mountainous district, made every effort to keep the craft
at a high élévation, and this, notwithstanding the
depressing force of the rain, they succeeded in doing. After the dying out of the wind they kept on,
by the aid of their propellers, in the same direction
in which it had been driving them, because, in the
circumstances, one way was as good as another,
The terrible discomfort of the Président and his
companions in the cabin of the aero was greatly
relieved by the cessation of the wind, but still they
were in a most unfortunate state. The rain, driven
by the fierce blasts, had penetrated through every
crevice, and they were drenched to the skin. No
one tried to speak, for it would have been almost
impossible to make oneself heard amid the uproar.
They simply looked at onô another in dismay and
prayed for safety.
Professer Pludder, not now compelled to spend
every moment in the management of the craft,
entered the cabin oceasionally, pressed the hand of
the Président, smiled encouragingly on the women
and children, and did ail he could, in pantomime, to
restore some degree of confidence.
Inside, the
lights were aglow, but outside it was as dark as
pitch, except where the broad finger of the searchlight, plunging into the mass of tumbling water,
glittered and flashed.
The awful night seemed endless, but at last a pale
illumination appeared in the air, and they knew that
day had come.
The spectacle of the sky deluge was now so terrible that it struck cold even to
their already benumbed hearts. The atmosphère
seemed to have been turned into a mighty cataract
thundering down upon the whole face of the earth.
Now that they could see as well as hear, the miracle
of the préservation of the aero appeared incredible.
As the light slowly brightened. Professer Plud-

der, constantly on the outlook, caught a glimpse of
a dark, misty object ahead. It loomed up so suddenly, and was already so close, that before he could
sufficiently alter the course of the aero, it struck
with such violence as to crush the forward end of
the craft and break one of the planes. Everybody
was pitched headforemost, those inside falling on the
flooring, while Pludder and the three men of the
crew were thrown out upon a mass of rocks. AU
were more or less seriously injured, but none was .
killed or totally disabled.
Pludder sprang to hjs feet, and, slipping and
plunging amid the downpour, managed to get back
to the wreck and aid the Président and the othera
to get upon their feet.
"We're lodged on a mountain !" he yelled. "Stay
inside, under the shelter of the roof!"
The three men who, together with the professer,
had been precipitated out among the rocks, also
scrambled in, and there they stood, or sat, the most
disconsolate and despairing group of human beings
that ever the eye of an overseeing Providence looked
down upon.
The Président presented the most pîtiable sight
of ail. Like the rest, his garments were sopping,
his eyes were bloodshot, his face was ghastly, and
his tall silk hat, which he had jammed down upon
his brow, had been softened by the water and cruahed by repeated blows into the form of a closed accordion, Of the women and children it is needless
to speak; no description could convey an idea of
their condition.
In these circumstances, the real strength of Professer Abiel Pludder's mind was splendidly displayed. He did not lose his head, and he comprehended
the situation, and what it was necessary to do, in a
flash. He got out some provisions and distributed
them to the company, in some cases actually forcing
them to eat. ' With his own hands he prepared coffee, with the apparatus always carried by express
aeros, and made them drink it.
When ali had thus been refreshed he approached
Président Samson and shouted in his ear:
"We shall have to stay here until the downpour
ceases. To guard against the effects of a tempest,
if one should arise, we must secure the aero in its
place. For that I need the aid of every man in the
party. We have, fortunately, struck in a spot on
the mountain where we are out of the way of the
torrents of water that are pouring down through
the ravines on either side. We can make our
lodgment secure, but we must go to work îmmediately."
Stimulated by his example, the Président and the
others set to work, and with great difiieulty, for
they had to guard their eyes and nostrils from the
driving rain, which, sometimes, in spite of their
précautions, nearly smothered them, they succeeded
in fastening the aero to the rocks by means of
metallic cables taken from its stores. When this
work was finished they returned under the shelter
of the cabin roof and lay down, exhausted. So worn
out were they that ail of them quickly fell into a
troubled sleep.
It would be needless to relate in détail the sufferings, mental and physical, that they underwent
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daring the next ten days. While they were hanging
there on the mountain the seaboard cities of the
world were drowned, and Cosmo Versâl's Ark departed on the remarkable voyage that has been described in a former chapter. They had plenty of
provisions, for the aero had been well stored, but
partly through précaution and partly because of
lack of appetite they ate sparingly. The electric
generators of the aero had not been injured in the
wreck of the craft, and they were able to supply
themselves with sufficient beat and with light inside
the cabin at night.
Once they had a strange visitor—a half-drowned
bear, which had struggled up the mountain from
ita den somewhere below—but that was the only
living créature beside themselves that they saw.
After gazing wistfully at the aero from the top of a
rock the poor bear stumbled into one of the torrents
that poured furiously down on each side, and was
ewept from their sight.
Fortunately, the wind that they had anticipated
did not corne, but frequently they saw or heard the
roaring downpours of solid watery columns like
those that had so much astonished Cosmo Versâl
and Captain Arms in the midst of the Atlantic, but
none came very near them.
Professer Pludder ventured out from time to
time, clambering a little way up and down the projecting ridge of the mountain on which they were
lodged, and at length was able to assure his companions that they were on the northwestern face of
Mount Mitchell, the highest peak of the Appalachian range. With the aid of his pocket aneroid, making allowance for the effect of the lifting of the
whole atmosphère by the flood, and summoning his
knowledge of the locality—for he had explored, in
former years, ail the mountains in this région—he
arrived at the conclusion that their place of refuge
was elevated about four thousand feet above the
former level of the sea.
At first their range of vision did not allow them
