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Corne into Drafting!

pay
1 a>

M>n
ran read
rend blue-prints
hlnc-nrinrs and draw plans
clans are "sittmg
"stttîne pretty
orcttv
Men who can
these days. No wonder, when you consider that every_machine, every building, ail
industrial activities start on the Drafting table! Intensive production, record-brealcing construction opérations, have created a great demand for expert Draftsmen
capable of designing and calculating original plans.

—rg-r^ib

^50 to ^125 a week paid to Expert Draftsmen
Get this point—that Drafting isn't just une line of work—it reaches out
into the tlectrical, Manufacturing, Building Construction, Automotive
and Structural industries. That is why you'U find well-paid Drafting
positions advertised in ail industrial centers of the U. S. 70,000 vacancies
reported in the past 12 months. And that is why I advise men to go into
Drafting, particularly if handicapped by lack of high-school or collège
éducation. Today you are in compétition with high-school and collège
graduâtes for the better-paid jobs. You must have spectalizedtraining to win.

OR *fi
.V,.

A Drafting Job GUARANTEED
paying 50% more than you earn today
—or not a penny of cost!
Now, at a cost you can afford, on terms of only
$6 pet month, you can actually BUY a fine
Drafting position and a substantial increase in
pay. A million-dollar institution guarantees
both — the training, then the employment.
UnJer money-back penalty.
This agreement brings you your SECOND
CHANCE. To repair a neglected éducation, ta
specialize, to change to a line where you can gct
ahead more rapidly. Read it, and investigate it I
The American School
Chartered 30 years as an EDUCATION AL institution and like the best résident schools and
collèges, conducted NOT FOR PROFIT. We
offer complété, thorough up-to-date instruction, built by 200 leading Educators, Engineers and Executives. A unique instruction, built to
meet the spécifications of well-paid
t'obs as laid down
iy employées theraselves, yetsimplified for
ready understanding by
men with only .common
school ing.
And we are the first in the
home study field to recognize the need
-ed of giving a COMPLETE SERVICE to ambitions men
— training, pins implcyminl. Which
takes you as you are, supplies the
v
O. ^C. MILLER
DirecrorExteosioa Work rq"ip"i=n'
and Ws
you
m the betteryou
joblack.
you seek.
Without
risk to youl

The Entering Wedge to Success
in ail Building and Manufacturing Lines
I recoramcod Drafting, too, bccause it can bc QUICKLY Icarncd at home, in spare time—without quitting your job, withouc lo>ing a day's rime or a dollar in pay. Because you're sure there
will be a good position waiting when you are ready for it. And betause the work is so fascinating and offers better-than-ordinary chances for advancement. For the Draftsman is in close contact with important work and BIO MEN, aud hc i» r»gUl io line for promotion to Superintcodeni
and other executive publiions.
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Brafting LessonsP
Wctuallymil
to prove you can learn at
home, in your spare time!
You will never have a more serious personal problem thap deciding your future life-work—so we
merely urge you to LOOK INTO
Drafting. See how you like it, see if you learn as
readily as most men do, get the facts about the opportunities, the salaries paid, the jobs open, the
chances for promotion.
This is why, on receipt
of your name, we will
send you the fin! three
lestons of our Drafting
course without cost or
obligation.

mericai'fc-Scliool
Dcpf. D 326 Drcxcl Ave. & S8fh Sf., Ofilcaco. III.
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O. C. JJILLEÇ, T>îrector Exteasîon Work.
THE AMERICAN SCHOOL.
Dcpt D916 -Ocel Ave. & 58d> St..
Chicago, aUioois
Please tend whbont cost Or oblîgacu»:
1. Threc Drafting Ussons.
2. Pactt about tbe oppurrooitles io Draftmg
Ycuv Goaranree to train aod place me
laoïteyb^k peoakr
Naœe....
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Amazlngly

New

Method

THE whole world of electricity is open to the Coyne trained Electrical man. Come to Chicago—the Electrical Center of the World. Get
your training at Coyne—the school of practical electricity. Coyne trains you in ail branches
of electricity. We do not offer a number of individual courses—we give you just one CompUle
course so that you will be a Practical Electrician capable of commanding big pay. Let ordinary
electricians do the small jobs. You can become a Trained Electrician and get the big money in
any branch of electricity if you seize this chance to come to Coyne. Opportunities unlimited.
Great Outlay of Electrical
Apparatus
You are trained on great outlay of electrical
apparatus, in 12 short weeks. Everything
from door bells to power plants. You work on
Circuits, Housewiring, D. C., A. C., Armature
and Stator Winding, Drafting, Auto, Truck and
Tractor Electricity, Battery Building and Repairing and Radio—everything to make you a
trained man ready to step right into a position
leading to salaries of $50.00 a week and up, or
you can open up your own shop and become
independent.

Coyne Trains You for Life
We fumish every student with a Life Scholarship which enables you to stay as long as you
want or come back for further training at any
time without charge. We also give you employment service after graduation. And if you
need part time employment, and will write us,
we will help you obtain it.
Hundreds of Coyne graduâtes are making big
money as Practical Electricians. You can do
the same if you get started at once. The electrical industry is crying for trained men—don't
pass up a.chance to train for big paying jobs!
We help many etadente to eecure job m to eam
Earn while you learn! a good part of their ex pente» while learning.
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Mail this Coupon Now for FREE Book!
Not a Correspondence School
ELECTRICA
WU 1 PI IL
H. C Lewis, Président,

SCHOOL

! Coyne Electrical School, II. C. Lewis. Près.
Dept. 3S-e> soo So. Paullna St., Chicago, 111.
| Dear Mr. Lewis; Without obligation send me your bir freo emtalosr
■ and ail détails of Pree Employaient Service, Radio, Aéroplane and
m Automotive Electrical Courses and how many "eam while learnï Ing." 1 understand 1 will not be bothered by any ealesman.
■ Nam».

Dept. 38-02

500 So. Paullna Street, Chicago S City.,

Stat*..
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Ten Million Miles Sunward
By Geoffroy Hewelckc
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Baron Munchhausen's Scientific
Adventures
By Hugo Gernsback
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The Flowering of the Strange Orchid
By H. G. Wells
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(A Sériai in 2 parts) Part II
By Jules Verne
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Lakh-Dal, Destroyer of Soûls
By W. F. Hammond
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Sub-Satellite
By Charles Cloukey
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Our Cover
This month illustrâtes a scene in the story entitled. "LakhDal, Destroyer of Soûls," by W. F. Hammond. in which
Lakh-Dal flashes his concentrated rays of isolated moonbeams,
or "Lunacy Rays," straight in the face of the unfortunate
Chinese victim.
In five minutes, the man became a hopelcss lunatic, whosc
vacuous and grotesque mouthings were fearful to bchold.
COPYRIGHT ACKNOWLEDGEMENT
"The Master of the World," by Jules Verne, copyright,
1911, by Vincent Parke & Co. (Parke, Austin and Lipscomb Co.)

In Our Next Issue:
THE STORY OF THE DAYS TO COME, by
H. G. Wells. We are always interested when we
read a story of the far future, and of the wonders
that might be in store for our descendants. But
when such a story is written by H. G. Wells, it
becomes ail the more realistic and the more absorbing. What will the world look like several hundred years hence? Read this excellent story in
the next issue.
THE MIRACLE OF THE LILY, by Clare
Winger Harris. Insects arc and were man's greatest enemy. What if they should gain ascendancy
over human beings once more? Such a thing is
not nearly as impossible as it appears at first
glance. At any rate, the author, who is also the
third prize winner of our $500.00 contest, weaves a
fascinating story around this idea.
THE RETURN OF THE MARTIANS, by Cecil
B. White. Being an astronomer, our author is
well informed on the subject and in this sequel to
"THE RETREAT OF MARS," he gives us a
most unusual, as well as powerfully written, story,
which is not too technical to hold the interest of
any reader, no matter what his inclinations
might be.
BARON MUENCHHAUSEN'S SCIENTIFIC
ADVENTURES, by Hugo Gernsback. In the
next instalments, we find our rcsourceful Baron,
in his quest for further first-hand information about
the universe, moving through interstellar space
again. This time he lands on Mars.
THE ANCIENT HORROR, by Hal Grant. Prehistoric monsters are no novelty in literature, but
here is one so totally différent and the story is so
well written that by the time you are through
reading the story, you will not be at ail sure that
it is not entirely truth that you have read. This
is an excellent taie that is sure to give you a halfhour's interesting reading.
And Others.
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I Will TrainYou

at Home to Fill

a

Big-Pay

&
M

Radiojob

Here's the
PROOF
Mado 5185 In
Throo
Sparc Weeks'
Time
1 havo met wit h
oontlnued hu'v
, ^ce». For Instance.
/ * / rocenUy I reallzed
a profit of SI.S51n
thrcc weeks for
\ f ^ sparc tlme work.
J I chanrcSlAOan
hour
RlKht now
maki
ne
more moncy
In myI am
R|>are
tlme
than
I
am
makugmmyreguuu*
Job. I havo been maki ne koo<I
moncy almost from the time I
enrollcd. I am Roing to glve up
my
présent
r
Radio
shop.position
The Nand
. H. open
I. haaa
put
rao
on
the
aollil
road
to
cesa. —Peler J. Dunn. 901sueN.
Monroo St., Baltimore. Md.
Made S588
in One Month
Tli'
receivedtralnlng
from youI
has donc me a
world tlme
of r<xk1.
Some
ago.
durlng onc of our
bosy
months,
miwlc $588. I amI
servIchiR ail rnakefl of Radio recetvlniî apts. I havjn t fourni
anvthlnR sa far that I could not
hanille iflon». My bi»« to hlElUy
)leaaed
wlth mytowork
a nrcourI
lave- been
hamlle
<l""' ablo
<*'of sets here
"■"Jonc.
mtlrc
oulpul
Herbert
iW.
2215 South
"K
Jtrect, Elwooil. Indlana.

Ci
Eams Price of Course In
One Week s Spere Time
I bave been ao buay wlth Radio
work that I bave not had tlmo
to
sturty.
otherenough
week, lu
snare
tlme. The
I earned
to
pay for my course. I have more
work than I eau do. Reccntly I
made enouKh
money
in foronea
month'a
apure tlme
to pay
$375 bcautlful console all-clectrlc Radio. Whcn I enrollcd I
dld not know the différence between a rhéostat and a coll.
Now I am
maklna
ail klnds 18
of
money.
—Karle
CummlnKS,

JF you are eaming_ a penny less than S50 a week,
send for my book of information on the opportunities
m Radio. It's FREE. Clip the coupon NOW. A
flood of gold is pouring intoi this new business, creating
hundreds of big pay jobs. Why go along at $25, $30
or $45 a week when the good jobs in Radio pay $50,
$75, and up to $250 a week. My book, "Rich Rewards
in Radio," gives full information on these big jolis and
explains how you can quickly becoine a Radio Expert
through my easy, practical, home-study training.
SALARIES OF $50 TO $250 A
WEEK NOT UNUSUAL
Get into this live-wire profession of quick success. Radio needs
trained men. The amazing growth of the Radio business has
astounded the world. In a few short years three hundred thousand
jobs have been created. And the biggest growth of Radio is still
to come. Tliat's why salaries of $.'»() to $250 a week are not unus ual. Radio simply hasn't got ncarly the number of thoroughly
trained men it neecls. Study Radio and after only a short time
land yourself a REAL job with a REAL future.
YOU CAN LEARN QUICKLY AND EASILY
IN SPARE TIME
Hundreds of N. R. I. trained men are today makine big money—
holding down big jobs—in the Radio field. Men just like you—
their only advantage ia training. You. too, can become a Radio
Expert just as they did by our new practical methods. Our
tested, clear training, makes it easy for you to learn. You can
stay home, hold your job, and learn quickly in your spare time.
Laok of éducation or expérience are no drawbacks. You can
read and writc. That's enough.
MANY EARN $15. $20, $30 WEEKLV
ON THE SIDE WHILE LEARNING
My Radio course Is the famous course "that pays for Itself." I teaoh
you
begin maklng
the day Iyouglveenroll.
My
new to
practical
method money
makes almost
this possible.
you SIX
BIG OUTITTS of Radio parts with my course. You are taught to
bulld praetlcally every type of reeelvluK set known. M. E. Sullivan,
412 73rd Street. Brooklyn, N. Y., wrltes, "I made S720 whllc studylng.
Earle Cummlngs, 18 Webster Street, Haverhlll. Mass.: "1 made $375
In one month." G. W. Page. 1807 2lst Ave.. NasbviUe, Tcnn.: "I
plcked up $935 In my spare tlme whlle studylng."
YOUR MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED
-m glve you Just the tralnlng you necd to get tnto the Radio business.
My course lits you for ail Unes—manufacturlng, selllng, servlclna
sets.
business for many
yourself.
operatlng
In aa *broad* shlp
' ' orrTn
castingIn station—and
others.
I backonupboard
my training
wlth
signed
agreement to refund every penny of your monev if. after completion,
you are not satlshed wlth the course I give you.
ACT NOW—
M-Page Book Is FREE
Send for this big book of Radio Information. It won't cost you a penny.
It has put hundreds of fellows on the
road to blgger pay and success. Get
RADIO k
1t.
Investlgate.
Sce my
what
Radio haa
to offer
you. and how
Kmployment
Department helps you get Into Radio
NEEDS
after you graduate. Clip or tear out
the coupon and mail It RIGHT NOW.
TRAINED
J. R. SMITH, Président
Dept. 3A2
MEN'
National Radio Institute
Washington, D. G.

E mpbyment Service to ail Graduâtes
Originators of Radio Home Study Training l

You can build
lOO circuits with
the six big outfits
of Radio parts
Jl give you
Sofihe WOyou
can bulld

D

Find out quick
a bout this
practical nay
to big pay

fi/.<:n
&

m
fi'o f>V

Mai! This FRUCOUPONToday
J. E. SMITH, Président
Dept. 3A2, National Radio Instituée'
Washington, D. C.
Dear Mr. Smith; Klndly send me your big book. "Rlch
Rewards In Radio." glvfng Information on the blg-money
opportunities in Radio and your practical method of leaching wlth six big Outfits. I undorstand this book Is free,
and that this places me under no obligation wbatever.
Namc
Age.
Addrcss
CUV.
.Stale.
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I wish we

had more men like him

99

"I've given hira two promotions in the last year and he's made good each time.
"I alvrays feel safe in moving him up because I know that he's prepariné himself
to handls bigger work.
Tlie_ International Correspondence Schools keep me advised on the progress he
is making and I've encouraged him to keep on. His spare-time studying certainly
bas made him a valuab'.e man to this firm."
How do you stand when your employer checks
tip his men for promotion ? Does he pass you by as
just a routine worker, or does he think of you as
a man who is ambitious to get ahead? Won't you
be far more likely to get the promotion if he knows
you are studying at home and are really preparing
yoursclf to handle bigger work?
Every mail brings letters from students of the
International Correspondence Schools telling of increases in salary due to spare-time study.
"At the time I started my I. C. S. course I was
working in a paper rnill," writes A. J. Hutchins,
Chief Draftsman of the American Strawboard Co.
"Before I had completed the course I was called
upon to make drawings in one of the company's
largest mills and was appointed Superintendent of
Construction at a 300 per cent increase in salary."
Jesse G. Vincent was a toolraaker before he enrolled with the I. C. S. He is now Vice-president
of the Packard Motor Car Company. Walter
Chrysler, Président of the Chrysler Motor Corporation, is also a former I. C. S. student.
An I. C. S. course enabled Fred W. Southworth
to leave a poorly paying job that he had héld for
tiuenty years and get a position as a salesman. In
six months he also had increased his salary more
than 300 per cent.
George A. Grieble was a stone cutter earning
$15 a week when he enrolled with the I. C. S. He
now has his own engineering business in Cleveland
and his incorae is "between $10,000 and $15,000 a
year."
If the I. C. S. can help these men to get out of

the rut and make good, it can help you too. If it
can raise the salaries of other men, it can raise
yours! At least find out how.
Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
"The Unicersal L'nivcmity"
Box 7143-B. Scranton, Penna.
Wlthout cost or obligation, pleaso send nu» a copy of your booklet. "Who Wlns and Why," an»! full partlculars aboul the subject
before whlch I havo marked X In the liât below:
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
□ imlustrial Management
Q Adrerlislng
y Personnel Management
□Business Correspomionre
□ TrafBc Management
nSbow Card ami Slgn Letterlng
□ Acoounllng and C. P. A.
□ Stenography and Typlng
Coachlng
ClEngllsh
JJ Cost
Accountlng
n Civil Service
Bookkeeping
URailway
Mail Clerk
J Secretarlal Work
□ Common School Sublecta
J Spanlsh □ French
□ Hlgh School Subjecta
J Salesmanship
□ Ulustrating □ Cartoonlng
TECHNICAL AND INDU8TRIAL COURSES
TElectrlcal Englneerln*
nArchitect
J Electric Lightlng
Q Archltecls' Blueprlnta
JMechanlcal Englneer
yConlraclor and Bullder
J Mechanical Draftsman
Q Architectural Draftsman
1 Machine Shop Practlce
y Concrète Bullder
j Rallroad Positions
□Structural Englneer
Cas Engine Operatlng
□Chemlstry □ Pharmacy
Civil Englneer
□Automobile Work
) Surveylng and Mapping
UAIrplane Englnes
JMetalIurgy and Mlnlnjr
□Agriculture □Navigation
J Steam Engineering
UMathematlcs
□ Radio
Name
Street Address
City
State
Occupation
Persans retiding in Canada should send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadien, Limited, Montréal, Canada
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Cold Fact Tomorrow

AMAZING THINKING
By HUGO GERNSBACK
HERE is little doubt that one ot the most
fare and they possess that most human quality—periodically
remarkable devices—as a matter of fact the they go off on a drunk and become intoxicatcd.
most improbable device—that ever appeared on
It may be said that any work that requires planning, also
this planet, is the human brain in its capacity requires thinking, intelligence and reasoning. The ants
to think. While it is my opinion that prac- certainly possess these faculties to a marked degree, and
tically ail living créatures of evcry description
perhaps to a higher degree than human beings do. For one
do some sort of thinking, in the human specics, we find the thing, the ants are far more efficient than we, and their
phenomcnon of thinking on a rallier high plane. Or so it
work is purposcful, whereas that of human beings may not
ahvays be placed in that class.
would seem to us. To the visiter from Mars it might appear
ludicrous.
We are probably agreed upon the fact that human beings
Dogs, horses and other animais undoubtedly think, and get into more mischief duc to thinking and reasoning than
many examples can be cited to show that tliey do. Yct, if tliey were not thus handicapped. We pride ourselves on
lowcr forms of animal life also think, the différence being the fact that this is what makes us human and lifts us out
only in the matter of degree. The, to us, important organized of the animal class. I grant ail this, but I question if it is
phenomenon which we unthinkingly call thinking is higher always of benefit. In other words. with ail our thinking
when assigned to the vertebratc class. A dog, in many re- and with ail of our reasoning, we still have to use the hit
spects. can think just as well and as fast as the hbman being and miss System to find out whether we arc right or wrong.
on certain simple prohlems. The simpler the problcm, the
I f our minds were so constituted that we could reason out
bclter is the dog's thinking.
everything exactly beforehand, then we would dérive a great
Thcre is, of course, a vast différence between thinking and benefit from the thinking opération, but this, of course, is
reasoning. It may be said that a dog or horse cannot reason out of the question, because too many other factors, particuto any large extent, although he can and does reason on larly those produeed by other thinking—or unthinking—persimple matters. When a dog or cat is taken away from sons, tends to nullify the best reasoning. Here the ant, for
home, it finds its way back without much trouble. This instance, lias the better of the human being because it lias
going back home is a form of reasoning, and must not be adapted itself to its circumstances in such a way that there
called instinct, any more than it is instinct when a human is a minimum of interférence due to irrational thinking and
being goes home or goes to the house of a friend. The wrong reasoning. On the other hand, while we pride ourreasoning here is perhaps subconscious. Dogs can he trained selves on our ability to think and reason, we do very Utile
to open doors, to hring their masters' slippers and perform actual thinking or reasoning. The more we advance, the
other useful work in which a certain amount of reasoning— more a few of us do the real thinking, while the rest of us
admittedly slight—is required, but I insist that it is reason- become more or less instinctive automatons. Actual hard
ing. although on a !ow plane.
thinking involves a tremendous effort that few of us cherish.
When we corne to the insect world. such as ants, we cerI will probably be denouneed when I insist that 90*70 of our
tainly find a very high order of thinking and a relativcly thinking during working hours is not thinking at al!, but
high order of reasoning. The processes involved with ants might more accurately be termed instinct or autunalism.
or bees in thinking and reasoning are probably similar to
From the time we get up in the morning until we eat
those used by human beings. While tliey may not lie as our break fast, we do not, as a rule, think. We go through
complex, they may, on the other hand, be more complcx than the neccssary motions by habit. If you are not a business
ours, although we do not know it. The açt, for instance, man, weighcd down by difîicult prohlems, you will probably
may bave purposely unlearned everything that human beings not do much thinking during the forenoon, either. A fcw
ever knew or may know for a long time to come, because simple prohlems may come up. which you are going to solve
they might have found out that they could get along without as they follow one another—habit again.
these things much better than with them.
Very little reasoning is used by the average man in an
One should not forget that the ant lias been on earth average position. As a matter of fact, an estimate of 20%
many millions of years, before the human race appeared, actual hard thinking during the day, which mcans solving
and that during that time, they had a far better opportunity of problems which are new and have never been tried before,
to adapt their thinking and reasoning processes to their lives.
making décisions on new and unfamiliar situations, are fcw
In lus interesting book. "The Ant People," Dr. Hans and far between for the average person. Most people, not
Heinz Ewcrs gives hundreds of examples of the very high accustomed to thinking things out, can do so for only a
order of intelligence and reasoning powers of ants. Very
few minutes a day, because the strain on them is too great.
fcw peuple know bat the ants actually do very many of the Even the professional thinker, the man who actually origithings that human beings do, and in many cases do them nales day in and day out, works by a System and goes
much better.
largely by précédents. There are probably not six humans
In their engineering and building work, the ants cer- on the entire planet who do 80% of actual thinking and
tainly know as much and are more efficient than men. The actual reasoning on new and untried paths during their
ants are not only builders and engineers, but they arc carworking hours.
penters, weavers. cattle raisers, mushroom growers, and
The amazing part of thinking and reasoning is how little
paper makers. They rain nurses, they use organized warthey are practiced—how little of these is rcally doue.
Mr. Hugo Gernsback speaks every Tuesday at 9.30 P. M. from WRN Y (326 meters) and 2XAL (30.90 meters) on varions scientidc subjects.
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Farlntosb. with a sudden stiffening of his body, pulled down the black bar. A soft whirrlng of machinery fllled the air. Steel cables
creaked and began to move, then slowly and ponderonsly the giant shutters rose.
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twenty years, while his eyes wore the inexpressibly
weary look of a man who has not slept for weeks.
The Gelestial Enemy
Even as I stared at him he swayed and had to steady
HERE have been many historiés of the himself against the wall.
"Rob, you're sick," I exclaimed.
extraordinary happenings of the last
Immediately my friend straightened up. "No,"
four years—some substantially correct,
he said. "Not bodily, anyway," and strode over to
but more of a luridly fantastic type that
S
aimed to catch the pennies of the people his working table, which was littered with sheets of
rather than to give a true story of the narrow escape paper, closely covered with mathematical calculaof the earth from a danger that threatened to destroy tions. He motioned me to a chair.
"Look here, okl man," he began earnestly. "You
it. Therefore, for some time past, I have been thinking of writing a short but historically accurate ac- have no doubts as to my sanity, have you?"
The question startled me, but he was obviously
count of the momentous times we have just passed
through. Indeed, onîy the pressure of work in our so much in earnest, that the flippant reply died on
recent period of reconstruction bas prevented my my lips.
"You're as sane as any man in New York," I
doing so. Judge, therefore, my pleasure when I received a lettcr from the Secretary for Education, assured him.
For a moment Farintosh looked a trifle relieved,
asking me to do this very thing, and to put the narbut
almost immediately the strained look reappeared.
rative into the form of a story so that the school
He twitched his hand in a gesture cloquent of hopechildren may more easily assimilate it.
lessness. "l'm half sorry you think so," he said
On the twenty-fourth of September, 1933, Pro- with a crooked smile. "It means that I cannot have
fesser Arnheim of the Astronomical Observatory imagined it."
of Berlin discovered a new star of the fourteenth
"Imagined what?" I broke out.
magnitude in the constellation of Casseiopeia. This
"Martin," my friend replied, "for the last fortywas nothing very extraordinary, as new stars are eight hours I have hoped that I had made a mistake
heing discovered continually, and, after Professer in my calculations, or that I am mad and have imArnheim had received the congratulations of his agined the whole thing. But you say that I am
colleagues, the star was promptly forgotten.
sane. and I have sufficient faith in myself to know
It was not until June of next year that Dr. Lan- that I could not have made the same mistake ten
ning of Greenwich Observatory, London, found that times over, for that is the number of times l've
the new star had increased in size to the twelfth checked my workings."
magnitude and that it had changed its position.
"You know darn well you've not made any misPromptly, Dr. Lanning announced to the world that take ten times over," I cried. "l've been long enough
it was a new cornet and not a star, and that he would
in collège with you to know that. But what's this
détermine its orbit later. Unfortunately, other work ail abolit? Tell me before I burst!"
intervened.
My friend smiled for a moment at my indignaOn the evening of January the fourth, 1935, T tion, then rose and beckoned me to follow him out
was in the office, having just returned to New York into the garden.
from Europe, when the téléphoné rang and a strained
It was a cold and frosty night with the moon, a
voice, that I harely recognised as Farintosh's, asked bright half sphere, just over the roofs. The stars
me to corne over and see him immediately. Before seemed near, like tiny fairy lamps hanging from a
I could ask a question, he violently slammed the velvet canopy of the dee])est indigo. I wondered
receiver on the hook, and,
for what purpose Farintosh
when I tried to get his
had brought me out here,
number, the exchange
L-jEKE is one of the clcvcrcst slories and one of the when, suddenly he stoppée!
calmly informed me that
most absorbing ones that we have seen for some and with a dramatic geshis line was ont of order l"ne. The story advances the novel point as to whether ture flung his arm up to
and that, therefore, he it is possible, by human means. to change the center of the skies above the house.
could not have called me rotation of the earth and the position of its axis by human
"Do you see Casseioenergy. It is known, for instance, that the action of the
up.
tides caused by the moon. tends to slow up the motion of peia ?" he asked and
I was naturally a little the earth. and our scienlists tell us that this phenomenon pointed to the constellation
out of temper when I took wdl lengthcn the day considerably through out the âges. of that name. "You see
a taxi to the suburb where Frankly, though. there is something wrong with the story. that small star a little to
Farintosh lived, but, by See if you can find oui just what that "something" is.
the left?"
the time T got to the house,
I craned my neck backmy irritation had evapowards and managed to
rated and left instead an ardent curiosity as to what catch a glimpse of the pin-point of light.
the thing was that had disturbed my friend out of
"1 see it." I said.
his customary phlegm.
Farintosh gripped me savagely by the arm.
Farintosh was nervously pacing his study when "Man," he said huskily. "You see the approaching
I entered. "Martin," he cried, and gripped me destroyer of the world."
warmly by the hand. "You're a good fellow to corne
I started back. Farintosh was not given to makso quickly. I need your help more than l've ever ing foolish jokes. A beam of light, from a window,
needed any man's."
fell across his face and showed me his mouth workI stared at him in horrified amaze. Before me ing with émotion. His eyes stared. Could it be
I saw Farintosh indeed, but a Farintosh who was that
shockingly changed.
A, grim laugh interrupted my thoughts. "MarThe man looked absolutely worn out with fatigue. tin," said my friend. "I can read your mind as
His face was seamed with Unes that aged him by plainly as a book. No. l'm not mad. You your-
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self told me that not five minutes ago. And my
imagination bas not played me a trick—though,
God knows, I only wish it were a trick."
I was thunderstruck ; but after the first moment
I never doubted the truth of what Farintosh was
saying. Again I looked at the fiery little spark in
the sky. "That little thing?" I protested, unwilling
to admit it, yet knowing that it must be true.
"That little thing is several hundred times larger
than the earth," retorted Farintosh.
"But, Good Lord, how can it destroy the earth?"
I gasped.
"Let's get indoors again," suggested my companion. "Fil explain to you there what is going
to happen."
In his study I took a seat, but Farintosh was too
excited to keep still. I don't think I yet quite realized the full meaning of what my friend had foretold. It seemed such an abstract thing to me. I
remember thinking that it was rather a pity that this
good old world should be doomed to destruction.
It did not strike me that 1 would be affected
personally.
Farintosh stopped his pacing and stood directly
in front of me. He was meditatively pulling the
lobe of his left ear.
"Martin," he said. "Three days ago, when at the
observatory, I noticed that the new star in the constellation of Casseiopeia had increased in size until
it is now of the sixth magnitude, and has changed
its position considerably. I examined it carefully
with our new Burr-Simpson reflector and discovered
that it is not a star at ail, but a cornet, and one that
is rapidly whirling through space in our direction."
"You mean that this cornet will collide with the
earth. and that everybody will be killed?"
Farintosh laughed shortly. "My dear Martin," he
said. "there won't be any earth left. The cornet,
you know, is a thing composed of flaming gases,
the beat from which will kill everything on earth,
weeks before it hits it, and when that happens, the
earth will simply dissolve into its component solids
and gases and will be incorporated into the cornet."
The immensity of the catastrophe smote me like
a blow, and I sat half-stunned for a minute.
"But Rob," I cried. "Are you sure of this?"
"As sure as I am that I am standing here," replied
my friend. A weary little smile played around his
lips and he waved his hand at the litter of papers
on his desk. "Man," he said. "For the last fortyeight hours Fve been trying to prove to myself that
1 am mistaken, but—Fm afraid l'm not. l've sat
at my desk till I could not see the figures I was
writing. And then I got your note saying that you
had returned." He passed a trembling hand over
his brow. "Martin, you have no idea how that note
revived me. I wanted more than anything else to
discuss this calmly with someone, and there is no
one that I would rather talk it over with than you.
Can you suggest anything that ought to be donc?"
I pondered for a moment. "Have you informed
your colleagues at the observatory?" I ventured.
"An hour ago I sent them notes to corne here at
once." he replied. "They should be here soon. What
I wanted chiefly to ask you about is whether it
would be advisable to inform the newspapers. Might
it not create a panic?"
The journalist in me rose at this. "It would be
the greatest scoop there sver has been or ever will

be," I exclaimed ; "a marvelous bit of luck for me."
"Yes, but what effect will it have on the people?"
persisted Farintosh. "It might be better to keep
them in ignorance until their fate can no longer
be concealed, than to let them know what's going
to happen so long before it does corne off."
"Why—why," I stammered. "1 have not yet
asked you when it is going to happen."
"In about twenty-nine months time. On the third
of June 1937," answered Farintosh gravely.
I breathed a sigh of relief. "Why, there is quite
a lot of time yet ! I exclaimed. "1 had an idea that
it was going to be in the next few days. But, Rob,
you won't be able to keep this a secret for so long.
Some other astronomer will soon find out what is
going to happen, and will probably blow it off to
the press."
"1 know," replied Farintosh and again resumed
his pacing, "1 know I won't be able to keep it quiet
ail the time, especially after ail the observatories
start working to check my calculations. But as long
as I can I would like to spare the people the misery
of knowing that death is approaching. And that is
where I counted on you to help me."
"Ou me!" I exclaimed. "How can I help you?"
Farintosh turned to me. "You, as a newspaper
man, live with your finger on the puise of the people.
You. better than any man, I know, can guess what
effect this will have on them. Tell me honestly,
what you think would be the most humane thing to
do. Shall I or shall I not inform the newspapers?"
His dilemma was acute, for he knew that whatever
course he finally decided upon, he was sure to be
blamed by some people.
Meanwhile, I myself found it hard to arrive at
a décision. Ail the journalist within me protested
against keeping such vital news a secret, but every
time I opened my mouth to advise against it, some
inner force paralysed my tongue and dispassionately
urged me to consider the many scenes of mob violence which I had witnessed on the publication of
some ail important tidings. Visions flashed into
my mind of the hate-crazed mobs of Berlin besieging the French Embassy, when the war of 1914 was
declared — pictures of the joy-frenzied crowds of
London, making giant bon-fires of hundreds of captured German gun-carriages, when the news of the
armistice came through.
"What effect will it have?" the question echoed
in my ears. The mute eyes of my friend kept on
asking it. The very clock on the mantelpiece was
ticking it. "What effect will it have?" The words
were dancing on the wall in front of my eyes. Again
and again I opened my mouth to say: "It would
be best to let people know." But each time I could
not. It is not easily that the journalistic instinct
dies.
At last. however, I saw my dear duty, and in that
moment I stifled the news-gathering passion that
had been my driving force for twenty years. I
threw my hands up, in surrender. "AU right, Rob,"
I cried. "Have it your own way. I think you're
right in wanting to keep it a secret. There is no
knowing what horrible things might happen, if once
the mob gets to know that it has only two and a half
years to live."
Farintosh nodded slowly. "That was my opinion,"
he said. "But how are we going to do it?"
Nov tha*. it was ail settled to keep the news a
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secret, my brain seemed to come out of its stupor.
"Why not leave it to the editors of the New York
papers?" I cried. "They are ail men of sense and
honor, and, if you put it to them, the way you have
to me, I think they will ail agree that it is best to
keep the world in ignorance for as long as possible."
"Do you really think so?" exclaimed my friend.
"But how about the other papers in the states ?"
"That too can be arranged," I replied. "Once
your colleagues at the observatory have checked your
calculations, and there is not even the least shadow
of a doubt, then you'll have to take the Government
into your confidence. "It'll know how to muzzle
the press and will communicate with the Governments of the other countries, that they might do
the same with their newspapers."
CHAPTER II
The Caspian Canals
FOR three months we kept the world in ignorance of its fate ; while Farintosh's calculations
were being checked by the astronomers. Yet
much as they tried they could find no flaws in his
work, and at last were regretfully compelled to
admit its truth.
Meanwhile, of course, tremendous secret activity
was going on in ail the nations. Delegates from ail
countries met quietly in New York and discussed
what could be done. Représentative astronomers
came with them, hurled long strings of figures at
each other and quibbled over trifling différences in
their calculations. Ail, however, were gloomily
agreed that the earth was doomed, and that there
was no help for it.
During ail this time the papers made no mention
of the cornet. Indeed the newspaper editors had
not only agreed to keep quiet about it, but had also
promised to denounce, as a sensation monger, any
rag that dared to print the story.
It was amazing how well the secret was kept during those three months. Thousands upon thousands
of people knew ail about it, and anxiotîsly watched
the star grow bigger and bigger every night—yet
not even a rumor was heard of the imminent cataclysm. With so many people in the know, however,
a leak was bound to come eventually—and it was in
the second week of the conférence that it happened.
I was walking down lower Broadway in the noon
hour, when, suddenly, a placard-decked van pulled
up by the sidewalk long enough to let half a dozen
yelling newsboys tumble out. For a moment I
could hardly believe my senses, for those boys were
loudly proclaiming that the end of the world was
nigh. The glaring posters on the van corroborated
them.
One of the boys bore down upon me. "Speshul !"
He yelled. "End of the World. Speshul !" I hurriedly handed over the quarter the young bandit
demanded and got in return a flimsy sheet that, in
a flaming six-inch headline, clarioned forth the news
of the impending destruction of the Earth.
It was an obscure paper, which I shall call the
Manhattan Searchlight, whose editor had broken
his word to the Government, and published the whole
story of Farintosh's discovery of the danger that
threatened the world, together with pictures of my
friend, of the telescope with which he examined the
cornet and a chart purporting to show the routes that
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the earth and the cornet were to follow with a cross
and a date to mark the spot of the intersection and
ensuing collision. Oh, it was cleverly done, ail
right, and showed evidence of much painstaking
work on the part of the reportorial staff.
I looked up from my reading to see how the other
buyers of the paper were behaving. Some, I saw,
were staring at the sheet in open-mouthed amazement, as they devoured the luridly worded news.
Others read with a half cynical smile, as if accustomed to the sensational outbursts that some of the
New York papers occasionally indulge in. The
majority, however, looked doubtful whether to believe or not, and were surreptitiously eyeing each
other in order to judge from some one else's conduct, how they themselves should behave.
I crumpled my paper into a bail and threw it into
the gutter. "Damned nonsense!" I exclaimed and
strode off down the street, but not before I had the
pleasure of seeing several other men also drop their
papers in disgust.
Around the corner, though, I bought another copy
and continued reading it on my way home in the
Subway. The whole of that issue was devoted to
the absorbing topic of the destruction of the world.
There were even supposed interviews with Farintosh
and other men of science—ail of whom took a very
gloomy view.
No explanations were given as to why the editor
had decided to divulge the news, nor were any excuses made. It was only too obvious that the coup
had been long premeditated. This irritated me ail
the more, since I believed the scoop belonged by
rights to The Echo, my paper.
I was therefore fuming with anger by the time I
came to my house and immediately telephoned my
friend.
"1 have already heard of it," Farintosh replied
when I had finished speaking. "The police have
raided the place and stopped the printing-presses,
but l'm afraid the damage is done. They sold a
million and a half copies of their paper. Ali New
York knows about it now, and no amount of denying by the other papers will help things, especially
if the people learn that the Searchlight has been
suppressed."
"What do you intend to do then?" I asked.
"Admit the whole story."
"What?" I cried. "After ail the trouble we took
to keep it a secret."
"It is not a secret any longer," Farintosh pointed
out, "and besides, l've just got a telegram from
Europe saying that the news has leaked out there.
It will be a matter of only a few days until it crosses
the Atlantic."
"Good Lord !" I groaned. "There will be trouble
in the foreign quarters for sure."
"I am afraid so," admitted my friend. "But we
have to act openly now, so I am going to allow
reporters in at tomorrow's meeting of the conférence. It might calm the people, to some extent, to
know that everything possible is going to be done."
"I will be there," I fervently promised.
NEXT morning, ail the papers, now that they
were allowed free rein, printed accounts of
the discovery of the cornet, counselled prudence and
spoke hopefully of the conférence, which. they said,
might find a way out. This, however, was merely
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a sop to the people. For at the conférence, the
delegates had alreudy given up ail hope of finding an
error in Farintosh's calculations. Indeed, at the
moment whcn I entered the hall, an angular lady
représentative was proposing that every man, woman
and child should be provided with sufficient poison
to commit a painless suicide hefore he or she
was tortured to death by the heat of the star. A
fierce discussion started over this and lasted a full
hour.
I, meanwhile, was anxiously waiting for Farintosh, who was scheduled to speak at eleven o'clock.
The appointed time was near, but my friend had
not yet corne. I telephoned his house and found out
that he had left for the hall. There was nothing
I could do but return to my seat and wait as patiently as I could.
Eleven o'clock came and went, and still no Farintosh. The delegates murmured at the delay, for time
was at a premium, and the chairman was just about
to assign the chair to another speaker, when a commotion was heard outside, and in burst my friend
with his grizzled hair ail standing up in a mop.
He dashed up to his seat and dumbly waved a sheaf
of papers over his head.
The buzz of conversation tapered off into silence
as the delegates gradually became aware of my
friend's strange behaviour. For some seconds more,
until he had found his voice, my friend continued
to grope wildly in the air above his head, as if for
the words that would not corne. At length he seemed
to find what he wanted, for his arm dropped to his
side and he commenced to speak. "Gentlemen," he
cried. "I have found it !"
The conférence was electrified. "A mistake?"
Half-a-dozen voices cried.
Farintosh drew himself up and glared icily. "Certainly not. I do not make mistakes." He turned
and appealed to the chairman. "Sir," he cried. "I
have news of the utmost importance. May I speak?"
The chairman nodded and my friend again turned
to the members of the conférence. I could see that
his chest was heaving painfully and he had to keep
silent for a minute to catch his breath.
The attention which he had drawn upon himself
when he entered, so abruptly, was as nothing compared to that which was centered on him now. There
was scarcely a man in the room who was not staring at him in mute and wide-eyed expectation. The
faint noises of the street suddenly seemed to become
an uproar.
Twenty reporters sat, still as wooden figures, with
their pencils poised over their notebooks, ready. The
whole meeting, indeed, appeared to be frozen into
immobility.
At last Farintosh seemed to he ready. He slowly
smoothed out the crushed papers in his hand, and
held them up for every one to see.
"Gentlemen," he said, speaking calmly, but with
a strong undercurrent of excitement vibrating in his
voice. He licked his dry lips. "Gentlemen, I am
sorry that I arrived late, but I was so absorbed in
the scheme, which I shall put before you, that I
quite forgot to get out of the car at the proper station." He took a deep breath and leaned impressively on the table. "So far you have been çoncentrating your energy in trying to pick ilaws in my
calculations. T said from the first that that was
pure waste of time, and at last you have admitted