to see the condition of the valleys below them, bot
as the water rose higher it gradually came into
view. It crept steadily up the slopes beneath, which
had already been stripped of their covering of trees
and végétation by the force of the descending torrents, until on the tenth day it had arrived almost
within reach. Since, as has just been said, they
were four thousand feet above the former level of
the sea, it will be observed that the water must
have risen much more rapidly than the measurements of Cosmo Versâl indicated. Its average rate
of rise had been three instead of two inches per
minute, and the world waa buried deeper than
Cosmo thought. The cause of his error will be explained later.
The consternation of the little party when they
thus beheld the rapid drowning of the world below
them, and saw no possibility of escape for themselves if the water continued to rise, as it evidently
would do, cannot be depicted. Some of them were
driven insane, and were with difficulty prevented
by those who retained their senses from throwing
themselves into the flood.
Pludder waa the only one who maintained a
command over his nerves, although he now at last
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believed in the nebula. He recognized that there
was no other possible explanation of the flood than
that which Cosmo Versâl had offered long before it
began. In his secret heart he had no expectation of
ultimate escape, yet he was strong enough to continue to encourage his companions with hopes which
he could not himself entertain.
When, after nightfall on the tenth day, the water
began to lap the lower parts of the aero, he was on
the point of persuading the party to clamber up the
rocks in search of some shelter above, but as he
stepped out of the door o ' ^he cabin to reconnoiter
the way, with the aid ofsearch-Iight which he
had turned up along the rT&gè, he was astonished to
find the rain rapidly diminishing in force; and a
few minutes later it ceased entirely, and the stars
shone out.
The sudden cessation of the roar upon the roof
brought everybody to his feet, and before Professer Pludder could commun icate the good news ail
were out under the sky, rejoicing and offering
thanks for their delivery, The women were especially affeeted. They wept in one another's arms,
or convulsively clasped their children to their
breasts.
At length the Président found his voice.
"What has happened?" he asked.
Professer Pludder, with the new light that had
corne to him, was as ready with an explanation as
Cosmo Varsâl himself had been under similar circumstances.
"We must have run out of the nebula."
"The nebula 1" returned Mr. Samaon in surprise.
"Has there been a nebula, then?"
"Without question," was the professor's answer,
"Nothing but an encounter with a watery nebula
could have had such a resuit."
"But you always said—" began the Président.
"Yes," Pludder broke in, "but one may be in error sometimes."
"Then, Cosmo Versâl—"
"Let us not discuss Cosmo Versâl," exclaimed
Profesaor Pludder, with a return of his old dictatorial manner.
CHAPTER XV
Prof essor Pludder's Device
DAY dawned brilliantly on Mount Mitchell
and revealed to the astonished eyes of the
watchers an endless expanse of water,
gleaming and sparkling in the morning sunlight.
It was a spectacle at once beautiful and fearful, and
calculated to make their hearts sink with pity no less
than with terror. But for a time they were distracted from the awful thoughts which such a sight
must inspire by anxiety concerning themselves.
They could not drive away the fear that, at any
moment, the awful clouds might return and the
terrible downpour be r es urne d.
But Professer Pludder, whose compréhension of
the cause of the deluge was growing clearer the
more he thought about it, did not share the anxiety
of the Président and the others.
"The brightness of the sky," he said, "shows that
there is no considérable quantity of condenaing
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vapor left in the atmosphère. If the earth has run
out of the nebula, that is likely to be the end of the
thing. If there is more of the nebulous matter in
surrounding space we may miss it entirely, or, if
not, a long time would elapse before we came upon
it.
"The gaps that exist in nebulae are millions of
miles across, and the earth would require days and
weeks to go such distances, granting that it were
traveling in the proper direction. I think it altogether probable that this nebula, which must be a
smâll one as such things go, consists of a single
mass, and that, having traversed it, we are done
with it. We are out of our troubles."
"Well, hardly," said the Président. "Here we
are, prisoners on a mountain, with no way of getting down, the whole land beneath being turned înto a sea. We can't stay here indefinitely. For how
long a time are we provisioned?"
"We have compressed food enough to last this
party a month," replied Professer Pludder; "that is
to say, if we are sparing of it. For water we cannot lack, since this that surrounds us is not sait, and
if it were we could manage to distil it. But, of
course, when I said we were out of our troubles I
meant only that there was no longer any danger of
being swallowed up by the flood. It is true that we
cannot think of remaining here. We must get off."
"But how? Where can we go?"
Professer Pludder thought a long time before he
answered this question. Finally he said, measuring
his words :
"The water is four thousand feet above the
former level of the sea. There is no land sufficiently
lofty to rise above it this side of the Colorado plateau."
"And how far is that?"
"Not less than eleven hundred miles in an air
line."
The Président shuddered.
"Then, ail this vast country of ours from here to
the feet of the Rocky Mountains is now under water
thousands of feet deep !"
"There can be no doubt of it. The Atlantic
Coast States, the Southern States, the Mississippi
Valley, the région of the Great Lakes, and Canada
are now a part of the Atlantic Océan."
"And ail the great cities — gone! Merciful
Father! What a thought 1"
The Président mused for a time, and gradually a
frown came upon his brow. He glanced at Professer Pludder with a singular look. Then his cheek
reddened, and an angry expression came into his
eyes. Suddenly he turned to the professer and said
sternly :
"You said you did not wish to discuss Cosmo
Varsâl. I should not think you would! Who predicted this deluge? Did you?"
"I—began Professer Pludder, taken aback by
the President's manner.
"Oh, yes," interrupted the Président, "I know
what you would say. You didn't predict it because
you didn't see it coming.
But why didn't
you see it?
What have we got observatories
and scientific societies for if they can't see or comprehend anything? Didn't Cosmo Versâl warn you?

Didn't he tell you where to look, and what to look
for? Didn't he show you his proofs?"
"We thought they were fallacious," stammered
Professer Pludder.
"You thought they were fallacious—well, were
they fallacious? Does this spectacle of a nation
drowned look 'fallacious* to you? Why didn't you
study the matter until you understood it? Why
did you issue officially, and with my ignorant sanction—may God forgive me for my blindness!—
statement after statement, assuring the people that
there was no danger—statements that were even
abusive towards him who alone should have been
heard?
"And yet, as now appears, you knew nothing
about it. Millions upon millions have perished
through your obstinate opposition to the truth.
They might have saved themselves if they had
béen permitted to listen to the reiterated warnings
of Cosmo Versâl.
"Oh, if I had only listened to him, and issued a
proclamation as he urged me to do! But I followed your advice—you, in whose learning and pretended science I put blind faith! Abiel Pludder, I
wotdd not have upon my sovZ the weight that now
rests on yours for ail the wealth that the lost world
carried down into its watery grave!"
As the Président ceased speaking he turned away
and sank upon a rock, pressing his hands upon his
throat to suppress the sobs that broke forth despite
his efforts. His form shook like an aspen.
The others crowded around excitedly, some of
the women in hystéries, and the men not knowing
what to do or say. Professer Pludder, completely
overwhelmed by the suddenness and violence of the
attack, went off by himself and sat down with his
head in his hands. After a while he arose and approached the Président, who had not moved from
his place on the rock.
"George," he said—they had known each other
from boyhood—"1 have made a terrible mîstake.
And yet I was not alone in it. The majority of my
colleagues were of my opinion, as were ail the
learned societies of Europe. No such thing as a
watery nebula has ever been known to science. It
was inconceivable."
"Some of your colleagues did not think so," said
the Président, looking up.
"But they were not really convinced, and they
were aware that they were flying in the face of ail
known laws."
"I am afraid," said the Président dryly, "that
science does not know ail the laws of the universe
yet."
"1 repeat," resumed Professer Pludder, "that I
ma'de a fearful mistake. I have recognized the truth
too late. I accept the awful burden of blâme that
resta upon me, and I now wish to do everything in
my power to retrieve the conséquences of my error."
The Président arose and grasped the professor's
hand.
"Forgive me, Abiel," he said, with émotion, "If
I have spoken too much in the manner of a judge
pronouncing sentence. I was overwhelmed by the
thought of the inconceivable calamity that has corne
upon us. I believe that you acted conscientiously
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and according to your best lîgbts, and it is not for
any mortal to judge you for an error thus committed. Let us think only of what we must do now."
"To that thought," responded Professer Pludder,
returning the pressure of the President's hand, "1
shall devote ail my energy. If I can save only this
little party I shall have done something in the way
of atonement."
It was a deep humiliation for a man of Professer Pludder's proud and uncompromising nature to
confess that he had committed an error more fearful in its conséquences than had ever been laid at
the door of a human being, but Cosmo Versai had
rightly judged him when he assured Joseph Smith
that Pludder was morally Sound, and, in a scientific
sense, had the root of the matter in him. When his
mental vision was clear, and unclouded by préjudice, no one was more capable of high achievements.
He quîckly proved his capacity now, as he had already proved it during the preceding adventures of
the President's party. It was perfectly plain to him
that their only chance was in getting to Colorado
at the earliest possible moment. The eastern part
of the continent was hopelessly burîed, and even on
the high plains of the Middle West the fury of the
downpour might have spread unîversal disaster and
destroyed nearly ail the végétation; but, in any
event, it was there alone that the means of prolongîng life could be sought.
With the problem squarely before his mind, he
was not long in finding a solution. His first step
was to make a thorough examination of the aero,
with the hope that the damage that it had suffered
might be réparable. He had ail the tools that would
be needed, as it was the custom for express aeros
to carry a complété equipment for repaîrs; but unfortunately one of the planes of the aero was
wrecked beyond the possibility of repair. He knew
upon what delicate adjustments the safety of the
modem airship deppnded, and he did not dare undertake a voyage with a lame craft.
Then the idea occurred to him of trying to escape
by water. The aero was a machine of the very latest type, and made of levium, consequently it would
float better than wood.
If the opposition of ship-builders, incited and
backed by selfish interests, had not prevented the
employment of levium in marine construction, millions of lives might now have been saved; but, as
we have before said, only a few expérimental boats
of levium had been made.
Moreover, like ail aeros intended for long trips,
this one had what was called a "boat-bottom," intended to enable it to remain afloat with its burden
in case of an accidentai fall into a large body of
water. Pludder saw that this fact would enable him
to turn the wreck into a raft.
It would only be necessary to reshape the craft a
little, and this was the easier because the aero was
put together in such a manner with screw-bolts and
nuts that it could be articulated or disarticulated as
readily as a watch. He had entire confidence in his
engineering skill, and in the ability of the three
experienced men of the crew to aid him. He decided
to employ the planes for outriders, which would
serve to increase the buoyancy and stability.
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As soon as he had completed his plan in his mind
he explained his intentions to the Président. The
latter and the other members of the party were at
first as much startled as surprised by the idea of
embarking on a voyage of eleven hundred miles in
so questionable a craft, but Professer Pludder assured them that everything would go well.
"But how about the propulsion?" asked Mr. Samson. "You can't dépend on the wind, and we've got
no saîls."
"I have thought that ail out," said Pludder. "I
shall use the engîne, and rearrange one of the aerial
screws so that it will serve for a propeller. I do not
expect to get up any great speed, but if we can
make only as much as two miles an hour we shall
arrive on the borders of the Colorado upland, five
thousand feet above sea, within about twenty-three
days. We may be able to do better than that."
Nobody felt much confidence in this scheme except its inventor, but it appeared to be the only
thing that could be done, and so they ail fell to
work, each aiding as best he could, and after four
days of hard work the remarkable craft was ready
for its adventurous voyage.
Professer Pludder had succeeded even better than
he anticipated in transforming one of the aerial
screws into a propeller. Its original situation was
such that it naturally, as it were, fell into the proper place when the "hull" was partly submerged,
and, the blades being made of concentric rows of
small plates, there was no difficulty in reducing
them to a manageable size. The position of the engine did not need to be changed at ail.
The "outriders," made up of the discarded
planes, promised to serve their purpose well, and the
cabin remained for a comfortable "deck-house." A
rudder had been contrived by an altération of the
one which had served for guiding the aero in its
flights.
The water was close to their feet, and there was
no great difficulty in pushing the affair off the rocks
and getting it afloat. The women and children were
first put aboard, and then the men scrambled
in, and Pludder set the motors going. The improvised propeller churned and spluttered, but it
did its work after a fashion, and, under a blue sky,
in dazzling sunshine, with a soft southerly breeze
fanning the strange sea that spread around them,
they soon saw the bared rocks and deeply scored
flanks of Mount Mitchell receding behind them.
They were delighted to find that they were making, at the very start, no less than three miles an
hour. Pludder clapped his hands and exclaimed:
"This is capital ! In but little over two weeks we
shall be safe on the great plains. I have good hope
that many have survived there, and that we shall
find a plenty of everything needed. With the instruments that were aboard the aero I can make
observations to détermine our position, and I shall
steer for the Pike's Peak région."
When the party had become accustomed to their
situation, and had gained confidence in their craft
by observing how buoyantly it bore them, they became almost cheerful in their demeanor.
The
children gradually lost ail fear, and, with the
thoughtless joy of childhood in the pleasures and