it. Since you are ail agreed now that a collision
is inévitable, if the earth and the cornet retain their
présent courses, why should we not try to change
the orbit of the earth and thus get it out of the
track of the cornet?"
Farintosh, I am afraid, bas many of the characteristics of an actor, for, having uttered this sentence,
he stopped short and glanced dramatically around
at the amazed assembly. If he expected to create a
sensation, he certainly succeeded. A deep gasp came
from the delegates as they realized the daring of
the proposai.
"Impossible!" snorted the gutteral voice of Herr
Schreiner, one of the German astronomers.
"Farintosh bowed to him sardonically. "No, Mein
Herr," he said. "Not impossible. In fact, I am
sure that by means of my plans we can save the
world."
Pandemonium broke loose in the great hall.
Staid astronomers and politicians, who in the last
three months had forgotten how to smile, suddenly
rose to their feet and cheered long and loudly.
Tables and chairs were smashed in the excitement
that ensued, as everybody tried to shake Farintosh
by the hand. Indeed, he was very nearly mobbed
and only with difficulty escaped from his too enthusiastic friends to take refuge behind the reporters'
gallery.
The only delegate to remain seated was the chairman, and he was only adding to the uproar by pounding on the table with his gavel, in a desperate attempt
to establish order.
Farintosh stood behind me, with his hand on my
shoulder, and gazed down upon the amazing sight
of two-hundred of the most learned men in the
world, dancing about like a lot of overgrown schoolboys. Of course it was the sudden relief from the
last three months' terrible strain. Yet I think that
it rather tickled Farintosh's vanity to see that ail
these men implicitly believed that their troubles
were ended, without even asking him to explain his
plan. Truly it was a remarkable tribute.
At last a semblance of order was restored, and
Farintosh returned to his seat to continue his speech.
But the moment he reappeared, a thunderstorm of
handclapping made it quite impossible for him to
be heard. Farintosh, however, was not in a mood
to wait and, after a few preliminary clearings of the
throat, began to speak. Instantly the handclapping
subsided and every man leaned forward to catch his
words.
"In short, my idea is this," he continued. "We
must find some way of changing the earth's course,
so that it will no longer be in the track of the cornet.
For several days I have thought of how we could
accomplish that" (he raised the mangled scraps of
paper to which he had tenaciously clung), "and this
morning I discovered a way." He looked around
triumphantly, and turned to Dr. Gant, the noted
mathematician. "Sir," he said. "I would like you
to give your opinion to the conférence on a simple
problem in mathematics."
Gant looked surprised but nodded assent.
"Very good," exclaimed my friend. "This is the
problem ; Let us imagine a spinning bail flying
through space in a roughly circular track; if suddenly a portion of its weight were shifted to one
spot, would it affect the movement of the sphere?"
Dr. Gant looked surprised for a moment. "Am
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I to understand," he asked, "that the sphere you
refer to is the Earth?"
"Yes," said my friend.
"Well then, judging offhand, I should say that
if a sufficiently large quantity of niatter were displaced, it would alïcct the révolutions of the earth,
and probably also the course of its flight." He
iooked at Farintosh doubtfully. "But it would have
to he a tremendous weight," he ventured, "more
than could he moved by human agency, l'm afraid.
Also the distance the matter is to he moved would
he a great factor."
Farintosh smiled cheerfully. "If during the twelve
months, or so, before the 3d of June 1937, we move
about thirty million million tons of matter for at
least three hundred miles, do you think that that
might suffice?"
"Impossible!" again blurted out Herr Professer
Schrciner. My friend, Iooked a trifle annoyed, but
took no other notice of him.
The whole meeting was now waiting for Gant,
who was gravely considering the problem.
"It might—it might be enough," he said doubtfully. "It is hard to calculate what exactly would
be the resuit if this were donc—especially as the
opération would be spread over a whole year." He
gradually lifted his head, while speaking, as if gaining confidence with the uttered words, and at last
Iooked Farintosh straight in the eyes. "Yes," he
said resolutely. "1 give it as my opinion that the
weight you have mentioned, transferred as you state,
would be enough to alter the or 1 rit of the earth."
A storm of cheering broke out, even the reporters
joining in.
Gant Iooked at my friend curiously. "May I
ask?" he enquired, "how you propose to carry out
such a stupendous task as the shifting for miles of
thirty million million tons of matters?"
A hush fell over the assembly again.
"Why! l'm going to flood the Caspian Sea,"
explained Farintosh.
"Flood a sea?" exclaimed Gant. "This is no time
for foolish joking."
"l'm not joking," firmly declared my friend. "1
mean exactly what I say. The Caspian is eightysix fcet below the level of the Mediterranean or the
Black Sea. A gigantic canal eut for three hundred
miles, from the Black Sea to the Caspian. would
raise the latter to its former level and submerge,
in addition, a very large area of land, surround«"g it-"
"Nonsense," exclaimed the familiar voice of Herr
Schreiner.
Farintosh turned in exaspération upon his tormentor. "Sir," he rasped, "kindly be so good as to
tell me what you mean by that."
The German lumbered to his feet. "1 mean." said
he. "that, in the firsd hlace, I hold id imbossible for
you to diverd the earth from ids course and, segondly, even if, agansd my obinion, you do sugeeed
in doing so, you will only cause another gataclysm.
for the earth will simbly fall indo the sun, and
thirdly, and finally, I gonsider it an imbossible
engineering fead to dig a canal as big as the one
required in liddle over a year." Herr Schreiner
produced a gigantic silk handkerchief. blew a trumpet
like blast of défiance, and then, still glaring pugnaciously, resumed his seat.
M y friend returned glare for glare. The whole
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scene reminded me irresistibly of two game cocks
sizing each other up before the battle.
Farintosh opened his offensive. "Your first two
suppositions are fallacious," he said icily." 1 will
maintain on my réputation as an astronomer, that
it is possible to divert the earth from its présent
course, and that it will not fall into the sun, but
simply take up a new orbit. As for your third
contention that the canal cannot be dug in the limited time left, to that 1 will reply that the engineers
are the best judges of that, and that it must be and
will be dug, if we wish to save the earth from destruction. " He turned to the delegates once more.
"Gentlemen," he cried, "this is our one chance of
escaping annihilation. I don't deny that we may
be committing suicide, by diverting the earth, but,
in my opinion we will live through it. Therefore
1 appeal to you to give me a vote of confidence,
so that we may take immédiate steps to start the
construction of the canal."
An answering roar of assent came from the représentatives, and my friend once more turned to
Herr Schreiner. "Sir," said he, exceedingly polite,
"Have you any alternative plan to offer? Surely
from a person of your érudition, we may expect
something besides purely destructive criticism." He
bowed again to the fuming Professor, but the latter
saw that he was without support and decided that
discrétion was the better part of valor. He rose
and walked to the exit, loudly remarking as he
went ; "1 game here do give advice. nod do lisden
do a lod of damned foolishness."
Someone giggled, and in a second the whole meeting was rocking with almost hysterical laughter.
Then, light-heartedly, the delegates began discussing
ways and means of performing the gigantic task they
had set themselves.
CHAPTER III
The Earth Adrift
SPECIAL éditions of ail the New York papers
were issued that afternoon, in which the glorious news was proclaimed far and wide; that
after ail there was a good chance of saving the
world from destruction. The panic, which we had
so much feared, did not even have time to start,
for most people had scoffed at the sensational disclosures of the Scarchlight, and only with the moming papers were they at ail alarmed. But only seyen
hours later, the afternoon papers already announced
that a way out had heen found, and that it was ail
due to Robert Farintosh. their brilliant fellow citizen, who had heen the first man to warn the world
of its danger, and the first man to suggest a way
of escaping it.
The New Yorkers preened themselves not a little
at the thought. "Speed," they boasted was their
middle name—while other people deliberated, the
New Yorker acted.
Farintosh was the man of the moment. Radiophone and telephotograph had flashed around the
globe the news of the discovery and the features of
the man who was going to save the earth. Chinese,
Russians, Germans, Frenchmen, ail marveled at the
strange barbarity of the name, and yct struggled to
pronounce it. In every shop window hung newly
printed photogravures of Farintosh. while crowds
assembled outside to gaze at his face.
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and, according to him, the
country
through which the
R U S S I A
îto
canals were to run, was flat in
the extreme, the élévation of
ROSTOV-ON-fDON
the highest piont of land being
ASTRAKHAN
only eighty-two feet above sea
level.
For the first time in human
GREAT
?'Af
LIMAN LAKE
history the nations of the
world began to work together
NORTHERN
harmoniously and without
CAUCAS1A
jealousy. AU the national feuds
and dislikes were sunk in the
common endeavour to overcome the danger that threatened mankind with extinction.
\-.^r
TURKEY
The newspapers, of course,
ARMENIA
>
had been connected with the
,S I A M I N OR
radio hall, and in the morning
Map of the Région of the Great Achievement.
printed a full account of what
Meamvhile, through the whole night, a conférence had been said. But, in addition, most of them also
featured a statement by Professer Arnold Schreiner,
vvas going on between the world's leading engineers,
astronomers and politicians, a conférence, in which which I can do no better than reproduce from the
many of the speakers were thousands of miles sepa- columns of my paper.
rated, and gave their opinions by means of the
radiotelevisionphone.
Calamity Predicted if Caspian is Flooded
The Russian government proved willing to have
Below we print the remarkable letter received
the experiment tried, although it would undoubtedly
from
Professor Arnold Schreiner of the Spandau
render homeless the millions of peasants who lived
Astronomical
Observatory. Professor Schreiner is
on the low lying lands surrounding the Caspian.
Not only were they willing to lose that much ;erri- one of the German delegates at the conférence, and
tory, they also promised to give ail the aid they was the one man there, who objected to Dr. Farincould to forward the proiect, and immediately made tosh's plan to divert the earth from its présent
good their word by dîgging up the forty-year old path. He is one of the most noted astronomers of
report of an engineei, who had carefully surveyed •Europe, and one whose condemnation of the project
the country between Astrakhan, on the Caspian Sea, carries much weight.
and Rostov, on the Sea 01 Azof, a continuation of
the Black Sea, with a view to digging a commercial New York Echo
canal between these two cities. Much to the joy Aprll 5, 1935.
of the engineers, at the conférence, this man had
Sirs :
donc his work so thoroughly, that the preliminary
survey, which would have wasted so much time, was
T wish to draw the attention of the world's
found to be unnecessary.
press to the faults of the mad scheme, to flood
In addition, it was seen that their task was much
the Caspian Sea, proposed at yesterday's consimplified by the fortunate existence of the two
férence by Dr. Robert Farintosh, of the Astrohundred mile long ribbon of the Great Liman Lake,
nomical Observatory of New York.
which lay in the very track of the projected canal,
I see that my arguments of yesterday against
and which was the dried up remnant of the once
this plan were repeated in the evening papers,
mighty stretch of sea, that long ago had joined the
so I do not need to dwell on them any more. I
Blad< Sea to the Caspian Sea.
will content myself with giving just one more
Every country in the world offered a contribureason why this plan should be abandoned as an
tion to the great work. Some promised ships for
unnecessary waste of time and labor.
transportation, others offered machinery, others
i will, for the sake of argument, grant that
again labor and raw materials. A levy was made
ail that Dr. Farintosh expects will happen. We
on the rolling stock of the world's railways. Ten
will suppose that he is successful in building the
per cent of the locomotives, and nearly ail the flat
canal or canals, necessary, in the next year.
cars were to be shipped down to the site, chosen
We will suppose that a great enough weight of
for the canals. For the world's authorities on engiwater to influence the flight of the earth. does
neering had decided that a single canal to fill the
trickle through. We will suppose that the earth
Caspian would be impracticable, as it would have
will actually deviate from its course, and not
to be something like ten miles wide and have a water
fall into the sun, as I confidently expect it
depth of seventy-five feet. It was therefore decided
would. What will happen then? Has Dr. Farthat twenty canals, each one half mile wide. would
intosh given any thought to the probable catashave to be dug at half mile intervais and that the
trophic conséquences of such an action on the
intervening spaces should be used as dumping
earth's part? Does he realize that if the earth
grounds for the excavated earth.
deviates but a few degrees from its flight about
These décisions were not arrived at without much
the sun, the change in température would be,
argument, but fortune was with us in that the report
to us, enormous? If the earth nears the sun,
of the long dead Russian Engineer was available,
life will become unbearable, because of the beat.
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If, on the other hand, it moves away, then the
ice caps of the North and South Pôles will
move clown and we shall have a second ice âge.
In either event tremendous seismic digturbances
will have to be expected. Earthquakes, tidal
waves and éruptions of both new and old volcanoes will be bound to" corne. Whole continents may disappear and vast ranges of new
mountains may be formed in the buckling of
the earth's crust, as this planet accommodâtes
itself to the changed température. And I particularly wish to stress this fact; that no one
in the world can be sure as to what will be the
extent of the déviation and in what direction
it will be.
Does then Dr. Farintosh propose that the
earth be cast adrift in interplanetary space?
No, say I. Since the earth's destruction is
unavoidable, why should man labor unnecessarily in the digging of useless ditches, that cannot in the least help to préservé his life?
Yours,
Arnold Schreiner
The contents of this letter were amazing enough,
but what was still more astonishing to me was a
brief note below, saying that a copy of this extraordinary epistle had been sent to Dr. Farintosh, who
had replied that as far as he could see, ail the things
mentioned by Dr. Schreiner were possibilities ; some
even probabilities, but that it was by no means certain that any or ail of these catastrophes would take
place.
In any event, he wished to remind the people, if
nothing was clone, there would be no hope whatever
for the earth. while if the planet were successfully
diverted from its présent course, there still was a
bare chance that humanity might survive.
CHAPTER IV
The Task
THE next few weeks saw an ant-like activity
in ail the steel mills of the world. Every machine that could by any chance be converted
for the manufacture of some part of a steam shovel,
was so converted. Ail the iron foundries were going
full blast to supply the enormous demand for raw
material. Every coal mine was running four sixhour shifts in the twenty-four hours and on seven
days in the week. Every man who could handle a
pick and shovel was recruited. For this was no
time for half measures. A stupendous task had to
be carried out. Twenty canals, each over a hundred
miles long, half a mile wide and seventy-five feet
deep, had to be constructed in little over a year.
The nations of the world were fully aware of
the almost insurmountable difficulties attendant on
such a task, and, to facilitate its carrying out, had
handed over the suprême power of government to
a Central Extraordinary Council, which had the
power to seize any property or material and to order
the performance of any work that might help the
ail important task.
Ail unmarried men. between the âges of twenty
and thirty, were conscripted—from the States alone
two million workers were to be sent down to the
Black Sea.
Within a week of Farintosh's speech, at the conV
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ference, the work began. Russia, at the request of
the Council, had mobilised her army and had torn
up ten thousand miles of branch railways. These
the Russian sappers proceeded to relay along the
routes marked out by engineers, who had been sent
by airplane from ail over the world. But this was
an ail too insufficient quantity, and immediately the
cry went up for another fifty thousand miles of
railway track. Thereupon the European countries
stripped themselves bare of ail the railways, not
absolutely essential, and shipped them entire to the
Black Sea ; sleepers, rails and signal plants.
Of course tremendous blunders were made. No
provision whatever was made for the food supply
of the fifty thousand American laborers who landed
within the first three weeks. They came as unexpectedly as lightning out of a clear sky. No one
had heard that they were coming. No one had
imagined that any men could be sent so soon. Therefore no one was prepared for them.
The Americans were disembarked and marched
out of the Port of Rostov into the open country,
where they were told to camp, until some sort of
shelter could be found for them. They had no
tents, no ground sheets, and only one blanket apiece.
They had no food, no cooks, no field kitchens ; and
on the first day Hved on some pickled herrings that
their commander had been fortunate enough to buy
in Rostov. Fortunately it was warm spring weather,
pleasant to camp in, and on the next day the hard•pressed Russian Commissariat was able to supply
the American's needs.
But accidents, as the officiais said with a shrug
of the shoulders, will happen in the best regulated
families, and this undertaking was, as yet, by no
means well regulated—as any one could see.
Then, one day, out of the blue sky and from an
airplane, descended a dapper little man with hair
and beard of a bright red hue and a very neat taste
in ties. He was Sir Alexander Murchison, the
famous British civil engineer. Straight up to the
General Superintendent's Office he marched. and
there presented a letter from the Suprême Council,
authorizing him to take charge of the whole affair.
Half an hour later Murchison was in full control,
and was already making himself felt. Up to this
time ail the shipments had been consigned to the
Port of Rostov, on the Don, but the new chief
altered this, as soon as he heard of it.
"Ridiculous !" he fumed and stumped up the
room. "Absurd ! Fancy having a base of opérations
eighty miles distant from our field of work. We
must find another place."
The fiery little man looked so indignant that his
subordinates almost openly smiled at each other.
Was this, indeed, the greatest engineer on earth?
The man who was said to have accomplished miracles in India and Peru? He must have been sadly
overrated.
One of them cleared his throat. "Rostov is the
only port on the Sea of Azof that's anywhere near
the necessary size," he ventured.
"What of it?" barked Murchison. "Can't T build
one that's nearer and is the right size?"
The assembled engineers looked their surprise.
The man was mad, they decided. It was impossible
to start building a port now. It was too late.
But Murchison had made his name, just by doing
things that were impossible, and, within four days,
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he had discovered a magnificent natural harbour,
not three miles away from where he had planned
the niouths of his canals to open on the Sea of Azof.
A month later Port Farintosh was completed and
running in full swing. But already a thousand
acre dump of supplies had accumulated at Rostov,
and vast quantities of food, clothing and invaluable
machinery were lying unsheltered in the open—on
one day drenched by the torrential rains and baked.
on the next day, by the torrid heat of the sun.
The railways had not been laid where they were
wanted. Not enough rolling stock was available,
and, even for what he had, Murçhison found it hard
to get expert train crews. Yet in spite of these
almost insuperable difficulties, in some miraculous
way, he evolved order ont of a chaos that had seemed
hopeless.
The laborers were formed into régiments of two
thousand, and officered by construction engineers.
Each body of men was appointed to a certain section
of canal, which it was expected to finish by a certain time, while, as more men continually arrived.
new régiments were ail the time being formed and
sent ont.
One hundred thousand steam shovels, which, with
their crews, had been gathered from ail over the
vvorld, were divided among the working parties, and
an urgent call was sent for more. Dredges to deepen
the Liman Lake arrived by the score and were immediately transshipped to the assembling shops on
the banks of that water, and soon the clangor of
pneumatic rivctters set to whccling the flocks of
scared wild fowl that had nested for âges on the
shores of the lonely lake.
I. in my position as spécial correspondent of the
New. York Echo, was sent down to report on the
progress of the great task. in whose successful termination the whole world, to put it mildly, was
deeply interested.
When I arrived at Port Farintosh, the work of
actually digging the canals had already commenced,
and ail the labor battalions were encamped along
the choscn routes. Indeed, so close to one another
were the camps that. as I motored down one of the
excellent roads beside a half excavated channel, it
seemed to me that I was driving down the hundredmile long main street of a city of tents.
An air of almost hysterical activity hung over
the whole undertaking. Even the lowliest wielder
of a pick seemed to have been infected with the
dynamic spirit of the superintendent. Every laborer
held himself with an air of pride and dignity, as if
fully and proudly aware of the fact, that on him
partially dependcd the responsibility of saving the
earth from its celestial enemy.
Night and day the shricking whistles ripped to
shreds the silence, that for unnumbered years had
hung over the steppe. The clanging hammers of a
thousand forges, the roar of countless freight trains,
the polyglot yells of the sweating workmen. the insistent clamor of the steam shovels. the shrill metallic whinings, the hiss of escaping steam, ail, to my
ears, wove themselves together into a strident song
of conquest—a harsh paen of triumph of man's vietory over nature.
Before me and behind stretched on interminably
the wide gash that, like a raw red sore on the bosom
of the earth, seemed to reproach me with its bleak
hideousness. Great mounds and hills of new dug

clay lay heaped along the banks and humped their
backs on the far distant horizon.
Brick red, in an infinity of shades, seemed to be
the dominant note in that harsh symphony of color.
Brick-red dust settled on the face of my chauffeur,
lay heavily upon his shoulders and filled the folds
in his livery. Brick-red mules shambled slowly up
the road, their loads of produce disguised by the
same mantle of dust that hid their own original
color, and red little dust devils whirled lazily ahead
of us, waiting to half smother us, when we tore
through them.
Crude. grim, repellent, the scene unrolled in front
of my car. It looked as if man had started out to
remake the world with his hands—and was not making any too good a job of it.
With night, however, the spectacle gained mystery.
The unsightly dumps of rubbish were then hidden
by the merciful dark, or else their ugliness was veiled
by the soft light of the moon.
But always, night or day. the work went on. Sputtering arc lights near the busy steam shovels, silhouettée! the thousand black devils, who scurried
about to tend the puffing monsters. It looked like
a scene from Dante's Tnferno.
A new shift was working now, but still the men
yelled and swore at each other with ail the lurid
proficiency that the daylight gang had been capable
of. Near me one of the hungry excavators lunged
down at the earth, tore out a three ton mouthful
of soil, ponderously turned and with a clang and a
thunderous roar dropped its burden into a truck.
Ruddy sparks showered from its smoke stack and,
suddenly, a pale plume of steam puffed up from the
whistle. Again and again the monster bellowed for
a new tender, and then greedily returned for another
bite at M other Earth.
Eyes, green, yellovv, red and blue, malevolent
looking, glowered angrily through the dark, winked,
flashed, changed color and disappeared. Then came
a rattling roar and a string of empty coal flats
rocketed down the crazy track, on the way to Port
Farintosh.
Presently a pale light stole over the eastern heavens and star by star dimmed and faded. Then a
band of vivid pink appeared and rapidly swamped
the remaining lights. A ray of golden light shot
high into the air, quivered and slowly sank to earth.
A gleam of molten brass from the horizon and—
the grumbling morning shift slouched by to relieve
their weary brethren.
CHAPTER V
The Stars in Their Courses
FOURTEEN months from the spring morning, when Farintosh had proposed his extraordinary plan, the news came from Murçhison
that in another week he expected the canals to be
entirely completed and ready for the formai opening
of the flood gâtes.
On the appointed day most of the dignitaries of
the world, plus a few hundred reporters were présent at the ceremony. Among the latter was I, while
chief among the former was Farintosh, the man to
whom, it was unanimonsly decided that the honor
of opening the canal gâtes should go. For this
purpose he had flown over from New York with
me : and he was then standing high up on the plat-
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form, reserved for the important speakers of the day.
I, as I remember, was standing on top of the
huge dam, that kept the water from rushing into
the canals before the floodgates were opened. Beside me Philip Mallory, a young engineer with whom
I had struck up a friendship on my previous visit,
was pointing ont to me some noteworthy features
in the construction of the gigantic wall of concrète.
He was talking in a technical jargon, which only
a brother engineer could hope to understand, and at
last I interrupted him.
"But why have a dam at ail?" I exclaimed. "It
seems to me that far more water would flow into
the canal if it was not there."
Mallory laughed. "It's easy to see that you're
no engineer," he rallied. "Why if the sea wall was
not here the water would rush in so quickly that it
would eat away the banks of the canal, and before
long choke it up altogether. Look !" he exclaimed,
"they've finished spouting at last." Farintosh, who,
by reason of his extreme bulk and height, towered
over the surrounding group of politicians in much
the same manner as a Great Dane would overtop
a street corner gathering of dogs.
Slowly he raised his arm and gripped the lever
that was to open the gâtes of the twenty greatest
canals that the world had ever seen. He hesitated
for a moment and glanced up and down the sea
coast. Below him was the mildly heaving water of
the Sea of Azof. On either side he could see ten
great canals stretching east into the horizon, while
dimly visible in the north were the misty outlines
of the city, which bore his name, and mushroomlike had sprung up within the year, had reached the
half-million mark in population and was already
withering away again.
Farintosh. with a sudden stiffening of his body,
pulled down the black bar.
A soft whirring of machinery filled the air. Steel
cables creaked and began to move, then slowly and
ponderously the giant shutters rose.
A gasp of awe came from the assembled spectators. Out of each of the one hundred openings
in the half mile dam sprang forth a crystal clear
column of water, that shivered itself to pièces against
the hard, clay bottom of the canal, formed muddy
looking pools that grew with amazing speed, joined
and crept east—on their way to the Caspian. Gradually the streams of water thickened, until each was
a moderately sized cataract, whose thunderous descent made it impossible to hear a spoken word.
Great clouds of spray flew up to drench the gaily
dressed crowd on top of the wall, yet, such was the
fascination of the sight, that not one person budged
to seek a more sheltered spot. They stared, as if
under a spell, at the turbid yellow flood, which now
rushed headlong down the canal, to lose itself in
the distance.
Slowly, slowly, ever so slowly the water level on
the eastern face hcightened. Tnch by inch it mounted
up the face of the dam. until it was only just below
the openings in the wall. Here it seemed to bc
stayed for a moment, but not for long, for, suddenly gaining speed, the water rose to the bottoms
of the gâtes, higher and higher yet, until. presently.
the waterfalls had disappeared.
A long drawn sigh rose from the crowd. My
young friend Mallory was much moved.
"Tt is donc," I heard him mutter. "The water is
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at sea level. The impossible had become a fact !"
The realization seemed to corne to every one at
the same instant. They had succeeded. The impossible had been accomplished. They had united the
Caspian with the Black Sea, or, at least, would have,
by the time the boiling flood had traversed the many
long leagues of canal. If the earth still persisted in
colliding with the cornet, mankind at least had the
satisfaction of knowing that it had donc its utmost
to prevent the catastrophe.
Hats and canes suddenly appeared over the heads
of the multitude. Cheer after cheer broke out and
continued until the crowd had cheered itself into
exhaustion. But, while many gave vent to their
spirits by shouting, many others felt too deeply to
express themselves in that manner.
I stood silent for a few minutes, until the mist
had cleared from my eyes, and then turned to my
companion. "Corne," I said. "Let's get out of this
crush. l've got to see Farintosh."
A short, stout gentleman, with his back to me.
turned around at the Sound of my voice. "Ach,"
he exclaimed. "So id is you!" He sniffled suspiciously, but determinedly blinked the moisture
away from his eyes and transfixed Mallory with a
glare of indignation.
"Young man," said Professor Schreiner. "You
dondt abpear to abpreciate the facd that this is the
greatest momend in human hisdory. Up to this
time man has been a mere. helblcss paraside, infesting the crusd of the earth, easily gilled by drifling
changes in demperature and wihed oudt by the preyings of barasides still more infinidesimal than himself." He sternly shook his finger in Mallory's astonished face. "But now—now the earth is merely
the domicile of man. Who knows whither man will
spread from idt? My boy, remember this; nadure
has been gonquered. Man is the new ruler of the
Universe." The Professor turned abruptly away
and was swallowed up in the throng.
My young friend looked after him in amazement.
"Say," he exclaimed. "who's that old guy, anyway?"
He seemed to know you."
"Yes, I met him last year." T replied. "He is none
other than Professor Schreiner, the only man at
the conférence, who denied the practicability of
Farintosh's scheme to save the earth."
"He's changed his views a bit. hasn't he?" remarked Mallory.
"l'm surprised," I admitted. "He was most virulently antagonistic to the whole business last year."
The crowd was now filing off from the top of
the great dam and heading for the trains. I tried to
get my promised interview with Farintosh. but
found that he had already been hustled off to some
dinner. He did, however. leave me a message, asking me to call at his hôtel later in the evening. I
therefore was glad to accept Mallory's ofTer to take
me to Port Farintosh in his little runabout. and so
escape the crush in the trains.
For some miles we drove in silence, and then
Mallory turned to me. "Do you know, Martin," b'
said. "l've been thinking of what you said about
that old German fellow who gave me that lecture.
You said he ttsed to hate the idea of saving the
world."
I nodded.
"Well," my friend resumed. "There are quite a
lot of people who still hate the idea, and would do
almost anything to prevent its being carried out."
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"What?" I exclaimed. "Who are they?"
"Have you ever heard of Hadji Hassan Agha?
No? 1 don't suppose that many of us have yet. But
we soon will. I believe that he is conspiring to
destroy the canals."
I jumped boit upright and nearly knocked the
steering wheel out of Mallory's hands.
"Sorry," I apologized, "but you know that l'm
a journalist and news of any sort has a frightful
attraction for me. Can you tell me anything more
about this man?" What fortunate chance, thought
I, had made me run up against Mallory today.
"We-e-el," drawled my friend, "I don't know
what news value you'll find in what I can tell you,
but, anyway, here goes.
"The Hadji first came to my notice about three
months ago, when he arrived in my camp among a
bunch of recruits. I remember seeing his green
turban and thinking it rather strange that a man
as old as he, and rich enough to have made the
pilgrimage to Mecca, as the color of his turban indicated, should have been conscripted into the labor
battalion. But I had other, more important, things
to think about, and so I soon forgot Hassan Agha.
"You remember that I had charge of a couple of
thousand Mohammedans? They were Kurds from
near the Russian border, and pretty devout Moslems too. Part of the Turkish contingent, you know.
"Well, they were a rough crowd to handle, but
they did their work well enough, and I had nothing
to complain about, until shortly after the Hadji
arrived. Within a fortnight the whole crew began
loafing on their jobs, and some were even insolent.
In fact I had to knock down a few of them for
spitting at my shadow, because I was an unbeliever.
That's how I got these knuckles," laughed Mallory,
and showed a bandaged hand.
"However, this could not go on, and so I started
looking round to see who or what was stirring up
the trouble. I did not have to look very long before
1 noticed that the Hadji, nearly every evening, was
making speeches to the men, which he stopped as
soon as I came within hearing distance. Also, he
seemed to have a violent dislike for me, for whenever I came near him he would scowl and mutter
as if I had borrowed money from him and wouldn't
pay up.
"Well I had sense enough to put two and two
together and the resuit was that I sent for the Hadji,
to ask him why he had to talk to the men so much.
But I had barely started questioning him, when he
suddenly seemed to lose ail control over himself and
burst out in a wild denunciation of ail unbelievers
in général, and of me in particular."
Mallory lit a fresh cigarette. "You know there
is a sort of fascination about that man. Personality, that's what the magazine advertisements call
it. If you ever see him you'll feel it. He stands
well over six feet in height and is extraordinarily
thin. That might seem laughable in another man,
but in him it is impressive. He seems to sort of
radiate fanaticism. Then there are his flashing eyes
and smashing gestures. They ail seem somehow to
impress you with the truth of his arguments. Not
that they are true, of course—personally l've never
heard such nonsense as he told me—but I don't
wonder that he has such a foliowing, because he has
the magazine advertisements beaten to a f razzie.
"Oh, he bawled us ail out perfectly. Why did we

persist in running counter to the will of God? Did
we not know that it was useless? If it was written
in the books of fate that the earth should be destroyed by the cornet, then it would be so destroyed,
and it was not only useless, but extremely sinful
as well, to struggle against the preordained things.
Besides, he said, it had been revealed to him in a
dream that the cornet was a missile from the hand
of Allah, sent to wipe out the earth for the sins of
its people. He said that he knew we Christians were
doomed to Tophet anyway, but the Mohammedans
had soûls which he still could save, and he deemed
it his duty to warn the laborers not to risk their loss
by fighting against Kismet.
"You should have seen him, Martin. Gad, he
was a sight to make you sit up. He worked himself
up into a frightful passion and curseji the builders
of the canal up and down and roundabout for pitting themselves against God Almighty. His beard
simply sparkled with rage when he did that.
"He wound up by saying that what he, with his
puny strength could do, he would do, towards undoing the mischief caused by us infidels, in putting
the soûls of the Mohammedan world in danger, by
deluding the true believers into thinking that this
devil-inspired scheme of meddling with the stars
in their courses would save them from death."
"What did you do?" I asked.
Mallory lit yet another cigarette and shrugged
his shoulders. "1 did not know what on earth to
do," he frankly confessed. "but the man was evidently a maniac, so I ordered him to be placed in
the guard tent until I could communicate with the
chief." He sucked in a great lung full of smoke.
"But the next moming I found he had escaped, and
with him had gone the two guards. That shows you
what a persuasive tongue the fellow has, for although
the guards were also Kurds, I took care that they
should be from a tribe that had a feud with the
one to which Hassan Agha belonged. What's more,
during the last two months, almost a quarter of the
Turkish labor contingent has deserted, and the évidence points to religious agitation against the building of the canal."
The car drew up in front of my quarters, and I
reluctantly got out.
"Have you heard any more about the Hadji?"
I asked.
"Nothing definite," replied Mallory. "Of course
the camp is full of rumors. He has got the sanction
of the Divine Porte to destroy the canals. He has
formed a secret society of a million members, ail
pledged to sacrifice their lives, if by doing so they
can prevent the flooding of the Caspian Sea. His
men have hailed him as the second prophet of Islam,
and are begging him to lead a holy war against the
Christians. Ail kinds of stories are floating around.
You can't tell how much of them is true. But
"
he looked at me seriously— "you don't get smoke
without fire. Well, do you think that you'll find any
use for what l've just told you?"
"Will I?" I cried. "You may just bet I will, and
may I be in a position some day to do you as great
a favor as you've just donc me."
I rushed upstairs to get at my typewriter. If
only I could get some corroboration of this astounding news, thought I. If only I was acquainted with
some Turkish Officiai, who might know something.
Wait! What was that name Farintosh mentiôned
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in his note? I hurriedly ran my fingers through
my pockets until I found the chit.
Dear Martin :
I am sorry that I cannot give you that interview jnst now, as the Suprême Council is giving
a dinner and they absolutely insist that I shall
be présent. I will, however, leave as soon as I
can, and will return to my hôtel, where I hope
to see you. I know you won't mind, but I shall
bave another visitor "in the person of Abdul
Pasha, Turkish Minister for the Interior.
Abdul Pasha, that was the name. I looked at my
watch. Farintosh could not possihly be free for
another hour and a half. I decided that I would
write a preliminary account of what Mallory had
told me. Then, if I received any confirmation, or
furthcr news from Abdul Pasha, 1 would make what
additions wcre necessary and téléphoné the whole
story to New York.
The report of the opening of the canal gâtes would
bave to wait. Anyway the Echo had three other
correspondents at Port Farintosh.
What a scoop this would be, I gleefully reflected.
1 hoped that the other newspaper reporters had not
got wind of the news.
In a moment I again turned serions, for, if the
taie was true, and the Mohammedan world, or at
least the fanatical part of it was inflamed against
the project to flood the Caspian, then there was
grave danger that some of the wild men might do
such irréparable damage to the canals that the destruction of the earth would be unavoidable.
I sat clown at my desk and determined to do my
best to warn the people of the world of the péril
they were running into.
CHAPTER VI
By Order of the Hadji
FARINTOSH greeted me warmly, when I
arrivée!, and introduced me to his Turkish
acquaintance, who seemed to regret having to
shake hands with me, as soon as he heard that I
was a newspaper reporter, and suddenly remembered
that he had an appointment elsewhere. But I did
not intend to lot him escape so easily and intercepted
him on the way to the door.
"Excuse me," I cried. "But I wonder whether
you could give me some information?"
The Turk frowned impatiently, but halted, nevertheless.
"I don't give interviews to newspaper reporters,"
he returned brusquely.
"That's quite ail right," I replied. "1 don't expert one, but I am on the trail of something important, and if you could answer me just one question,
I shall he more than satisfied."
Abdul Pasha eyed me coldly, and I could see that
he was weighing in his mind the advisability of refusing my request. He was evidently one of that
school of politicians. who distrust the press because
of the often unwelcome publicity that they get. But,
after ail, it was useless to antagonize so great a
paper as the New York Echo, by refusing to answer
something that might prove to be quite harmless.
The balance was swaying in my favor.
"Well," said he. "One question cannot do much
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harm ; but mind, I will answer only one question."
"Good !" I exclaimed. "That's ail I want. Can
you tell me whether you have ever heard of a certain Hadji Hassan Agha and his activities?"
The Turk started, and for an instant I was permitted to see through the habituai mask of Asiatic
stoicism that he wore. Surprise at the question,
and fear, was there. Instinctively, he glanced around
the room to see if any one else had heard me and
then—the mask of apathy slipped over his face
again.
He looked at me dispassionately and seemed to be
turning the question over in his mind. After a few
seconds of seeming ponderance he blankly shook
his head. "No," said he. "The name is quite unfamiliar to me. Eve never heard of the man." Then,
as if fearing another question, he quickly turned
on his heel and left the room.
"The liar!" I breathed softly, and stared after
the Turk. It seemed incredible that the Hadji, in
so little time, had already gained enougn power to
make a seasoned Anatolian politician tremble at the
mere mention of his name. That one instant when
I had taught the Pasha ofF his guard had been sufficient to convince me of the truth of every word that
Mallory had said.
Farintosh looked at me with a droll eye. "1 thought
you came to see me," he remarked drily. "It seems
I was mistaken."
"You were. old man," I assurée! him, and left him
standing, while I rushed away to dispatch what I
had written.
"A telegram for you, Sir," cried the hôtel elerk,
as I passée! him on the way to my room. I impatiently seized the envelope and tore it open.
"Return at once. Barnes, Morrison and Hughes
can cover canal assignment. Must be here Monday.
Madden."
I could not help letting a groan escape me.
"Not had news, I hope," remarked the sympathetic
clerk.
"Worst Eve ever had," I exclaimed bitterly and
viciously crushed the telegram up into a little bail.
Just when I had discovered a story that would stir
the earth to its smallest village, I was called back to
New York and had to trust my wonderful story to
others' hands.
It was no use wiring Madden either, for this was
Saturday and there was barely enough time to catch
the ten o'clock plane for London, let alone to'wait
for an answer from New York.
I sent a rush call for my three colleagues, booked
a seat in the night's air express, and savagely set
about packing my belongings. Just as I was strapping my last suitcase, Hughes burst into my room,
and was shortly followed by Barnes and Morrison.
"What's up?" cried the first. "Why are you leaving?"
"Orders from Madden to corne home," I curtly
replied. "Here!" I thrust a sheaf of papers into
his hands. "Read what I have written there, and dispatch it the moment you've finished. Then the three
of you had hetter get to work to eliscover as much as
you can about the conspiracy to destroy the canals.
Eve got to go now. Good-by." I snatched up my
bags and opened the door, but turned for a final
word. "Remember, boys," I said. "As far as I
know, no other newspaper has as yet got wind of
this. So keep it under your hats."