/^arts^wrrrrr
*
G**tta*lc
P S^AwtiKO^/He»
& »//€**/
U &j*rer***r
—<> AmHfntùt-f'M-m**'*/***
1 SptvJnrro 7*àe
—O
CAx* Q*/*f
KW**M&*l*rOmrht _
=S^

^T«i« --:
1

si
M

.-U"
ESB

aonùcS wns
£3=i
?=i.S
A"
^5
'V.
=as; §35;
fl

e***
~'—rz

Tm%
r-ar
•...

BMA

!

>-,
V4,-VJ.^

BLOtjSSS

- • ' 'VL•-r V.» •-•
'i .l&'f: l-J/i
-rfVV-V

^5
ts^

■&

fie ',
S-i
5^

i"'.

Ste

To
PRACTICAL MEN
and

^

• .\ Fo^as

ELECTRICAL
0euw^cJcu^

STUDENTS
You can use thls marvelous lîttle
book for solvinâ your problems in any
phase of electricity inclnding Motor
Starters and Starting Boxes, Overloed
and Underload Release Boxes, Réversible Types, Elevator Controllers,
Tank Controllers, Starters for Printing
Press Motors, Automatic Controllers,
Variable Field Type, Controllers for
Mine Locomotive, Street Car Controllers, Connections for Reversing
Switches, Motor and Dynamo Rules,
Rules for Speed Régulation, Connections for Induction Motors and Starters, Delta and Star Connections, Connections for Auto Transformera, and
Transformera for Lightning and Power
Purposes.
If you are interested in calculation
you can find plenty of it in the various
work on Simple Electrical Mathematics, Electrical Units, Electrical Connections, Calculation of llnknown Résistances, Calculation of Current in
Branches of Parallel Circuits, Calculation of Weight of Wire, Wire Gauge
Rules, Orm's Law, Watt's Law, Information regarding Wire used for Electrical Purposes, Wire Calculations,
Wiring Calculations, Illumination Calculations, Shunt Instruments and Calculation of Résistance of Shunts,
Power Calculations, Efficiency Calculations, Measuring of Unknown Résistances, Dynamo and Dynamo Troubles,
Motors and Motor Troubles, Calculation of Size of Pulleys, Current Calculations in finding Impédance, Reactance, Inductance, Frequency, Speed of
Alternators and Motors, Conductance,
Susceptance, Admittance, Angle of
Lag and Power Factor, and Formulas
for nse with Line Transîormers.

ARE
IN

YOU

INTERESTED

ELECTRICITY?

If you are, this is your opportunity to get a book which is as
authentic as it is complété! For every problem that has puzzled
you and is puzzling you, you will find the solution in clear, definite
language in the BLUE BOOK. Its informatative contents corne
from the pen of Yorke Burgess, founder and head of the famous
electrical school bearing his name. It is a pocket-size note book,
especially adapted for the practîcal man and those who are taking
up the study of electricity. You can have this note book with you
at ail times and you can read and study it in your leisure moments.
With ail mailing charges postpaid, we will send you this excellent book for one dollar ($1.00). Just mail us your order, enclosîng a dollar bill, a check, or a money order with your request for
a copy. Knowing its value thoroughly, we are convinced that you
will like the book, but after five days we will be glad to refund
your dollar if you should care to return the book. Just drop us
a line.
THE McCLURE PUBLISHING CO.
Dent. TV*

720 Cnsç Street, Chîcaso, TU.

The Second

Deluge

By GARRETT P. SERVISS
(Continued)
wonders of the présent moment,
amused themselves in the cabin, and
about the deck, which had been surrounded with guard linea made of
wire cable.
The water was almost waveless, and,
if no atorm should arise, there appeared to be no reaaon for anxiety
concernîng the outcome of thcir adventure. Bnt as they drove slowly
on over the submerged range of the
Great Smokies, and across the valleys
of Eastern Tennessee, and then over
the Cumberland range, and so ont
above the lowlands, they could not
keep their thonghts from turning to
what lay beneath that fearful océan.
And occaslonally something floated to
the surface that wrenched their heartstrings and caused them to avert
their faces.
Professor Pludder kept them informed of their location. Now they
ivere over central Tennessee; now
Nashville lay more than three thoniand feet beneath their keel ; now
Lhey were crossing the valley of the
Tennessee River ; now the great Mississippi was under them, hidden deep
beneath the universal flood; now they
were over the highlands of southern
Missouri ; and now over those of
Kansas.
"George," aaid Professor Pludder
me day, addressing the Président,
with more émotion than was often to
oe detected in his voice, "would you
ike to know what is beneath us now?"
"What is it, Abiel?"
"Our boyhood home—Wichita."
The Président bowed his head upon
lis hands and groaned.
"Yes," continued Professor Pludder
nusingly, "there it lies, three thou^and feet deep. There is the Arkansas,
ilong whose banks we used to play,
with its golden waters now mingling
feebly with the mighty flood that
iovers them. There is the school
louse and the sandy road where we
-an races barefoot in the hot summer
iust. There is your father's house,
ind raine, and the homes of ail our
?arly friends—and where are they?
iVould to God that I had not been so
ilind!"
"But there was another not so
ilind," said the Président, with soraeihing of the condemnatory manner
)f his former speech.
"I know it—I know it too well
iow," returned the professor. "But
io not condemn me, George, for what
i dîd not foresee and could not help."
"1 am sorry, said the ' Président
tadly, "that you bave awakeued those
M rpemorka. But I do not condemn

you, though 1 condemn your science—
or your lack of science. But we can
do nothing. Let us speak of it no
more."
The weather was wonderful, considering what had so recently occurred. No clouds forraed in the sky,
there was only a gentle breeze stirring, at night, the heavens glittered
with starry gems, and by day the sun
shone so hotly that awnings were
spread over those whose duties required them to be employed outside
the shelter of the cabin. The improvised propeller and rudder worked to
admiration, and some days they made
as much as eighty miles in the twentyfour hours.
At length, on the fourteenth day of
their strange voyage, they caught
sight of a curiously shaped "pike" that
projected above the horizon far to the
west. At the same time they saw, not
far away, toward the north and toward the south, a low line, like a seabeach.
"We are getting into shallow water
now," said Professor Pludder, "1
have been following the course of the
Arkansas in order to be sure of a sufficient depth, but now we must be very
careful. We are close to the site of Las
Animas, which is surrounded with
land rising four thousand feet above
sea level. If we should get aground
there would be no hope for us. That
peak in the distance is Pike's Peak."
"And what is that long line of
beach that stretches on the north and
south?" asked the Président.
"It is the topographie line of four
thousand feet," replied the professor.
"And we shall encounter it ahead."
"Yes, it makes a curve about Las
Animas, and then the land lies at an
average élévation of four thousand
feet, until it takes another rise beyond
Pueblo."
"But we cannot sail across this halfsubmerged area," said the Président.
"There are dépressions," Professor
Pludder responded, "and I hope to be
able to follow their traces until we
reach land that still lies well above
the water."
Near nightfall they got so close to
the "beach" that they could hear the
surf, not a thundering sound, but a
soft, rippling wash of the slight
waves. The water about them was
ruddy with thick sediment. Professor Pludder did not dare to venture
farther in the coming darkness, and
he dropped overboard two of the aero's
grapples, which he had heavily
weighted and attached to wire cables.
Thés tpok fcfao groand at a depth of
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T. O'CONOR SLOANE.
A.B.. A.M.. LL.D., Ph.D.
Noled Inatruclor, Lccturcr «nd AaUior. Formerly Trcasurer AmorlIcan Chemical Society and a prac.
licol chcmlst w lth many wcll kncwn
tchletemenii to hls crédit. Not
only bas Dr. Slonne taught chemlsIry for yenrt but he wos for mony
yenrs, engaizcd In commercial
cbeniistry work.

Do you remember how the taies of pirate gold used to fire
your imagination and make you want to sail the uncharted
seas in search of treasure and adventure? And then you
would regret that such things were no longer done. But that
is a mistake. They are done—today and everyday—not on
desert islands, but in the chemical laboratories throughout
your own country. Quietly, systematically, the cbemist works.
His work is difhcult, but more adventurous than the bloodcurdling deeds of the Spanish Main. Instead of meeting an
early and violent death on sorae forgotten shore, he gatbers
wealth and honor through his invaluable contributions to humanity. Alfred Nobel, the Swedish chemist who invented
dynamite, made so many millions that the income alone from
his bequests provides five $40,000 prizes every year for the
advancement of science and peace. C. M. Hall, the chemist
who discovered how to manufacture aluminum made millions
through this discovery. F. G. Cottrell, who devised a valuable process for recovcring the waste from flue gases, James
Gayley, who showed how to save enormous losses in steel
manufacture, L. H. Baekeland, who invented Bakelite—thèse
are only a^few of the men to whom fortunes have corne
through their chemical achievements.
Now Is the Time to

fi

Expérimental Equipment
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Students Say of Thîs
Course :
I b»»e not wrllten «Inco I rtoclitd the M»
•et I ran «Ull ity that It far eiceeded mj
anticipations. Since 1 basa been studyins wlth
jour «chool I bai» bœn tppolnlcd chcmlst for
tho Rcranton Cnal Co. testlng ail the cual and
aah by proilmate analysis. Tho tessona aro
hclplng me wondcrfully. and tho Interesting
way In whlch they are wrlttesi maites mo watt
patlcnUy m eaeh lesson.—MOSl.Aia C0D2ENS.
t wlah to express my appréciation of your
prompt roply to my loltor and to tho recommepdatlon to tho Général Electric Co. 1 tntend to start tho itudent engineering courte at
tbe works. Thls is somewhat aient eloctrleat
Unes, but the fact that I had a rccommcndatlon from a rellable school no doubt had considérable Influence In hclplng mo to secute tbe
Job.—H. VAN BENTHDY8BN.
So far l'io been more than pteased wlth
your course and am still dolng nlcely. I bope
to bo your honor graduato thls year —J. MNOEKtlS. JR,
I flnd your course excellent and your Instruction. trulbfully, tho clearost and beat assemblcd 1 baie over taken, and yours ts tho Ufth
ono l'ie atudlcd.—JAMES J. KELLY.
rrom tho lime I waa hailng Chemistry It
bas nercr been thus explalned to mo as it la
now. I am recommendlng you hlgnly to my
frlends.
them to bscnme members
of such and
an urgtng
organlxatlon.—CHARLES
BENJAMIN.
I ahall alwaya recommend your school to my
frlends and lit them know how simple your lestons are.—C. J. AMDAHL.
I am more than pleased. You dlg rlght tn
from tbe start. Z am golng to get somewbere
wlth thls course. I am so g lad that 1 found
you.—A. A. CAMERON.
I use your lessons constantly as Z flnd It
more thorough than most text bookt Z oan
tecuro.—WM. ZL TZBB8.
Thanklng you for your leaions. whlch I flnd
not
only ctear
and concise,H. but
siooderfully
IntoresUog.
Z am—ROBX.
TRAYLOR.
Z recelied cmploymcnt In the Consolidated
Ois. Co. Z apprcclote icry much the good
serrlce of tbe icbool when a recommendatlon
waa saked for.—JOS. DECKER.
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back to the prisoners, "to get these
to a safe place. Miss Rowan," he
turned then and put out his hand to
steady the terrifled and weeping girl,
"I warned you that you had probably
only ten feet. There was no wind and better not come here to-night. But
no perceptible current, and so they since you have come and have had
rode alî night at anchor off this pain because of your stepfather's
wrong doings, I am glad to be able to
strangest of coasts.
At daybreak they pulled up their give you the additional assurance, beanchors, and went in search of the de- yond the fact, which you have heard,
pressions of which the professer had that your fiancé was not murdered,
spoken. So accurate was his topo- but merely put away on board the
graphie knowledge and so great his Elizabethan Age; that he is safe and
skill, that late in the afternoon they sound, except for a few bruises, and,
saw a tall chimney projecting above moreover, we expect him here any
moment now. The police are bringthe water a little ahead.
"There's ail that remains of ing him down from Boston on the
train which arrives at ten."
Pueblo," said Professer Pludder.
He went to the window and watched
They anchored again that night, and
the next day, cautiously approaching an instant, as Dickey and Rentland,
a bluff that arose precipitously from having telephoned for a patrol, were
the water, their hearts were glad- waiting with their prisoners. Before
dened by the sight of three men, the patrol wagon appeared, he saw the
standing on a blufft excitedly beckon- bobbing lanterns of a lurching cab
ing to them, and shouting at the top that turned a corner a block away. As
it stopped at the entrance, a police
of their voices.
officer
in plain clothes leaped out and
(To be conchided next month)
helped after him a young man wrapped in an overcoat, with one arm in a
The Man Hîgher Up
sling, pale, and with bandaged head.
By Edwin Balmee and
The girl" uttered a cry, and sped
Wm. B. MacHaeg
through the doorway. For a moment
(Concluded)
the psychologist stood watching the
greeting of the lovers. He turned
other word, went into the hall. But back then to the sullen prisoners.
when his face was no longer visible 1 "But it's some advance, isn't it,
to Trant, the hanging pouches under Rentland," he asked, "not to have to
his eyes grew leaden gray, his fat try such poor devils alone; but, at
lips fell apart loosely, his step shuf- .last, to capture the man who makes
^the millions and pays them the
fled ; his mask had fallen !
"Besides, we need ail the men we (pennies—the man higher up?"
The End
have, I think," said Trant, turning
The Second Deluge
By Gareett P. Seeviss
(Concluded)
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Ascension
By Leland S. Copeland
Age by âge the sun is rising
Toward the apex of its way;
Seeking heights where Vega sparkles,
Many trillion miles away.
So the soul of man is climbing ;
Wistful ever, montais wind
Farther from the brute and caveman,
Dawn and morning of the mind.
Into dust fall kings and idols,
Superstition, ancient gear,
For the strength of thought is stronger
Than the curb of hope or fear.
Man is breaking vain traditions,
Old injustice, légal wrong;
Giving outworn good for better,
While he thinks and toils along,
Quelling plagues, controlling nature—
Losing zest for martial famé—
Winning on this little planet
Glory for the human name.
Smiling upward, sweeping onward,
Through the night and through the day,
Mounts the soul of man still higher
Toward the apex of its way.
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The Lord of the
Winds
By Augusto Bissau
{Continued)
"
bellowing there groaned
A noise, as of a sea in tempest torn,
By warring winds. The stormy
blast of Hell
With restless fury drove the spirits
on
Whirl'd round and dash'd amain.". «