1138

AMAZING STORIES

"But what is this?" cried Hughes, turning the
papers over in a puzzled sort of way. "Conspiracy
to destroy the canals?" he read.
"Yes," 1 snapped. "l've got no time to explain
now. Read the papers and then act quickly." I
bolted ont pf the rooni and was lucky enough to
just catch a taxi outside the hôtel.
Once aboard the airplane, I began to feel calmer.
After ail. 1 reflected, the fellows were really capital
reporters, and vvould undoubtedly ferret out as much
news about the Hadji Hassan Agha as I could, if
not more, for therc were three of them. I would
bave taken them into my confidence this very evening anyway.
1 dccidcd that it was no use worrying ; although it
was annoying to be so rudely torn away from the
scent of the biggest story in my career, yet, after ail,
I had already discovered the most important détails.
So consoling myself, I tried to get what rest I could
on the journey through the air.
London was reached without mishap, after sixteen
hours of steady flying. And there I immediately
changée! into a Trans-Atlantic seaplane and started
for New York.
I knew that the Echo had printed my dispatch
from Port Farintosh hy this time, and perhaps the
London newspaper offices were humming with it already. As yet. the afternoon éditions had not been
issued.
Twenty hours' more flying, and in the distance I
saw the smoke cloud that overhung New York.
Within thirty minutes I stepped ashore on the landing stage of the Trans-Atlantic Transportation
Company.
On the street I bought a copy of the Echo, expecting to see at least a part of the follow-up that the
boys should have sent in during my voyage. To my
surprise, however, there was not even a mention of
the conspiracy. There were columns about the opening of the canal, telephotographs of the water spouting into the channels from the openings in the sea
walls, reports of long-winded speeches, the stuff
that Hughes, Barnes and Morrison had sent in
earlier on Saturday afternoon.
I examined every page, and nearly tore the paper
to pièces in my search. But in vain. Only too
evidently the Echo had not received my dispatch, for
I knew that if Madden had seen it, nothing on earth
could have kept it off the front page of the paper.
The fault, therefore. apparently lay at Port Farintosh, but for the life of me, T could not imagine how
my fellow reporters could have neglected to wire my
account of the conspiracy. Ail were good men and
true, and more than once had had difficult cases to
report. And yet, trustworthy as they were, they had
failed to dispatch my story. I did not know what to
make of it, but it was évident that somewhere, something was very much wrong.
The taxi drew up, with a jerk, in front of the
Echo building. I hastily jumped out, paid my fare,
and rushed into the building, bent on getting a satisfactory explanation from Madden about the omission
of my article from the morning paper.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw the doorkeeper
start violently as I scurried past him, but at the moment I attached no especial significance to the fact;
T merely put it down to my having startled him by
my sudden entrance.
The elevator boy was new. and was inclined to

doubt my right to see the Editor, but at length,
though under protest, he deposited me at the proper
floor.
I hesitated for a moment outside Madden's door.
As usual, a card, bearing the interesting legend :
"Engaged. Not to be disturbed," was displayed on
the panel. This, however, was chiefly for the benefit of cranks, would-be society ladies, and people who
solicited free advertising space for their pet charities, and I had long since learned to ignore it. No,
what halted me were the sounds that floated out of
the room through the open transom. It seemed as
if, for once in his life, Madden was living up to that
card outside, for he seemed most decidedly engaged.
Half-a-dozen voices were raised in vehement argument, and ail were apparently talking at once. I
could hear the Chief pounding heavily on his table
as he delivered himself of his sentiments.
"No, sir," he bellowed to make himself heard
above the din. "1 won't believe that it was an accident. Those boys knew too much to do a fool thing
like that. Besides, doesn't it say that their bodies
were covered with bruises? That alone is proof of
foui play."
"Nothing of the sort," retorted the voice of the
Night Editor, who ought to have been in bed. "It
says that their boat was caught in the current, and
that the boys were drawn under and through the tunnel in the sea wall. That's where they got their
bruises—in being battered against the walls of the
tunnel."
This was getting interesting, I decided. I wondered what they were talking about. but the next
second enlightened me in a manner quite startling.
"Rubbish!" boomed the Chief. "That battering
would not have been enough to completely obliterate
the features of Martin Ross."
I jumped. This was becoming interesting. Apparently they were discussing my death. I promptly
decided that this was the proper psychological moment for my entrance, and so, opening the door, I
calmly stepped into the room.
Five very astonished faces stared at me with ail
the pained surprise of those who believe that they
are seeing a ghost.
It was Madden who first recovered himself. "Martin !" he shouted, and rushed at me. "You old rogue.
Here we sit talking of your death, and you calmly
walk in on us. I suppose it is actually you in the
flesh?" He poked me in the ribs with a stubby
finger.
"Ouch!" I exclaimed. "Yes, it's me ail right." T
backed precipitately to the wall. But too late. My
friends had already surrounded me and continued
to cordially pound my shrinking back, at the same
time endeavoring to shake me by the hand.
At last, however, I managed to retreat into a corner and there ward off their exuberantly hearty
greetings.
"What's this ail about?" I gasped. "And what's
this stuff about me being drowned?"
The Chief suddenly became very grave again.
"There's bad news. l'm afraid," he said sadly, while
he took off his horn-rimmed glasses, wiped them and
put them on again. "How were the boys, when you
left them?" he asked, and peered keenly into my
face.
A sudden foreboding smote me. I knew now the
meaning of what T had heard.
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"Why—why, they were ail right," I faltered. "Is
ihere anything wrong?"
"Listen, Martin," sait! the Chief, and picked up a
yellow cablegram. He glanced warningly at his coeditors and cleared his throat softly. "This is from
the Chief of Police at Port Farintosh," he said, "and
is dated Sunday noon" :
Regret to report the finding of the four hodies
of your four spécial correspondenls al Port
Farintosh. Three hâve been identified as Morrison, Hughes and Bornes. The fourth body is
loo badly hattered for positive identification, but
is supposcd to bc thaï of your other correspondent. Martin Ross. It is thought that the men
met their deaths hy rowing in front of the sea
zvall of canal two, gctting caught in the rip and
drowning by being drawn through one of the
tunnels in the dam. Furthcr investigations arc
being mode and any fresh discoverics will bc at
once communicatcd to you.
(Signed) Allen,
Chief of Police,
Port Farintosh.
Madden's voice abruptly died and an odd silence
hung over the Httle group. I savv that they were
looking at me expectantly. But a nevv thought had
crept into my head, a thought that filled my soul
vvith horror. It was I who was responsihle for their
deaths, for it was I who had entrusted them with
the «langerons mission of exposing the Mohammedan
plot to destroy the canals.
Some one stirred restlessly, and Madden again
cleared his throat.
"My boy," he said kindly, "can you tel! us anything about this?"
A sudden cold rage filled me. "Can I ?" I choked.
"I can tell you who murdered those poor devils.
For murdered they were. This is no accident."
"Who is the man?" broke in the Chief.
"The Hadji Hassan Agha," I replied without further ado, and launched into the taie of my discovery.
"My God !" spluttered the Chief at the end of
my narrative. "Then you believe that this fanatic
lias had those poor fellows murdered?"
"T could swear to it," T answered with conviction.
"But who do you suppose the fourth man is—the
one who was taken for you?" asked the Night Editor.
"1 think it must have been Mallory, the chap who
gave me this information. T know that T mentioned
him several times in my notes. I suppose that Hughes
and the others went to him for some additional facts,
and the Hadji's assassins must have trailed them
there and murdered the lot."
"That sounds plausible," nodded Madden. "And
then they threw their bodies into the canal? Eh?"
I agreed. "But what shall we do now?" T asked.
"It is évident that there is a conspiracy to destroy
the canals. and a very powerful one. too. for you
can see that even the highest members of the Turkish Government are under its influence. No one but
Abdul Pasha could have informée! the agents of the
society that T knew the secret. Why. for ail we
know. he might be one of the leaders—"
"What shall we do?" said the Chief. and nearly
shattered the table top with a blow of his fist.
"What shall we do? Why, we shall do exactly as we
would have doue before. We'll expose the whole
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scheme and kill it with publicity. We'll have it in
the afternoon édition. Martin, you had better sit
down and immediately rewrite your dispatch. TU
have it in the front page, with any photographs that
we may have of Barnes, Hughes, Morrison and
Abdul Pasha. Have you any idea what this Hadji
looks like?" he asked me.
From Mallory's description, he is a very inipressive looking man." I replied. "Tall and cadaverous
—looks as if he's burned up inside with the fires of
his own fanaticism. Long beard stained with henna
and very queer ami piercing eyes that sort of stare
at you—. A green Hadji's turban, of course, and I
suppose, ordinary Kurdish costume."
"Very good," snapped the Chief. "Get one of the
hlack and white artists to draw him from that description. Now then clear out of here, every one of
you. Eve got to write a new éditorial." He herded
us out of the door and slammed it to behind us.
CHAPTER VIT.
Mr. Banner's Goat
THIS is how we made known to the world the
plot of a madman to destroy the Caspian
canals ; to demolish the only hope the people
of the earth had, of averting complété destruction
from both themselves and from their planet. And
yet, did the world believe it? No, indeed, it did not.
It laughed at us. Such a thing was impossible, the
other papers said. It was doubtful if even a single
man existed who did not approve of the experiment
to save his life. As for a secret society of a million
members, ail of whom had ple<lged their lives to the
cause of destroying the earth "s one chance of escaping
destruction—thus practically murdering ail the other
people of the world, besides committing suicide themselves—why, such an idea was as ridiculous as it was
impossible. No such number of men could have kept
their aspirations a secret, and the Turkish Government had been approache<l and had declared that it
had heard nothing whatever about such a plan. Indeed, it had said that the whole story was a fabrication that contained not a grain of truth.
The other papers asked us sardonically, in their
éditorials, whether besides the word of a sensationhunting journalist, we had any proof of what we
were exposing, and if so. what it was.
The end came three days after my return from
Port Farintosh. The dread rumor came flitting
round the office that the Old Man was intending to
pay us a visit this morning. It was a rare thing indeed for the multimillionaire owner of the paper to
call on us : it was only in moments of violent disagreement with some feature of the Echo's éditorial
policy. This time. however, there was little doubt as
to what had angered Banner. It was. undoubtedly,
the roasting we had received from the rest of the
press about our exposure of the Hassan Agha conspiracy.
It was well known that the Echo was a weak place
in Banner's armor of complacency. It was the heel
of this Achilles, his one vulnérable spot, and the New
York papers knew it, and loved to prod it. Banner
had nursed the Echo with care and immense sums of
money until it became the greatest paper in the
world. But Banner had not yet got used to this, and
still regarded it as a puny infant that sto(xl in need
of his protection. Therefore, the slightest dispar-
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agement of it was still sufficient to bring him fuming
up the stairs, to demand the instant dismissal of the
luckless reporter who had made a blunder big enough
to attract the attention of the other papers.
My expected call did not come until nearly noon,
and then, to my relief, I found that Banner had already left, but from the wilted looks of the assembled editors, it had evidently been a fiery session indeed.
"Phew !" exclaimed the Chief, as I entered. "You
don't know what we've been through, just because of
that confounded discovery of /ours."
"What"s going to happen?" I asked anxiously.
"Are you going to drop the exposure?"
"We have to," explained Madden. "He says that
he won't have the Echo made the laughing stock of
New York. You know how sensitive he is."
"Yes," I cried, "I know that. But in a case like
this it ought not to count. Didn't you convince him
that what you printed was the truth ?"
"I did," said the Chief. "and he says that he
firmly believes it now, but just the same he has forbidden me to print. another word about it until he
gives me leave. Someone, you see, has told him that
this story is ail faked up, because the Echo wants to
make some capital ont of the accidentai death of
three of its men in Port Farintosh."
"What a dirty—"
"Of course, he doesn't believe it," hastened Madden. "He swears by the Echo anyhow. Anything
we print is Gospel Truth to him. But it hurts him
to have these things said about us. and he is going to
do a little private investigating, before he allows us
to say anything more about it. You know what he
means by a little private investigating, don't you?
He is going to swamp Port Farintosh with quantities of the best paid détectives that he can lay his
hands on, and we will get duplicates of their reports.
Then, when in Banner's estimation we have sufficient
proof, why, we'll open up again. Does that suit
you ?"
"It will have to," I replied. "1 only hope that the
détectives will get the proof before the Hadji has
time to do any damage."
Next morning the Echo printed nothing whatever
about the Mohammedan plot. Nor did it the next
morning. nor for many a morning after. After a
few more sarcastic comments, the New York papers
completely forgot about it, and devoted themselves
to waging war against the Anti-Tobacco League.
CHAPTER VIII.
Towards The Sun
MEANWHILE the canals had been completed and, now, began the truly formidable task of demobilizing the millions of
men who had been used in their construction. In
addition, hundreds of thousands of pièces of valuable machinery had to be sorted ont and returned to
their owners. The mushroom cities of tents that had
sprung up alongside the canals, were to be dismantled
and shipped away. Innumerable miles of railway
track were torn up and sent back to their country
of origin. But ail this took time, took many weary
months indeed, during which the star was approaching the earth.
Gradually, too, alarmist reports leaked out, that
something was the matter with Farintosh's theory.

Already the canals had been running three months,
and the Caspian had risen twenty feet, but the observatories reported not the slightest déviation of the
earth from its orbit. The rumors gradually grew in
numbers, until everyone had heard them, and ail
kinds of wild conjectures were made.
Some people had already begun to be doubtful if
Farintosh's plan would prove successful, and numbers of shady dancing places and cabarets sprang up
in ail the large cities, which catered to the continually
increasing number of people whose motto became:
"Eat, drink and be merry, for tomorrow we die."
At last the Council decided that extreme measures
were necessary to check the rapidly spreading moral
degeneration. These resolved themselves into the
strict supervision of ail places of amusement, and the
conscription of still more forced labor.
The Council also instituted a daily bulletin service,
which reported chiefly the more cheerful news of
the campaign, such as the daily rise in the waterlevel of the Caspian Sea, the progress made in the
returning of the labor battalions and things of that
sort. But still the agitation grew, and finally got
beyond ignoring. The popular voice demanded, with
growing indignation, whether the rumors were true
that ail their work had been for nothing ; that the
movement of the earth had not yet been even a little
affected by the immense quantity of water that had
already passée! through the canals.
The Council was forced to confess that no déviation had been noted as yet, but that the astronomers
were of the opinion that it was too early to know
whether the plan had failed. In fact, many of them
thought that the change in the earth's balance would
come—not gradually, as had at first been expected,
but abruptly, when a sufficiently great amount of
water would be displaced to make a new center of
rotation absolutely imperative. The earth, they contended, would continue to spin for awhile with a
misplaced center of gravity, but in time so much
water would flow into the Caspian, that a new axis
would be necessary.
This answer, though rather involved, sufficed to
pacify the people to some extent. Most of them
thought that therc still was a good chance of saving
themselves. Nevertheless, there was a party openly
agnostic, who scoiïed at the Suprême Council, and
more and more gave themselves over to excess.
Then came the news of famine in China. îndia
and parts of Turkey, where the natives, with Oriental fatalism, decided that they were going to die, and
had therefore neglected to put in their crops. Relief
measures had to be undertaken, and grain was gathered from ail parts of the world, to feed the apathetic
masses of the East.
Next the dreaded black plague broke out among
the undernourished and non-resisting Chinese, and
with amazing speed.spread through the entire Orient.
Thus to the horrors of famine were added the still
more ghastly sights of the black death.
The physicians of China could not cope with their
work. and again a cry went out for help, a cry which
did not go unheeded. Thousands of heroic doctors
volunteered to brave the terrors of the one disease to
which no cure had yet been found, and went to nurse
the Chinese. The latter, however, made no effort to
resist the plague, but, once in its loathsome grip,
seemed to resign themselves to death.
In the face of this apathy, the physicians stood
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helpless. They could and did establish hospitals,
segregated the stricken, and disinfested the homes
and clothes of the people; but save them, once they
were touched, they could not. For not even the best
skill in the world can save a person, who has made
up his mind to die.
China, then, was carefully blockaded by the anxious nations, who sent her foodstuffs, but permitted
no one to leave the quarantined country. The disease,
however, continued to spread to the west. passed
through the lines of the Russian army, which had
been impressed to guard the eastern frontier of the
Empire and made its appearance in Siberia.
Countless hordes of refugees thronged the roads,
leading away from the infected areas, and in their
vain endeavor to escape the plague, carried the disease germs with them. Doggedly they trudged down
the long dusty roads on their aimless mardi to anywhere, to any place that the plague had not yet
reached. But even as they plodded along many of
them already felt the disease gnawing at their vitals.
Yet they struggled on, hiding, as best they could,
their horrible secret, until their wornout bodies collapsed and were rudely tossed to the roadside, while
the ceaselessly moving horde rolled on.
Straight through Russia the plague mowed a wide
swath, into Roland and up to the German frontier.
Here, fortunately, its progress was stayed, and Europe breathed again."
Six months had passed since the opening of the
canal gâtes—almost half the time allotted to the diverting of the earth and still there was not the slightest promise that Farintosh's plan would be crowned
with success. Daily the ranks of the doubters were
increased in numbers.
Sinister rumblings of discontent now began to be
heard from the working masses. It seemed as if we
were living on the top of a volcano, which any moment, might burst out into the scarlet explosion of
révolution.
Wiidly gesticulating orators stood at the street
corners and impassionately asked their fellow workmen why they continued to labor for the cursed capitalists, when the end of the world was nigh. What
was the use of slaving, when so Httle life was left to
man? He should enjoy it. they urged, and once and
for ail, get even with the bloated plutocrats who had
ground them down into the dust for so many years.
Ugly disturbances broke out in Fifth Avenue,
when several mobs invaded the sacred precincts of
fashion and looted some of the big stores. The country was keyed up to such a pitch that every householder kept his shotgun loaded, and took it to bed
with him.
Anarchy was turbulently seething in the cauldron
of the East Side of New York. At any moment, almost, the frenzied masses of foreigners might break
the shackles of restraint and start a Saturnalia of
unbridled license.
Suddenly, and with absolutely no warning, a terrifie windstorm screeched down upon New York.
Awnings, over the shop windows, bellied just once,
and then, with the report of a cannon, split and
parted from their fastening. The air grew thick with
dust and flying débris. So laden, in fact, did it become, that from any point of vantage at the office
window, I could barely discern the scurrying crowds
below. I heard faint, indistinguishable cries from
the street, the smash of bursting window glass and
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the agonized hooting of motor cars whose drivers
could not see the road, so dusty and congested had
the air become. Strange, flapping things soared
past my window, and flitted, like gigantic bats, into
the murk above the housetops.
Then, as suddenly as it had come, the storm, if
storm it was, disappeared, and once more the sun
shone brightly down upon New York. But now a
new murmur was heard—a noise that, quite unaccountably, seemed to be like that of an angry sea.
Gradually it grew louder and louder until I could
almost have sworn that it was the roaring of stormtossed waves against a rocky shore. Then the noise
receded, died away to a faint murmur and finally subsided entirely.
The téléphoné rang sharply, and I jumped to the
receiver.
"Is that the Echo office?" chattered an excited
voice. "This is Simmons speaking. A tidal wave
has just wrecked most of the shipping in the docks,
and has flooded the warehouse district. Millions of
dollars worth of damage done to shipping and
houses. Hundreds of men killed and thousands injured. A fifty-foot wall of water—" the babbling
voice ceased. I tried to get reconnected, but the arrow on the dial of the automatic phone swung round
to "Line out of order."
The instant I got up, the phone rang again. I
picked it up. thinking it might be Simmons again, but
I was mistaken.
"Martin," cried a familiar voice, "is that you?
Ifs happened ! It's happened !"
"What's happened? That's you. Farintosh, isn't
it?"
"Why, man, have you no senses? Didn't you see
what just happened ?"
"Fve seen the worst windstorm l've ever been in,
and I hear that a tidal wave has flooded part of New
York. Is that what you mean?"
"No," thundered Farintosh. "Those are merely
incidental to the earth's change of axis and to the
altered rate of rotation."
"Do you mean to say—"
"Yes, T do. We've succeeded. We've changed
the earth's course, though, to what extent. we won't
know for some time. But the chief thing' is that
we've diverted it from its orbit, and—you can put
that in your paper."
The following twenty-four hours never once heard
a falling off in the crash and roar of our gigantic
printing presses. Yet, fast as we issued copies of
the Echo, we could not keep pace with the demand.
Ail New York and his wife seemed to be buying
papers, reading the scant extra information, and then
buying another édition—ten minutes later.
And certainly the news that came through fully
warranted their excitement. First came the accounts
of the terrible toll taken, ail over the world, by the
tidal wave. Few ships indeed had heen able to
weather the combined forces of the sudden blast of
wind and the contending sea currents. Appalling
stories came of damage done inland, for the sea had
invaded not only New York, but ail the cities on the
Atlantic coastline of the two Americas. China, by
some perversity of fortune, had once more to bear
more than her share of the cataclysm. Vast areas
of her fruit fui, but low-lying lands were inundated
by the westward rushing floods.
Then messages arrived from various astronomical
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observatories, saying that their instruments had recorded a distinct change in the movement of the
earth, that it was thought to have slowed up in its
révolutions to the extent of about half an hour a
day—that it had also changed its course—slightly
towards the sun.
After this came more news of disaster on land
and sea. but appalling as was the price paid for the
slight déviation of the earth from its orbit, the Suprême Council, and the governments of the world
considered it well worth while. For now that the
plan had proved possible, and. indeed, already in
part successful, the much feared bogey of anarchy
would vanish before the reawakened confidence of
the people.
Thus. in truth, it turned out to be, and also, with
the people's new faith in his project, Farintosh's
popularity was suddenly restored. Once more his
face appeared in the shop windows, and enthusiastic
crowds gathered outside his house, waiting for a
chance to cheer him. Hope was the dominant note
of the world again.
Fuller reports from astronomical sources arrived
in due course to give fuller particulars as to the
earth's altered orbit. It appeared that while our
planet had slightly approached the sun, yet the déviation was not nearly great enough to carry the earth
clear of the track of the cornet, most of the twisting
force of the overbalancing weight of water in the
Caspian having been used up in retarding the spinning of the earth by twenty-nine minutes.
The astronomers, however. held out the hope that,
as more water flowed through the canals, the déviation would become more pronounced and finally suffice to bring the earth out of the road of the cornet.
On the other hand, the scientists were particularly
careful to make clear the fact that if our planet continued to deviate from its course at the same ratio
to the weight of water passed through the canals,
then, though it might pass beyond the orbit of the
cornet, it would still be close enough for the laws of
gravitation—mutual attraction—to apply.
Thus,
they explained, our planet might yet be drawn to its
doom—engulfed in the sphere of flaming gases that
rocketed through the skies. They demonstrated this
law by quoting the well-known example of two ships
lying becalmed on a motionless sea. The vessels
would be mutually attracted, would near each other
and, finally, if undisturbed, would gently collide.
Another thing that had been the object of much
anxiety to the astronomers was the probable conduct
of the moon, when the earth should change its course.
Ail fears proved groundless, however, when this
event happened, for so strong was the gravitational
bond between our planet and the moon, that the latter moved with the earth, and rigidly maintained its
former distance.
But these hopes and spéculations did not seem to
interest the mass of the people much. They had
seen, and indeed, felt the earth change its orbit, and
that, to them, was sufficient.
They were firmly convinced by this time that our
planet would, somehow, départ enough from its
course.to easily evade the clumsy charge of its celestial antagonist.
And, what good, after ail, would the complicated
spéculations indulged in by scientists, do the great
mass of the people ?

CHAPTEKIX
The Glorious Fiasco
BUT, while many people were satisfied with the
prevailing state of afïairs, some were not, and
among the latter were numbered the éditorial
and reportorial staffs of the Echo. For six months
now we had been waiting for a satisfactory explanation of the deaths of our colleagues, Morrison,
Hughes, Barnes and my friend and informant. Mallory, and still no crédible story was given. Now, a
fortnight after the sudden correction of the earth's
center of gravity, an informai meeting in Madden's
room was for the twentieth time debating whether it
would be wise for us to take the matter into our own
hands and again print as much as we knew about
Hadji Hassan Agha. And, for the twentieth time.
the proposai was overruled, for, after ail, we had no
additional information whatever about the Hadji and
his supposed activities.
The reports from the détectives employed by
Banner were singularly lacking in news ; indeed, onc
would judge from them that there was no such person as the Hadji. It is true that two of the more
zealous investigators had sent us one or two rather
promising letters, but these men had disappeared
mysteriously, apparently on the trail of some important due. And their colleagues seemed to find nothing suspicious in their disappearance and apparently
never considered making any inquiry about their
missing confrères. Yet we, in the office, had absolutely no doubt as to the fate of the unfortunate investigator, who might stumble across any information that the Hadji and his associâtes would wish to
be kept secret.
What chiefly puzzled us, however. was that the
madman had made no obvious move for the destruction of the canals. It seemed impossible that any religious fanatic, at the head of a million impatient followers, could restrain himself for so long a period
without making any sign that could be detected by
our more or less vigilant staff of watchers. We
should have known better, for patience is the greatest virtue of the Asiatic. Time, of ail things, he has
enough of, and to spare.
On the other hand, there was a certain time limit
within which the Hadji knew that he must act. Already the earth had been diverted some little way
from its path—and this in direct défiance of the
Hadji's prophesy that Allah would not permit such
an impious thing to happen. If he delayed much
longer, he would risk losing the faith of his men
and, therefore. we argued, if he was going to start
any trouble, it would be soon. But, though we were
ail morally certain of the plot to destroy the Caspian
canals, we were not permitted to print a single word
without the sanction of Banner, the owner of the
paper, who was still waiting for corroboration from
his precious détectives.
It was a maddening situation. Here we were, absolutely dépendent upon the words of a few men.
whose errand in Port Farintosh was well known.
and for whom the stage in that city had been carefully set. I protested. "But this is impossible," I
cried. "We cannot keep on waiting indefinitely for
those investigators of Banner's to find out something.
There isn't time enough. Why, before they ever
notice anything, the Hadji will be able to blow up
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every sea wall that the canals boast of, and set Port
Farintosh on fire as well."
"I know," soothed Madden. "They are a pretty
hopeless bunch since their leading lights bave been
weeded ont, but, as you say, this bas gone far
enough." A flame of resolution suddenly lit bis face.
"And by G
he exclaimed, pounding the table
top, "it shall go no further." Pie seized the téléphoné attached to Banner's private wire, and called
for the owner of the paper.
"Is that you, Banner?" Pie boomed a moment
later. "This is Madden. Now l'm going to talk
again about that Mohammedan conspiracy—"
"No, there have been no new developments, but
just the same, l'm going to print the story to-morrow."
"P don't care if you do. Pve neglected my duty
long enough because of your sensitiveness. The
story will go."
The Chief slammed the receiver back on the hook
and wheeled triumphantly around in his chair.
"Well, that's that," he said in a satisfied tone. "We'll
feature the story on the front page again and keep
on dinning it into the heads of the public, until
they—"
The phone rang and drowned the rest of his
words.
"Yes," he said. "Hadden speaking."
"No, I will not reconsider it."
"What?"
A prolonged silence.
"Very well, Fil put it to them," and again the receiver was slammed back on its hook.
"Banner says that it would be ridiculous to print
the same story we printed six months ago, without
any extra information. He says that since we do not
trust his investigators, why don't we send down
three or four reporters secretly, let them ferret out
some news, if they can, and then reprint the exposure. What do you fellows think of it?" He
looked at us inquiringly.
"We-e-ell," drawled the City Editer at last. "It
seems to me that there isn't time enough for that
sort of thing, but perhaps Banner is right. We
ought to haye some additional news. Otherwise the
other papers will roast us like anything, for springing the same old stuff on the public."
"If we did so, it would go to show, anyway, that
we were serious," said the Sporting Editor. "Just
the same. I agree with old Smith." He nodded at
the City Editor.
The rest of us agreed, and it was settled then and
there, that I should return to Port Farintosh, on the
morrow, by airplane, and take with me any three reporters I wanted.
But it was fated that ail our préparations for uncovering the Hadji's plot should prove useless, for
on the next day came news calculated to rouse every
man to a white beat of anger. The calamity, long
foreshadowed by me, but scoffed at by most people,
had happened.
Taking advantage of the completed withdrawal of
ail the labor battalions, the Hadji, with his men, had
attacked and overpowered the guards and engine
house crews, left in charge of the colossal sea walls.
Then, at his leisure, he had destroyed those magnificent structures.
I can do no better than to quote the Echo of that
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morning, and are therefore printing the following:
CASPIAN CANALS DESTROYED—
MOSLEMS DYNAMITE GATESPORT FARINTOSH BOMBARDED
Secret Society Resents Attempt to Save
the Earth and so Damages Canals that
Engineers Despair of Reconstruction
The Echo learns from the Associated press
correspondent at Port Farintosh that yesterday
afternoon a dastardly attempt was made to
destroy the Caspian canals, on whose safety the
future of the whole earth hinges.
It will be remembered that some six months
ago this paper printed a number of articles, exposing the plot of some fanatical Mohammedans to destroy the canals, because it seemed
impious to their leader to meddle with the stars
in their courses. At that time it was our fate
to be scoffed at, and our warnings went unheeded. Consequently, the conspirators were
left utihindered to work out their nefarious
plans; today we hear the fruits of this neglect
to take us seriously.
PORT FARINTOSH. December 20. 1936.
At three o'clock this afternoon. the Turkish fleet
in the Black Sea, consisting of ten cruisers and
twenty destroyers, accompanied by a fleet of
airplanes, appeared off Port Farintosh and without notice of any kind, bombardée! the city for
thirty minutes, then sailed on. One hour later
they disembarked ten thousand men at the landing stages, between the sea walls of the canals.
The watchmen and the engine house crews
offered as much résistance as could be expected
from unarmed men, but they were finally driven
back and shot down. The raiders then proceeded to systematically plant charges of high
explosives in ail vulnérable spots, apparently being directed in their work by skilled engineers.
Vast quantifies of explosives were used, for
the surviving watchmen state that the boats
were kept going continually, to and fro. between
the battleships and the piers, bringing off load
after load of rexite.
At seven o'clock ail the préparations were
completed and one after the other the sea-walls
were blown up. The ruin is complété. Not
a vestige of the gigantic dams is to be seen
above the sea water, which is now rushing turbulently into the open canals. The Turkish
vessels, after making sure that the damage was
complété, are now steaming back across the
Black Sea.
A later dispatch gave the same news, with a few
additional facts. It appeared that no danger had
been snspected when the Turkish ships entered the
Sea of Azof, for the Sultan had expressed a wish
to see the canals; indeed, préparations had been
made for his welcome. The bombardment of Port
Farintosh was, therefore, as unexpected as it was
senseless. The Sultan, too, must have been cognizant of the conspiracy, for it was he who obtained
permission to visit the canals, and he sailed into
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the Sea of Azof at the head of his fleet, in the
Royal yacht.
Rumors, it was said, were current in Port Farintosh and Rostov that the deed lay at the door of
a certain Hadji Hassan Agha. a fanatical leader of
certain Moslems, who believed that the plan to divert
the earth was against the will of Allah and would
bring eternal damnation upon the soûls of ail who
aided it. It was whispered that during the last six
months, the whole Turkish fleet had been secretly
manned by these conspirators, who were sworn to
prevent interférence with the earth's course—the
very same stuff that was refused crcdence when it
was printed in the Echo. Engineers, who had
examined the sites of the sea walls, declared that
their reconstruction was impossible. They feared
that the plan of the conspirators to let the canals
get choked up by the sand would prove suceessful.
The sea was already pouring in at a tremendous
rate, and signs of érosion were becoming visible
in many parts of the canal banks.
This was the news that greeted me in the Echo
on the morning of my proposed flight to Europe.
Of course there was no necessity for me to go to
Port Farintosh anymore, so I cancelled the seats of
my three companions and myself in that day's plane,
and rushed to the office. There was nothing more
to be donc there however, and I returned to my
diggings.
The Echo had the barren satisfaction of saying,
"1 told you so," but that didn't help matters much.
A frightful howl went up from the other papers
for the blood of whoever was responsible for not
heeding the warning, so plainly given by us six
months before. The Echo itself came in for a
considérable roasting from the New York press
because it had not continued giving the warning in
spite of what the other papers said. Banner, in
particular. was severely censured for having muzzled
the one organ of the press that knew what it was
talking about.
Oddly enough the actions of the conspirators received little comment, for the deed was doue now
and could not be undone. Moreover, the Hadji and
his followers came to be looked upon as irresponsible
lunatics, and therefore, more worthy of pity than
of censure.
The responsibility for the catastrophe was quickly
laid upon the Suprême Council for neglecting to
take heed of the Echo's warning. But this was not
enough. It was almost impossible, for the public to
blâme or punish a disembodied council of two hundred members.
The people wanted a real scapegoat—they wanted
one man.
Again a marvelous change in the temper of the
people had taken place. A day or two ago, they
had been raised to the heights of rejoicing, because,
after months of doubt, they were told that there still
was a good chance of being saved themselves. Now
they were suddenly plunged into the depths of despair, because that one chance had been taken away
from them.
There was an undercurrent of vengeful feeling
running through their émotions. Somebody should
suffer for this, they were resolved. But who? Suddenly the answer came to them, and a mob of several
thousand people gathered in Fifth Avenue, in front