By J. Johnson

The gruesome fascination of that
maddening scene was abruptly înterrupted. The dune of sand was now
almost as low as my head.
I pressed myself more tightly to the
ground, and laid my head sideways on
my left ear. I could not now see the
edge of the dune, but I was "feeling"
the little grains of sand puffed away
every flying second.
How to describe the agony of those
moments that seemed an eternity?
Oh, anything except that uncertainty,
as to what the hurricane would do
with me, before death came! Suddenly a thought flashed through my
mind. There was one way out of this
mental torture—my gun. I felt the
"joy" of meeting a railder death, and
of cheating my cruel executioner. I
composed myself to die as a man, and
bringing the gun to my temple, I
ralsed my head a little.

The Lone Adventure
By William M. Rouse

The Wind Ceases—One Onïy Survivor Tells This Story

Buck Lattimer of the Flyîng H

WHEN I regained consciousness,
the first thing I felt was a
severe pain in my head. I recollected
everything in a flash; but I could not
remember having fired any shot, and
could find no trace of blood. A piec©
of timber lying on my legs gave me
the answer.
And, to my astonishment and exultation, the wind was no more. The
air was still and the moon shone even
more brightly.
I looked at the top of the tower.
The green and blue flashings had
disappeared, and the large glass bulb
itself was no longer there. I was
saved.
It was not difficult for me to
imagine what had put the tower, and
thus the whole System, out of action.
Some flying piece of wreckage must
bave hit the top, smashing the bulb
where the Roentgen rays were formed.
But what had put on the current
and started that havoc?
I found the solution when I entered
the stone house. Lying dead on the
bench where the batteries were, his
body resting on the largest switch,
his right hand still holding a pistoï,
tttho VVio WormH.
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Evidently the miner, determined to
rob Wells, had followed us. Planning
to hide in the stone house, he had
entered through the open window.
But, having to jump over the long
bench, his hands searchingfor support,
had pressed the largest switch, sending the full charge of the current to
the towers, and, at the same time,
electrocuting him.
The End
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you found it in here some place, did
you?" he barked.
"No," I could positively feel Frank's
relief, "but 1 know what it was done
with."
"Daxnn," exploded the Chief. "So
do I. It was a knife, but where
"
"Oh, no, it wasn't," smiled Fenner.
"It was a harpoon."
The Chief's lower jaw sagged and
Frank darted to the window. Then
he turned back listlessly to Joe. "Come
again, Fenner," he said. "It can't be
done."
"Not from those buildings below
very handy," admitted Joe, "but this
harpoon came from the Yeakle"
The Chief laughed shortly. "That's
a poor joke, Joe," he snapped. "The
Yeakle is a good ouarter of a mile
away."
Fenner laughed. "Yes, but this
was an educated harpoon," he said.
The détective Frank gave a sudden
start. "I get you, Fenner," he yelled,
and he was in motion while he spoke.
"And Pli get him and bring him here."
"Hey," yelled the Chief, "What
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But a slamming door was the only
answer. Frank was gone.
Davidson turned to Fenner. "What
kind of a game is this?" he demanded.
"You're a pair of crazy asses, you and
Frank. Now tell rte what you're up
to."
"Bright boy, Frajik," observed Fenner, "it didn't take him long to
tumble, once he got the tip. Now sit
down and wait until he gets back."
For a half hour we waited in silence.
Fenner smoked nonchalantly and refused to talk. The Chief fumed and
paced the room. "A waste of time,"
he muttered again and again, The
minutes dragjjred by.
And then the door opened and
Frank pusheol into our presence a
swarthy little man with waxed mustaches and a decidedly foreign air.
He was hancîcuffed. Two uniformed
policemen came behind, bearing a long
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wooden box, which they placed on the
desk.
"Here's the bird, Chief,"
chortled Frank; "Penner you're a
dandy."
The Chief and I stared. Sure you
got the right man?" he demanded.
Then to the prisoner, "What have you
got to say? Remember, it may be
used against you."
"There is nothing to say," said the
prisoner, in perfect English, "except
that 1 killed Corey
"
"You confess?" yelled the Chief.
The
man shrugged
hopelessly
"Confess!" he echoed, "what else is
there to do? I suppose you want to
know why.
Well, because Corey
ruined me financially. He stole my
purse; I stole his life. But Pd like to
know how you picked up the trail."
Fenner stepped over to the unfortunate man. "I found it," he said,
simply. "Why didn't you keep that
clothes line of yours indoors?"
The man started, paled, then cried
in anguish, "My God, I never thought
of that. I could have, couldn't I?"
"You could," agreed Fenner, grimly,
"and if you had, you never would have
been caught. Send him over, Chief,
and Fil tell you how the trick was
done."
The man departed in charge of the
two officers and Fenner tore the lid
off the wooden box which the officers
had brought. He turned to me. "And
here, Bill," he said mockingly, "Is
your edupated harpoon."
And he placed before my astonished eyes an educated harpoon in
very truth. It was a small airplane,
wirelessly controlled, and its nose was
a long, bayonet-like knife.
"Then the clothes line
"
"Was his aerial," eut in Joe, "and
for the distance over which he wanted
to work he might just as well have
kept it inside. Just look this thing
over carefully, old man. It's a shame
that fellow stooped to murder. He
bas ideas worked out here that would
have retrieved his fallen fortunes.
Notice that the airplane attachment
is really two complété planes. l've
been wondering ever since I realized
how the job was done; how under the
sun, after the knife was buried in
Corey's back, it was gotten out again.
Now I see. When it came through
that window, the wings were right in
back of the knife and the propellers