of the house of Banner, who, it seemed to their
crazed imaginations, was directly responsible for
the destruction of the canals—their only chance of
salvation.
In vain did patrol wagon after patrol wagon bring
ils load of blue-clad policemen to overawe the constantly growing mob. The crowd bayed for its
man, and steadily, step by step, the expostulating
guardians of the law were forced back to the very
door of the house. Then, in desperation, one of
the hard-pressed policemen drew a club, and used
it. He was pulled down. Forthwith the voice of
the crowd took a new note. It had smelled blood,
and immediately the blood lust was aroused. The
crowd turned instantly into a mob of raving beasts,
whose appetite would be appeased only by the death
of Banner.
There was a sudden forward surge, and the blue
line of policemen vanished, as if by magie. A sickening crash followed and the splintered door swung
open—smashed by the impact of twenty maddened
men with the weight of hundreds more behind them.
The horde poured into the splendidly appointed
mansion.
Their quarry, however, had disappeared. So had
ail the servants, and the disappointed rabble vented
its anger by smashing ail the furniture and priceless works of art in the house. Then they piled ail
the wreckage in the road and made a gigantic bonfire of it.
New York, moreover, was not the only city in
which such acts of violence occurred. In London,
several Turkish subjects, wearing fezzes, were set
upon and badly beaten by a crowd of infuriated
Englîshmen, who saw in them représentatives of
that blind, unreasoning "religion," that had fostered
the insane conspiracy.
Paris and Berlin too had their cases of mob fury,
for in both cities the Turkish embassies were sacked
and destroyed. Indeed it was only with the utmost
effort that the police of those countries were able
to save the lives of the Anatolian diplomatie représentatives.
In addition, the beautifu! Mohammedan mosque
in the French capital was set aflame by an army of
workmen and students, who marched down upon it
in a great column, with much singing of patriotic
songs and wavings of the tricolor.
The British Cruîser Squadron in the Eastern
Mediterranean, which had been revictualling at
Cyprus, on hearing of the infamous deed, immediately steamed off for the Dardanelles, hoping to
catch its perpetrators before they could block the
entrance of the Black Sea. But their search was
useless, for the Turkish battle fleet was never again
seen.
And when it reached the centre of the Black Sea,
every ship of the fleet was scuttled by its own crew.
The men, with a fanatical frenzy, preferred to go
at once to the assured joys of Paradise, rather than
risk the possibility of suffering terrestrial punishment at the hands of the enraged infidels.
Thus went the degenerate, known to history as
the last Sultan of Turkey, and with him perished
Hadji Hassan Agha, the insane leader of a fanatical
multitude, who for fear of eternal punishment, had
tried to carry out their perverted notion of the will
of Allah.
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CHAPTER X
Trial by Fire and Water
DAYS passed, while we expected hourly to
hear that the flow of one or another of the
canals had ceased. But, though reports kept
coming, stating that érosion continued on a gigantic
scale ail along the banks of the canals, nothing, as
yet, indicated that the daily quantity of water entering the Caspian had in the least been diminished.
In fact, ail the evidence pointed to the contrary. The
water was now flowing through the canals at a much
greater speed than it had donc before the destruction of the sea walls, and though it was possible
that the canals were becoming shallower, because
of the vast amount of silt washed from their sides,
yet this shallowness was compensated by the added
width of the channels.
In addition, engineers reported that the nature of
the soil was such that a great part of it could be
carried in suspension by the swiftly moving water,
and either deposited in the wide Liman Lake, or
else discharged into the Caspian sea.
Things seemed not so dark as they had been
thought. Then, too, came cheering messages from
various astronomical observatories, which announced
a greatly accelerated déviation of. the earth, from its
old path about the sun. This, the scientist said,
was due to an increased weight of water entering
the Caspian every day. Let this keep up, they said,
for another four months and the earth will be in a
fair way to easily escape the dangerous proximity
of the cornet.
Unconsciously, perhaps, but genuinely, nevertheless, the average man began to hearten up again.
"It would be odd," he mused, "if those crazy nuts
have gone and increased the earth's chances of being
saved, instead of destroying them." And then he
would slap his knee with enjoyment at the idea
and would go and tell it to his friends.
And as he thought, so it proved to be. For instead
of choking up, the canals continued to flow and even
grew several feet wider every day, while the washedout soil was carried away on the swift moving currents, to stain the fast rising Caspian a strange
earthen hue.
Five more months separated us from the date on
which the cornet was to have met the earth. And
five months of weary anguished waiting they proved
to be. Night after night the blazing sphere seemed
to be swelling bigger and bigger and moming after
morning it grew more and more reluctant to sink
its bloated bulk below the horizon. Already it exceeded in size the biggest of our planets and outshone Mars' ruddy glow with a fiery brightness,
the like of which had never before been seen.
Day by day, too, the earth edged towards the
sun. Soon we were four hundred thousand miles
nearer, and gradually passed the five, six and eight
hundred marks, but the margin of safety was not
yet great enough.
Slowly, as we approached the sun, the weather
changed. Thunderstorms grew to be more fréquent
and increased in intensity. Torrential rains suddenly began to fall in spots, not at ail noted for their
humidity. The days were getting warmer. Although
it was the middle of winter in New York, the snow
never once stayed on the ground, but melted at the
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moment of contact with the wet pavements. This
surprising mildness was prevailing ail over the
world. The Sea of Azof, whence started the Caspian canals, did not freeze solid, as was ils wont,
did not even show the least trace of ice, and the
much feared freeze-up of the canals failed to materialize. A green winter was the rule over the greater
part of the temperate zone.
Ail these phenomena were explained to be due
entirely to the earth's approach to the sun, and to
the greater heat absorbed by our planet.
In the Southern Hemisphere, also, people were
experiencing a great change in température. Such
a hot summer was absolutely unprecedented ; indeed
it was almost unbcarable. Fortunately, however,
the sun's rays beat down so hotly upon the Southern
Seas that unusually great evaporation took place,
and the parched lands were cooled, to some extent,
by the fréquent rains. Towering cumuli of snowy
clouds, shaped like giant castles on fairy mountain
ranges, sailed majestically into the central Australian
desert, to shower the startled prospector, who for
unnumbered years had never felt a drop of rain
upon his leathery skin.
Whalers reported that even the Southern Ice Cap
was rapidly shrinking and disclosing to human eyes,
for the first time, the outlines of the Antarctic
Continent.
Then came the sériés of startling orders from the
Suprême Council that proved that body's admirable
foresight. First, the Council decreed that the nations of the world should remove ail the available
food supplies from the low-lying coastal cities, and
store it on land that was more than a thousand feet
above sea level. Secondly, the Council demanded
the construction of camps around these bases of
supply to house the population of the coastal cities,
which the Council ordered to be gradually evacuated.
These measures were necessary, the Council declared, because of the gigantic tides that would be
bound to circle the earth, on the close approach of
the cornet. For, said they, as the moon in revolving
around the earth causes the tides, so would the
gravitational pull of the wandering asteroid cause
floods far greater than those caused by the moon.
There was a great outcry at the statement that
the destruction of the great cities was assured, but
the people of the earth had learned their lesson,
and no longer doubted the word of the Suprême
Council. They remembered, only too well, the tidal
waves of three months ago, when the earth had first
corrected its centre of gravity, and the terrible toll it
took of human lives.
Eighty-seven days' grâce the astronomers promised us, before the cornet should be at its nearest
point to the earth, and either, with its inconceivable
heat, entirely disintegrate our planet into its component gases, or else, leave it to stagger on in its
new course. In these last few days, a flurry of
frenzied préparation for the forced évacuation of
the world's greatest cities began. From the Atlantic
seaboard of North America alone, thirty million
people had to be removed to the safer highlands,
and with them went their luggage and as many of
their household efïects as could be transported.
Enormous herds of cattle were collected from the
sea-threatened farms, and driven into the interior,
there to be held as an emergency reserve, in case the
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food supply of the houseless city refugees gave out. tists predicted a return of the earth to a state comAU was managed in our own country with an parable to the Jurassic Age, when gigantic reptilian
order and efficiency that spoke of marvellous or- monsters wallowed in the ooze, and browsed off
ganization. Some nations, hovvever, were less for- the lush herbage that covered the earth then.
A week before the day the gravitational pull was
tunate. The peasantry of the Asiatic nations, even
under compulsion, refused to leave their ancestral seen to affect the océan visibly. A great tide surged
up against the Atlantic Coast—a tide greater than
lands.
That year spring came very early, and merged any yet known in the history of man. It rolled
into summer heat with startling rapidity. The végé- . across the Pacific and dashed against the Japanese
tation would soon have become parched, if it had and Chinese coasts. Then was seen the wisdom
not been for the very fréquent rains. But we soon of the Suprême Council's command, that ail people
had more than enough of rain, too, for drenching should be moved out of reach of the floods. This
downpour succeeded thundering cloudburst with a time too the Celestial Empire suffered, through disregularity that first grew monotonous, and then regard of the Council's warning. Millions of people
became hateful. I began to loathe the Sound of were caught and drowned, like rats in a trap, in the
water swishing on the pavements.
crowded warrens of their cities. Unnumbered tens
It rained incessantly, with the exception of a few of thousands of Chinese peasants, who had refused
brief spells, when the sun shone between the dark- to leave their farms, were likewise drowned, and a
edged clouds and burned us, as with a magnifying vast area of country was inundated.
glass.
This flood, however, was nothing compared to
Only thirty days were left now. and the canal s the second day's tide, that with the comet's nearer
were running more and more sluggishly, because the approach, and therefore increased gravitational action, was almost twice as great as that of the day
Caspian Sea was fast filling.
The cornet was now half the size of the sun and before.
For many days now we had not seen the sun or
quite as brilliant. There was no longer any night, for
the hours of sleep were now lit by the crimson the stars, because of the pall of clouds that hid the
splendour of the flaming bail of gas. Indeed, night firmament from sight. Most of the astronomical
was now the brighter half of the day and it was observatories were thus put out of commission, leavonly because of the unbearably lurid light of the ing only a few in the higher altitudes, that continued
cornet, that the hours of sleep and work were not to send out reports. But, as the cornet drew nearer,
it gave off so much heat that even the mountain
reversed.
In any event, sleep was a thing much desired, observatories complained of being wreathed in fogs.
but not to be had. The hot-house heat made it At last only two lookouts at the thirteen thousandimpossible. Men tossed restlessly ail through the foot level were free from nebular interférence. These
sweltering night. to get up next morning unref reshed, reported the cornet to be much larger than the moon ;
red-eyed and haggard-featured to start another they reported that it filled a whole quarter of the
day's weary toil. Is there any wonder that, during sky "s bowl and was unbearably bright to look upon.
those days of terrible sleepless stress, so many men The asteroid's tail, without which no cornet is popuwent mad and destroyed themselvcs.
larly supposed to be complète, never had been visible
Still the heat increased, and with it came a greater with our celestial visitor, and now had completely
rainfall. The heavens were screened from sight disappeared behind the body of the cornet.
by an inky pall that seemed to hang just a few feet
Even to us, who lay panting upon the rocks of
over the roofs and ever vomited forth a ceaseless the Catskills, the brightness of the cornet was évideluge. The roll of nearby thunder was continually dent. The whole sky, at night time, was like the
in our ears and drowned out practically ail other inside of a glowing cauldron. The very clouds
seemed charged with crimson fire, and writhed and
sounds. Vivid lightning flashes rent the sky, and
through the cracked bowl of heaven showed us the bellied over our heads, like some celestial monsters
in deadly combat.
Lightning continually crissfiâmes of hell.
The two Americas were isolated from the rest crossed the sky in a lurid mosaic, and yet seemed
insignificant beside the awful grandeur of the firof the world because of the eternal storms that
rendered the seas impassable. The sailors reported mament aflame.
Day by day the floods rolled higher and higher
that enormous evaporation was going on. So much
steam was rising from the surface of the water that against the mountains, and, at ebb, strewed their
it was as thick as a North Sea fog. Navigation, ex- lower slopes with more and more wreckage of the
cept by dead reckoning, was impossible and no one cities. Here lay the ruined half of a house, and
was foolhardy enough to attempt that, because it there a wooden garage deposited upright upon a
piece of level ground. Further away, among the
was known that the sea currents had altered.
Small brooks grew into mighty torrents that tangle of boards, lay the wreck of a fishing schooner
thundered into immense bodies of swiftly moving that had been picked up by the tide and carried
waters that once had been mere rivers. Vast areas inland. Here and there too, lay the bloated bodies
of low-lying ground were turned either into marshes. of live stock that had been caught by the water, and
or else into large lakes. A wireless report came yet further apart were found the occasional bodies
from Germany to the effect that the city of Berlin of some unfortunate mortals who had been overwas showing signs of subsiding into a morass that taken by the flood, perhaps while in search of some
dear one, from whom they had become separated in
had crept up around it.
Luxurious herbage was springing up everywhere, the final wild rush for the hills.
But the troubles of strangers did not much engage
because of the humidity ! semi-tropical végétation
was reported even in Scandinavia. Certain scien- us at the time. We were too much absorbed in our
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own misery to take much thcfught of anybody else.
The torment we endured there is still so deeply
graven on my mind, that I am reluctant to speak of
it. It was the hardest test of the temper of a people
that could be imagined. AH weaklings, ail those
mentally imperfect were ruthlessly searched out
by the ordeal of fire and water. Only the fit survived. The others perished.
Daily, with inexpressible anxiety, we watched the
floods and listened to the occasional reports from
the observâtories. We were too wrought up, even
to hazard guesses with one another, as to what the
final outcome wonld be. Some, I think, were too
spent to care.
However, my misery was not so great as to deprive me of thought. Will we be successful? Will
we be successful? The question rang in my head.
During those days it seemed to become an intégral
part of my mind. It was impossible for me to think
of anything else. In my fancy, ï saw it written on
the flaming heavens. Huge question marks danced
before my eyes, wove themselves into intricate designs and grotesque figures. I remember how I
once startled my friends by insisting that an aged
man, whose bent figure I saw shuffling along in
the distance, was the incarnation of the question
mark. My friends thought that I had gone mad.
Perhaps I had—I cannot tell you now.
After aeons of infernal torture, after having been
baked. stcamed and stewed, it seemed since the beginning of time—news came that the morrow was
the deciding day. At ten minutes past three—old
time—either the earth would fall into the cornet—in
which case we should ail he mercifully incinerated
in a very few seconds—or the earth would get a
new lease on life.
Higher and higher raged the baffled tide that day.
Great clouds of sait spray were borne on the hot
wind and drenched us where we lay.
The time was nearing three o'clock and, with a
great deal of mental, as well as physical effort, T
staggered to my feet and made my way to the nearcst news booth, whence the latest information was
megaphoned to the surrounding crowd. A large
number of the most energetic people of the neighborhood were gathered there, yet, never in my life
had I beheld a more washed out gathering. They hung
over the benches in a manner that suggested nothing
so much as limp sea weeds, draped over a rock. There
was no talking; no movement. Each new arrivai
limped up in weary silence, slumped into a seat and
stayed dumbly in the position he had fallen into.
The téléphoné operator sat humped in his chair,
as if his spine had melted with the heat. A soggy
cigarette hung from his lips, and his eyes stared
sightlessly at the horizon. Now and again, as a
message came through, he croaked hoarsely into the
voice amplifier, and we heard the news of the world.
"Three o'clock," he said, and the big trumpet
reproduced his voice in a gigantic whisper.
"The cornet is now only eighteen million miles distant and is still approaching at the rate of about
thirty thousand miles per second. The next ten
minutes will tell whether the earth is going to continue as a separate entity, or not."
A drowsy murmur rose in the crowd. but the
effort proved too much for them, and soon their
voices died away. The thunder rolled more loudly
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than ever. Jagged sheets of flame swept around the
sky, and the rain descended so thickly as to hide
from view ail objects more than five yards distant.
We sat in the open, but nobody minded the rain
any more. It was the heat, which seemed to be
increasing with every moment, that we found objectionable. Heavy white vapours rose up from the
sodden ground.
Suddenly, I felt the earth pitch with a wavelike
motion. It knocked me off my seat. I got up and
was promptly knocked down again by a second
wave. The news kiosk swayed drunkenly and remained leaning far out of the perpendicular. The
téléphoné operator, however, did not seem to be
much concerned.
"Earthquake," said the horn laconically.
It seems odd to me, now, how in ail that crashing
war of éléments, the whispering voice could penetrate to our ears. Shocks came regularly after that,
and I gave up getting up.
A puff of wind, hot as from the nether régions,
suddenly whipped mud into my face, and before I
could move, a gale was roaring over my head. Fortunately for me, I was lying in a little holiow, and
most of the wind swept over me.
For an amazed moment I saw the news booth
bounding away over the country side, like a startled
kangaroo, and shedding boards at every jump. I
never saw what happened to the téléphoné operator,
but the hut disintegrated in six leaps ; only the conical roof continued to skim on into the grey distance.
This, though it takes long to read, actually happened in the fraction of a second that elapsed, before
I was forced to close my eyes because of the force
of the wind. I lay flat on my face and pillowed my
head on my arms. During the minutes that followed
I was not aware of either rain or thunder. I knew
only the raving fury that just skimmed over my
back and seemed to be trying to tear me out of my
little haven. I dug my fingers into the mud, and
hugged the earth still doser.
Twirling fragments of buildings hurtled over my
head or bounded over my sheltering hollow. A large
plank, it seemed, slapped me mightily across the
back, and knocked ail the wind out of me. For
some minutes I lay gasping, at the same time realizing how lucky I was that the plank had not hit
edge on.
The wind had gathered up ail the mud and water
off the ground and was choking me by degrees. It
was almost impossible to breathe the semi-liquid
stuff, and I had to trv to filter it through my teeth.
Though it seemed as though I had lain there
several hours, I learned later that it could not have
been more than several minutes. I was beginning
to wonder dully how much longer I would have to
remain when I suddenly heard an earsplitting thunderclap. I continued to cower in my hollow for a
few more seconds, for I did not realize its significance at first. After a moment T began to notice
that, although the wind was still roaring madly
overhead, it seemed to have lessened slightly in
intensity.
I sat up boldly, and for my venturesomeness was
immediately blown over on my back ; I rolled like
a tumbleweed for several yards, and then dropped
into the pit, over which the kiosk had stood.
Here I was more sheltered than I had been in
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my previous resting place, and could take a little
more stock of what was happening.
There was no doubt about it. The wind was lessening. Above its roar I could now hear the rumbling thunder cjuite distinctly. As far as I could see—
I did not dare to stick my head out of my sheltering
hole—there was not so much débris flying through
the air. But there was something else. Something
that seemed at first glance to be snow. When one
of the grayish flakes settled on my hand and fcurned
me however, I knew differently. This grey blizzard
flitting over my head was composed of scoriae—
volcanic ashes.
The knowledge stunned me for a moment. An
active volcano in this part of the North American
continent! It seemed impossible. Then I noticed
that the earth-tremors that had disturbed me, seemingly hours ago, had not yet subsided. I had only
gotten used to them. Even as I sat there, cracks
appeared in the opposite side of the pit, and the
whole wall gently slithered down burying me up to
my knees. I decided that anything was possible.
The wind was dropping decidedly. Many more
of the hot scoriae were being blown into my pit,
whereas, previously, they had travelled almost horizontally over my head. I was kept busy, slapping
them off my clothes, for I knew from experience
that they would burn through even wet cloth. It
was then, that I made the discovery, that I had
somehow or other, in my recent adventures lost
both my raincoat and cap. This was ail the more
odd since my coat had been closely buttoned up and
belted around me. I had not the least idea as to
when the disrobing had taken place and the surprise
of it took me so unexpectedly that I doubled up
with laughter.
After a while I determined to see how many hours
had elapsed since I came to the kiosk. My watch
said it was twenty minutes past three. I looked at
it uncomprehendingly and then held the timepiece
to my ear. It was ticking vigorously. But my
every sense protested against its mute testimony.
Only twenty minutes. Ridiculous ! The watch must
have stopped, and then started running again when
I pulled it out of my pocket.
Then some constricting band seemed to snap in
my head. Why, the téléphoné operator had said
that at ten past three the earth would be at its closest
to the cornet. Even if my watch had stopped some
time, it registered that the danger point had passed !
I suddenly was délirions with joy and leaped and
danced around my narrow shelter like a mad man.
"Victory ! Victory !" I yelled, and waved my arms
above my head, so that the watch. dangling at the
end of a torn chain, swooped round and banged
against my forehead. This brought me back to my
senses. But I did not care for the pain. I knew,
I knew that we had won. Nature had been conquered. I recalled the prophétie words that Dr.
Schreiner had spoken so long ago to poor old Mallory. "Man, that microscopic mite, that mere parasite that infests the earth, man, is now the master
of the Universe. Now the earth is the mere domicile of man. Who knows whither he will spread
from it."
1 looked aloft. The grey sleet had gone. The
wind was still furious, but no worse than a very
bad storm. A big raindrop splashed into my up-

turned face, and, an instant later, a solid wall of
water roared down upon me.
With rain, however, I was by now familiar. I
buttoned up my coat, turned up its collar, and
clambered out of the pit, to seek my friends.
CHAPTER XI
The New Order
SLOWLY, as the cornet receded, the tides and
the heat grew less. And slowly the people
crept down from the hills. Weary, and much
lessened in numbers, they followed the retreating
tides. And yet, they went joyously, and filled with
pride at their achievement. Their weary march was
in reality a triumphal procession ; the return of the
victorious warriors—to a land of désolation.
People had been prepared for "the worst." But
their conception of it was immeasurably less. than
it turned out to be. Cries of consternation took
the place of vainglory when they saw what damage
had been donc.
Fruitful farms had been turned into desert seas
of sait mud ; their boundaries had been destroyed.
Whole orchards were either uprooted or smashed
to kindling, where they stood. Heaps of mud coated
rubble, or gaping, brine-filled pits marked the places
where comfortable homes had once stood. The
country was unrecognisable.
The worst scenes of destruction, however, were
to be found in the big cities. Vast mounds of stone
and brick lay about in indescribable confusion. It
looked as though some giant had maliciously kicked
down the works of man, and then trampled on the
ruins. Enormous skeletons of steel that had been
considered indestructible, had been twisted up, like
bundles of piano wire, while the masonry, that had
once covered their bare ribs, lay heaped about their
bases.
Here and there, it is true, stood some buildings
wholly or partially intact, as monuments to their
architects. But these were few and far between,
and generally were the smaller buildings. The larger
buildings had suffered most from the force of the
gigantic tides.
Streets, avenues and public squares had been
obliterated by the shower of débris. Ail the familiar
landmarks had gone and nothing was left to guide
the homeseeker through the barren waste of bricks.
It was terrible. It was pitiful to see the ruin of
so many hopes, so much hard work, so many little
fortunes that men had slaved for through the best
years of their lives. But this, as the people well
realized, was no time for lamentation, and the world
plunged grimly into the toil of reconstruction.
The earth was now ten million miles nearer the
sun than it had been two years ago. Four-fifths
of this astonishing distance was covered in the
twenty minutes while the cornet was passing it. The
asteroid, being so much greater than our own planet,
the latter had been attracted to it, like a nail is to
a horseshoe magnet. The cornet, however, was
traveling sunward at the rate of thirty thousand miles
per second—too fast for the earth to catch up with
it, and our planet was gradually left behind, until
it was out of range of the comet's gravitational
attraction.
Fortunately for the earth, our planet was travel-
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ing—not directly towards the sun, but obliquely in
In addition, this nebular screen acts as a wonderregard to it, when this happened—else it would ful climatic regulator. The Polar régions are no
very likely bave continued its flight straight into longer subjected to extremes of cold, while the equathat body. As it is, when the comet's attraction was torial no longer suffer from excess of heat. Ail in
no longer felt, the earth continued to circle the sun, ail, the even température makes the earth a pleasthough in a new and contracted orbit. Thus it is anter place to live in than before.
that the new year is only 314 days long, each day
It is true that, on account of the clouds, we can
being équivalent in length, to twenty-five of the old not see the sun, or admire the beauties of the starry
hours.
nights, except from the high mountain peaks that
It was during these terrible minpierce our fleecy shield, and that we
utes, when the earth was being atlive in a subdued light that is not the
7VT OIV that y ou have read
tracted to its fiery room, that the
equal of that of the old days. But
4 » the story, you will tuant
internai stress of our planet was so
that is a small price to pay for the
to know, of course, just what
great that large cracks and fissures
saving of the earth.
is wrong. There are some
opened in the earth's crust, and volAstronomers tell us that the color
exquisite bits of science incanoes pushed their way up in the
volved in this story, but we
of the earth, as viewed from the
are going to keep you guessmost unexpected places. Indeed, it
other planets, is no longer yellow, as
ing until next mont h, when
was only by great good luck that the
it used to be, but blue—like Venus,
the full solution will be
earth escaped bursting like a bomb,
which is also wreathed in clouds.
printed. The solution, by
such was the magnitude of the
Our satellite, the moon, is now
the way, will be by no less
an authority than Prof. W.
forces of attraction.
more than three times the distance
J. Luytcn, of the Harvard
from us that it used to be. And we
Professer Schreiner, who had
Observatory. Watch for it
been laughed at for his warnings,
are lucky not to have lost it entirely.
next mont h.
It exerts so little gravitational action
was completely vindicated.
upon the earth now, that the tides
The cornet, by the way, ne ver fell
into the sun, as was thought possible. Its speed was are almost negligible.
Navigation would be altogether at a standstill, if
so great, that, although it actually passed through
some of the sun's gaseous émanations, it never the commanders were still dépendent upon sight of
swerved aside from its course and continued on, and the sun or the stars, for their position. But since
out of the solar system, unregretted by the world. none of the stellar bodies are seen any more, the
Our doser proximity to the sun has not been radio direction-finding apparatus has corne into its
found as unbearable, as we expected. Nature has own, and it is by means of it, that maritime transprovided a remedy that in its effectiveness is better portation is carried on.
than anything man could ever have devised. A
The last, and, in my opinion, the chief benefit
blanket of fleecy clouds a mile thick now screens the derived from the earth's adventure, is that the
earth from the sun's excessive heat, and at the same world's armaments have been destroyed and have
time gives an ample supply of moisture to ail areas never been replaced, as the jealousies of the nations
of the planet, so that even the desert wastes have have given way to friendship and coopération under
been turned into lands of plenty.
the new permanent Suprême Council.
THE END.
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3. Munchhausen on the Moon
ANC! ! !
they have a cantankerous habit of reading the end
Bang ! Bang ! Bang ! ! !
of a story first ! They laugh up their sleeves—if
Four terrible shots rang out.
sleeves are in style that season—and the poor simp
of an author who thinks he is going to spring a big
A heartrending moan—a piercing cry.
surprise on them at the very end has another guess
Then a long, ominous silence.
BANG ! BANG! ! !
coming! !
Two more shots more terrible than the first ones.
So the smart author turns double-crosser, and puts
"Dick! ! Dick! ! !"
the real end somewhere in the middle of the book.
Then, on the last page, he arranges for a tearful
No answer.
"Oh, Dick! ! !
"
parting of the hero and the heroine, intimating
Less answer.
strongly that the two will never, never be married.
The pine trees on the cliff moaned plaintively in the That leaves 'em guessing. For if you haven't read
oppressive silence. Suddenly a lone owl hoo-hooed
the entire story, how are you to know that they
sharply, and simultaneously a flash of lightning illureally got married in the end (in the middle of the
minated a scene of overpowering dread. I looked book) ? The clever author simply tacks on a few
on aghast—my hair stood on end. I trembled vio- chapters—after the end—showing that the heroine
lently, for what I had seen there was so terrible, so didn't like the hero's liver and that likewise the hero
dreadful, so awful, that it is impossible for a human objected to the heroine's gall and to the scent of her
being to describe it. For that reason I must refrain.
face powder. So after things became unbearable
they got a divorce—at the end of the book. That's
*
*
*
Now, honest, admit it. Was that not a good begin- what I call good construction of a story. But to
ning? You can't deny that it gripped you. The get down to business.
After I had dusted myself off and had made certrouble these days is that it is hard work to make
people read stories.. Most stories are not worth tain that the various members of my anatomy were
reading, to begin with. You look at the heading and still on intimate ternis with one another, I limped off
in the direction of my home. As I was not in a
feel lukewarm. Then you read the first. sentence
and chances are you immediately form the* opinion hurry, I took my time about it. I chuckled inwardly,
for the good reason that. on account of my various
that the author is an insuffcrable bonehead. At that,
you may do him an injustice. Ile probably is only a bruises, ï dared not chuckle outwardly ; as with Gensecond rate idiot. No matter, you won't read his eral Joffre in France—time worked for me.
But I get ahead of myself again, and being too
stuff. That's where advertising pays. Put something really exciting at the beginning, even if it lias indolent to rewrite this paragraph and put it ahead of
absolutely no bearing on the rest of the story. AI- the one above, you will have to read it as I wrote it.
If you don't approve of that, I suggest that instead
most anything goes ; the more mysterions the better.
Also—advice to authftrs whose rent cornes due too of reading the first paragraph first. you read it after
frequently—the longer you draw it out the- better. the ones that follow this. That will simplify matters
For, the editor—unless he is an old crust and blue considerably.
pencils most of it—will pay you real money for your
The facts are briefly these : At the very beginning
scribbling unless, of course, his sense of humor lias of this story I have told you how I had been of iragone to smash entirely. Most editors corne in that measurable benefit to the human race. I told you
category.*
how as président of the
Now it is a proven fact,
"American Wireless
Mouse-Trap Co." I had
supported by much évin/tÙNCHUAUSEN is al it again this mont lu These
dence. that people these 2 VI inslallntenls are interesting chlefly because of the
rid the country of mice
daj'S are fond of termin- correct science that is contained in them and the insight and rats. I had told you
ating things they start. It's that the reader will gain of lunar conditions as they probhow far-famed I had beare al the présent. It should he nnted that practically come for being the first
the same way with a story. ably
ail the scientifie data given by the author' is authentic,
You begin reading a taie, according to the latesl scientific researches. Thi* illustra- man to talk ail around the
and if you have spent tions which appear in the installmcnts have been redrawn globe with my historié
three minutes on it, no from the original s, which appeared in 1915 in the wireless téléphoné. The
matter how pain fui, ninety- ELECTRICAL EXPERIMENTER.
name of I. M. Alier is
nine chances out of one
linked with the greatest
hundred you* will see it
scientists of the world.
through to the end. It's like a good "ad." Once you
For that reason I did not think myself immodest
are made to read the headline, you will probably read when I went to see Mayor Ezrah Coddlemaker, of
the rest of it. Hence I beg your pardon for having Yankton, the town of my birth, with a simple sugtaken an unfair advantage of you; in these times gestion.
of fierce compétition, however, "us poor authors"
There is a small triangular plot at the intersection
must resort to unusual means.
of Main and High streets. It had corne to my ears
Of course, I must admit that the plan has its de- that a syndicate had been formed to purchase this plot
fects, for it doesn't work with women. You see from the city with the object of opening a combinathey are foxy. You can't fool them that easily, for tîon hot frank furter, flower and harber shop there.
As the city would have to erect a monument to my
* {Editorial Note.—IVe found it necessary to suppress 29
honor
sooner or later, and as the site was idéal for
pages of Mr. Alier's manuscript here, as lus remarks becanic
this purpose, I went to the City Hall and told the
entirely too Personal and too causlic.—Editor.)
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Mayor so. I thought I might as well arrange for
the monument during my lifetime.
Mayor Coddlemaker, who had always been a
staunch friend of mine, received me warmly. As I
explained my mission to him, the color of his usually
pink face changed to that of a fresh boiled lobster.
Then it changed to a delicate shade of purple. I
know novv that his inner température must have
risen from 100° in the shade to 150° in less than two
minutes. I began to feel sorry for him for having
neglected to attach a safety valve to himself ; it would
have been decidedly useful just then. Fearing that
His Honor was about to blow up the City Hall with
his own person, I tendered him a glass of water.
This, however, did not have the desired effect on
him; instead, his face took on four shades deeper
of a beautiful purple and he emptied the contents of
the glass in my face. Most of it went down the neck
of Coddlemaker's secretary, who was working with
his back tumed toward mine. While I wheeled
around to apologize to the secretary, Mayor Coddlemaker, who is an ex-prizefighter, grabbed the nape of
my neck and spun me around like a top. This seemed
to limber him up somewhat, and he became so delighted that he tried me out as a carpet-sweeper, my
face forming the business end of the sweeper. His
Honor then amused himself for some minutes in
playing bail with me. I obliged him by taking the
part of the bail. My sense of humor being sadly
déficient, I failed to see the joke. I told His Honor
so between my rapid trips up to the ceiling and back
into his fists.
He bellowed something about him and the town of
Yankton being made the center of dérision with that
fool "Mûnchhausen" story of mine. He playfully
added that the papers poked fun at him day and
night for letting me stay out of the lunatic asylum.
He also mentioned that Yankton had become a permanent feature in ail the comic suppléments of the
country ; that on account of my hair-brained story I
had definitely ruined, not only his career, but the future of the town as well. He gleefully remarked that
he had been itching to lay hands on me for a whole
month and he thanked me profusely for having satisfied his itch! Whereupon he dumped me in his
waste basket and while his secretary held the door
open, His Honor emptied the waste basket into the
hall with a flourish. Without waiting to apologize,
I took a hasty departure.
Now cornes the paragraph where I had dusted
myself, etc., etc. See above.
On my way home, I sympathized deeply with Mr.
Galileo Galilei, of Pisa, Italy. He once got a fool
notion in his head and told the world that the earth
was not standing still, as was popularly thought, but
that it moved around the sun ! Thereupon the world
poked fun at him, and his fellow citizens playfully
intended to burn him at the stake. But Galileo was
a good talker and an élégant advertiser. He kept
telling them E pur si muove (it moves anyhow), also
what an advantage to have the earth turn, because
we would get a ride for nothing, and on the trip
around people would see lots of new scenery in
the universe. He also was careful to tell them that
if the earth was to stand still. there would be no seasons any longer and, furthermore. one side of the
globe would have a perpétuai day and the other side
a perpétuai night. If by chance Italy should corne
on the dark side—well, good night ! ! So they thought

it best to let Galileo have his way and passed a resolution to let the earth spin around indefinitely.
Not that I want to compare myself with Galileo.
Far be it from me. I only mention it to show how
misguided the world is at times. It was so in Galileo's times and is so now. In years to come my story
about Miinchhausen will be believed, just as Galileo's
preposterous idea that the earth moves is universally
accepted to-day.
Just now I am a martyr to a just cause. In due
time Yankton will erect that monument for me, or
my name is not I. M. Alier.
*
*
»
WHATEVER Mûnchhausen's shortcomings
might be, he certainly is prompt. If I were his
wife I would probably adore him, for he is always
on time to the second. If there were a Mrs. Mûnchhausen, I am sure she never would have to wait with
the supper for him. He would be there on the dot,
or he would have a mighty good excuse, and let me
say right here, Mûnchhausen does not make excuses.
My clock had just begun to strike the eleventh
hour that evening when I heard the familiar, piercing screech in my phones, growing louder and louder,
and in another second communication between
Mûnchhausen's station on the moon and my own
station in the sleepy old town of Yankton, Mass.,
was once more established.
"Good evening, my dear Alier," it came in clear,
deep tones, in that sepulchral voice I had learned to
cherish, "are you ready for our nightly chat?"
"Indeed I am, Your Excellency," I made haste to
reply.
How is your health this evening?"
"Perfect, perfect, my boy. Never felt better in
my life. The air up here is so invigorating that I
actually grow younger each day !"
"But I thought there was no air on the moon, my
dear Baron. I am very anxious to have you tell me
ail about it."
"Of course, I will tell you. But let me see, where
did I stop last night . . . Oh, yes ... I believe my
power gave out when I told you of my first impressions after the 'Interstellar' left the earth behind.
"The moon overhead was full and we could almost
see it grow larger as we rushed toward it through
space at an incredible speed. Professer Flitternix
and I had calculated that we ought to traverse the
240,000 miles separating the moon from the earth in
about 104 hours. This is an average of 2,300 miles
an hour and may seem excessive, but in reality it is
a low speed, as speeds go in the universe. The calculation is very simple, too, and well known to astronomers.
"Nothing very eventful happened during the trip
to the moon. Flitternix was busy with astronomical
observations, while I was engrossed with the machinery most of the time.
"For the first hour after our departure from the
earth we tried to become familiar with the many odd
phenomena which presented themselves to us, due
to the sudden, almost total, absence of gravity.
"The Interstellar, no longer subject to the attraction of the earth, due to its gravity insulator, was
only subject to the moon's gravitational attraction.
But as we were some 200,000 miles distant from that
body, its comparative feeble attraction had little effect
on our bodies in the inside of our flyer. For, according to the law of gravitation, our 1,000-ton flyer
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weighed but 110 pounds at this distance from the
moon.
"Flitternix was the first to find this out. He had
heen pointing to the planet Mars with his hand
stretched out toward one of the glass portholes overhead. While I looked at this beautiful planet I
suddenly heard Flitternix exclaim. He was eying
his arm in astonishment. It was still outstretched,
but pointing slightly upwards. This is what happened:
"On earth, his arm would have fallen down to his
side of its own accord by the action of gravity, the
arm weighing, let us say, 10 to 12 pounds. Inside of
the Intcrstcllar, with practically no gravitation, his
arm weighed less than 1-10 ounce; furthermore, our
feet were still pointing toward the earth, where there
was no gravitational attraction, due to our gravity insulator. The only attraction coming from the moon
overhead, his arm was pulled slightly upward by a
force of less than one ounce. To bring his arm to its
normal position, it was necessary for him to use his
muscles, which he did with a foolish grin.
"We then switched on the entire Marconium netting, thereby insulating us from the moon's attraction also. We were now no longer subjected to any
outside gravitational attraction of any kind. Still
the Interstellar, due to its momentum, continued to
move forward in space with its original speed.
"Some curious phenomena were now observed by
us. The mass of the Interstellar being relatively
small, its force of gravity was very minute. When
you consider that on earth this globe, with its mass
of 6(30.000.000,000.000,000,000 tons, attracts my
body with 170 pounds to its surface you will understand that the volume of the Interstellar, with its
1,000 tons, in accord with Newton's law can attract my body with only an infinitésimal fraction of
a pound. Therefore, practically speaking, ail abjects
within our flyer were without weight.
"For a while we amused ourselves with odd experiments. Thus I would lift Flitternix with my
little finger and place him on my outstretched palm ;
he weighed less to me than if he had been a child's
balloon. Buster, my terrier, became careless and
started to jump around, with the resuit that he went
clean up to the ceiling with a thump. His body being
elastic, he came down with a like speed. There was
another thump and he went right back to the ceiling
again with undiminished speed. He simply could'not
stop. He was like a rubber bail bouncing up and
down. There was no gravitational force to retard
his speed, only the air in the room as well as the
friction of his body against the ceiling and the floor ;
this acted as a slight brake to take up his energy
originally expended. It was so slight, however, that
after he had bounced back and forth about 200 times,
bowling frightfully ail the while, we took pity on
him and stopped him with our hands. After that he
became very careful in his movements and we found
it wise to imitate him.
"We had to move about very cautiously and very
slowly; any attempt to walk quickly was disastrous.
Like Buster, it was exceedingly difficult to stop ourselves. We could, of course, walk on the ceiling or
on the sides of the room with the same facility as on
the floor, for there is no up or down in free space.
You could lie down almost any where without danger
of falling or even rolling. As our bodies had no
weight, it mattered not where we lay down, either.
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Thus, stretching ourselves out, with nothing but the
sharp edge of a chair supporting our backs, we were
as comfortable as lying on our cots. You see we
weighed nothing, consequently our bodies could not
press down hard on anything, and we could not,
therefore feel uncomfortable, no matter how we
rested.
"The most delightful experiment, however, was
when I took Flitternix and brought him to the center
of the Interstellar while he was sleeping. I took my
hands away from him and he remained where he was,
suspended in midair with no support of any kind.
There being no gravity, he could neither fall nor
rise. I then walked on the ceiling and called him.
I think he must have been the most surprised man
in the universe when he woke. He began clawing the
air and looked wildly about him ; you see he thought
he was still on earth and he imagined he was going
to fall down ! That goes to show how strong habits
and instincts are. In a few seconds, however, he remembered where he was and sat up. He certainly
looked ludicrous sitting suspended there in mid-air
begging me to pull him either up or down. I was so
convulsed with laughter at his helplessness and the
situation seemed so droll that I resolved to see the
experiment through ; for that reason I told him that
I refused ail assistance. By that time. he had become interested in the situation himself and after
thinking a little while, he jerked his body back and
forward in the fashion of an acrobat on a swinging
trapeze. This gave his body suffident momentum
and in a few seconds he had landed, laughingly, on
the opposite wall."
I had listened to the Baron with amazement, but
I knew that what he had said coincided with Newton's law of gravitation. There was, however, one
point which I had revolved in my mind and which
was not clear, so I commented :
"What you have just related is certainly exceedingly interesting, my dear Baron, but there is one
point I would like you to elucidate. How did you
finally effect the landing on the moon?"
"Not so impatient, my dear, I was just coming to
that. When at the end of the lOOth hour we were
but some 600 miles from the surface of the moon,
which by this time had become so big that it filled
most of the sky overhead, we switched on the portion
of the Marconium netting turned toward the moon.
The other half of the netting, which heretofore had
insulated us gravitationally from the earth, was then
switched off. Now the earth began pulling us again
and in a few minutes, with our momentum expended,
we were going earthward once more.
"Immediately we reversed the currents in the
Marconium wire netting, with the resuit that we fell
toward the moon again. In this manner, by manipulating the Marconium netting, I could vary the speed
as well as the direction of the Interstellar at will and
within a short while we were but a few miles distant
from the moon's surface. We carefully scanned its
rugged face with our glasses and we finally decided
to make our landing in the plain known to astronomers as Mare Nubium. This plain, which in past
aeons undoubtedly was part of an océan, but is now
devoid of ail water, measures several hundred miles
across. In some sections it has a very level appearance; moreover it looked as sandy as a desert,
through our telescope and we decided that we could
probably make a successsful landing there.
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"JJy carefully manipulating the switches controlling the Marconium wires, the Interstellar's wide
landing belt finally rolled gently over the volcanic
sand of the moon and the flyer came to a dead stop
102 hours after leaving the earth.
"It was a suprême moment. We were the first
humans to land on the moon and we were naturally
quite overcome with émotion for some time. Had I
not been the first to conquer space and break away
front the earth? Was I not the Columbus of a new
world, a world far greater than any explorer ever
discovered? Had I not opened the door of the universe that had been locked to ail mortals since the
beginning of our little world ? Had I not thrown off
the fettcrs which chained humanity to its poor, sordid
planet for aeons?
"I think I had a right to feel elated.
"However, hard work lay before us. For centuries it had been the conviction of scientists that the
moon was a dead world. devoid of any atmosphère,
water or végétation. Of course, in the absence of
these three necessities, life could not exist. We
realized that only too well, but at best the earth's
scientists had no absolute proofs ; after ail, their conclusions were but théories—though very plausible
and convincing théories.
"Knowing ail this, we proceeded very carefully.
Naturally the first lest we made was to ascertain if
there was any atmosphère on the moon. This test
was very simple. We opened a small stopcock leading to the outside and then we listened with strained
ears. We had tried the stopcock test in space midway between the earth and the moon and the air
had been drawn out with a loud hiss. While we listened there was no hiss, but we could feel the air being drawn out strongly from the Interstellar, when
the finger was placed on the opening of the stopcock.
"From this we concluded that there must be some
kind of an atmosphère on the moon, probably a very
rarefied one. This relieved our anxiety immensely
and I suggested at once testing the lunar air on Professer Flitternix's canary bird, Pee-Pix.
"This was met with violent opposition by Flitternix, who made the counter-suggestion to try it on
the dog first, the dog being Buster, my fox terrier.
This suggestion was not met with wild enthusiasm
by me. and a deadlock followed. Finally, however,
we drew lots and I lost. Buster, therefore, was the
first terrestrial being to inhale the lunar atmosphère.
"With a heavy heart, we placed him in the ejector and closed the door behind him ; he was now in
the air lock. By moving two levers, the outside
door of the ejector was opened and Buster was in
the moon's atmosphère. In another second he had
hopped to the ground and we watched him anxiously
through the glass plate portholes.
"We saw him sniffing at first, whereupon he began
coughing violently for some minutes. After that he
seemed to become quieter and he commenced to
walk around in a curious, excited manner, as if under
the influence of a drug.
"We could not under stand this, but continued
watching him with concern. Within an hour, however, he seemed to have become acclimatized and he
behaved normally once more.
"I rcasoned that if Buster could stand it. we could,
and I said so to Flitternix. The professer was of the
same opinion and we decided to risk it. We carefully
opened the door leading to the outside, drew a deep