in back of the wings with the rudder
at the rear. Now notice the hinging
arrangement which folded the wings
into a rudder and opened the rudder
out into a set of wings. The whole
machine was reversed. Even an auxiliary propeller has' been provided.
And the lag of the knife in the wound
held the whole thing like a brake
just long enough for the propeller to
get up speed before it gave and released the machine. At that the fellow must have had an anxious minute
until he got the contrivance out
through the window again. Only the
fact that it is a large room allowed
him tp get the machine high enough
to clear that window sill on its way
out. The sélective control offers nothing new. The control points are constantly traversed by a revolving,
clock-work driven switch, and these
miniature vari-colored lights were the
teU-tcUes that told the distant pi lot on
what contact point' the blade rested
at any given minute. For instance,
when the light showed red, the rudder could be swung to the right; when
on green to the left. He followed its
course through powerful night glasses.
Take a look at the coherer. You never
saw the like before. Fil bet it's a
peach. And this relay's weight or
rather, lack of it, would amaze you.
But the masterpiece of the whole
thing is the power plant. He must
have .worked for months on this model
gasoline engine. I can imagine that
for its weight it produces an awful
power, and it is absolutely silenced.
"There are at least a dozen new
ideas involved here, and new applications of hundreds of old ones. Under
the spur of a great émotion—REVENGE—this man has produced a
thing of terrible possibilities. You
have seen what happened to Corey."
The Chief and I were gazing in
awe at the little plane. I appreciated
the disposition of wing surface which
eut down the span sufficiently to allow it to pasa through a window three
feet wide. And I realized the patient
paring away of a fraction of an ounce
there that brought the total weight of
the machine low enough to allow of
the small supporting surface. There
was not an unessential piece of material to be found on the plane. The
only thing not needed in the opération
of the thing was the knife, and even
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that had been ground down until it
was little more than a very thick
needle along its length, with a large
cutting surface at its point.
The Chief finally broke the silence.
"1 think," he said, "that the educated
harpoon is too dangerous a contrivance to survive. Science many need
a lot of these do-funny things on it,
but it will have to worry along without them. The détails will not be made
public, and just as soon as that man is
convicted l'm going to personally
destroy it.'
Fenner nodded thoughtfully. "Yes,"
he agreed, "it's a shame to do it, but
God help us ail if its constructional
features becorae known."
He lifted it tenderly and placed it
in the wooden box. With the lid in
his hand he paused, looking down.
His eyes shone with the love of an
enthusiast for the delicate, wicked
création. "Good-bye, Educated Harpoon," he breathed.
The End
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WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH
WITH

Science & Invention
American Magazine
American Boy
Boy s Life
Collier's Weekly
Child Life
Cosmopolitan
Current History
Etude (Music Magazine)
Everybody's Magazine
Golden Book
Good Housekeeping
Hunter-Trader-Trapper
Junior Home Magazine
Literary Digest
Money Making
Motion Picture Magazine
Physical Culture
Popular Science Monthly
Radio News
Review of Reviews
Screenland
Success Magazine
Scribner's Magazine
Youth's Companion

Total $5.00 FOR $4.25
Total
5.00 FOR 4.00
Total
4.50 FOR 3.50
Total 4.50 FOR 3.50
Total 4.50 FOR 3.25
T otal
5.50 FOR
4.00
Total
5.50 FOR 3.75
Total
5.50 FOR
3.75
F otal
4.50 FOR 3.25
Total
5.00 FOR 3.75
Total
5.50 FOR 4.00
Total
5.50 FOR 3.75
Total 4.50 FOR 3.25
Total
5.00 FOR 3.50
Total
6.50 FOR 5.50
Total 5.00 FOR 4.25
T otal
5.00 FOR 3.50
Total
5.00 FOR 3.50
Total
5.00 FOR 3.50
Total 5.00 FOR 4.25
T otal 6.50 FOR 4.50
Total
5.50 FOR 3.75
Total
5.00 FOR 3.50
Total 6.50 FOR 5.50
Total 4.50 FOR 3.50

Pick out the Magazine you desire with Amazing Stories
—Send the amount indicated in the last column with this
coupon.

NEWS
Radio Doings By Engineers, Amateurs,
Listcners Are AU Combincd and Published
In This Great Magazine
JIADIO NKWS is Iho largett radio magazine
pubWihfd It ilie nutftanding authorlly In the
radio lield. carrylng more new derelopmenu. more
hookups and more nous thuii any oUier radio
magazine.
NEWS carrier
In everyihat
issuecorer
rnore every
than
a IIAOIO
do zen septrate
departraenu
angle of the great Industry frorn Uie beginner lo
ibo professlonal broadcasler or ahlp opérator.

ami

See The Wonders of Science, and the
Inventions of the Mastcr Scienlists in
Pictures
Kverv a«y. In ail corners of our buiy ivorl.l
HcluntliU are «t Work on new Invention., ilevelui.
InK marvclou. inaclilm. fer the Prncre,. ,.f ihe
world or lumnoundliiR stranite clieniiriil- for nmm
uses. AU Ihwe UiluKC are shown In the nuvel
■nunslu 'SCIENCE ndl0
AND INVENTION."
i' beglnners. i.'i SCIENCE
AND INVENTION" for

MONEY
tMAKING
Be Independent In Business—There Are
Opportunities For Big Profits Everywhere
SECURE A SECOND INCOME
MAKE EXTRA MONEY
Publlsheil raonlhly In the Intcrest of ambition t
mon and wornun who uant 10 become Independent
«'overs every fleld of actlvlty froni which prolll
can be dcrlred.
Cxplalns the money-maklng nosslbilltici In
e.ich partloular cnlerpri.se.
Dlscusses definlte steps to be taken by pcopie
ndopting a mcans of Uvcllhood, sparc-tlmo wnrk. or
a second Income.