breath anu stepped out. In another second we had
landed on the moon.
"The first sensation was a strong ringing in our
ears and the curious sense of lightness of our bodies.
The latter sensation, however, was not new to us, as
we had experienced it already in the Interstellar,
due to the absence of gravitation. We took a careful breath and started to cough violently at once. Nor
could we stop immediately. The air which we inhaled tasted exactly like sulphuric acid fumes, similar
to the fumes given off by a storage battery when it
is gassing. After a few minutes we became accustomed to the sharp atmosphère, but we found it very
hard to breathe at first. Then our bewildered senses
became conscious of the fact that we felt a warm
glow ail over our bodies and in a few minutes we
became exhilarated, as if intoxicated. For threequarters of an hour we were actually drunk, and it
was exceedingly hard to think clearly. This cfïect,
however. wore off after a while, and at the end of
the second hour we could breathe fairly easily, although our lungs pained us badly and we spat blood
at fréquent intervais.
"An analysis of the moon's atmosphère made by
us shortly thereafter explained our odd behavior and
the strange effects of the new air upon us. To begin
with, the moon's air is very thin, only about l-16th
the density of the earth's atmosphère. Whereas the
earth's atmosphère is composed of about 79 per cent
nitrogen and 21 per cent oxygen, the moon's atmosphère. according to a rough analysis which I made,
contains 26 per cent carbon dioxide, 24 per cent
nitrogen and 50 per cent oxygen. The carbon dioxide caused us to cough violently, while the invigorating oxygen in its prepondering proportion in
the air, intoxicated us. If the moon's air were as
dense as that on the earth I doubt if a human being
raised and brought up on earth could survive. But
by being l-16th as dense as the terrestrial atmosphère, and oxygen being very bénéficiai to the respiration, it becomes possible to endure the moon's thin
air comfortably. It is interesting to note that if
vitally necessary, human nature will adapt itself successfully to the most difficult surroundings. This we
found out speedily; within 48 hours we not only
breathed with comfort and wholly without pain, but
we found the new air so enjoyable and invigorating
that we looked forward with dread to once more inhaling the stuffy terrestrial atmosphère. After one
grows accustomed to the singular smell of the moon's
air, one learns to love it. It acts like a powerful
tonic; the oxygen, no doubt, is largely responsible
for this.
"At first we found it very difficult to walk on the
moon's surface, for the reason that we weighed so
little there. The earth, being 50 times larger in bulk
and 1.66 times denser than the moon, it naturally attracts ail bodies with much greater force than does
the moon.
"Thus a stone weighing one pound on earth weighs
0.167 Ib. on the moon, which is just one-sixth of
earth weîght. My own weîght on earth being 170
Ibs., it naturally follows that I could weigh only 28
Ibs. on the moon. Buster, who weighs some 10 Ibs.
on earth. weighs but 1J4 Ibs. on the moon. He
found this out when he began to jump about. On
earth he would not have jumped higher than about
4 feet. On the moon his
Ibs. carried him six
times higher, for he expended as much muscular
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energy in his jump as he was accustomed to do on
earth. Consequently, he went up about 24 feet into
the air. This frightened him considerably, for he
had never jumped so high in ail his life. He became
more careful thereafter and limited his jumps to 10
or 15 feet in height.
"Flitternix, as well as myself, amused ourselves
in a jumping contest for some time and it was astonishing to us how high we could jump. A 25 to 30foot jump was easy of accomplishment, and we came
down very lightly. One thing, however, we found out
speedily. The moon's atmosphère, even at the little
élévation of 30 feet becomes so thin that it is impossible to breathe. For that reason we soon disconlinued our high jumps and confined ourselves to long
horizontal jumps. Subsequently we established the
following facts:
"The only atmosphère in which any kind of living
créatures could exist extended but 20 feet above the
surface of the moon. Sixty feet above the moon
there was no trace of atmosphère. Here the vacuum
of space begins. On earth, it will be noted, no atmosphere exists beyond 35 miles above sea level. Thus
we found it impossible to scale the lunar mountains
or even a low hill.
"There is little atmosphère on the moon, no clouds
whatsoever, and but very little wind, so it naturally
follows that the température of the moon's surface
must be rather comfortable. We measured 78°
Fahrenheit in the shade of the 'Infcrsfcllar.' And
summer heat did not subdue during the long day of
nearly two weeks. (The length of the day on the
moon is almost two weeks. the length of the night
being of the same duration.) This intense sunlight
also made it impossible to walk about without some
form of protection, but as we had brought our tropical sunshades along we were but little troubled on our
long tramps, despite the heat. Without this précaution our hands and face blistered rapidly, due no
doubt to the effect of the sun's ultra-violet rays
through the thin atmosphère, which offered but little
protection.
"After several hours immediately following our
landing we concluded to leave the desert in order to
investigate the nearest chain of mountains some 60
miles distant.
Re-entering the 'Inferstcllar' we
started our tractor machinery and the big globe began to roll on its wide landing belt over the hot sands
of the moon at a comfortable speed. In a few hours
we came to a dead stop in the shade of an enormous
mountain rising some 16.000 feet above the surface
of the,moon. No végétation or any sort of life could
be perceived anywhere, but curions marks on the
ground convinced us that there must indeed be some
form of life on the earth's satellite.
"Arming ourselves with our large caliber guns we
set out to follow the tracks. Buster. who ran ahead
of us with his nose to the ground, had become excited and within ten minutes' walk we entered an immense canyon with almost perpendicular walls several thousand feet high. This canyon was nearly
closed at the top and it was probable that the sun
never reached the bottom. There was little light
and we had to advance cautiously, guided by Buster.
"The température was rather comfortable—about
50° Fahrenheit, as our subséquent investigation
proved.
"As we walked on, the canyon seemed to become
lighter, but we soon observed that it was not sunlight. The color of the light was of a pale green.

1155

We were very much puzzled at this and not a little
excited, so we pressed on forward. We finally
roundecl a projecting corner and beheld a sight such
as no humans had ever seen before.
j
"The canyon, which by this time had become en- '
tirely closed at the top, suddenly widened out into a
colossal cave of immense proportions. We found out
later that the cave was roughly 12 miles in length
and 8 miles in breadth. Although entirely closed at
the top it was almost as light as day inside, the light,
however, being of a vivid green. Almost the entire
bottom of the cave was taken up with a lake and the
light came from the lake itself. Within a few minutes we had reached the edge of the water and we
saw immediately why the lake gave forth such a
strong light.
%
"We stood fascinated for some time at the sight
which presented itself to our eyes. The lake was
crowded as far as the eye could reach with a sort of
eel fish—and cach fish was luminons.
"You have, of course, seen the common firefly during a hot summer evening. Take your firefly, extend
it about four feet, to the size of an eel, put it under a
clear limpid water, and you have a good idea of our
lunar luminous fishes.
"The sight of these strongly illuminated eels darting back and forward under the water with Hghtning
speed is magnificent. You can follow each fish to a
considérable depth, for the light which they émit is
very powerful. We found out that each fish produces some 60 candlepower of light. Here 'at last
we are face to face with an exceedingly practical application of "cold" light, for which our terrestrial
scientists have been searching for décades. We also
observed that the fishes are luminous only while in
motion. We have since observed that the light is
produced by the friction of the fish's body agajnst
the water. Flitternix is not sure yet whether the
action is electric or chemical.
"It is marvelous how nature always finds a way to
favor life, even under the most difficult surroundings.
As life was manifestly not possible on the moon's
surface on account of the blistering heat (and the
extreme cold following) nature promptly produced
it under the surface. As the higher fonns of life
require light for their existence and as there is no
light under the moon's surface, nature saw to it that
its life carriers were themselves equipped with light !
"We were naturally overjoyed at our discovery.
We knew now that there was at least water on the
moon, despite ail our scientists' théories. Buster was
the first to try it and after a few cautions licks he
decided that it was really water. We followed suit,
and immediately noticed that the water was slightly
tart in taste, which made it an excellent thirst
quencher.
"We discovered later that ail of the moon's subterranean waters tasted alike, the tartness undoubtedly being produced by the ever-occurring sulphur
which seems to abound on the moon.
"We found it was comparatively easy to catch one
of the luminous fish, which was almost 4 feet long,
and after killing it, we decided to test its edibility
first. During the next few hours we also killed several luminous turtles of enormous size. As we did
not see any other living créatures on the shores of
the lake, we decided that it must have been one of
these turtles whose footprints we had seen outside of
the canyon.
"A survey of the cave showed that its southenv

At thls minute, the earth was In Us fitst quarter for us on the moon.
wall was composed almost entirely of some form of
coal similar to our terrestrial anthracite. We knew
now that we were in no danger of starving. We had
the water from the lake, méat from the fishes, as well
as the turtle. and fire from the coal. We naturally
felt highly elated, so Flitternix as well as myself decided to extend our visit to the moon as long as practical, in order to fully investigate this newest world.
"During the next few days (by this I mean a day
of 24 hours' duration) we explored the entire cave
and we came across many queer animais, mostly of
the turtle type. We found few hairy or feathered
types and nothing that approached, even distantly,
the human form. as, for instance, the monkey type of
our earth. We found that there was quite a little
végétation inside of the cave, mostly of the fungus
type; there were also low shrubs and some dwarf
forms of a peculiar bread tree. This bread tree is
very similar in many respects to the terrestrial bread
tree {Artocarpus communis)as grown in some of the
Pacific Océan islands. We found its fruit, after
baking it, highly nutritious as well as exceedingly
tasty. The turtle meat was excellent and the fish
tastéd somewhat like eel, with a fresh-water trout
fiavor. We found many varieties of mushrooms,
some of enormous size, and mostly edible. There
was, fuijhermore, an abuudance oi ygrious curigus

nut bushes and, with a few exceptions, ail were very
tasty.
"You see, we do not starve on the moon, even if
it does look dead through a telescope. On the contrary, we are well provided for and could extend our
stay indefinitely if we were so inclined. As a matter
of fact, we are in no hurry just now to return to
mother earth—we like it so well here.
"We discovered soon that there were thousands of
caves, like the one which we first discovered, scattered ail over the moon. These caves are ail much the
same, ail illuminated by means of their luminous animais. The caves vary, of course, in size as well as
in shape ; some of them are hundreds and some even
tens of thousands of feet below the surface of the
moon. This is quite natural. The moon is a cold
world, unlike the earth, which is still in a molten state
in its interior. The further you descend in the
moon's bowels the colder it gets, but the atmosphère
becomes denser. Equipped with electric lanterns, we
visited a cave several hundred feet below the moon's
surface. The cold was intense, and we saw no living
being of any sort, nor any plant life. What had
been water once, myriads of years ago, was ice now,
frozen down to the bottom. The sight was so desolate and so depressing that we hurried back to the
.surface a§ sopn as ear investigation was completed.
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We decided not to visit any more caves except those
located near the surface of the moon, where the
solar beat could still make itself felt.
"During the next few days we found immense
deposits of various metals, such as platinum, gold,
copper and iron ore. There seems to be an abundance of these metals on the moon. We also found a
curious métal (or it may be an alloy) which melts at
a température as low as that of tin, but is as hard and
flexible as steel. We named it Busterium, in honor
of Buster, my fox terrier, who was the first terrestrial being to land on the moon.
"But now, my dear Alier, I must terminale our
chat for this evening. This is moving day for us.
The sun is chasing us rapidly and Flitternix says we
have only three hours before the shadow overtakes
us."
"1 do not quite follow you, my dear Mûnchhausen ;
won't you be a little more explicit, please?"
"Certainly, my boy. You know that the moon revolves on her axis once in about 2 days. Her term
of daylight must therefore be the half of 27 days, or
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nearly two weeks, and her night must consequently
be of the same length.
"At présent, we are somewhat in the neighborhood of the moon's equator. Within a few hours
the spot on which I sit will be in the dark—it will
be night—the beginning of the lunar two weeks'
night. Already the sun is low in the heavens. As
the température will fall below zéro as soon as night
sets in, and as we do not desire to be frozen, we
have no other choice but to move our présent position. We will, therefore, break up our camp shortly
and will board the 'Interstcllar' once more. A few
hours' ride will bring us to the other side of the
moon, where it is now morning. Once we reach that
spot, we can make camp again for two weeks, the
duration of the lunar day.
"Well, I must hurry, my dear boy; anyhow, it is
one o'clock for you now and I have an idea that your
bed is calling you. Therefore, au revoir till next
time."
Keee-ee-ee-ee, Zeee-ee-ee-ee-ee. Zeee-eee-ee-ece
é é ê é é eeh-blob-blobb-flum-, and he was gone. The
ether was quiet once more.

The Earth as Viewed from the Moon
IAM in receipt of the following letter, postmarked Red Dog, N. M. It runs as follows:
deer (?) mister i. m. alier,
i am onely a uneducated cowboy & perhaps i
aint much sens but hear i have been reeding
those gosh darned miinchenhaus storys of yourn
& i am ail het up about em
i an my pal mike
cokkleberry has tryed making hed or taie of em
but it aint no use
the first storys werent kwite so bad but they
getting fierse as you rite more of em but you
kapped the klimaks as mike sais when 3'ou rave
about this graviti busness an try to mak us believ
that a objeck between here and the moon weihs
nothin at ail
a pound is a pound isnt it anywhere? an mike sais that he lernt in scoo! that a
1b of lead weihs as much as a 1b of fethers, so
mike figgered if that is true well than how coud
you weih 28 1b on the moon if you weih 170 1b
on the erth
a 1b is a 1b isn't it?
gosh darn
nonsens it is thats what i sais it is an you now it
is.
we may be igorant out hear in the wooly
west but we aint that kracked yet by a darnsite
that aint ail, when mike & i red about that
mûnehenheimer of yourn shoting rocksalt at
them germins so they had to skratch themselfs
which made them throw up their hants we sure
thought that it was a grate trik an we tryed it
on bad man rogers when we sees him last week
we didnt wish to kill him ded just wanted to hav
some fun & watch him skratch hisself when the
rocksalt got under his skinn
so we lays for rogers near bulfinsh crik when
he koms riding that there evening on his way to
ed sweezys place.
sos he woudnt now from
where we ambushd him we had fixt a maksim
silenser on our rifels an insted of bulets we use
your rocksalt to shoot at him
well everything
goes loveli he koms ail stuck up as usai on that
fool hoss of hisn an when he is jest bi we pot at
em mike at his leg i at his bak
the guns go
fss-sst—fss-sst and thats ail but he must have
heard the klik of our guns and he weels around
in his sadel but instead of skratchin hisself in a

agoni as he should he sneeses and sneeses and
sneeses fack is he almost sneest his fool hed of
after a wile his sneesing gets weeker an his
swaring louder he looks around suspishes like
but he dont see us an so he rides on after while
mike an i looks at each other flabergastet like
and mike sais sais he, i had my suspishen of that
feller alier now i now he is a fake dam his hide
i thoght so to so we tryd it again &• shot the sait
again our windo pane when we git home wel
would you believ it the sait never even touched
the pane at ail but when mike goes to inspeck the
windo he almos sneeses his hed of
that put
us wise to it that when you shoot rocksalt from
a gun it pulvérisés instinktly and the fine sait
hangs in the aire around like a cloude of snees
powder an when you git near it it gits in your
nose an then you snees till the cows corne home
well maibe our sait wasnt as good as your
frenchy kind & maibe we shoudnt of used a
silenser on our guns but jest the same as a frend
i ad wise you never to kom out here to red dog
for mike an i won't try rocksalt on you we'll use
reel rocks
yours in disgusd
Bill snikeltree
s.p. mike sais your name ougt to be U.R. alier not
i. m. alier.
*
*
*
When I had established my wireless connection
with Baron Mûnchhausen that evening I immediately
read the above letter to him and demanded an explanation. The Baron merely chuckled softly and
said :
"My dear. Alier, you ought to know hetter by this
time than to doubt my word. I am always glad to
give détails of any général statement I might make
at any time. In this instance let me state that your
correspondent, who seems to have but a limited éducation, is, of course, right as far as he goes. My
first experiments with shooting rocksalt were exactly
as stated by your cowboy friend; the sait docs pulverize before reaching the enemy—that is, ordinary

1158

AMAZING STORIES

rocksalt does. Not the kind, however, that I used
(or the French and English Allies. For when I
found out that ordinary sait went up in dust when
shot froni a gun I promptly set out to remedy this
defcct. I simply ground up the rocksalt and by
nteans of a chemical binder, I formed a stiff paste ;
this was then compressed hydraulically in dies under
an enomious pressure into little sharp-pointed bullets about ^ inch long. After drying, the bullets
were ready to be used by our soldiers. These compressed rocksalt bullets did not pulverize, and while
they had not the great penetrative power of an ordinary bullet. they accomplished the purpose for which
they were intended very well indeed. I hope I have
satisfied you and your correspondent's curiosity."
I apologized meekly t(» the Baron for having
doubted his word, after which I added:
"The public down here. Your Excellency, has been
very much impressed with your recent adventures
on the moon. 1 am daily in receipt of cnrrespondence front peuple front ail parts of the world desiring particularly to know what the appearance of
the earth is as seen front the moon. Many wish
to know if large cities and rivers can be seen, and
some even go so far as to ask if you can see trains
and people move about the surface of the earth.
Large bets are being made by people on the above
subjects and the newspapers are being besieged for
information day and night. They have ail put it up
to nie now, to produce first hand officiai information
front you. and I trust you will be good enough to
bel]) me relieve the abnormal tension."
I heard Mimchhausen laugh softly before he
replied :
"Well. well ! I would never have believed that
people take such an interest in astronomy, but it
certainly shows signs of progress by the human
race and it is worth encouraging.
"Without desiring to deliver a dry, astronomical
lecture. I think it best to state a few fundamental
facts in order that I can make myself better understood. Anyhow most people's astronomical knowledge is rusty nowadays. Therefore I hope I shall
not bore you unduly.*
"The moon is about 240.000 miles distant front its
printary, the earth. It revolves about the latter in
27 / days, always turning one side to the earth.
For this reason the inhabitants of the earth can
never see more than one of the moon's hentispheres.
It is the santé hemisphere always with the addition
of a very sntall marginal area which periodically is
obscured and illuminated. This periodical change is
tcrmed the libration of the moon.
Titus the moon revolving around the earth in 27J4
days turns just once around its axis during this
tinte. Consequently the length of the moon's full
day is 27J4 terrestrial days, which gives it a night
of almost two of our weeks, as well as a day of
like duration.
"Now let us turn our attention toward the physical
aspect of the earth as viewed front the moon. I am
now sitting at the foot of a precipitous mountain
close to the bulwark Ptolemœus, which is near the
moon's equator. When I lift my eyes earthward I
am presented a wonderful spectacle such as no other
human eye has ever beheld. At this minute it is
Ni^iv Earth for us on the moon, i. e., the sun, earth
• The balance of this instalment is based upon actual facts,
accord i hr to the latest lunar researches.—Author.

and moon are in line, in the order named. As the
earth is almost between us and the sun, we naturally
cannot see much of the former. For inhabitants
on the earth, it is full moon at this minute of speaking. In other words, when it is full moon on earth
it is ncw earth on the moon; when it is new moon
on earth it is full earth on the moon."
(To make the above plainer for the reader,
the author has inserted the accompanying diagram and the following explanation :

■

Explainlng the Phases of the Moon and the Earth.
The plain line represents the orbit of the
Earth ; the dotted line represents that of the
Moon.
At point A the Moon crosses a point of the
Earth's orbit which the Earth has already passed.
At the expiration of about one-fourth of a lunation
site arrives at B, at which time the Earth is between
the Moon and the Sun ; consequently it is full moon.
Pursuing her course, she is now in advance of the
Earth and crosses her orbit again at C. From C she
continues on her course till at D she is between the
Earth and the Sun, consequently it is nezu moon ;
front D she approaches nearer and nearer to the orhit
of the Earth till at G she again crosses it, 240,000
miles behind the Earth. This complétés one lunation or révolution of the Moon around the Earth.
In order to show how the Earth and the Moon
are lighted up by the Sun the zig-zag lines around
part of the Earth and the Moon in the diagram represent the portions which are lighted. Thus it will
be readily seen that at A the Moon is in its first
quarter as seen from the Earth, while the Earth is
in its last quarter as seen from the Moon. At C this
order is reversed.
Again. at F, we see a duplication of the phases
exactly as occurred when the Earth and the Moon
were in the position as shown at A.)
"Now, then, as the sun shines on our full moon.
the sunlight is reflected down to the earth, half of
which naturally is dark, i. e.. night. It is now night
for you. the moon lighting up your landscape. For
this reason it is possible for me to just fainlly make
out the outlines of the American continents. But
it is mostly blurred and very indistinct.
"A little to the left of the earth I see the sun—
a wondrous sight. As there is little depth of atmosphère on the moon, the earth as well as the sun sail
in a pitchblack sky. For the sky on earth is blue
only due to the terrestrial atmosphère and its diffused
sunlight. Because there is practically no diffusion
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on the moon, our sky is naturally black ail of the
tinie. The sun, as well as ail the stars, shine with
a tremendous hrilliancy never seen on earth, for
our little atmosphère cannot soften the penetrating
glare of the heavenly hodies as does the earth's
thick atmosphère. Neither do the stars flicker as
seen from here, for the "twinkling" is not of the
star's making; it is but a product of the earth's air
which brings about this phenomenon.
"Again gazing earthward, this is what I see :
"A big, almost black dise appears to me about 14
times as large as does the full moon on earth; old
mother earth assuredly is an imposing sight. Around
the circumference of the dark dise, I see a wondrous
pink fringe—it is the earth's atmosphère illuminated
from behind by the sun's rays. It stands out in a
strong contrast against the inky sky. This pink
fringe is not absolutely uniform in thickness; it is
thickest near the earth's pôles, thinnest near the
equator. The différence in thickness is not very
great, but quite perceptible. The explanation is that
the terrestrial atmosphère, due to the centrifugal
force prodneed by the earth's rapid rotation, tends
to throw the air outwards from the equator. It is
therefore "thicker" there.
"Another curious phenomenon is the position of
the earth in the lunar sky. As seen from my présent location (near the moon's equator) the earth is
almost fixed in the heavens, i. e., it never sets or
rises as does the moon when observed from the
earth. Otherwise the earth for us goes through the
same phases as does the moon for you. Thus during
one month the earth changes from nezv earth to first
quarter, then full earth, then last quartcr, finally nezv
earth. During these major phases we see the earth
as a crescent, exactly as you see the moon as a crescent, only the earth crescent we see appears 14 times
as large as the moon's crescent appears to you.
"During full earth, however, we witness a spectacle
that is truly wonderful to behold. As the earth rotâtes on its axis once in 24 hours, and inasmuch as
the earth is fixed in the moon's sky, it follows that
we must see the earth revolve before our very eyes.
Nor do we have to strain our eyes to see the continents; everything is in plain view. As the lighted
earth revolves in a black sky, the contrast is extreme,
impossible to describe. No such scene has ever been
beheld from the earth.
"The earth revolving from west to east, we see the
continents moving from left to right. Thus, when
the eastern shores of the American continents are
first seen on the extreme left, it takes just three
hours till the western shores corne in full sight. In
three more hours the broad Pacific Océan and the
Hawaiian Islands are directly in front of us, alfhough they can only be seen as dots. Within four
hours, Japan, then the Philippines and the Australian
Continent have swung into view, while in four more
hours ail of Asia is spread before us, with India in
the center, like a map. In three hours more, eastern
Europe, Arabia, and Africa have appeared. Within
two hours, we see the rest of the European continent
and western Africa ; then follow Iceland and Greenland and below the Atlantic Océan. Within five
hours from the time western Europe disappeared on
the right, the eastern shores of the American continents appear before us. Thus we have seen ail of
the earth in exactly 24 hours—we have been
"around" the earth in one day !
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"The waters of the océans as seen from the moon
appear to be bluish-green, except that the color of the
Arctic océans seems to vary from a pale green to a
white. The white color is, of course, produced by
the immense snow and ice fields of the Arctic. The
color of the continents varies, but the général appearance is a muddy yellow or red. Great plains and
forests like those located on the American continents
and Siberia show in a darkish green.
"Nothing shows up very clearly on land. One color
merges into the other without sharp or abrupt breaks.
The only fines which stand out tolerably strong are
the shore lines of the great inland lakes and islands.
Even these lines are not as definite as one might
imagine. The reason for this is found in the earth's
atmosphère. As the latter is ever moving, and as we
have to look through many miles of it—an atmosphère not always dear—it follows that we can never
see very sharp lines or markings on the earth.
"When I said before that we can see the continents
move plainly before our eyes, it must be understood
that large tracts are nearly always covered and hidden either by clouds, haze or fogs. Only in very
rare instances can an entire continent be seen through
its length and breath, and since I came to the moon
I have only seen it occur once, the continent in this
instance being the American. Within one hour,
however, large clouds had formed over a part of Central America, which became lost to ail view within a
short time.
"With the naked eye, as seen from the moon, it is
impossible to discern any object created by man's
hands on the surface of the earth. Even large cities
such as London and New York cannot be distinguished from the surrounding country. If ail the
roofs and the streets were painted in white, I am sure
that the large towns would show up in a clear atmosphère. Thus, you see, the earth as seen from the
moon appears quite lifeless. Nothing is seen moving,
except the clouds ; only in one instance have I observed anything out of the ordinary—a large forest
fire in western America. Of course, I could not see
the fire itself, I could only see the vast, rolling quantities of black smoke. Other objects which can be
discerned when the weather is very clear on earth
are the larger rivers—the Mississippi, the Amazon,
the Nile, the Volga, etc. We repeatedly tried to see
long railroad tracks stretching across plains, but we
have not been successful in locating them, even by
the use of our powerfui 3-inch telescope. The intervening distance—240,000 miles—is simply too
great to see such fine objects. For this reason also
some of the greatest achievements of man, such as
the Panama and Suez canals, are entirely invisible to
us, even with the assistance of our telescope.
"From the above it must become clear that comparatively small objects such as ships, trains, animais,
etc., fnust forever remain invisible to us Lunarians*
"So much for the earth. As I mentioned before,
the stars appear much brighter from the moon than
they do from the earth. This again is due to the very
thin lunar atmosphère. Ail the stars appear several
times brighter to us than they do to you; furthermore, we can see with our naked eye stars such as are
never seen on earth, except with the aid of powerful
telescopes.
I
"The mn«t inspiring view is that nf the Milky
Way. It shines with a glory undreamed of on earth;
* Tcrm applli .1 to inhabltar.ts of the moon.
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its light is so powerfui that objects around you become faintly visible in the dead black of our lunar
night. The Milky Way does not appear like a weak
blurr ; it is well defined and we see myriads of stars
invisible to the unaided eyes on earth.
"There is one thing of importance on the moon,
however, of which few people have any conception.
I am referring to the meteors which are constantly
raining on the surface of the moon. When such a
meteor falls on the earth, this is what happens :
"A great mass of meteoric iron has come under the
influence of the earth's attraction and is falling toward it at a speed of several thousand miles a minute. Until it reaches the outskirts of the earth it
meets with no résistance, for it moves in the vacuum
of universal space. The instant it pénétrâtes the
earth's atmosphère an enormous friction is produced
between the meteor and the air, and the resuit is that
the meteor becomes wholly or partly melted. Most
of it volatilizes and goes up in smoke, subsequently
to fall down in the form of fine dust ; only a comparatively small solid part reaches the earth, where
it usually buries itself in the ground. Thus, when
we see a "shooting star," we see in reality a stream of
lire produced by the melting of a meteor.
"The moon, with its pitiful atmosphère, affords no
such protection as the earth's atmosphère. Meteors
crash about us with an alarming frequency. They
come without any warning whatsoever. Some are as
big as a watermelon and some as large as a small
bouse. You can hardly imagine what happens when
such a heavenly projectile, moving at the frightful
speed of from 2,000 to 3,000 miles a minute, collides with the moon.

"The noise of the impact is absolutely overwhelming. The crash of the détonation of a 15-inch gun is
soft hand-clapping in comparison with it. The
ground trembles violently for miles around, and if
one is less than 500 yards from the scene one will
usually be blown off his feet by the concussion, notwithstanding the very thin lunar air. If the meteor
happens to strike a rocky or granité surface, the resuit is even more awe inspiring. As a rule, in that
case the whole meteor melts in an instant and goes
up in a cloud of white-hot métal vapor. If you are
near enough, say within one-half mile, the beat
generated by the impact will become unsupportable
for a short length of time, and within a few minutes
exceedingly fine metallic dust will rain down upon
you. It sometimeg takes hours for this reddish dust
to settle down.
"Thus it can be imagined that it is rather dangerous
to walk on the moon's surface. This is particularly
true in November each year, when the earth and the
moon pass through the meteoric "streams." At such
a time I would not care to be présent on the surface
of the moon, and would prefer the lunar caves.
Furthermore, I . .
Mûnchhausen did not finish his sentence. There
was an abrupt, sharp click in my phones and the
ether was ominously quiet once more. For some time
I tried frantically to "raise" him, but in vain; he did
not reply to me. I became highly alarmed about his
safety. Had one of the meteors struck him and
killed him? I could not tell. And I finally left my
radio laboratory with an uneasy feeling that everything was not quite right.

END OF INSTALMENTS 3 AND 4

What Do You Know?
READERS of Amazinc Stories have frequently commented upon the fact that there is more actual knowledge .to be gained through rcading its pages than from many a textbook. Moreover, most of the stories
are vvritten in a popular vein, making it possible for any one to grasp important facts.
The questions which we give below are ail answered on the pages as listed at the end of the questions.
Please see if you can answer the questions without looking for the answer, and see how well you check up on
your général knowledge.
1. What is the strange feature of the surface
9. What is approximately the length of the day
upon the moon? (See page 1155).
level of the Caspian Sea and what is its rela10. What is the approximate distance of the moon
tion to the level of the Mediterranean Sea. the
from the earth? (See page 1158).
Black Sea, the Sea of Asof? (See page 1131).
11. Do we ever see ail of the moon? (See page
2. What would happen to ships floating in close
1158).
proximity upon an absolutely motionless sea in
12. How can we déterminé that the moon's day is
motionless air? (See page 1142).
a little over twenty-seven times as long as one
3. Darwin, the great evolutionist, is known to
of our days? (See page 1158).
have made some critical errors in his studies
13.
What
appearance would the earth présent to a
of nature and of mankind. What error was
person on the surface of the moon? (See
made in his study of the fertilization and propage 1159).
duction of orchids? (See page 1163).
14. The sailors often use the term "cable-length"
4. How do the above orchids propagate their
as a standard of distance. What is its length
specics? (See page 1163).
in feet? (See page 1168).
15. Where did the well-known "Terrapin Tower"
5. What is the weight of our earth? Or, faking
weight as the criterion of mass, what is its
stand at Niagara Falls? (See page 1175).
mass? (See page 1153).
16. What name did the Indians give to the Great
Niagara Cataract? (See page 1175).
6. There is an area on the moon named Mare
Nubium, which is the Latin for Sea of Clouds.
17. What is the character of the Millikan or
This is, as far as we know, an arid plain
Cosmic Rays? (See page 1192).
several hundred miles across. What was it
18. What is the différence in one of their charoriginally? (See page 1153).
acteristics which distinguishes the colors of
the spectrum or of the rainbow? (See pages
7. What is the composition of the air which we
1193 and 1194).
breathe as regards its principal constituents ?
19. Can you draw analogies between time, the
(See page 1154).
8. If a stone weighs one pound on the earth.
spectrum. and our life? (See page 1201).
20. How large is the largest volcanic crater known
what would it weigh on the moon? (See
to exist upon the earth? (See page 1198).
page 1154).
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St
ne was lying, face upward, at the foot of the strange orchid.
The tentacle-llhe aerial rootlets no longer swayed freely In
the air, but were crowded together, a tangle of gray ropes,
and stretched tlght, with their ends closely applied ta his
chin and neck and hands.

«
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HE buying of orchids always bas in it a make him seek any exacting employments. He might
certain spéculative flavour. You have have collected stamps or coins, or translated Horace,
before you the brown shrivelled lump or bound books, or invented new species of diatoms.
of tissue, and for the rest you must But, as it happened, he grew orchids, and had one
trust your judgment, or the auctioneer, ambitious little hothouse.
or your good luck, as your taste may incline. The
"1 have a fancy," he said over his coffee, "that
plant may be moribund or dead, or it may be just something is going to happen to me to-day." He
a respectable purchase, fair value for your money, spoke—as he moved and thought—slowly.
or perhaps—for the thing has happened again and
"Oh, don't say that!" said his housekeeper—who
again—there slowly unfolds before the delighted was also his remote cousin. For "something hapeyes of the happy purchaser, day after day, some pening" was a euphemism that meant only one thing
new variety, some novel richness, a strange twist to her.
of the labellum, or some subtler colouration or un"You misunderstand me. I mean nothing unexpected mimicry. Pride, beauty, and profit blos- pleasant . . . though what I do mean I scarcely
som together on one delicate green spike, and, it know.
may be, even immortality. For the new miracle of
"To-day." he continued, after a pause, "Peters'
nature may stand in need
are going to sell a batch
of a new spécifie name,
of plants from the Andaand what so convenient as
mans and the Indies. I
G [ANT orchids are no novelty ; neither are flesh-eatthat of its discoverer?
ing flowers. In this interesting slory. H. G. Wells shall go up and see what
"Johnsmithia!" There impresses us with one of his unusual moods. The slory they have. It may be I
conlains good science, and is not at ail impossible, as any shall buy something good
have been worse names.
It was perhaps the hope cultivator of flozvers will tell you.
unawares. That may be
of some such happy diswhat will happen to me."
covery that made WinterHe passed his cup to her
Wedderburn such a fréquent attendant at these sales"1 for his second cupful of coffee.
—that hope, and also, maybe, the fact that he had
"Are these the things collected by that poor young
nothing else of the slightest interest to do in the fellow you told me of the other day?" asked his
world. He was a shy, lonely, rather ineffectuai man, cousin, as she filled his cup.
provided with just enough income to keep off the
"Yes," he said, and became méditative over *>
spur of necessity, and not enough nervous energy to piece of toast.
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"Nothing ever does happen te me," he remarked
prcsently, beginning to think aloud. '"I wonder wliy?
Things enough happen to other people. There is
Harvey. Only the other week ; on Monday he
picked up sixpence, on Wednesday his chicks ail
had the staggers, on Friday his cousin came home
from Australia, and on Saturday he broke his ankle.
What a whirl of excitement !—compared to me."
"I think I would rather be without so much excitement," said his housekeeper. "It can't be good
for you."
"I suppose its troublesome. Still . . . you see,
nothing ever happens to me. Whcn I was a little
boy 1 never had accidents. I never fell in love as
I grew up. Never married. ... I wonder how it
feels to liave something happen to you, something
really remarkable.
"That orchid-collector was only thirty-six—twenty
years younger than myself—when he died. And he
had been married twice and divorced once; he had
had malarial fever four times, and once he broke his
thigh. He killed a Malay once, and once he was
wounded by a poisoned dart. And in the end he
was killed by jungle-leechçs. It must have ail been
very troublesome, but then it must have been very
interesting, you know—except, perhaps, the leeches."
"I am sure it was not good for him," said the lady
with conviction.
"Perhaps not." And then Wedderburn looked at
his watch. "Twenty-three minutes past eight. I am
going up by the quarter to twelve train, so that there
is plenty of time. I think I shall wear my alpaca
jacket—it is quite warm enough—and my gray felt
hat and brown shoes. 1 suppose
"
He glanced ont of the window at the serene sky
and sunlit garden, and then nervously at his cousin's
face.
"I think you had better take an umbrella if you
are going to London," she said in a voice that admitted of no déniai. "There's ail between here and the
station coming back."
When he returned he was in a state of mild excitement. He had made a purchase. It was rare
that he could make up his mind quickly enough to
buy, but this time he had donc so.
"There are Vandas," he said. "and a Dcndrobe and
some Palœonophis." He surveyed his purchases
lovingly as he consumed his soup. They were laid
ont on the spotless tablecloth before him, and he was
telling bis cousin ail abnut them as he slowly meandered through his dihner. It was his custom to live
ail his visits to London over again in the evening for
lier and his own entertainment.
"I knew something would happen to-day. And I
have bought ail these. Some of them—some of
them—I feel sure, do you know, that some of them
will be remarkable. I don't know how it is, but I
feel just as sure as if some one had told me that
some of these will turn ont remarkable.
"That one"—he pointed to a shrivelled rhizome—
"was not identified. It may be a Pakeonophis—or
it may not. It may be a new species, or even a new
genus. And it was the last that poor Batten ever
collected."
"I don't like the look of it," said his housekeeper.
"It's such an ugly shape."
"To me it scarcely seems to have a shape."
"I don't like those things that stick out," said his
housekeeper.

"It shall be put away in a pot to-morrow."
"It looks," said the housekeeper, "like a spider
shamming dead."
WEDDERBURN smiled and surveyed the root
with his head on one side. "It is certainly not
a pretty lump of stuff. But you can never judge
of these things from their dry appearance. It may
turn out to be a very bcautiful orchid indeed. How
busy I shall be to-morrow ! I must see to-night just
exactly what to do with these things, and to-morrow
I shall set to work."
"They found poor Batten lying dead, or dying, in
a mangrove swamp—I forget which," he began again
presently, "with one of these very orchids crushed
up under his body. He had been unwell for some
days with some kind of native fever, and I suppose
he fainted. These mangrove swamps are very unwholesome. Every drop of blood, they say. was
taken out of him by the jungle-leeches. It may be
that very plant that cost him his life to obtain."
"I think none the better of it for that."
"Men must work though women may weep," said
Wedderburn with profound gravity.
"Fancy dying away from every comfort in a nasty
swamp ! Fancy being iii of fever with nothing to
take but chlorodyne and quinine—if men were left
to themselves they would live on chlorodyne and
quinine—and no one around you but horrible natives !
They say the Andaman islanders are most disgusting wretches—and. anyhow, they can scarcely make
good nurses, not having the necessary training. And
just for people in England to have orchids!"
"I don't suppose it was comfortable, but some men
seem to enjoy that kind of thing," said Wedderburn.
"Anyhow, the natives of his party were sufficiently
civilized to take care of ail his collection until his
colleague, who was an ornithologist, came back again
from the interior; though they could not tell the
species of the orchid, and had let it wither. And it
makes these things more interesting."
"It makes them disgusting. I should be afraid of
some of the malaria clinging to them. And just
think, there has been a dead body lying across that
ugly thing! I never thought of that before. There!
1 déclaré I cannot eat another mouthful of dinner."
"I will take them ofï the table if you like, and put
them in the window-seat. I can see them just as
well there."
The next few days he was indeed singularly busy
in his steamy little hothouse, fussing about with
charcoal, lumps of petit, moss, and ail the other mysteries of the orchid cultivator. He considered he
was having a wonderfully eventful time. In the
evening he would talk about these new orchids to
his friends, and over and over again he reverted to
his expectation of something strange.
Several of the Vandas and the Dendrobium died
under his care, but presently the strange orchid began
to show signs of life. He was delighted. and took
his housekeeper right away from jam-making to see
it at once, directly he made the discovery.
"That is a bud," he said, "and presently there will
be a lot of leaves there, and those little things coming out here are aerial rootlets."
"They look to me like little white fingers poking
out of the brown," said his housekeeper. "I don't
like them."
"Why not?"
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"I don't know. They look like fingers trying to
get at you. I can't help my likes and dislikes."
"I don't know for certain, but I don't think there
are any orchids I know that have aerial rootlets quite
like that. It may be my fancy, of course. You see
they are a little flattened at the ends."
"I don't like 'eni," said his housekeeper, suddenly
shivering and turning away. "I know it's very silly
of me—and l'm very sorry, particularly as you like
the things so much. But I can't help thinking of
that corpse."
"But it may not be that particular plant. That
was merely a guess of mine."
His housekeeper shrugged her shoulders. "Anyhow I don't like it," she said.
Wedderburn felt a little hurt at her dislike to the
plant. But that did not prevent his talking to her
about orchids generally, and this orchid in particular.
whenever he felt inclined.
"There are such queer things about orchids," he
said one day; "such possibilities of surprises. You
know. Darwin studied their fertilisation, and showed
that the whole structure of an ordinary orchid flower
was contrived in order that moths might carry the
pollen from plant to plant. Well, it seems that there
are lots of orchids known, the flower of which cannot
possibly be used for fertilisation in that way. Some
of the Cypripediums, for instance; there are no insects known that can possibly fertilise them, and
some of them have nevei been found with seed."
"But how do they forai nevv plants?"
"By runners and tubers, and that kind of outgrowth. That is easily explained. The puzzle is.
what are the flowers for?
"Very likely," he added, "my orchid may be something extraordinary in that way. I f so I shall study
it. I have often thought of making researches as
Darwin did. But hitherto I have not found the time,
or something else has happened to prevent it. The
leaves are beginning to unfold now. I do wish you
would corne and see them !"
But she said that the orchid-house was so hot it
gave her the headache. She had seen the plant once
again, and the aerial rootlets, which were now some
of them more than a foot long, had unfortunately
reminded her of tentacles reaching out after something; and they got into her dreams, growing after
her with incredible rapidity. So that she had settled
to her entire satisfaction that she would not see that
plant again, and Wedderburn had to admire its leaves
alone. They were of the ordinary broad form, and
a deep glossy green, with splashes and dots of deep
red towards the base. He knew of no other leaves
quite like them. The plant was placed on a low
bench near the thermometer, and close by was a
simple arrangement by which a tap dripped on the
hot-water pipes and kept the air steamy. And he
spent his afternoons now with some regularity meditating on the approaching flowering of this strange
plant.
And at last the great thing happened. Directly
he entered the little glass house he knew that the
spike had burst ont, although his great Palieonophis
Lowii hid the corner where his new darling stood.
There was a new odour in the air, a rich, intensely
sweet scent, that overpowered every other in that
crowded, steaming little greenhouse.
Directly he noticed this he hurried down to the
strange orchid. And, behold! the trailing green
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spikes bore now three great splashes of blossom,
from which this overpowering sweetness proceeded.
He stopped before them in an eestasy of admiration.
The flowers were white, with streaks of golden
orange upon the petals; the heavy labellum was
coiled into an intricate projection, and a wonderful
bluish purple mingled there with the gold. He could
see at once that the genus was altogether a new one.
And the insufferable scent ! How hot the place was !
The blossoms swam before his eyes.
He would see if the température was right. He
made a step towards the thermometer. Suddenly
everything appeared unsteady. The bricks on the
floor were dancing np and down. Then the white
blossoms, the green leaves behind them, the whole
greenhouse, seemed to sweep sideways, and then in
a curve upward.
AT half-past four his cousin made the tea, according to their invariable custom. But Wedderburn did not corne in for his tea.
"He is worshipping that horrid orchid." she told
herself, and waited ten minutes. "His watch must
have stopped. I will go and call him."
She went straight to the hothouse, and, opening
the door, called his name. There was no reply. She
noticed that the air was very close, and loaded with
an intense perfume. Then she saw something lying
on the bricks between the hot-water pipes.
For a minute, perhaps, she stood motionless.
He was lying, face upward. at the foot of the
strange orchid. The tentacle-like aerial rootlets no
longer swayed freely in the air, but were crowded
together, a tangle of gray ropes, and stretched tight,
with their ends closely applied to his chin and neck
and hands.
She did not understand. Then she saw from
under one of the exultant tentacles upon his cheek
there trickled a little thread of blood.
With an inarticulate cry she ran towards him. and
tried to pull him away from the leech-like suckers.
She snapped two of these tentacles, and their sap
dripped red.
Then the overpowering scent of the blossom began
to make her head reel. How they clung to him ! She
tore at the tough ropes, and he and the white inflorescence swam about her. She felt she was fainting,
knew she must not. She left him and hastily opened
the nearest door. and, after she had panted for a
moment in the fresh air, she had a brilliant inspiration. She caught up a flower-pot and smashed in
the windows at the end of the greenhouse. Then
she re-entered. She tugged now with renewed
strength at Wedderburn's motionless body, and
brought the strange orchid crashing to the floor. It
still clung with the grimmest tenactiy to its victim.
In a frenzy, she lugged it and him into the open air.
Then she thought of tearing through the sucker
rootlets one by one, and in another minute she had
released him and was dragging him away from the
horror.
He was white and bleeding from a dozen circular
patches.
The odd-job man was coming up the garden,
amazed at the smashing of glass, and saw her emerge,
hauling the inanimate body with red-stained hands.
For a moment he thought impossible things.
"Bring some water !" she cried, and her voice dis(Concludcd on page 1202)
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Buddenly a abarp noise was beard from tbe mechanism whlch th'obhed wi'hin onr craft. The long gangways folded bach on the aides of
the machine, spread ont Ulce wlngs, and at tbe moment when the "Terror" reached tbe very edge of the falls, she arose into space,
escaplng from tbe thundering cataract.

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE
r

T'l yf 11 EN the people of North Carolina first noticed
l/lS
^ smoke issuing front the Great Eyrie in the
r '
Black Mountains région and heard the sirange
rumbling noises thaï Ihreatened the safety of the very mountains, they were, nalurally, not only myslified, but frightened
as well. S orne ventured the opinion that it might be an
ancient volcano suddenly reazvakened.
One thing was certain. It must not remain a mystery.
So the Chief of Police, Mr. Ward, commissioned his most
reliable Inspector, Mr. Strock, who, incidenlally, is also the
narrajor of this slory, lo investigate this phenomenon, and
spare no necessary expense. Mr. Strock wcnt to MorganIon and orgamsed an expédition lo climb to the top of Black
Mountains, front which point they hoped to be able to solve
the mystery of the Great Eyrie. But the mountain summit
zvas unsurmountablc and they had to return, as mue h in the
dark as ez'cr.
And then—some sirange thing s happened. Along the New
England shores a swift moving submarine-shaped vehicle
was inlcrrupting the peace and safety of that part of the
counlry. Following this, apparently the santé vehicle disturbed the Auto Races in Milwaukee by dashing past the
fastest automobile zvilh lightning speed, this lime on land,
and headed straighl for the shore. It seemed to disappear
into Lake Michigan as quickly and mysteriously as it came.
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Later, an unknown "monster" of the sea was reported
seen by whalers and coast steamers, who se chose it always
easily evadcd. No plcasure, or fishing boals were safe on
the water, any more.
One day Mr. Strock reccived a letter, postmarked "Morg an ton," warning him against any further altempts at investigation. Following soon a fier this came news of the
unwarranted and inexplicable turbulence of the seas, in apparently calm weather. Something that looked likc a submarine was the probable cause. It dawned on a newspaper
man that each of these bodies might be onc and the saine—
an invention capable of three différent uses—that of an automobile, a surface vessel, and a submarine.
The world hecame anxious to buy the invention at any
price. America, having been the highest bidder, was rcwarded wilh nothing more than a note, signed " 'Master of
the World,' on board 'The Terror,' " in which lie flatly refuse d to consider any offer, but reminded theni, inslcad, that
it was qui te within his power to lake whalever he might
tuant, himself.
Therc seemed only one thing lo do—lo find the sirange invenlor and his marvclous conveyancc, which Strock, wilh
three other favored détectives, chosen by himself, forthwith
proceeds to do.

of the

WORLD

By , JULES VERNE
Part II
CHAPTER XI
The Campaign

We had decided that nothing should be revealed
until our effort was at an end. No indiscrétion
would be committed by either my comrades or
O the undiscoverable commander had myself.
reappeared upon the territory of the
The man to whom I was sent with an order from
United States ! He had never shown Mr. Ward was named Arthur Wells. He awaited
himself in Europe either on the roads us at Toledo. The city of Toledo stands at the
or in the seas. He had not crossed the western end of Lake Erie. Our train sped during
Atlantic, which apparently he could have traversed the night across West Virginia and Ohio. There
in three days. Did he then intend to make only was no delay; and before noon the next day the
America the scene of his exploits? Ought we to locomotive stopped in the Toledo dépôt.
John Hart, Nab Walker and I stepped out with
conclude from this that he was an American?
Let me insist upon this point. It seemed clear traveling bags in our hands, and revolvers in our
that the submarine might easily have crossed the pockets. Perhaps we should need weapons for an
vast sea which separates the New and the Old attack, or even to defend ourselves. Scarcely had
World. Not only would its amazing speed have I stepped from the train when I picked out the man
made its voyage short, in comparison to that of who awaited us. He was scanning the arriving
the fastest steamship, but also it would have escaped passengers impatiently, evidently as eager and full
ail the storms that make the voyage dangerous. of haste as I.
I approached him. "Mr. Wells?" said I.
Tempests did not exist for it. It had but to aban"Mr. Strock?" asked he.
don the surface of the waves, and it could find
"Yes."
absolute calm a few score feet beneath.
"1 am at your command," said Mr. Wells.
But the inventer had not crossed the Atlantic,
and if he were to be capf "Are we to stop any
tured now, it would probtime in Toledo?" I asked.
ably be in Ohio, since
"No ; with your permisToledo is a city of that xJN the concluding chapters, Jules Verne finally grues sioni Mr Strock. A carus the solution of the Terror. The reader may well
,
,.
state.
pause and ask if suc h a machine as Jules Verne imagmed
£e ' two S001! horses
This time the fact of will ever be constructed. If we allow the slatement that is waiting outside the stathe machine's appearance history usually repeats itself, then there will be Utile tion; and we must leave
had been kept secret, be- doubt but that the ingénions machine pictured by Verne at once to reach our desin time be evolvcd. Remcmber that the submarine
tween the police and the will
was met with jeers and hilarity when it was first de- tination as soon as posagent who warned them, scribcd in "Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea." sible."
and whom I was hurrying
"We will go at once," I
There are many doubters today who daim that such a
to meet. No journal— machine as Verne pictured in "The Master of the World" answered, signing to my
and many would have paid will never corne about. It is our opinion that it will be two men to follow us. "Is
evolved mue h sooner than most of us think.
high for the opportunity
it far?"
—was printing the news.
"Twenty miles."
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"And the place is called?"
"Black Rock Creek."
Having left our bags at a hôtel, we started on
our drive. Much to my surprise I found there
were provisions sufficient for several days packed
beneath the seat of the carriage. Mr. Wells told
me that the région around Black Rock Creek was
among the wildest in the state. There was nothing
there to attract either farmers or fishermen. We
vvould find not an inn for our meals nor a room
in which to sleep. Fortunately, during the July
heat there would he no hardship even if we had to
lie one or two nights under the stars.
More probably, howevcr, if we were successful,
the matter would not occupy us many hours. Either
the commander of the "Terror" would be surprised
before he had a chance to escape, or he would take
to flight and we must give up ail hope of arresting
him.
I found Arthur Wells to be a man of about forty,
large and powerful. I knew him by réputation to
be one of the best of our local (Jolice agents. Cool
in danger and enterprising always, he had proven
his daring on more than one occasion at the péril
of his Hfe. He had been in Toledo on a wholly différent mission, when chance had thrown him on the
track of the "Terror."
We drove rapidly along the shore of Lake Erie,
toward the southwest. This inland sea of water
is on the northern boundary of the United States,
lying between Canada on the north side and the
States of Ohio. Pennsylvania and New York on
the south. If 1 stop to mention the geographical
position of this lake, its depth, its extent, and the
waters nearest around. it is because the knowledge
is necessary for the understanding of the events
which were about to happen.
The surface of Lake Erie covers about ten
thousand square miles. It is nearly six hundred
feet above sea level. It is joined on the northwest,
by means of the Détroit River, with the still greater
lakes to the westward, and receives their waters. It
has also rivers of its own, though of less importance, such as thé Rocky and the Cuyahoga Rivers.
Lake Erie empties at its northeastern end into Lake
Ontario by means of Niagara River and its celebrated falls.
The greatest known depth of Lake Erie is over
one hundred and thirty feet. Hence it will be seen
that the mass of its waters is considérable. In short,
this is a région of most magnificent lakes. The
land, though not situated far northward, is exposed
to the fui! sweep of the Arctic cold. The région
to the northward is low, and the winds of winter
rush down with extreme violence. Hence Lake
Erie is sometimes frozen over from shore to shore.
The principal cities on the borders of this great
lake are Buffalo at the east, which belongs to New
York State, and Toledo in Ohio, at the west, with
Cleveland and Sandusky, both Ohio cities, at the
south. Smaller towns and villages are numerous
along the shore. The traffic is naturally large, its
annual value being estimated at considerably over
two million dollars.
Our carriage followed a rough and little used road
along the borders of the lake ; and as we toiled along,
Arthur Wells told me what he had learned.
Less than two days before. on the afternoon of
July twenty-seventh, Wells had been riding on horseback toward the town of Herly. Five miles out-

side the town, he was riding through a little wood,
when he saw, far up across the lake, a submarine
which rose suddenly above the waves. He stopped,
tied his horse, and slole on foot to the edge of the
lake. There, from behind a tree he had seen—with
his own eyes—this submarine advance toward him,
and stop at the mouth of Black Rock Creek. Was
it the famous machine for which the whole world
was seeking, which thus came directly to his feet ?
When the submarine was close to the rocks, two
men climbed out upon its deck and stepped ashore.
Was one of them this Master of the World, who
had not been seen since he was reported from Lake
Superior? Was this the mysterious "Terror" which
had thus risen from the depths of Lake Erie?
"1 was alone," said Wells. "Alone on the edge
of the Creek. If you and your assistants, Mr.
Strock had been there, we four against two, we
would have been able to reach these men and seize
them before they could have regained their boat
and lied "
"Probably," I answered. "But were there no
others on the boat with them? Still, if we had
seized the two, we could at least have learned who
they were."
' And above ail," addcd Wells, "if one of them
turned out to be the captain of the 'Terror !' "
"1 have only one fear, Wells; this submarine,
whether it is the one we seek or another, may have
left the creek since your departure."
"We shall know about that in a few hours, now.
Pray Heaven they are still there! Then when night
cornes
"
"But," T asked, "did you remain watching in the
wood until night?"
"No; I left after an hour's watching. and rode
straight for the telegraph station at Toledo. I
reached there late at night and sent immédiate word
to Washington."
"That was night before last. Did you return
yesterday to Black Rock Creek?"
"Yes."
"The submarine was still there?"
"In the same spot."
"And the two men?"
"The same two men. I judge that some accident had happened, and they came to this lonely
spot to repair it."
"Probably so," said I. "Some damage which made
it impossible for them to regain their usual hidingplace. If only they are still here!"
"I have reason to believe they will be. for quite
a lot of stuff was taken out of the boat, and laid
about upon the shore; and as well as I could discern from a distance, they seemed to be working
on board."
"Only the two men?"
"Only the two."
"Rut." protested I, "can two be sufficient to handle
an apparatus of such speed, and of such intricacy,
as to be at once automobile, boat and submarine?"
"T think not, Mr. Strock; but I only saw the
same two. Several times they came to the edge of
the little wood where I was hidden, and gathered
sticks for a fire which they made upon the beach.
The région is so uninhabited and the creek so hidden from the lake that they ran little danger of discovery. They seemed to know this."
"You would recognize them both again?"
"Perfectly. One was of middle size, vigorous,
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and quick of movement, heavily bearded. The other
was smaller, but stocky and strong. Yesterday, as
before, T left the wood about five o'clock and hurried back to Toledo. There I found a telegram
from Mr. Ward, notifying me of your coming; and
I awaited you at the station."
SUMMED up, then, the news amounted to this:
For forty hours past a submarine, presumably
the one we sought, had been hidden in Black Rock
Creek, engagcd in repairs. Probably these were
absolutely necessary, and we should find the boat
still there. As to how the "Terror" came to be in
Lake Erie, Arthur Wells and I discussed that, and
agrecd that it was a very probable place for lier.
The last time she had been seen was on Lake Superior. From there to Lake Erie the machine could
have corne by the roads of Michigan, but since no
one had remarked its passage and as both the police
and the people were specially aroused and active in
that portion of the countrv, it seemed more probable that the "Terror" had corne by water. There
was a clear route through the chain of the Créât
Lakes and their rivers, by which, in her character
of a submarine, she could easily proceed undiscovered.
And now, if the "Terror" had already left the
creek, or if she escaped when we attempted to seize
her, in what direction would she turn? In any
case, there was little chance of following her. There
were two revenue cutters at the port of Buffalo,
at the other extremity of Lake Erie.* Before 1
left Washington, Mr. Ward had informcd me of
their presence ; and a telegram to their commanders
would, if there were need, start_ them in pursuit
of the "Terror." But despite their splendid speed,
how could they vie with her! And if she plunged
beneath the waters, they would be helpless. Moreover Arthur Wells averred that in case of a battle,
the advantage would not be with the destroyers,
despite their large crews, and many guns. Hence.
if we did not succeed this night, the campaign would
end in failure.
Arthur Wells knew Black Rock Creek thoroughly,
having hunted there more than once. It was bordered in most places with sharp rocks against which
the waters of the lake beat heavily. Its channel was
some thirty feet deep, so that the "Terror" could
take shelter either upon the surface or under water.
In two or three places the steep banks gave way
to sand beaches which led to little gorges reaching
up two or three hundred feet toward the forest.
It was seven in the evening when our carriage
reached these woods. There was still daylight
enough for us to see easily, even in the shade of
the trees. To have crossed openly to the edge of the
creek would have exposed us to the view of the men
of the "Terror." if she were still there, and thus
give her warning to escape.
"Had we better stop here?" I asked Wells, as our
rig drew up to the edge of the woods.
"No, Mr. Strock," said he. "We had better leavc
the carriage deeper in the woods, where there will
be no chance whatever of our being seen."
"Can the carriage drive under these trees?"
"It can." declared Wells. "I have already ex* By the treaty between the United States and Canada,
there are no vessels of war whatever on the Great Lakes.
These might, however, have been little launches belonging
to the customs service.
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plored these woods thoroughly. Five or six hundred feet from here, there is a little clearing, where
we will be completely hidden, and where our horses
may find pasture. Then, as soon as it is dark, we
will go down to the beach, at the edge of the rocks
which shut in the mouth of the creek. Thus if the
"Terror" is still there, we shall stand between her
and escape."
Eager as we ail were for action, it was evidently
best to do as Wells suggested and wait for night.
The intervening time could well be occupied as he
said. Leading the horses by the bridle, while they
dragged the empty carriage, we proceeded through
the heavy woods. The tall pines, the stalwart oaks,
the cypress scattered here and there. made the evening darker overhead. Beneath our feet spread a
carpet of scattered herbs, pine needles and dead
leaves. Such was the thickness of the upper foliage
that the last rays of the setting sun could no longer
penetrate here. We had to feel our way: and it was
not without some knocks that the carriage reached
the clearing ten minutes later.
This clearing, surrounded by great trees. formed
a sort of uval, covered with rich grass. Here it was
still daylight, and the darkness could scarcely deepen
for over an hour. There was thus time to arrange
an encampment and to rest awhile after our hard
trip over the rough and rocky roads.
Of course, we were intensely eager to approach
the Creek and see if the "Terror" was still there.
But prudence restrained us. A little patience, and
the night would enable us to reach a commanding
position unsuspected. Wells urged this strongly;
and despite my eagerness, I felt that he was right."
The horses were unharnessed, and left to browse
under the care of the coachman who had driven us.
The provisions were unpacked. and John Hart and
Nab Walker spread ont a meal on the grass at the
foot of a superb cypress which recalled to me the
forest odors of Morganton and Pleasant Garden.
We were hungry and thirsty; and food and drink
were not lacking. Then our pipes were lighted to
calm the anxious moments of waiting that remained.
Silence reigned within the wood. The last song
of the birds had ceased. With the coming of night
the breeze fell little by little. and the leaves scarcely
quivered even at the tops of the highest branches.
The sky darkened rapidly after sundown and twilight deepened into obscurity.
I looked at my watch, it was half-past eight. "It
is time, Wells."
"When you will. Mr. Strock."
"Then let us start."
We cautîoned the coachman not to let the horses
stray beyond the clearing. Then we started. Wells
went in advance, T followed him. and John Hart and
Nab Walker came behind. In the darkness, we
three would have been helpless without the guidancc
of Wells. Soon we reached the farther border of
the woods ; and before us stretched the banks of
Black Rock Creek.
Ail was silent; ail seemed deserted. We could
advance without risk. If the "Terror" was there, she
had cast anchor behind the rocks. But was she
there ? That was the momentous question ! As
we approached the dénouement of this exciting
affair, my heart was in my throat.
Wells motioned to us to advance. The sand of
the shore crunched beneath our steps. The two
hundred feet between us and the mouth of the Creek

1168

AMAZING STORIES

were crossed softly, and a few minutes sufficed to
bring us to the rocks at the edge of the lake.
There was nothing! Nothing!
The spot where Wells had left the "Terror"
twenty-four hours before was empty. The "Master
of the World" was no longer at Black Rock Creek.
CHAPTER XII
Black Rock Creek
HUMAN nature is prone to illusions. Of
course, there had been ail along a probability that the "Terror" had deserted the
locality, even admitting that it was she that Wells
had seen the previous day. If some damage to her
triple system of locomotion had prevented her from
regaining her usual hiding-place, either by land or
by water and obliged her to seek refuge in Black
Rock Creek, what ought we to conclude now upon
finding her here no longer? Obviously, that, having finished her repairs, she had continued on her
way, and was already far beyond the waters of Lake
Erie.
But probable as this resuit had been from the first,
we had more and more ignored it as our trip proceeded. We had corne to accept as a fact that we
should meet the "Terror," that we should find her
anchored at the base of the rocks where Wells had
seen her.
And now what disappointment ! I might even
say, what despair! Ail our efforts gone for nothing! Even if the "Terror" was still upon the lake,
to find her, reach her and capture her, was beyond
our power, and—it might as well be fully recognized—beyond ail human power.
We stood there, Wells and I, completely crushed,
while John Hart and Nab Walker, no less chagrined, went tramping along the banks of the Creek,
seeking any trace that had been left behind.
Posted there, at the mouth of the Creek, Wells
and I exchanged scarcely a word. What need was
there of words to enable us to understand each
other! After our eagerness and our despair, we
were now exhausted. Defeated in our well-planned
attempt, we felt as unwilling to abandon our campaign, as we were unable to continue it.
Nearly an hour slipped by. We could not résolve
to leave the place. Our eyes still sought to pierce
the night. Sometimes a glimmer, due to the sparkle
of the waters, trembled on the surface of the lake.
Then it vanished. and with it the foolish hope that
it had roused. Sometimes again, we thought we
saw a shadow outlined against the dark, the silhouette of an approaching boat. Yet again some
eddies would swirl up at our feet, as if the Creek
had been stirred within its depths. These vain
imaginings were dissipated one after the other. They
were but the illusions raised by our strained fancies.
At length our companions rejoined us. My first
question was, "Nothing new?"
"Nothing," said John Hart.
"You have explored hoth banks of the Creek?"
"Yes," responded Nab Walker, "as far as the
shallow water ahove; and we have not seen even a
vestige of the things which Mr. Wells saw laid on
the shore."
"Let us wait awhile," said I, unable to résolve
upon a return to the woods.
At that moment our attention was caught by a

sudden agitation of the waters, which swelled upward at the foot of the rocks.
"It is like the swell from a vessel," said Wells.
"Yes," said I, instinctively lowering my voice.
"What has caused it? The wind has completely
died out. Does it corne from something on the surface of the lake?"
"Or from something underneath," said Wells,
bending forward, the better to déterminé.
The commotion certainly seemed as if caused by
some boat, whether from beneath the water, or
approaching the creek from outside upon the lake.
Silent, motionless, we strained eyes and ears to
pierce the profound obscurity. The faint noise of
the waves of the lake lapping on the shore beyond
the creek, came to us distinctly through the night.
John Hart and Nab Walker drew a little aside upon
a higher ridge of rocks. As for me, I leaned close
to the water to watch the agitation. It did not lessen. On the contrary it became momentarily more
évident, and I began to distinguish a sort of regular
throbbing, like that produced by a screw in motion.
"There is no doubt," declared Wells, leaning close
to me, "there is a boat coming toward us."
"There certainly is," responded I, "unless they
have whales or sharks in Lake Erie."
"No, it is a boat," repeated Wells. "Is she headed
toward the mouth of the creek, or is she going
further up it?"
"This is just where you saw the boat twice
before?"
"Yes, just here."
"Then if this is the same one, and it can be no
other, she will probably return to the same spot."
"There!" whispered Wells, extending his hand
toward the entrance of the creek.
Our companions rejoined us, and ail four, crouching low upon the bank, peered in the direction he
pointed.
We vaguely distinguished a black mass moving
through the darkness. It advanced very slowly and
was still outside the creek, upon the lake, perhaps a
cable's length* to the northeast. We could scarcely
hear even now the faint throbbing of its engines.
Perhaps they had stopped and the boat was only
gliding forward under their previous impulse.
It seemed, then, that this was indeed the submarine
which Wells had watched, and it was returning to
pass this night, like the last, within the shelter of
the creek.
Why had it left the anchorage, if only to return?
Had it suffered some new disaster, which again
impaired its power? Or had it been compelled to
leave, with its repairs still unfinished? What cause
constrained it to return here? Was there some imperious reason why it could no longer be turned into
an automobile, and go darting away across the roads
of Ohio?
To ail these questions which came crowding upon
me. I could give no answer. Furthermore hoth
Wells and I kept reasoning under the assumption
that this was really the "Terror" commanded by the
"Master of the World" who had dated from it his
letter of défiance to the government. Yet this premise was still unproven, no matter how confident we
might feel of it.
Whatever boat this was, that stole so softly
through the night, it continued to approach us.
» A cable length is generally taken at 600 feet, about one
tenfh of a sea mile.
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Assuredly its captain must know perfectly the channels and shores of Black Rock Creek, since he ventured here in such darkness. Not a light showed
upon the deck. Not a single ray from within the
cabin glimmered through any crevice.
A moment later, we heard some machinery moving very softly. The swell of the eddies grew
stronger, and in a few moments the boat touched
the "quay."
This word "quay," exactly describes the spot. The
rocks at our feet formed a level, five or six feet
above the water, and descended to it perpendicularly, exactly like a landing wharf.
"We must not stop here," whispered Wells, seizing me by the arm.
"No," I answered, "they might see us. We must
lie crouched upon the beach ! Or we might hide in
some crevice of the rocks."
"We will follow you."
There was not a moment to lose. The dark mass
was now close at hand, and on its deck, but slightly
raised above the surface of the water, we could
trace the silhouettes of two men.
Were there, then, really only two on board?
We stole softly back to where the ravines rose
toward the woods above. Several niches in the
rocks were at hand. Wells and I crouched down in
one, my two assistants in another. If the men on
the "Terror" landed, they could not see us ; but we
could see them, and would be able to act as opportunity offered.
There were some slight noises from the boat, a
few words exchanged in our own language. T
was évident that the vessel was preparing to moor.
Then almost instantly, a rope was thrown out, exactly at the point on the quay where we had stood.
Leaning forward, Wells could discern that the
rope was seized by one of the mariners, who had
leaped ashore. Then we heard a grappling-iron
scrape along the ground.
Some moments later, steps crunched upon the
sand. Two men came up the ravine, and went onward toward the edge of the woods, guiding their
steps by a ship lantern.
Where were they going? Was Black Rock Creek
a regular hiding place of the "Terror?" Had her
commander a dépôt here for stores or provisions?
Did they come here to restock their craft, when the
whim of their wild voyaging brought them to this
part of the continent ? Did they know this deserted,
uninhabited spot so well, that they had no fear of
ever being discovered here?
"What shall we do?" whispered Wells.
"Wait till they return, and then
" My words
were eut short by a surprise. The men were not
thirty feet from us, when, one of them. chancing to
turn suddenly, the light of their lantern fell full
upon his face.
He was one of the two men who had watched
before my house in Long Street. I could not be
mistaken. I recognized him as positively as my
old servant had donc. It was he; it was assuredly
one of the spies of whom I had never been able to
find any further traces! There was no longer any
doubt, my warning letter had come from them. It
was therefore from the "Master of the World ;"
it had been written from the "Terror;" and this was
the "Terror." Once more I asked myself what could
be the connection between this machine and the
Great Eyrie!
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In whispered words, I told Wells of my discovery.
His only comment was, "It is ail incon iprehensible !"
Meanwhile the two men had contiuued on their
way to the woods, and were gathering sticks beneath
the trees. "What if they discover our encampment?" murmured Wells.
"No danger, if they do not go beyond the nearest trees."
"But if they do discover it?"
"They will hurry back to their boat, and we shall
be able to eut off their retreat."
Toward the creek, where their craft lay, there
was no further sound. I left my hiding-place ; I
descended the ravine to the quay; I stood on the
very spot where the grappling-iron was fast among
the rocks.
The "Terror" lay there, quiet, at the end of its
cable. Not a light was on board ; not a person visible, either on the deck, or on the bank.. Was not
this my opportunity? Should I leap on board and
there await the return of the two men?
"Mr. Strock !" It was Wells, who called to me
softly from close at hand.
I drew back in ail haste and crouched down beside him. Was it too late to take possession of the
boat? Or would the attempt perhaps resuit in disaster from the presence of others watching on
board ?
At any rate, the two men with the lantern were
close at hand returning down the ravine. Plainly
they suspected nothing. Each carrying a bundle of
wood, they came forward and stopped upon the
quay.
Then one of them raised his voice, though not
loudly. "Hullo ! Captain !"
"Ail right," answered a voice from the boat.
Wells murmured in my car. "There are three!"
"Perhaps four," I answered, "perhaps five or
six !"
The situation grew more complicated. Against
a crew so numerous, what ought we to do? The
least imprudence might cost us dearly ! Now that
the two men had returned, would they re-embark
with their wood? Then would the boat leave the
creek. or would it remain anchored until day? If
it withdrew, would it not be lost to us? It could
leave the water of Lake Erie, and cross any of the
neighboring states by land ; or it could retrace its
road by the Détroit River which would lead it to
Lake Huron and the Great Lakes above. Would
such an opportunity as this. in the narrow waters
of Black Rock Creek. ever occur again !
"At least." said I to Wells, "we are four. They
do not expect attack; they will be surprised. The
resuit is in the hands of Providence."
I was about to call our two men. when Wells
again seized my arm. "Listen!" said he.
One of the men hailed the boat. and it drew close
up to the rocks. We heard the Captain say to the
two men ashore, "Everything is ail right, up there ?"
"Everything, Captain."
"There are still two bundles of wood left there?"
"Two."
"Then one more trip will bring them ail on board
the 'Terror.' "
The "Terror!" It was she!
"Yes; just one more trip," answered one of the
men.
"Good ; then we will start off again at daybreak."
Were there then but three of them on board?
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The Captain, this Master of the World, and these
two men?
Evidently they planned to take aboard the last
of their wood. Then they would withdraw within
their machine, and go to sleep. Would not that be
the time to surprise them, before they could defend
themselves ?
Rather than to attempt to reach and capture the
ship in face of this resolute Captain who was guarding it, Wells and I agreed that it was better to let
his men return unassailed, and vvait till they were
ail asleep.
It was now half an hour after ten. Steps were
once more heard upon the shore. The man with a
lantern and his companion, again remounted the
ravine toward the woods. When they were safely
beyond hearing, Wells went to warn our men, while
I stole forward again to the very edge of the water.
The "Tcrror" lay at the end of a short cable. As
well as I could judge, she was long and slim. shaped
like a spindle, without chimney, without masts, without rigging, such a shape as had been described
when she was seen on the coast of New England.
I returned to my place, with my men in the
shelter of the ravine ; and we looked to our revolvers, which might well prove of service.
Five minutes had passed since the men rcached
the woods. and we expected their return at any
moment. After that, we must wait at least an hour
before we made our attack; so that both the Captain and his comrades might be deep in sleep. It
was important that they should have not a moment
either to send their craft darting out upon the
waters of Lake Erie, or to sink it beneath the waves
where we would have been entrapped with it.
In ail my career I have never felt such impatience.
It seemed to me that the two men must have been
detained in the woods. Something had barred their
return.
Suddenly a loud noise was heard, the tumult of
mn-away horses, galloping furiously along the shore !
They were our own, which, frightened, and perhaps neglected by the driver, had broken away from
the clearing, and now came rushing along the bank.
At the same moment, the two men reappeared,
and this time they were running with ail speed.
Doubtless they had discovered our encampment,
and had at once suspected that there were police
hidden in the woods. They realized that they were
watched, they were followed. they would be seized.
So they dashed recklessly down the ravine, and after
loosening the cable, they would deubt'ess cndcavor
to leap aboard. The "Terror" would disappear with
the speed of a meteor, and our attempt would be
wholly defeated!
"Forward," I cried. And we scrambled down the
sides of the ravine to eut off the retreat of the two
men.
They saw us and, on the instant, throwing down
their bundles, fired at us with revolvers, hitting John
Hart in the leg.
We fired in our turn, but less successfully. The
men neither fell nor faltered in their course. Reaching the edge of the creek, without stopping to unloose the cable, they plunged overboard, and in a
moment were clinging to the deck of the "Terror."
Their captain, springing forward, revolver in h?.nd,
fired. The bail grazed Wells.
Nab Walker and I seizing the cable, pulled the

black mass of the boat toward shore. Could they
eut the rope in time to escape us?
Suddenly the grappling-iron was torn violently
from the rocks. One of its hooks caught in my
belt, while Walker was knocked down by the flying
cable. I was entangled by the iron and the rope
and dragged forward
The "Terror," driven by ail the power of lier
engines, made a single bound and darted out across
Black Rock Creek.
CHAPTER XIII
On Board The Terror
WHEN I came to my senses it was daylight.
A half light pierced the thick glass porthole of the narrow cabin wherein someone
had placed me—how many hours ago, I could not
say! Yet it seemed to me by the slanting rays, that
the sun could not be very far above the horizon.
I was resting in a narrow bunk with coverings
over me. My clothes, hanging in a corner, had been
dried. My belt, torn in two by the hook of the iron,
lay on the floor.
I felt no wound nor injury, only a little weakness.
Tf I had lost consciousness, I was sure it had not
been from a blow. My head must have been drawn
beneath the water, when I was tangled in the cable.
T should have been suffocated, if someone had not
dragged me from the lake.
Now. was I on board the "Terror?" And was I
alone with the Captain and his two men? This
seemed probable, almost certain. The whole scene
of our encounter rose before my eyes, Hart lying
wounded upon the bank ; Wells firing shot after
shot, Walker hurled down at the instant when the
grappling hook caught my belt ! And my companions ? On their side, must they not think that I had
perished in the waters of Lake Erie?
Where was the "Terror" now, and how was it
navigating? Was it moving as an automobile?
Speeding across the roads of some neighboring
State? If so, and if I had been unconscious for
many hours, the machine with its tremendous powers
must be already far away. Or, on the other hand,
were we, as a submarine, following some course
beneath the lake?
No. the "Terror" was moving upon some broad
liquid surface. The sunlight, penetrating my cabin,
showed that the window was not submerged. On
the other hand. T felt none of the jolting that the
automobile must have suffered even on the smoothesf h-ghway. Hence the "Terror" was not traveling
upon land.
As to deciding whether she was still traversing
Lake Erie. that was another matter. Had not the
Captain rcascended the Détroit River, and entered
Lake Huron, or even Lake Superior beyond? It
was d.ifïicult to say.
At any rate I decided to go up on deck. From
there T might be able to judge. Dragging myself
somewhat heavily from the bunk. I reached for my
clothes and dressed, though without much energy.
Was T not probably locked within this cabin?
The only exit seemed by a ladder and hatchway
above my head. The hatch rose readily to my hand,
and I ascended half way on deck.
My first care was to look forward, backward, and
on both sides of the speeding "Terror." Everywhere a vast expanse of waves ! No shore in sight !
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Nothing but the horizon formée! by sea and sky !
Whether it was a lake or the océan I could easily
settle. As we shot forward at such speed, the water
eut by the bow, rose furiously upward on either
side, and the spray lashed savagely against me.
I tasted it. It was fresh water, and very probably that of Lake Erie. The sun was but midway
toward the zénith, so it could scarcely be more than
seven or eight hours since the moment when the
"Terror" had darted from Black Rock Creek.
This must therefore be the following morning.
that of the thirty-first of July.
Considering that Lake Erie is two hundred and
twenty miles long, and over fifty wide, there was
no reason to be surprised that I could see no land,
neither that of the United States to the southeast
nor of Canada to the northwest.
At this moment there were two men on the deck,
one being at the bow on the look-out, the other in
the stern, keeping the course to the northeast, as T
judged by the position of the sun. The one at the
lx)w was he whom I had recognized as he ascended
the ravine at Black Rock. The second was his companion who had carried the lantern. I looked in vain
for the one whom they had called Captain. He was
not in sight.
It will be readily appreciated how eager was my
desire to stand in the presence of the creator of
this prodigious machine, of this fantastic personage
who occupied and preoccupied the attention of ail
the world, the daring inventer who did not fear to
engage in battle against the entire human race, and
who proclaimed himself "Master of the World."
I approached the man on the look-out, and after
a minute of silence I asked him, "Where is the
Captain?"
He looked at me through half-closed eyes. He
seemed not to understand me. Yet I knew, having
heard him the night before, that he spoke English.
Moreover, I noticed that he did not appear surprised to see me out of my cabin. Turning his back
upon me, he continued to search the horizon.
I stepped then toward the stern, determined to
ask the same question about the Captain. But when
T approached the steersman, he waved me away with
his hand, and I obtained no other response.
It only remained for me to study this craft, from
which we had been repelled with revolver shots,
when we had seized upon its anchor rope.
I therefore set leisurely to work to examine the
construction of this machine, which was carrying
me—whither? The deck and the upper works were
ail made of some métal which T did not recognize.
In the center of the deck, a scuttle half raised covered the room where the engines were working
regularly and almost silently. As I had seen before.
neither masts, nor rîgging! Not even a flagstaff at
the stern ! Toward the bow there arose the top of
a périscope by which the "Terror" could be guided
when beneath the water.
On the sides were folded back two sort of out■hoots resembling the gangways on certain Dutch
boats. Of these T could not understand the use. _
Tn the bow there rose a third hatch-way which
presumably covered the quarters occupied by the
two men when the "Terror" was at rest.
At the stern, a similar hatch gave access probably
to the cabin of the captain, who remained unseen.
When these différent hatches were shut down, they
had a sort of rubber covering which closed them
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hermetically tight, so that the water could not reach
the interior when the boat plunged beneath the
surface.
As to the motor, which imparted such prodigious
speed to the machine, I could see nothing of it, nor
of the propellor. However, the fast speeding boat
left behind it only a long, smooth wake. The extrême fineness of the lines of the craft, caused it
to make scarcely àny waves, and enabled it to ride
lightly over the crest of the billows even in a rough
sea.
As was already known, the power by which the
machine was driven, was neither steam nor gasoline,
nor any of those similar liquids so well known by
their odor, which are usually employed for automobiles and submarines. No doubt the power here
used was electricity, generated on board, at some
high power. Naturally I asked myself whence cornes
this electricit}', from primary batteries, or from
accumulators ? But how were these batteries or
accumulators charged? Perhaps, indeed, the electricity was drawn directly from the surrounding air
or from the water, by processesi hitherto unknown.
And I asked myself with intense eagerness if, in
the présent situation, I might be able to discover
these secrets.
Then I thought of my companions, left behind
on the shore of Black Rock Creek. One of them,
I knew, was wounded ; perhaps the others were also.
Having seen me dragged overboard by the hawser,
could they possibly suppose that I had been rescued
by the "Terror?" Surely not! Doubtless the news
of my death had already been telegraphed to Mr.
Ward from Toledo. And now who would dare to
undertake a new campaign against this "Master of
the World?"
These thoughts occupied my mind as I awaited
the captain's appearance on the deck. He did not
appear.
I soon began to feel very hungry, for I must have
fasted now nearly twenty-four hours. T had eaten
nothing since our hasty meal in the woods, even if
that had been the night before. And judgîng by
the pangs which now assailed my stomach, I began
to wonder if I had not been snatched on board the
"Terror" two days before—or even more.
Happily the question as to whether they meant to
feed me, and how they meant to feed me, was solved
at once. The man at the bow left his post, descended,
and reappeared. Then, without saying a word, he
placed some food before me and returned to his
place. Some potted meat, dried fish, sea-biscuit,
and a pot of aie so strong that I had to mix it with
water, such was the meal to which I did full justice.
My fellow travelers had doubtless eaten before I
came out of the cabin, and they did not join me.
There was nothing further to attract my eyes. and
T srnk again into thought. How would this adventure finish? Would I see this invisible captain at
length. and would he restore me to liberty? Could
I regain it in spite of him? That would dépend on
circumstances ! But if the "Terror" kept thus far
away from the shore, or if she traveled beneath the
water. how could I escape from her? Unless we
landed, and the machine became an automobile, must
I not abandon ail hope of escape?
Moreover—why should I not admit it ?—to es-apo
without having learned anything of the "Terror's"
secrets would not have contented me at ail. Although
I could not thus far flatter myself upon the success
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of my campaign, and though I had corne within a
hairbreadth of losing my life, and though the future
promised far more of evil than of good, yet after
ail, a step forward had been attained. To be sure,
if I was never to be able to re-enter into communication with the world, if, like this "Master of the
World" who had voluntarily placed himself outside
the law, I was now placed outside humanity, then
the fact that I had reached the "Terror" would have
little value.
THE craft continued headed to the northeast,
following the longer axis of Lake Erie. She
was advancing at only half speed ; for, had she been
doing her best, she must some hours before have
reached the northeastem extremity of the lake.
At this end Lake Erie has no other outlet than
the Niagara River, by which it empties into Lake
Ontario. Now, this river is barred by the famous
cataract some fifteen miles beyond the important
city of Buffalo. Since the "Terror" had not retreated by the Détroit River, down which she had
descended from the upper lakes, how was she to
escape from these waters, unless indeed she crossed
by land?
The sun passed the meridian. The day was beautiful ; warm but not unpleasantly so, thanks to the
breeze made by our passage. The shores of the lake
continued invisible, on both the Canadian and the
American side.
Was the captain determined not to show himself?
Had he some reason for remaining unknown ? Such
a précaution would indicate that he intended to set
me at liberty in the evening, when the "Terror"
could approach the shore unseen.
Toward two o'clock, however, I heard a slight
noise; the central hatchway was raised. The man
I had so impatiently awaited appeared on deck.
I must admit he paid no more attention to me,
than his men had done. Going to the stern, he took
the helm. The man whom he had relieved, after
a few words in a low tone, left the deck, descending
by the forward hatchway. The captain, having
scanned the horizon, consulted the compass, and
slightly altered our course. The speed of the "Terror" increased.
This man, so interesting both to me and to the
world, must have been some years over fifty. He
was of middle height, with powerful shoulders, still
very erect; a strong head, with thick hair rather
gray than white, smooth shaven cheeks, and a short,
crisp beard. His chest was broad, his jaw prominent, and he had that characteristic sign of tremendous energy, bushy eyebrows drawn sharply
together. Assuredly he possessed a constitution of
iron, splendid health, and warm red blood beneath
his sunburned skin.
Like his companions the captain was dressed in
sea clothes covered by an oil-skin coat, and with a
woolen cap which could be pulled down to cover
his head entirely, when he so desired.
Need I add that the captain of the "Terror" was
the other of the two men, who had watched my
house in Long street? Moreover, if I recognized
him, he also must recognize me as chief-inspector
Strock, to whom had been assigned the task of penetrating the Great Eyrie.