MAGAZINE BARGAIN COUPONEXPERIMENTER PUBL1SHING CO., Inc.
53 Park Place, New York, N. Y.
Gentlemen:—I enclose $

ADDRESS
CITY, STATE.

la-'iti

for One Year't Subscription to AMAZING STORIES, with
Mention Here Olher Magazine You Desire

NAME

RATE

KoVES

MmMPH

Uhe Terfect INriting Instrument
ANSWERS the purpose of both pen and pencil combined.
• Its point is shaped like a fine lead pencil point and writes
with ink free and easy without a miss, skip or blur.
The steady umform flow of ink actually improves your handwriting. Won't blot, scratch, leak or soil hands.
Combines -the Best Features
of Pen and Pencil
minus the weak points of both. plus improvements not found
in either. The lead pencil smudges, the point breaks and its
writing soon is oblilerated. Most fountam pens skip, scratch,
flood. clog, leak, blot, soil hands and clothing. The old stylographic ink pencil dnes up, balks, blots, writes heavy. flows
unevenly and is never reliable. The Inkograph feeds as fast
and umform on the 20th page as it did on the first.

l'M

Cannot Leak
Not the tiniest drop of ink will spil! although one filling is
sufficient to write thousands of words.
Makes 3 to 4 Carbon Copies
at one time with original copy m ink.. Bear down as hard as
you like, without fear of bending, spreading, injuring or distorting its 14Kt sohd gold point.
I7.J.5
Tho Kxcculive. an olKiny
bliirk rul.licr.
lnf.My poluhcil liik<'crui>b
of suiicrb rcImcmcnl. iho
clioire of mca
o( nilain.

20-J-5
TheBiKChief.
nindo ol hieb*
eal
ouuliiy
rcd
rubber,
a large
Pturdy>*«nw>
livh lukoernpb.

Draws Lines to a Ruler
without smearing, smudging or blurring the paper. Writes
with any color of ink.
Requires No blotter
The ink dries as fast as you write"', because the flow is fine,
even and uniform.
Patent Automatic Feed
Prevents clogging. No complicated mechanism to clean or
get out of order. A year's guarantee certificate with full
directions accompames each Inkograph and is yourabsolute
protection.

lilusl'ifions |
Jiclull
Size
6-J-5
Tho
X Iloy
Inkocraph.
barrel tnadQ
of transporont
amber maierial whlch
makca it poMÎble to aeo
how
much
ink Ink
iloootain».
il aKillcd
a laïc*
çapacily.
wUhnllcr.
Ink
droppcr. qoI
a aelf

An Instrument of Refinement
In appearance it is extremely attractive. Ils beautifully highly
pokshed finest quality of hard rubber, its 14kt solid gofid
point and Seed, gold band on saSety screw cap,
gold selS filling lever and gold clip makes it an instrument of distinctive elegance and refinement. The equal
in size, workmanship and material of any $7, $8 or $9 founlain pen. Also made in ladies' size.

| Illuitrationif
^Aclusl
Size
10-1-5
, ' Tho Ili«
I| Chiot,
moio
ot
mottleil rubber which ta
' black aud rcd
rubber
artiatlcalljr blondcd
, of esiremo
produring
an
•ITcct
beauly
and rafineroent.

INKOGRAPH Co., INC., 37-149 Centre St., New York City
Scnd for Our CataDEALERS: log and Trade Prices
INKOGRAPH CO., Inc.

INKOGBAPHI
The-:
aecoHPuhHwwT
'Chut Ukl solhl gold bail like point whfch
is hard. roiimi and «rnooth. glidon with ense
over tho <;o:iracPt paper ami mnkok it possible to write in ink as rapidly us with the
soflcst lead poncil.
AOFNTSScll
^ biBflfr Inkogrnphs.
'profils. makc
more
s .-.les. without Inveslment. Quickcr commissioni. popular priées, no compétition. Send for
sample Inkogrnph and spécial sales plan
booklet.

37-149 Centre St., New York City SEND

Gentlemen : Y ou may send me your Inkograph Style No.
K 7 postman $2.98 plus postale on delivery.
1 will pay
^
r t*>
at
l YClTlXC
/J cldï'CSS
"y

—-—
Çfs/fp

—

NO

MONEY
,, name and, address and tnc.
Your
style number ot the Inkoj-raph «t
yuur cholcc arc sufficient. l'ayfhc
postman fz.çS plus postage on delivery . Spccil'y if you wanl ladic»
size. When cash accompanici
orddr Inkograph will bcscnl postage prepaid. If wichin ten days
Ihc Inkograph docs not prove satisfactory relurn il and wc'll re"
fund your moncy.
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Easily

at

Home
Dr. Mnrlan Tnrbell
Mufr of Magxr
who
Iihm my»lifio<l
mnirl* .
cl^nii
wrll m, liiymrn
wilbbl»nsmiirvclouii
induic II

Astonish Your

Friends

Gain the magnetic popularity that makes you the center
of any crowd. Business and social success is assured the
man who can perform mystifyingtricks. You can earn big
money on the side or as a professional, as well as being
the most popular person in your crowd. Why envy others'
skill?

You can learn Magic yourself, quickly and easily.

read
,attheGreat
Madame
,
rma»" **£•

"V

Earn

250 to

$

even sleight of hand, generally supposed to require long practice, is NOW
made simple to learn. For Dr. Harlan
Tarbell, one of the really Great Magicians, bas finally opened up the secrets
of his profession in a completely illustrated course offered at a merely nominal cost. Through the wonderful Tar-

Mail This Coupon NOW!
Tarbell Systen;, inc., Studio U-99
1920 Sunnyside Avcnut, CïiicaKO, Illinois
Genlleincn: '.Vithou' anv oblinalion send me your fret
litcrature and infoimation ail about your wonderful
"Tarbell Course in Magic." Also tell me about your
great Spécial Piice Oifer and Easy Paymenl Plan —
offered NOW for ilmiled time oaly.
Atime

$

y

Addrccs
iÏA-

The First
and Only
Course
in Magic
ever offered to the
public teaching
Real Professional
MAGIC

looo a Month
bell system you will be able to mystify
and entertain your friends. Afterthat
Dr. Harlan Tarbell takes you through
theentiremazeof sleight of hand.card
tricks and elaborate state divertisements. The apparently superhuman
doings of the accomplished magician
becomes as simple as ABC.

Great Spécial Offer
There is a tremendousdemand for magie entertainment. Clubs. Lodges,
Charity and Social affairs—ail will payhighfees to the man who knows
Magic. Dr. Harlan Tarbell really gets as high as $250 forahalf hour%.
work right now. Opporlunity everywhere to make money aside from
your regular occupation. Salesman find it a tremendous asset. Find
out ail about this unprecedented opportunity to learn Magic. Learn
about the great Spécial Price and Easy Payment Offer we are making
Now, for a limited time only. The coupon brings full détails without
any obligation. Mail il TODA Y.
Studio 11 -99
1920 Sunnyside Avenue
Tarbell System, Inc., CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