I looked at him curiously. On his part, while he
did not seek to avoid my eyes, he showed at least
a singular indifférence to the fact that he had a
stranger on board.
As I watched him, the idea came to me, a suggestion which I had not connected with the first view
of him in Washington, that I had already seen this
characteristic figure. Was it in one of the photographs held in the police department, or was it
merely a picture in some shop window? But the
remembrance was very vague. Perhaps I merely
imagined it.
Well, though his companions had not had the
politeness to answer me, perhaps he would be more
courteous. He spoke the same language as I, although I could not feel quite positive that he was
of American birth. He might indeed have decided
to prétend not to understand me, so as to avoid ail
discussion while he held me prisoner.
In that case, what did he mean to do with me?
Did he intend to dispose of me without further ceremony? Was he only waiting for night to throw
me overboard. Did even the little which I knew of
him, make me a danger of which he must rid himself? But in that case, he migM better have left me
at the end of his anchor line. That would have saved
him the necessity of drowning me over again.
I turned, I walked to the stern, I stopped full in
front of him. Then, at length, he fixed full upon
me a glance that burned like a flame.
"Are you the captain?" I asked.
He was siient.
"This boat ! Is it really the 'Terror ?' "
To this question also there was no response. Then
I reached toward him; 1 would have taken hold of
his arm.
He repelled me withouf violence, but with a movement that suggested tremendous restrained power.
Planting myself again before him, I demanded in
a louder tone, "What do you mean to do with me?"
Words seemed almost ready to burst from his
lips, which he compressed with visible irritation. As
though to check his speech, he turned his head aside.
His hand touched a regulator of some sort, and the
machine rapidly increased its speed.
Anger almost mastered me. I wanted to cry ont
"So be it! Keep your silence! I know who you
are, just as I know your machine, recognized at
Madison, at Boston, at Lake Kirdall. Yes; it is
you, who have rushed so recklessly over our roads,
our seas and our lakes ! Your boat is the "Terror ;"
and you her commander, wrote that letter to the
govemment. It is you who fancy you can fight the
entire world. You, who call yourself the "Master of
the World !' "
And how could he have denied it! At that moment I saw the famous initiais inscribed upon the
helm !
Fortunately I restrained myself ; and dcspairing
of getting any response to my questions, I returned
to my seat near the hatchway of my cabin.
For long hours, I patiently watched the horizon
in the hope that land would soon appear. Yes, I
sat waiting! For I was reduced to that! Waiting!
No doubt, before the day closed, the "Terror" must
reach the end of Lake Erie, since she continued her
course steadily to the northeast.

THE MASTER OF THE WORLD
CHAPTER XIV
Niagara
THE hours passed, and the situation did not
change. The steersman returned on deck, and
the captain, descending, watched the moveinent
of the engines. Even when our speed increased, these
engines continued working without noise, and with
remarkable smoothness. There was never one of
those inévitable breaks, with which in many motors
the engines sometimes miss a stroke. I concluded
that the "Terror," in each of its transformations
must be worked by rotary engines. But I could not
assure myself of this.
For the rest, our direction did not change. Always
we headed toward the northeast end of the lake, and
hence toward Bufïalo.
Why, I wondered, did the captain persist in following this route? He could not intend to stop at
Bufïalo, in the midst of a crowd of boats and shipping of every kind. If he meant to leave the lake
by water, there was only the Niagara River to follow ; and its Falls would be impassable, even to such
a machine as this. The only escape was by the
Détroit River, and the "Terror" was constantly
leaving that farther behind.
Then another idea occurred to me. Perhaps the
captain was only waiting for night to return to the
shore of the lake. There, the boat, changed to an
automobile, would quickly cross the neighboring
States. If I did not succeed in making my escape,
during this passage across the land, ail hope of regaining my liberty would be gone.
True, I might learn where this "Master of the
World" hid himself. I might learn what no one
had yet been able to discover, assuming always that
he did not dispose of me at one time or another—
and what I expected his "disposai" would be, is
easily comprehended.
I knew the northeast end of Lake Erie well, having often visited that section of New York State
which extends westward from Albany to Bufïalo.
Three years before, a police mission had led me to
explore carefully the shores of the Niagara River,
both above and below the cataract and its Suspension Bridge. I had visited the two principal islands
between Bufïalo and the Httle city of Niagara Falls,
I had explored Navy Island and also Goat Island,
which separates the American Falls from those of
the Canadian side.
Thus if an opportunity for flight presented itself,
I should not find myself in an unknqwn district.
But would this chance ofïer? And at heart, did I
desire it, or would I seize upon it? What secrets
still remained in this affair in which good fortune—
or was it evil fortune—had so closely entangled me?
On the other hand, I saw no real reason to suppose that there was any chance of my reaching the
shores of the Niagara River. The "Terror" would
surely not venture into this trap which had no exit.
Probably she would not even go to the extremity
of the lake.
Such were the thoughts that spun through my
excited brain, while my eyes remained fixed upon
the empty horizon.
And always one persistent question remained insolvable. Why had the captain written to me personally that threatening letter? Why had he spied
upon me in Washington? What bond attached him
to the Great Eyrie ? There might indeed be sub-
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terranean canals which gave him passage to Lake
Kirdall, but could he pierce the impénétrable fortress
of the Eyrie? No! That was beyond him!
Toward four o'clock in the afternoon, reckoning
by the speed of the "Terror" and her direction, I
knew we must be approaching Bufïalo; and indeed,
its outlines began to show some fifteen miles ahead.
During our passage, a few boats had been seen, but
we had passed them at a long distance, a distance
which our captain could easily keep as great as he
pleased. Moreover, the "Terror" lay so low upon
the water, that at even a mile away it would bave
been difficult to discover her.
Now, however, the hills encircling the end of
Lake Erie, came within vision, beyond Bufïalo, forming the sort of funnel by which Lake Erie pours its
waters into the channel of the Niagara river. Some
dunes rose on the right, groups of trees stood out
here and there. In the distance, several freight
steamers and fishing smacks appeared. The sky
became spotted with trails of smoke, which were
swept along by a light eastern breeze.
What was our captain thinking of in still heading toward the port of Bufïalo ! Did not prudence
forbid him to venture further? At each moment,
I expected that he would give a sweep of the helm
and turn away toward the western shore of the lake.
Or else, I thought, he would préparé to plunge
beneath the surface. But this persistence in holding
our bow toward Bufïalo was impossible to understand !
At length the helmsman, whose eyes were watching the northeastern shore, made a sign to his companion. The latter, leaving the bow, went to the
central hatchway, and descended into the engine
room. Almost immediately the captain came on
deck, and joining the helmsman, spoke with him in
a low voice.
The latter, extending his hand toward Bufïalo,
pointed out two black spots, which showed five or
six miles distant on the starboard side. The captain studied them attentively. Then shrugging his
shoulders, he seated himself at the stern without
altering the course of the "Terror."
A quarter of an hour later, I could see plainly
that there were two smoke clouds at the point they
had studied so carefully. Little by little the black
spots beneath these became more defined. They
were two long, low steamers, which. coming from
the port of Bufïalo, were approaching rapidly.
. Suddenly it struck me that these were the two
revenue cutters of which Mr. Ward had spoken,
and which I had been told to summon in case of
need.
These vessels were of the newest type, the fastest boats yet constructed in the country. Driven
by power fui engines of the latest make, they had
covered almost thirty miles an hour. It is true, the
"Terror" commanded an even greater speed, and
always, if she were surrounded so that flight was
impossible, she could submerge herself out of reach
of ail pursuit. In truth, the pursuers would have
had to be submarines to attack the "Terror" with
any chance of success. And I know not. if even
in that case, the contest would have been equal.
Meanwhile, it seemed to me évident that the commanders of the two ships had been warned, perhaps
by Mr. Wells, who, retuming swiftly to Toledo,
might have telegraphed to them the news of our
defeat. It appeared, moreover, that they had seen
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the "Terror," for they were headed at full speed
toward lier. Yet our captain, seemingly giving them
no thought vvhatever, continued his course toward
the Niagara River.
What would the revenue cutters do? Presumably,
they would maneuver so as to seek to shut the "Terrer" within the narrowing end of the lake where the
Niagara offered her no passage.
Our captain now took the helm. One of the men
was at the bow, the other in the engine room. Would
the order be given for me to go down into the cabin?
It was not, to my extreme satisfaction. To speak
frankly, no one paid any attention to me. It was as
if 1 had not been on board. I watched, therefore,
not without mixed émotions, the approach of the pursuers. Less than two miles distant now they separated in such a way as to hold the "Terror" between
their lires.
As to the "Master of the World," his manner indicated only the most profound disdain. He seemed
sure that these destroyers were powerless against
him. With a touch to his machinery he could distance them. no matter what their speed! With a
few turns of her engine, the "Terror" would dart
beyond their cannon shots ! Or, in the depths of the
lake, what projectiles could find the submarine !
FIVE minutes later, scarcely a mile separated us
from the two powerful fighters which pursued
us. Our captain permitted them to approach still
doser. Then he pressed upon a handle. The "Terror," doubling the action of her propellers, leaped
across the surface of the lake. She played with the
destroyers ! Instead of turning in flight, she continued her forward course. Who knew if she would
not even have the audacity to pass between her two
enemies, to coax them after her, until the hour when,
as night dosed in, they would be forced to abandon
the useless pursuit !
The city of Buffalo was now in plain view on the
border of the lake. I saw its huge buildings, its
church towers. its grain elevators. Only four or five
miles ahead, Niagara river opened to the northward.
Under these new conditions which way should I
tum? When we passed in front of the destroyers,
or perhaps between them, should I not throw myself
into the water? I was a good swimmer, and such a
chance might never occur again. The captain could
not stop to recapture me. By diving could I not
easily escape, even from a bullet? I should surely be
seen by one or other of the pursuers. Perhaps, even,
their commanders had been warned of my presence
on board the "Terror." Would not a boat be sent to
rescue me?
Evidently my chance- of success would be even
greater, if the "Terror" entered the narrow waters
of Niagara River. At Navy Island T would be able
to set foot on territory that I knew well. But to
suppose that our captain would rush into this river
where he might be swept over the great cataract!
That seemed impossible ! I resolved to await the destroyers' closest approach and at the last moment I
would décidé.
Yet my resolution to escape was but half-hearted.
T could not resign myself thus to lose ail chance of
following up this mystery. My instincts as a police
officiai revolted. I had hut to reach out my hand in
order to seize this man who had been outlawed !
Should I let him escape me? No ! I would not save
myself! Yet, on the other hand, what fate awaited

me, and where would I be carried by the "Terror" if
I remained on board ?
It was a quarter past six. The destroyers, quivering and trembling under the strain of their speed,
gained on us perceptibly. They were now directly
astern, leaving between them a distance of twelve or
fifteen cable lengths. The "Terror," without increasing her speed, saw one of them approach on
the port side, the other to starboard.
I did not leave my place. The man at the bow was
close by me. Immovable at the helm, his eyes burning beneath his contracted brows, the captain waited.
He meant, perhaps, to finish the chase by one last
maneuver.
Suddenly, a puff of smoke rose from the destroyer
on our left. A projectile, brushing the surface of the
water, passed in front of the "Terror," and sped beyond the destroyer on our right.
I glanced around anxiously. Standing by my side,
the lookout seemed to await a sign from the captain.
As for him, he did not even tum his head; and I
shall never forget the expression of disdain imprinted on his visage.
At this moment I was pushed suddenly down the
hatchway of my cabin, which was fastened above
me. At the same instant the other hatchways were
closed ; the deck became watertight. I heard a single
throb of the machinery, and the plunge was made,
the submarine disappeared beneath the waters of the
lake.
Cannon shot still boomed above us. Their heavy
echo reached my ear; then everything was peace.
Only a faint light penetrated through the porthole
into my cabin. The submarine, without the least
rolling or pitching, sped silently through the deeps.
I had seen with what rapidity, and also with what
ease the transformation of the "Terror" had been
made. No less easy and rapid, perhaps, would be
her change to an automobile.
And now what would this "Master of the World"
do? Presumably he would change his course, unless, indeed, he preferred to speed to land, and there
continue his route along the roads. It still seemed
more probable, however, that he would turn back toward the west, and after distancing the destroyers,
regain the Détroit River. Our submersion would
probably only last long enough for us to escape out
of cannon range, or until night forbade pursuit.
Fate, however. had decreed a différent ending to
this exciting chase. Scarce ten minutes had passed
when there seemd some confusion on board. I heard
steps on the deck, and the hatchways were reopened, includîng mine. I sprang up the ladder.
The captain had resumed his place at the helm,
while the two men were busy below. I looked to see
if the destroyers were still in view. Yes! Only a
quarter of a mile away! The "Terror" had already
been seen, and the powerful vessels which enforced
the mandates of our government were swinging into
position to gîve chase. Once more the "Terror" sped
in the direction of Niagara River.
T must confess. I could make nothing of this
maneuver. Plunging into a cul-de-sac, no longer
able to seek the depths because of the accident, the
"Terror" might, indeed, temporarily distance her
pursuers ; but she must find her path barred by them
when she attempted to return. Did she intend to
land. and if so, could she hope to outrun the telegrams which would warn every police agency of her
approach ?
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Wc werc now not half a mile ahead. The destroyers pursued us at top speed, though being now directly behind, they were in poor position for using
their guns. Uur captain scemed content to keep this
distance ; though it would bave been easy for him to
increase it, and then at nightfall, to dodge back behind the eneiny.
AIready Buffalo had disappeared on our right, and
a little after seven o'clock the opening of the Niagara
River appeared ahead. If he entered therc, knowing
that he could not return, our captain must have losi
his mind ! And in truth was he not insane, this man
who proclaimed himself, who believed himself.
"Master of the World."
1 watched him therc, calm, impassive, not even
turning his head to note the progress of the destroyers, and I wondered at him.
This end of the lake was absolutely deserted.
Freight steamers bound for the towns on the banks
of the upper Niagara are not numerous, as its navigation is dangerous. Not one was in sight. Not
even a fishing-boat crossed the path of the "Terror."
Even the two destroyers would soon be obliged to
pause in their pursuit, if we continued our mad rush
through these dangerous waters.
I have said that the Niagara River flows between
New York and Canada. Its width, of about threequarters of a mile, narrows as it approaches the falls.
Tts length, from Lake Erie to Lake Ontario, is about
forty-five miles. It flows in a northerly direction,
until it empties the waters of Lake Superior, Michigan, Huron, and Erie into Ontario, the last lake of
this mighty chain. The celebrated falls. which occur in the midst of this great river have a height of
over a hundred and fifty feet. One part is called
the Horse-shoe Falls, because they curve inward like
the iron shoe. The Indians have givetl them the
name of "Thunder of Waters," and in truth a mighty
thunder roars from them without cessation, and with
a tumult which is heard for several miles away.
Between Lake Erie. and the little city of Niagara
Falls, two islands divide the current of the river.
Navy Island. three miles above the cataract. and Cloat
Island. which separates the American and the Canadian Falls. Indeed, on the lower point of this latter
isle stood once that "Terrapin Tower." so daringly
built in the midst of the plunging waters on the very
edge of the abyss. It has been destroyed ; for the
constant wcaring away of the stone beneath the
cataract makes the ledge move with the âges slowly
up the river, and the tower has been drawn into the
gulf.
The town of Fort Erie stands on the Canadian
shore at the entrance of the river. Two other towns
are set along the banks above the falls. Schlosser on
the right hank, and Chippewa on the left. located on
either side of Navy Island. It is at this point that
the current, bound within a narrower channel. beg'ns to move at tremendous speed. to become, two
miles further on. the celebrated cataract.
The "Terror" had already passed Fort Erie. The
sun in the west touched the edge of the Canadian
horizon, and the moon, faintly seen, rose above the
mists of the south. Darkness would not envelop us
for another hour.
The destroyers, with huge clouds of smoke streaming from their funnels. followed us a mile behind.
They sped between banks green with shade trees
and dotted with cottages which lay among lovely
gardens.
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Obviously the "Terror" could no longer turn
back. The destroyers shut her in completely. It is
true their commanders did not know, as I did, that
an accident to her machinery had forced her to the
surface, and that it was impossible for her to escape
them by another plunge. Nevertheless, they continued to follow, and would assuredly maintain their
pursuit to the very last.
I marveled at the intrepidity of their chase through
these dangerous waters. I marveled still more at the
conduct of our captain. Within a half hour now,
his course would be barred by the cataract. No matter how perfect his machine, it could not escape the
power of the great falls. If the current once mastered our engines, we should inevitably disappear in
the gulf nearly two hundred feet deep which the
waters have dug at the base of the falls ! Perhaps,
however, our captain had still power to turn to one
of the shores and flee by the automobile routes.
In the midst of this excitement, what action should
I take personally? Should I attempt to gain the
shores of Navy Island, if we indeed advanced that
far? If I did not seize this chance, never after what
I had learned of his secrets, never would the "Master of the World" restore me to liberty.
I suspected, however, that my flight was no longer
possible. If I was not confined within my cabin, I
no longer remained unwatched. While the captain
rctained his place at the helm, his assistant by my
side never removed his eyes from me. At the first
movement, I should l>e seized and locked within my
room. For the présent, my fate was evidently bound
up with that of the "Terror."
The distance which separated us from the two
destroyers was now growing rapidly less. Soon they
were but a few cable-lengths away. Could the motor
of the "Terror," since the accident, no longer hold
its speed ! Yet the captain showed not the least
anxiety, and made no effort to reach land !
We could hcar the hissing of the steam which escaped from the valves of the destroyers, to mingle
with the streamers of hlack smoke. But we heard,
even more plainly, the roar of the cataract, now
less than three miles away.
The "Terror" took the left branch of the river in
passing Navy Island. At this point, she was within
easy reach of the shore, yet she shot ahead. Five
minutes later, we could see the first trees of Goat
Island. The current hecame more and more irrésistible. If the "Terror" did not stop, the destroyers could not much longer follow her. If it pleased
our accursed captain to plunge us into the vortex of
the falls, surely they did not mean to follow into the
abyss !
Indeed, at this moment they signaled each other,
and stopped the pursuit. They were scarce more
than six hundred feet from the cataract. Then their
thunders burst on the air and several cannon shot
swept over the "Terror" without hitting its low-lying
dock.
The sun had set. and through the twilight the
moon's rays shone upon us from the south. The
speed of our craft, doubled by the speed of the current. was prodigious ! In another moment, we should
plunge into that black hollow which forms the very
center of the Canadian Falls.
With a glance of horror, I saw the shores of Goat
Island flash by. then came the Tsles of the Three
Sisters, drowned in the spray from the abyss.
t sprang up; I started to throw myself into the
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water, in the desperate hope of gaining this last
refuge. One of the men seized me from behind.
Suddenly a sharp noise was heard from the
mechanism which throbbed within our craft. The
long gangways folded back on the sides of the machine, spread ont like wings, and at the moment
vvhen the "Terror" reached the very edge of the
falls, she arose into space, escaping from the thundering cataract in the center of a lunar rainbow.
CHAPTER XV
The Eagle's Nest
ON the morrow, when I awoke after a Sound
sleep, our vehicle seemed motionless. It
seemed to me évident that we were not running upon land. Yet neither were we rushing
through or beneath the waters; nor yet soaring
across the sky. Had the inventor regained that mysterious hiding-place of his, where no human being
had ever set foot before him?
And now, since he had not disembarrassed himself
of my presence, was his secret about to be revealed
to me?
It seemed astonishing that I had slept so profoundly during most of our voyage through the air.
It puzzled me and I asked if this sleep had not been
caused by some drug, mixed with my last meal, the
captain of the "Terror" having wished thus to prevent me from knowing the place where we landed.
Ail that I can recall of the previous night is the terrible impression made upon me by that moment
when the machine, instead of being caught in the
vortex of the cataract, rose under the impulse of its
machinery like a bird with its huge wings beating
with tremendous power !
So this machine actually fulfilled a four-fold use !
It was at the same time automobile, boat, submarine,
and airship. Earth, sea and air—it cottld move
through ail three éléments ! And with what power !
With what speed! A few instants sufficed to complété any one of its marvelous transformations. The
same engine drove it along ail its courses! And I
had been a witness of its métamorphosés! But that
of which I was still ignorant, and which I could perhaps discover, was the source of the power which
drove the machine, and above ail, who was the inspired inventor who. after having created it, in every
détail, guided it with so much ability and audacity!
At the moment when the "Terror" rose above the
Canadian Falls, I was held down against the hatchway of my cabin. The clear, moonlit evening had
permitted me to note the direction taken by the airship. It followed the course of the river and passed
the Suspension Bridge three miles below the falls. It
is here that the irrésistible rapids of the Niagara
River begin, where the river bends sharply to descend toward Lake Ontario.
On leaving this point, I was sure that we had
turned toward the east. The captain continued at
the helm. T had not addressed a word to him. * What
good would it do? He would not have answered. I
noted that the "Terror" seemed to be guided in its
course through the air with surprising ease. Assuredly the roads of the air were as familiar to it
as those of the seas and of the lands !
In the presence of such results, could one not understand the enormous pride of this man who proclaimed himself "Master of the World?" Was he
not in control of a machine infinitely superior to any

that had ever sprung from the hand of man, and
against which men were powerless? In truth, why
should he sell this marvel? Why should he accept
the millions offered him? Yes, I comprehended now
that absolute confidence in himself which was expressed in his every attitude. And where might not
his ambition carry him, if by its own excess it
mounted some day into madness !
A half hour after the "Terror" soared into the
air, I had sunk into complété unconsciousness, without realizing its approach. I repeat, it must have
been caused by some drug. Wifhout doubt, our commander did not wish me to know the road he followed.
Hence I cannot say whether the aviator continued
his flight through space, or whether the mariner
sailed the surface of some sea or lake, or the chauffeur sped across the American roads. No recollection remains wkh me of what passed during that
night of July thirty-first.
Now, what was to follow from this adventure?
And especially concerning himself, what would be
its end ?
I have said that at the moment when I awoke from
my strange sleep. the "Terror" seemed to me completely motionless. I could hardly be mistaken :
whatever had been her method of progress, I should
have felt some movement. even in the air. I lay in
my berth in the cabin. where I had been shut in without knowing it, just as I had been on the preceding
night which I had passed on board the "Terror" on
Lake Erie.
My business now was to learn if I would be allowed to go on deck here where the machine had
landed. I attempted to raise the hatchway. It was
fastened.
"Ah !" said I, "am I to be kept here until the "Terror" recommences its travels?" Was not that, indeed, the only time when escape was hopeless?
My impatience and anxiety may be appreciated.
I knew not how long this hait might continue.
I had not a quarter of an hour to wait. A noise of
bars being removed came to my ear. The hatchway
was raised from above. A wave of light and air
penetrated my cabin.
With one bound I reached the deck. My eyes in
an instant swept round the horizon.
The "Terror," as I had thought, rested quietly on
the ground. She was in the midst of a rocky hollow
measuring from fifteen to eîghteen hundred feet in
circumference. A floor of yellow gravel carpeted its
entire extent, unrelieved by a single tuft of herbage.
This hollow formed an almost regular oval, with
its longer diameter extending north and south. As
to the surrounding wall, what was its height, what
the character of its crest, T could not judge. Above
us was gathered a fog so heavy, that the rays of the
sun had not yet pierced it. Heavy trails of cloud
drifted across the sandy floor. Doubtless'the morning was still young, and this mist might later be
dissolved.
It was quite cold here, although this was the first
day of August. I concluded therefore that we must
be far in the north, or else high above sea-level. We
must still be somewhere on the American Continent; though where, it was impossible to surmise.
Yet no matter how rapid our flight had been, the
air-ship could not have traversed either océan in the
dozen hours since our departure from Niagara.
At this moment, I saw the captain come from an
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opening in the rocks, probably a grotto, at the base of
this cliiï hidden in the fog. Occasionally, in the
mists above, appeared the shadows of huge birds.
Thcir rançons cries were the sole interruption to the
profound silence. Who knows if they were not affrighted by the arrivai of this formidable, winged
monster, which they could not match either in might
or speed.
Everything led me to believe that it was here that
the "Master of the World" withdrew in the intervais between bis prodigious journeys. Here was the
garage of his automobile; the harbor of his boat;
the hangar of his air-ship.
And now the "Terror" stood motionless at the bottom of this hollow. At last I could examine her ; and
it looked as if her owners had no intention of preventing me. The truth is that the commander
seemed to take no more notice of my presence than
before. His two companions joined him, and the
three did not hesitate to enter together into the grotto
I had seen. What a chance to study the machine—
at least its exterior ! As to its inner parts, probably
I should never get beyond conjecture.
In fact, except for that of my cabin, the hatchways
were closed ; and it would be vain for me to attempt
to open thcm. At any rate, it might be more interesting to find ont what kind of a propeller drove the
"Terror" in these many transformations.
I jumped to'the ground and found I was left at
leisure, to proceed with this first examination.
The machine was, as I have said, spindle-shaped.
The bow was sharper than the stern. The body was
of aluminum, the wings of a substance whose nature
I could not déterminé. The body rested on four
wheels. about two feet in diameter. These had pneumatic tires of a diameter to assure ease of movement
at any speed. Their spokes spread ont like paddles
or battledores ; and when the "Terror" moved either
on or under the water, they must have increased her
pace.
These wheels were not, however, the principal propeller. This consisted of two "Parson's" turbines
placed on either side of the keel. Driven with extrême rapidity by the engine, they urged the boat
onward in the water by twin screws, and I even questioned if they were not powerful enough to propel
the machine through the air.
The chief aerial support, however, was that of the
great wings, now again in repose, and folded back
along the sides. Thus the theory of the "heavier
than air" flying machine was employed by the inventer, a system which enabled him to dart through
space with a speed probably superior to that of the
largest birds.
As to the agent which set in action these various
mechanisms, I repeat, it was, it could be, no other
than electricity. But from what source did his batteries get their power? Had he somewhere an electric factory, to which he must return? Were the
dynamos, perhaps working in one of the caverns of
this hollow?
The resuit of my examination was that, while I
could see that the machine used wheels and turbine
screws and wings, I knew nothing of either its engine, or of the force which drove it. To be sure,
the discovery of this secret would be of little value to
me. To employ it I must first be free. And after
what I knew—little as that really was—the "Master
of the World" would never release me.
There remained, it is true, the chance of escape.
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But would an opportunity ever présent itself? If
there could be none during the voyages of the "Terror," might there possibly be, while we remained in
this retreat?
The first question to be solved was the location of
this hollow. What communication did it have with
the surrounding région ? Could one only départ
from it by a flying machine? And in what part of
the United States were we? Was it not reasonable
to estimate, that our flight through the darkness had
covered several hundred leagues?
There was one very natural hypothesis which deserved to be considered, if not actually accepted.
What more natural harbor could there lie for the
"Terror" than the Great Eyrie? Was it too ditificult a flight for our aviator to reach the summit?
Could he not soar anywhere that the vultures and the
eagles could? Did not that inaccessible Eyrie offer
to the "Master of the World" just such a retreat as
our police had been unable to discover, one in which
he might well believe himself safe from ail attacks?
Moreover, the distance between Niagara Falls and
this part of the Blue Ridge Mountains, did not exceed four hundred and fifty miles, a flight which
would have been easy for the "Terror."
Yes, this idea more and more took possession of
me. It crowded out a hundred other unsupported
suggestions. Did not this explain the nature of the
bond which existed between the Great Eyrie and the
letter which I had received with our commander's
initiais? And the threats against me if I renewed
the ascent ! And the espionage to which I had been
subjected ! And ail the phenomena of which the
Great Eyrie had been the theater, were they not to
be attributed to this same cause—though what lay
behind the phenomena was not yet clear? Yes, the
Great Eyrie ! The Great Eyrie !
But since it had been impossible for me to penetrate here, would it not be equally impossible for me
to get out again, except upon the "Terror?" Ah, if
the mists would but lift! Perhaps I should recognize the place. What was as yet a mere hypothesis,
would become a starting point to act upon.
However, since I had freedom to move about,
since neither the captain nor his men paid any heed
to me, I resolved to explore the hollow. The three
of them were ail in the grotto toward the north end
of the oval. Therefore I would commence my inspection at the southern end.
Reaching the rocky wall, I skirted along its base
and found it broken by many crevices ; above, arose
more solid rocks of that feldspar of which the chain
of the Alleghanies largely consists. To what height
the rock wall rose, or what was the character of its
summit, was still impossible to see. I must wait until
the sun had scattered the mists.
In the meantime, I continued to follow along the
base of the cliff. None of its cavities seemed to extend inward to any distance. Several of them contained débris from the hand of man, bits of broken
wood, heaps of dried grasses. On the ground were
still to be seen the footprints that the captain and his
men must have left, perhaps months before, upon the
sand.
My jailers, being doubtless very busy in their
cabin, did not show themselves until they had arranged and packed several large bundles. Did they
purpose to carry those on board the "Terror?" And
were they packmg up with the intention of permanently leaving their retreat ?
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In half an hour my explorations were completed
and I returned toward the center. Here and there
were heapcd up piles of ashes. bleached by weather.
There were fragments of burned planks and beams ;
posts to which clung rusted iron-vvork ; armatures of
métal twisted by fire ; ail the remnants of some intricate mechanism destroyed by the liâmes.
l'learly at some period not very remote the hollow
liad been the scene of a conflagration, accidentai or
inîentional. Naturally T connected this with the
phenomena observed ât the Great Eyrie. the liâmes
which rose above the crest, the noises which had so
frightened the peuple of Pleasant Garden and Morganlon. But of what mechanisms were these the
fragments, and what reason had our captain for destroying them ?
At this moment I felt a breath of air; a breeze
came from the east. The sky swiftly cleared. The
hollow vvas filled with light from the rays of the sun
which appeared midway between the horizon and
the zénith.
A cry escaped me ! The crest of the rocky wall
rose a hundred feet above me. And on the eastern
side was revealed that easily recognizable pinnacle,
the rock like a mounting eagle. Tt was the same that
had held the attention of Mr. Elias Smith and mvself, when we had looked up at it from the outer side
of the Great Eyrie.
Thus there was no further doubt. In its flight during the night, the airship had covered the distance
between T.ake Erie and North Carolina. It was in
the depth of this Eyrie that the machine had fourni
shelter! This was the nest. worthy of the gigantic
and powerfui hird created by the genius of our captain ! The fortress, whose mighty walls none but he
could scale ! Perhaps even. he had discovered in the
depths of some cavern some subterranean passage
by which he himself could quit the Great Eyrie, leaving the "Terror" safely sheltered within.
At last T saw it ail ! This explained the first letter sent me from the Great Eyrie itself with the
threat of death. If we had been able to penetratc
into this hollow. who knows if the secrets of the
"Master of the World" might not have been discovered before he had been able to set them beyond
our reach.
I stood there, motionless ; my eyes fixed on thaï
mounting eagle of stone, prey to a sudden, violent
émotion. Whatsoever might be the conséquences to
myself. was it not my duty to destroy this machine,
here and now, before it could résumé its menacing
flight of mastery across the world?
Steps approached behind me. I turned. The inventor stood by my side. and pausing. looked me in
the face.
I was unable to restraîn myself ; the words burst
forth—"The Great Eyrie ! The Great Eyrie !"
"Yes. Inspector Strock."
"And you! You are the "Master of the World?"
"Of that world to which T have already proved
myself to be the most powerful of men."
"You!" T reiterated, stupefied with amazement.
"T." responded he. drawing himself up in ail his
pride. "T. Robur—Robur, the Conqueror!"
CHAPTER XVT.
Robur, The Conqueror
ROBUR the Conqueror! This then was the
likeness T had vaguely recalled. Some years
. before the portrait of this extraordinary man

had been printed in ail the American newspapers,
under date of the thirteenth of June, the day after
this personage had made his sensational appearance
at the meeting of the Weldon Institute at Philadelphia.
1 had noted the striking character of the portrait
at the time ; the square shoulders ; the back like a
regular trapezoid, its longer side formed by that
geometrical shoulder line ; the robust neck ; the enormous spheroidal head. The eyes at the least émotion, burned with fire, while above them were the
heavy, permanently contracted brows, which signalized such energy. The hair was short and crisp,
with a glitter as of métal in its lights. The huge
breast rose and fell like a blacksmith's forge ; and the
thighs, the arnis and hands, were worthy of the
mighty body. The narrow beard was the same also,
with the smooth shaven cheeks which showed the
powerful muscles of the jaw.
And this was Robur the Conqueror, who now
stood before me. who revealed himself to me. hurling forth his name like a threat, within his own impénétrable fortress !
Let me recall briefly the facts which had previously
drawn upon the Robur the Conqueror the attention
of the entire world. The Weldon Institute was a
club devoted to aeronautics under the presidency of
one of the chief personages of Philadelphia, commonly called Uncle Prudent. Its secretary was Mr.
Phillip Evans. The members of the Institute were
devoted to the theory of the "lighter than air" machine. and under their two leaders, were constructing an enormous dirigible balloon, the "Goahead."
At a meeting in which they were discussing the
détails of the construction of their balloon. this
unknown Robur had suddenly appeared and, ridiculing ail their plans, had insisted that the only true
solution of flight lay with the heavier than air machines. and that he had proven this by constructing
one.
He was, in his turn doubted and ridiculed by the
members of the club, who called him in mockery,
"Robur, the Conqueror." Tu the tumult that followed, revolver shots were fired, and the intruder
disappeared.
That same night. he had by force abducted the
président and the secretary of the club, and had
taken them. much against their will upon a voyage
in the wonderful air-ship the "Albatross" which he
had constructed. He meant thus to prove to them
beyond argument the correetness of his assertions.
This ship, a hundred feet long, was upheld in the
air by a large number of vertical screws and was
driven forward by horizontal screws at its bow and
stern. It was managed by a crew of at least half
a dozen men, who seemed absolutely devoted to their
leader. Robur.
After a voyage almost completely around the
world. Mr. Prudent and Mr. Evans managed to
escape from the "Albatross" after a desperate struggle. They even managed to cause an explosion on
the airship, destroyîng it, and involving the inventor
and ail his crew in a terrifie fall from the sky into
the Pacific océan.
Mr. Prudent and Mr. Evans then returned to
Philadelphia. They had learned that the "Albatross"
had been constructed on an unknown isle of the
Pacific called Island X ; but since the location of
this hiding-place was wholly unknown, its discovery
lay scarcely within the bounds of possibility. More-^
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over, the search seemed entirely umiecessary, as
the vengeful prisoners were quite certain that they
had destroyed their jailers.
Hence the two millionaires, restored to their
homes, went calmly on with the construction of their
own machine, the "Goahead." They hoped by means
of it to soar once more into the régions they had
traversed with Robur, and to prove to themselves
that their lighter than air machine was at least the
cqual of the heavy "Albatross." If they had not
persisted, they would not have been true Americans.
On the twentieth of April in the following year
the "Goahead" was finished and the ascent was
made, from Fairmount Park in Philadelphia. I
myself was there with thousands of other spectators.
We saw the huge balloon rise gracefully ; and, thanks
to its powerful screws, it maneuvered in every direction with surprising ease. Suddenly a cry was
heard, a cry repeated from a thousand throats. Another airship had appeared in the distant skies and
it now approached with marvelous rapidity. It was
another "Albatross," perhaps even supenor to the
first. Robur and his men had escaped death in the
Pacific; and, burning for revenge, they had constructed a second airship in their secret Island X.
Like a gigantic bird of prey, the "Albatross"
hurled itself upon the "Goahead." Doubtless, Robur,
while avenging himself wished also to prove the
immeasurable superiority of the heavier than air
machines.
Mr. Prudent and Mr. Evans defended themselves
as best they could. Knowing that their balloon had
nothing like the horizontal speed of the "Albatross,"
they attempted to take advantage of their superior
lightness and rise above her. The "Goahead," throwing out ail her ballast, soared to a height of over
twenty thousand feet. Yet even there the "Albatross" rose above her, and circled round her with
ease.
Suddenly an explosion was heard. The enormous
gasbag of the "Goahead," expanding under the dilation of its contents at this great height, had finally
burst.
Half-emptied, the balloon fell rapidly.
Then to our universal astonishment, the "Albatross" shot down after her rival, not to finish the
work of destruction, but to bring rescue. Yes!
Robur, forgetting his vengeance, rejoined the sinking "Goahead," and his men lifted Mr. Prudent,
Mr. Evans, and the aeronaut who accompanied them,
out upon the platform of his craft. Then the balloon, being at length entirely empty, fell to its destruction among the trees of Fairmount Park.
The public was overwhelmed with astonishment,
with fear! Now that Robur had recaptured his
prisoners, how would he avenge himself? Would
they be carried away, this time, forever?
The "Albatross" continued to descend, as if to
land in the clearing at Fairmount Park. But if it
came within reach, would not the infuriated crowd
throw themselves upon the airship, tearing both it
and its inventor to pièces ?
The "Albatross" descended within six feet of tha
ground. I remember well the général movement
forward with which the crowd threatened to attack
it. Then Robur's voîce rang out in words which
even now I can repeat almost as he said them :
"Citizens of the United States, the président and
the secretary of the Weldon Institute are again in
my power. In holding them prisoners I would but
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be exercising my natural right of reprisai for the
injuries they have done me. But the passion and
resentment which have been roused both in them
and you by the success of the 'Albatross,' show that
the soûls of men are not yet ready for the vast
increase of power which the conquest of the air
will bring to them. Uncle Prudent, Phillip Evans,
you are free."
The three men rescued from the balloon leaped
to the ground. The airship rose some thirty feet
out of reach, and Robur re-commenced :
"Citizens of the United States, the conquest of
the air is made; but it shall not be given into your
hands until the proper time. I leave, and I carry
my secret with me. It will not be lost to humanity,
but shall be entrusted to them when they have learned
not to abuse it. Farewell, Citizens of the United
States!"
Then the "Albatross" rose under the impulse of its
mighty screws, and sped away amidst the hurrahs of
the multitude.
I have ventured to remind my readers of this last
scene somewhat in détail, because it seemed to reveal
the state of mind of the remarkable personage whq
now stood before me. Apparently he had not then
been animated by sentiments hostile to humanity.
He was content to await the future ; though his attitude undeniably revealed the immeasurable confidence which he had in his own genius, the immense
pride which his almost superhuman powers had
«roused within him.
It was not astonishing, moreover, that this haughtiness had little by little been aggravated to such a
degree that he now presumed to enslave the entire
world, as his public letter had suggested by its significant threats. His vehement mind had with time
been roused to such over-excitement that he might
easily be driven into the most violent excesses.
As to what had happened in the years since the
last departure of the "Albatross" I could only partly
reconstruct this even with my présent knowledge.
It had not sufficed the prodigious inventor to create
a flying machine, perfect as that was! He had
planned to construct a machine, which could conquer
ail the éléments at once. Probably in the workshops
of Island X, a selected body of devoted workmen
had constructed, one by one, the pièces of this marvelous machine, with its quadruple transformation.
Then the second "Albatross" must have carried these
pièces to the Great Eyrie, where they had been put
together, within easier access of the world of men
than the far-off island had permitted. The "Albatross" itself had apparently been destroyed, whether
by accident or design, within the eyrie, The "Terror" had then made its appearance on the roads of
the United States and in the neighboring waters.
And I have told under what conditions, after having been vainly pursued across Lake Erie, this remarkable masterpiece had risen through the air,
carrying me a prisoner on board.
CHAPTER XVII
In the Name of the Law
WHAT was to be the issue of this remarkable
adventure? Could I bring it to any dénouement whatever, either sooner or later? Did
not Robur hold the results wholly in his own hands ?
Probably I would never have such an opportunity
for escape as had befallen Mr. Prudent and Mr.
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Evans amid the islands of the Pacific. I could only
wait. And how long might the waiting last?
To be sure, my curiosity had been partly satisfied.
But even now I knew only the answer to the problems of the Great Eyrie. Having at length penetrated its circle, I comprehended ail the phenomena
observed by the people of the Blue Ridge Mountains.
I was assured that neither the country-folk throughout the région, nor the townfolk of Pleasant Garden
and Morganton were in danger of volcanic éruptions
or earthquakes. No subterranean forces whatever
were battling within the bowels of the mountains.
No crater had arisen in this corner of the Alleghanies. The Great Eyrie served merely as the
retreat of Robur the Conqueror. This impénétrable
hiding-place where he stored his materials and provisions, had without doubt been discovered by him
during one of his aerial voyages in the "Albatross."
It was a retreat probably even more secure than
that as yet undiscovered Island X in the Pacific.
This much I knew of him, but of this marvelous
machine of his, of the secrets of its construction and
propelling force, what did I really know? Admitting that this multiple mechanism was driven by
electricity. and that this electricity, as we knew it
in the "Albatross," had been extracted directly from
the surrounding air by some new process, what were
the détails of its mechanism? I had not been permitted to see the engine; doubtless I should never
see it.
On the question of my liberty I argued thus:
Robur evidently intends to remain unknown. As to
what he intends to do with his machine, I fear, recalling his letter, that the world must expect from
it more of evil than of good. At any rate, the incognito which he has so carefully guarded in the past
he must mean to preserve in the future. Now only
one man can establish the identity of the "Master of
the World" with "Robur the Conqueror." This man
is I, his prisoner, I who have the right to arrest him,
I, who ought to put my hand on his shoulder, saying, "In the Name of the Law
"
On the other hand, could I hope for a rescue from
without. Evidently not. The police authorities must
know everything that had happened at Black Rock
Creek. Mr. Ward, advised of ail the incidents,
woukl have reasoned on the matter as follows : when
the "Terror" quitted the creek, dragging me at the
end of her hawser, I had either been drowned or,
since my body had not been recovered, I had been
taken on board the "Terror" and was in the hands
of its commander.
In the first case, there was nothing more to do
than to write "deceased" after the name of John
Strock. chief inspecter of the fédéral police in
Washington.
In the second case, could my confrères hope ever
to see me again? The two destroyers which had
pursued the "Terror" into the Niagara River had
stopped, perforce, when the current threatened to
drag them over the falls. At that moment, night
was closing in. and what could be thought on board
the destroyers but that the "Terror" had been engulfed in the abyss of the cataract? It was scarce
possible that our machine had been seen when, amid
the shades of night, it rose above the Horseshoe
Falls, or when it winged its way high above the
mountains on its route to the Great Eyrie.
With regard to my own fate, should I décidé to
question Robur? Would he consent even to appear

to hear me ? Was he not content with having hurled
his name at me? Would not that name seem to
him to answer everything?
That day wore away without bringing the least
change to the situation. Robur and his men continued actively at work upon the machine, which
apparently needed considérable repair. I concluded
that they meant to start forth again very shortly,
and to take me with them. It would, however, have
been quite possible to leave me at the bottom of the
Eyrie. There would have been no way by which I
could have escaped, and there were provisions at
hand suffiçient to keep me alive for many days.
What I studied particularly during this period
was the mental state of Robur. He seemed to me
under the dominance of a continuous excitement.
What was it that his ever-seething brain now meditated? What projects was he forming for the
future? Toward what région would he now turn?
Would he put in exécution the menaces expressed
in his letter—the menaces of a madman?
The night of that first day, I slept on a couch of
dry grass in one of the grottoes of the Great Eyrie.
Food was set for me in this grotto each succeeding
day. On the second and third of August, the three
men continued at their work, scarcely once, however, exchanging any words, even in the midst of
-their labors. When the engines were ail repaired to
Robur's satisfaction, the men began putting stores
aboard their craft, as if expecting a long absence.
Perhaps the "Terror" was about to traverse immense
distances; perhaps even, the captain intended to
regain his Island X, in the midst of the Pacific.
Sometimes I saw him wander about the Eyrie
buried in thought, or he would stop and raise his
arm toward heaven, as if in défiance of that God,
with Whom he assumed to divide the empire of the
world. Was not his overweening pride leading him
toward insanity? An insanity which his two companions, hardly less excited than he, could do nothing to subdue? Had he not corne to regard himself
as mightier than the éléments which he had so audaciously defied even when he possessed only an airship, the "Albatross?" And now, how much more
powerful had he become, when earth, air and water
combined to offer him an infinité field where none
might follow him !
Hence I had much to fear from the future, even
the most dread catastrophes. It was impossible for
me to escape from the Great Eyrie, before being
dragged into a new voyage. After that, how could
I possibly get away while the "Terror" sped through
the air or the océan ? My only chance must be when
she crossed the land, and did so at some moderate
speed. Surely a distant and feeble hope to cling to !
It will be recalled that after our arrivai at the
Great Eyrie, I had attempted to obtain some response
from Robur, as to his purpose with me; but I had
failed. On this last day I made another attempt.
In the afternoon I walked up and down before
the large grotto where my captors were at work.
Robur, standing at the entrance, followed me steadily with his eyes. Did he mean to address me?
I went up to him. "Captain," said I, "I have
already asked you a question, which you have not
answered. I ask it again: What do you intend to
do with me?"
We stood face to face scarce two steps apart.
With arms folded, he glared at me, and I was terrified by his glance. Terrified, that is the word!
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The glance was not that of a sane man. Indeed, it
seemed to reflect nothing vvhatever of humanity
within.
I repeated my question in a more challenging tone.
For an instant I thouglit that Robur would break
his silence and burst forth.
"What do you intend to do with me? Will you
set me free?"
Evidently my captor's mind was obsessed by some
other thought, from which I had only distracted him
for a moment. He made again that gesture which
I had already observed; he raised one défiant arm
toward the zénith. It seemed to me as if some irrésistible force drew him toward those upper zones
of the sky, that he belonged no more to the earth,
that he was destined to live in space, a perpétuai
dweller in the clouds.
Without answering me, without seeming to have
understood me, Robur re-entered the grotto.
HOW long this sojoum or rather relaxation of
the "Terror" in the Great Eyrie was to last, I
did not know. I saw, however, on the afternoon
of this third of August, that the repairs and the
embarkation of stores were completed. The hold
and lockers of our craft must have been completely
crowded with the provisions taken from the grottoes
of the Eyrie.
Then the chief of the two assistants, a man whom
I now recognized as that John Turner who had been
mate of the "Albatross," began another labor. With
the help of his companion, he dragged to the center
of the hollow ail that remained of their materials,
empty cases, fragments of carpentry, peculiar pièces
of wood which clearly must have belonged to the
"Albatross," which had been sacrificed to this new
and mightier engine of locomotion. Beneath this
mass there lay a great quantity of dried grasses.
The thought came to me that Robur was preparing
to leave this retreat forever!
In fact, he could not be ignorant that the attention of the public was now keenly fixed upon the
Great Eyrie; and that some further attempt was
likely to be made to penetrate it. Must he not fear
that some day or other the effort would be successful, and that men would end by invading his hidingplace? Did he not wish that they should find there
no single evidence of his occupation?
The sun disappeared behind the crests of the Blue
Ridge. His rays now lighted only the very summit
of Black Dome towering in the northwest. Probably the "Terror" awaited only the night in order
to begin her flight. The world did not yet know
that the automobile and boat could also transform
itself into a flying machine. Until now, it had never
been seen in the air. And would not this fourth
transformation be carefully concealed, until the day
when the "Master of the World" chose to put into
exécution his insensate menaces?
Toward nine o'clock profound obscurity enwrapped the hollow. Not a star looked down on
us. Heavy clouds driven by a keen eastern wind
covered the entire sky. The passage of the "Terror"
would be invisible, not only in our immédiate
neighborhood, but probably across ail the American
territory and even the adjoining seas.
At this moment, Turner, approaching the huge
stack in the middle of the Eyrie, set fire to the grass
beneath.
The whole mass flared up at once. From the
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midst of a dense smoke, the roaring fiâmes rose to
a height which towered above the walls of the Great
Eyrie. Once more the good folk of Morganton and
Pleasant Garden would believe that the crater had
reopened. These fiâmes would announce to them
another volcanic upheaval.
I watched the conflagration. I heard the roarings
and cracklings which filled the air. From the deck
of the "Terror," Robur watched it also.
Turner and his companion pushed back into the
fire the fragments which the violence of the liâmes
cast forth. Little by little the huge bonfire grew
less. The fiâmes sank down into a mere mass of
burnt-out ashes; and once more ail was silence and
blackest night.
Suddenly I felt myself seized by the arm. Turner
drew me toward the "Terror." Résistance would
have been useless. And moreover what could be
worse than to be abandoned without resources in
this prison whose walls I could not climb!
As soon as I set foot on the deck, Turner also
embarked. His companion went forward to the
look-out; Turner climbed down into the engineroom, lighted by electric bulbs, from which not a
gleam escaped outside.
Robur himself was at the helm, the regulator
within reach of his hand, so that he could control
both our speed and our direction. As for me, I was
forced to descend into my cabin, and the hatchway
was fastened above me. During that night, as on
that of our departure from Niagara, I was not
allowed to watch the movements of the "Terror."
Nevertheless, if I could sce nothing of what was
passing on board, I could hear the noises of the
machinery. I had first the feeling that our craft.
its bow slightly raised, lost contact with the earth.
Some swerves and balancings in the air followed.
Then the turbines underneath spun with prodigious
rapidity, while the great wings beat with steady
regularity.
Thus the "Terror," probably forever, had left
the Great Eyrie, and launched into the air as a ship
is launched into the waters. Our captain soared
above the double chain of the Alleghanies, and without doubt he would remain in the upper zones of
the air until he had left ail the mountain région
behind.
But in what direction would he turn? Would he
pass in flight across the plains of North Carolina,
seeking the Atlantic Océan? Or would he head to
the west to reach the Pacific? Perhaps he would
seek, to the south, the waters of the Gulf of Mexico.
When day came how should I recognize which sea
we were upon, if the horizon of water and sky encircled us on every side?
Several hours passed ; and how long they seemed
to me! I made no effort to find forgetfulness in
sleep. Wild and incohérent thoughts assailcd me.
I felt myself swept over worlds of imagination, as
if swept through space by an aerial monster. At
the speed which the "Terror" possessed, whither
might I not be carried during this interminable
night? I recalled the unbelieveable voyage of the
"Albatross," of which the Weldon Institute had
published an account, as described by Mr. Prudent
and Mr. Evans. What "Robur, the Conqueror" had
done with his first airship, he could do even more
readily with this quadruple machine.
At length the first rays of daylîght brightened my
cabin. Would I be permitted to go out now, to take
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my place upon the deck, as I had doue upon Lake
Erie?
I pushed upon the hatchway: it opened. I came
half way out upon the deck.
Ail about was sky and sea. We floated in the air
above an océan, at a height which I judged to be
about a thousand or twelve hundred feet. I could
not see Robur, so he was probably in the engine
room. Turner was at the helm, his companion on
the look-out.
Now that I was upon the deck, I saw what I had
not been able to see during our former nocturnal
voyage, the action of those powerful wings which
beat upon either side at the same time that the screws
spun beneath the flanks of the machine.
By the position of the sun, as it slowly mounted
from the horizon, I realized that we were advancing
toward the south. Hence, if this direction had not
been changed during the night, this was the Gulf
of Mexico which lay beneath us.
A hot day was announced by the heavy livid
clouds which clung to the horizon. These warnings
of a coming storm did not escape the eye of Robur
when toward eight o'clock he came on deck and
took Tumer's place at the helm. Perhaps the cloudbank recalled to him the waterspout in which the
"Albatross" had so nearly been destroyed, or the
mighty cyclone from which he had escaped only,
as if by a miracle, above the Antarctic Sea.
It is true that the forces of Nature which had
been too strong for the "Albatross" might easily
be evaded by this lighter and more versatile machine. It could abandon the sky where the éléments
were in battle and descend to the surface of the sea ;
and if the waves beat against it there too heavily,
it could always find calm in the tranquil depths.
Doubtless, however, there were some signs by
which Robur, who must be experienced in judging,
decided that the storm would not burst until the
next day.
He continued his flight ; and in the afternoon,
when we settled down upon the surface of the sea,
there was not a sign of had weather. The "Terror"
is a sea bird, an albatross or frigate-bird, which can
rest at will upon the waves ! Only we have this
advantage, that fatigue has never any hold upon this
métal organism, driven by the inexhaustible electricity !
The whole vast océan around us was empty. Not
a sail nor a trail of smoke was visible even on the
limits of the horizon. Hence our passage through
the clouds had not been seen and signaled ahead.
The afternoon was not marked by any incident.
The "Terror" advanced at easy speed. What her
captain intended to do, I could not guess. If he
continued in this direction, we should reach some
one of the West Indies, or beyond that, at the end
of the Gulf, the shore of Venezuela or Colombia.
But when night came, perhaps we would again rise
in the air to clear the mountainous barrier of Guatemala and Nicaragua, and take flight toward Island
X. somewhere in the unknown régions of the Pacific.
Evening came. The sun sank in an horizon red
as blood. The sea glistened around the "Terror"
which seemed to raise a shower of sparks in its passage. There was a storm at hand. Evidently our
captain thought so. Instead of being allowed to
remain on deck, I was compelled to re-enter my
cabin, and the hatchway was closed above me.
In a few moments, from the noises that followed,

I knew that the machine was about to be submerged.
In fact, five minutes later, we were moving peacefuily forward through the ocean's depths.
Thoroughly worn out, less by fatigue than by
excitement and anxious thought, I fell into a profound sleep, natural this time and not provoked by
any soporific drug. When I awoke, after a length
of time which I could not reckon, the "Terror" had
not yet returned to the surface of the sea.
This maneuver was executed a little later. The
daylight pierced my porthole ; and at the same moment I felt the pitching and tossing to which we
were subjected by a heavy sea.
I was allowed to take my place once more outside
the hatchway ; my first thought was for the weather.
A storm was approaching from the northwest. Vivid
lightning darted amid the dense, black clouds. AIready we could hear the rumbling of thunder echoing continuously through space. I was surprised—
more than surprised, frightened!—by the rapidity
with which the storm rushed upward toward the
zénith. Scarcely would a ship have had time to
furl her sails to escape the shock of the blast, before
it was upon her! The advance was as swift as it
was terrible.
Suddenly the wind was unchained with unheard
of violence, as if it had suddenly burst from this
prison of cloud. In an instant a frightful sea uprose. The breaking waves, foaming along ail their
crests, swept with their full weight over the "Terror." If I had not been wedged solidly against the
rail, I should have been swept overboard!
There was but one thing to do—to change our
machine again into a submarine. It would find
security and calm at a few dozen feet beneath the
surface. To continue to brave the fury of this outrageous sea was impossible.
Robur himself was on deck, and T awaited the
order to return to my cabin—an order which was
not given. There was not even any préparation
for the plunge. With an eye more buming than
ever, impassive before this frightful storm, the captain looked it full in the face, as if to defy it, knowing that he had nothing to fear.
It was imperative that the "Terror" should plunge
below without losing a moment. Yet Robur seemed
to have no thought of doing so. No! he préservée!
his haughty attitude as of a man who in his immeasurable pride, believed himself above or beyond
humanity.
Seeing him thus, I asked myself, with almost
superstitions awe, if he were not indeed a demoniac
being, escaped from some supernatural world.
A cry leaped from his mouth, and was heard
amid the shrieks of the tempest and the howlings
of the thunder. "I, Robur! Robur!—The Master
of the World !"
He made a gesture which Turner and his companions understood. It was a command ; and without any hésitation, these unhappy men, insane as
their master, obeyed it.
The great wings shot out, and the airship rose
as it had risen above the falls of Niagara. But if
on that day it had escaped the might of the cataract,
this time it was amidst the might of the hurricane
that we attempted our insensate flight.
The air-ship soared upward into the heart of the
sky, amid a thousand lightning flashes, surrounded
and shaken by the bursts of thunder. It steered
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amid the blinding, darting lights, courting destruction at every instant.
Robur's position and attitude did not change.
With one hand on the helni, the other on the speed
regulator, while the great wings beat furiously, he
headed his machine tovvard the very center of the
storm, where the electric tlashes were leaping from
cloud to cloud.
I must throw myself upon this madman to prevent him from driving his machine into the very
middle of this aerial furnace ! 1 must compel him
to descend, to seek beneath the water, a safety which
was no longer possible either upon the surface of
the sea or in the sky ! Beneath, we could vvait until
this frightful outburst of the éléments was at an end !
Then, amid this wild excitement, my own passions, ail my instincts of duty, arose within me !
Yes, this was madness! Yet must I not arrest this
criminal whom my country had outlawed, who
threatened the entire world with his terrible invention? Forgetting where I was, one against three,
uplifted in mid-sky above a bowling océan, I leaped
toward the stem, and in a voice which rose above
the tempest, I cried as I hurled myself upon Robur:
"In the name of the law, I
"
Suddenly the "Terror" trembled as if from a
violent shock. Ail her frame quivered, as the human
frame quivers urider the electric fluid. Struck by
the lightning in the very middle of her powerful
batteries, the air-ship spread ont on ail sides and
went to pièces.
With her wings fallen, her screws broken, with
boit after boit of the lightning darting amid her
ruins, the "Terror" fell from the height of more
than a thousand feet into the océan beneath.
CHAPTER XVIII
The Old Housekeeper's Last Comment
WHEN I came to myself, after having been
unconscious for many hours, a group of
sailors whose care had restored me to life,
surrounded the door of a cabin in which I lay. By
my pillow sat an officer who questioned me ; and as
my senses slowly returned, I answered.
I told them everything. Yes. everything! And
assuredly my listeners must have thought that they
had upon their hands an unfortunate whose reason
had not returned with his consciousness.
I was on board the steamer Ottawa, in the Gulf
of Mexico, headed for the port of New Orléans.
This ship, while flying before the same terrifie
thunder-storm which destroyed the "Terror," had
encountered some wreckage, among whose fragments
was entangled my helpless body.
Thus I fourni myself back among humankind
once more, while "Robur the Conqueror" and his
two companions had ended their adventurous careers in the waters of the Gulf. The "Master of the
World" had disappeared forever, struck down by
those thunder-bolts which he had dared to brave
in the région of their fullest power. He carried
with him the secret of his extraordinary machine.
Five days later the Ottawa sighted the shores of
Louisiana ; and on the morning of the tenth of
August she reached lier port. After taking a warm
leave of my rescuers, I set ont at once by train for
Washington, which more than once I had desoaired
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of ever seeing again.
I went first of ail to the Bureau of Police, meaning to make my earliest appearance before Mr. Ward.
What was the surprise, the stupéfaction, and also
the joy of my chief, when the door of his cabinet
opened before me! Had he not every reason to
believe, from the report of my companions, that I
had perished in the waters of Lake Erie?
I informed him of ail my expériences since I had
disappeared, the pursuit of the destroyers on the
lake, the soaring of the "Terror" from amid Niagara
Falls, the hait within the crater of the Great Kyrie,
and the catastrophe, during the storm, above the
Gulf of Mexico.
He learned for the first time that the machine
created by the genius of this Robur, could traverse
the air as it did the earth and the sea.
In truth, did not the possession of so complété
and marvelous a machine justify the name of "Master of the World," which Robur had taken to himself? Certain it is that the comfort and even the
lives of the public must have been forever in danger
from him: and that ail methods of defence must
have been feeble and ineffective.
Mr. Ward could scarcely believe my story. "Well,
my dear Strock," said he at last, "you have corne
back; and that is the main thing. Next to this notorious Robur, you will be the man of the hour. I
hope that your head will not be turned with vanity,
like that of this crazy inventor!"
"No, Mr. Ward," T responded, "but you will
agree with me that never was inquisitive man put
to greater straits to satisfy his curiosity."
"I agree. Strock ; and the mysteries of the Great
Eyrie, the transformation of the "Terror," you have
discovered them ! But unfortunately, the still greater
secrets of this "Master of the World" have perished
with him."
The same evening the newspapers published an
account of my adventures, the truthfulness of which
could not be doubted. Then. as Mr. Ward had
prophesied, I was the man of the hour.
One of the papers said, "Thanks to Inspector
Strock, the American police still lead the world.
While others have accomplished their work, with
more or less success, by land and by sea. the American police hurl themselves in pursuit of criminals
through the depths of lakes and océans and even
through the sky."
Yet. in following, as I have told, in pursuit of
the "Terror," had I donc anything more than by
the close of the présent century will have becotne
the regular duty of my successors?
It is easy to imagine what a welcome my old
housekeeper gave me when I entered my house in
Long Street. When my apparition—does not the
word seem just—stood before lier, T feared for a
moment she would drop dead, poor woman ! Then,
after hearing my story, with eyes streaming with
tears, she thanked Providence for having saved me
from so many périls.
"No, sir." said she, "now—was I wrong?"
"Wrong? About what?"
"In saying that the Great Eyrie was the home of
the devil?"
"Nonsense ; this Robur was not the devil !"
"Ah, well !" replied the old woman. "he was
worthy of being so!"

THE END.
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RRELL, do you believe in Evil Spirits?"
"Yes, to ail three questions," was the sober
The question, asked in ail seriousness rejoinder.
by no less a personage than General Scott
"And before coming to this country," continued
Humiston, head of the Intelligence Bu- the General, "this same Evil Mind exercised his
reau at Washington, was addressed to devilish arts in Europe. He it was who instigated
his son-in-law, Professor Fiske Errell, himself per- the World War, the most terrible conflict of modem
haps the greatest criminologist the world Iras ever times, a struggle marked not only by wholesale
known.
slaughter and world-wide suffering, but which left
The two men were seated in Errell's study at his in its wake a trail of lawlessness, of physical violence
home in Arshamonroque, Long Island, whither the and moral turpitude, the end of which no man may
General had journeyed for his usual week-end visit foresee."
with Jerry, his daughter. It was late November.
"Ah, then you do not believe that the Kaiser was
Outside, the wind howled fitfully, rattling the case- responsible for that war?"
ments and shrieking through the treetops like the
"Only so far as he was the unconscious instruwailing of so many lost soûls, hastening to the scene ment of this Devil in human guise, this monstcr
of their crimes.
whose own minions speak his name shudderingly
It was just the night for that sort of question, and with bated breath. He is known among them
Errell reflected, as he hesitated for a moment before as 'Lakh-Dal,' or 'Destroyer of Soûls.' "
replying. When he did speak, it was with the air
"And his headquarters?" queried Errell for the
of one who had chosen his words carefully.
second time.
"No, and yes," he said. "If by Evil Spirits you
"That is something I cannot tell you exactly, almean supernatural, disembodied beings capable of though my men are bot on his trail. We do know,
wreaking bodily harm or even mental distress upon however, that he came from a spot in the remote
people, my answer is 'No.' I do believe, however, fastnesses of the Himalayas, near the sacred city of
that there are fiends in human guise, whose sole aim Lhasa, which, as you probably know, is not only the
seems to be the downfall of mankind in général, capital of Tibet, but also the résidence of Dalai
monsters who delight in the misery and misfortune Lama, suprême head of the Lamaist hierarchy.
of others and who devote their whole time and energy Four»great monasteries are located there, which are
to the accomplishment of this base desire."
much frequented by Chinese and Mongols, while
"And you think these 'fiends,' as you call them, are close at hand is the great temple of Buddha.
strictly human?" persisted the General.
"The actual hiding place of Lakh-Dal. however,
"Just what are you driving at?" demanded Errell, is believed to be on the eastern shore of Yamdokroused at last from his usual calm. "You have an tso, a mysterious lake of intense color, framed in a
object in asking these questions."
background of sombre majesty. Few whitc men
"Yes, I have," admitted the other slowly. "Cer- have penetrated this région and still fewer have lived
tain things are transpiring today, both in this coun- to tell the taie."
try and abroad, which can only be accounted for by
"Then you don't think he is there now ?" asked
the existence of a living, breathing Emlrodiment of Errell.
Evil—a* créature half-human, half-demon, whose
"No," came the answer. The General paused a
diabolic designs and ruthless will are carried out moment, then added slowly and impressively : "At
through a secret organization, with'ramifications in this very moment he is within fifty miles of New
every part of the civilized world."
York City."
"And the headquarters of this fiend?" queried the
"The devil you say!" exclaimed the professor.
Then, curiously: "What
professor.
*
makes you think so?"
"That is for you and me
"These, and these, and
to discover, if possible,"
replied the General, "for /N presenling our new author to you, we just want to these," and with the words,
one thing plain in connection with this story, and the bead of the IntelliI tell you frankly," and thatniake
is, if you are at ail nervous, don't read il before you
there was no mistaking the go to bed. If you do, we assure you you won't sleep for gence Bureau thrust a
gravity of his manner—"I the rest of the night. Here is a scientific story plus—one sheaf of newspaper cliptell you frankly, that un- of the few that contains good science and fhrtlling épi- pings into his hands.
The first of them were
less we track this evil sodes, adventure and tense situations. It is one of those
stories that will remain fresh in y our memory for years dated a month back and
créature to his hiding- to corne.
came from papers along
place and crush him as we
would a loathsome toad,
the Pacific Coast.
"Stanford Professor
our boasted Western civilization will collapse and we shall become a nation of Suffers Mental Collapse"; "San Francisco Editer
Stricken with Aphasia" ; "Noted Scientist Victim of
raving maniacs."
"I believe you really mean it," said Errell, im- Paresis"; "Senator Blank Has Nervous Breakdown" ; "Vice Rampant in Hollywood."
pressed in spite of himself by the other's manner.
Then came a batch from Denver dated a week
"Mean it? Of course I mean it!" exclaimed Gen.
Humiston, at the same time bringing his fist down later but similar in their import ; these, in turn, being
succeeded by still later despatches from Chicago—
on the table with a bang. "Good God, man, don'f
stories of daring hold-ups, gang-wars, revolting muryou read the papers ? Haven't you read of the crinr
waves that are sweeping this country, the hold-ups, ders and another Herrin massacre.
Following these came more recent clippings from
the gang wars, the murders and suicides? Don't
you realize that insanity is increasing among us at Cleveland papers, from those of Buffalo, Pittsburgh,
a frightful rate, that our asylums are already over- Philadelphia and finally New York. Ali told the
crowded and the whole land overrun with morons?" same sordid story of mental or moral degeneracy.
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of honorable carcers eut short, of brutal homicides,
maniacal attacks on women, of suicide and shame.
"A fairly well-blazed trail," remarked the professer, but there was no humor in his voice. "If your
theory holds good, Lakh-Dal is in New York right
now."
And it was at tliis psychological moment tliat the
téléphoné bell rang.
"For you, General," announced his son-in-law,
handing hiin the instrument.
"No. 264 speaking," came a voice over the wire.
"Two high-povvered cars, containing eight mon
dressed as Europeans, but unmistakably Chinese by
birth, passed over the Quecnsboro bridge shortly
after 7 o'clock this evening. Twenty minutes later
they were picked up l>y No. 47 on the Jéricho turn])ikc. headed east. At 8 o'clock No. 383 reported
them en route from Patchogue to Riverhead, on your
side of the island. They may be on their way to
Arshamomoque. so be on your guard."
"Very good," replied the Chief. He hung up the
phone and repeated what he had heard to Errell.
"Forewarned is forearmed," was that gentleman's
comment.
CHAPTER II
ERRELL looked at his watch.
"Eight-thirty," he said. "If your friends
are coming here. it's about time they showed
up."
He turned to the General as he spoke, to fmd that
individual sitting boit upright in an attitude of
frozen horror. his eyeballs starting from their sockets and one shaking hand pointing to the wall opposite the curtained window.
Errell's quick eye followed the outstretched arm
and that which he beheld might well have afïrighted
a stouter heart than his.
Straight up the grey side-wall there slithered and
squirmed a horde of slimy, wriggling, mottlcd lizards
each one fully six inches in length. They appeared
to follow each other in an endless stream from the
floor ; but a quick downward glance betrayed no sign
of them on the floor itself.
And tben. as the two watchers sat glued to their
chairs, scarcely breathing and hardly able to crédit
their eyes, the noxious reptiles, as if obeying the
command of some unseen master, proceeded to arrange themselves in the form of living letters. Thus,
from the crawling. creeping Things, there presently
was evolved this message:
"Thosf. Who Dare to Oppose Lakh-Dal, Die!"
Errell was the first to recover his mental poise.
With a single bound he reached the window and
threw up the shade.
As he did so. the glass above his head was shattered by a bullet from the darkness beyond, the
missile passing so close that a lock of his hair was
severed.
"Duck !" shouted the General, suiting the action to
the word.
The younger man needed no second urging. The
next second he had switched ofF the lights, plunging
the room into the blackness of night.
And in that sombre gloom still another surprise
awaited them ; for plainly outlined on the same side
wall, but this time in letters that glowed with a

weird, unearthly
warning :

phosphorescence, appeared

the

"A Word to tue Wise is Sufficient"
Under cover of this same darkness the two men
slipped downstairs, Errell extinguishing the lights
as they dcscendcd. Jerry, wholly unaware of their
danger, was in another part of the house, putting
the children to bcd.
"Arc you armed?" this from the General, in a
sibilant whisper.
"Colt antomatic," was the terse reply. "And you?"
"Same here ; two of "em. Let's go !"
Errell unlocked the rear door and they stepped ont.
"Shoot first and investigate afterwards," ordered
the Chief, but his advice was unnecessary. As
they rounded the corner of the house they heard the
roar of two big cars, tearing up the road in their
flight toward New York.
"The téléphoné!" exclaimed Humiston. "Quick,
get the sherilï at Riverhead and head them off!"
Back into the house they rushed and Errell grabbed
the instrument, only to set it down the next moment
with a look of disgust.
"They've eut the wire, damn them !" he cried.
"Never mind," was the consoling reply, "they've
shown their hand. The next move is up to us."
They made their way back to the study and Errell
snapped on the lights again. As he expected, there
was no trace of their late visitors, nothing to indicate that anything ont of the ordinary had transpired, save the shattered window and a spent bullet
in the cetling. General Humiston pried this ont with
his knife as he stood on the table.
"Luger automatic," he pronounced it, as he held
the flattened object up, "such as is used in the German army; but that signifies nothing."
Errell fastened a piece of cardboard over the
broken pane and the two resumed their seats before
the fire.
"How do you explain the presence of those beastly
reptiles?" In his excitement, the General disrcgarded biological distinctions.
"I don't," was the laconic answer.
"But dammit, man," protested the old soldier,
"they were alive and crawling ail over that wall.
We both saw them !"
"Yes, and men bave seen pink éléphants and green
monkeys," retorted the professer, "but that doesn't
prove that such animais exist."
"Oh, tben you think we were hypnotized?" hopefully.
"I didn't say that, either," said Errell. "I am
more inclined to consider it a conjuror's trick, such
as fakirs perform for the édification of credulous
tourists in India."
"There's no trick about this bullet," and the General picked up the object in question.
"No." admitted the professor, "that's real enough.
However," he added, more briskly, "I hardly think
they will return tonight. To make assurance doubly
sure, though, l'H untie Kaiser Bill, my police dog.
And now let's go down to Jerry, who of course
must be told nothing of ail this."
The next day was Sunday. The New York papers
do not reach Arshamomoque, which is 90 miles east
of the metropolis, until noon. It was half after the
hour when Jerry's father, who had motored to
Greenport, rushed into the house, greatly excited.
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In his arms he clutched half a dozen papers, ail
topped with screaming headlines:
"Evangelist Goes Insane While Preaching "Bubonic Plague Victim in New York;" "Prominent
Banker Attacked by Mysterious Illness;" "War
Looms With Mexico;" "U. S. Marines in Nicaragua;" "New Killer Brands Victims With Weird
Emblem."
"Do you believe me NOW?" said the Bureau
cliie f, as he thrust the papers into Errell's hands.
As he read, the rôle of professer slipped from the
young man's shoulders and he became again the
great criminologist—calm, resourceful, relentless, a
man whose very name was fraught with terror to
evildoers.
"Jerry," he said, turning to his wife, "your father
and I are leaving for New York right after dinner.
I may be gone several days and during my absence
I want you to keep the dog with you day and night.
On no account be out after dark."
"Why, Fiske dear," came the troubled reply,
"what do you mean? Surely there is nothing to
fear in this peaceful village."
"Nothing worse than an assassin's bullet, I hope,"
was the grim response, and he told her of the attempt on his life the night before ; omitting, however,
ail mention of the grisly apparition on the wall.
"Your father will send some of his men out this
afternoon to look after you," he added reassuringly.
"One of them, Jim Funston, you know already."
"But you?" she questioned in sudden terror. "You
will be in danger too?"
"I am always in danger, dear," he replied calmly.
"The underworld does not forget and you know
they have good reason to fear me."
"But this is something différent !" she cried, with
woman's swift intuition. "1 can see it in your face.
Oh promise me, both of you, that you will be careful. You are ail I have."
CHAPTER III
LATE that same afternoon, General Humiston
sat in his New York office on the top floor
J ol a huge skyscraper. With him, besides
Errell, were three of his trusted lieutenants, to whom
he related briefly the events of the previous night.
"May I offer a suggestion?" ventured No. 264.
"It is that we get in touch with No. 17 as soon as
possible. He spent eîght years in China and on
one occasion, disguised as a Chinaman, he actually
cntered the sacred temple at Peking. He speaks
the language fluently and over in Mott Street they
believe him to be one of themselves."
"Locate him," ordered the General curtly, "and
make an appointment for 9 o'clock to-morrow morning if possible." With that the conférence broke up.
Errell decided to spend the night there, but instead
of sharing the other's bed, he elected to sleep on the
couch in the room adjoining. It was shortly after
seven the next morning when he knocked on the
door of the General's chamber.
There was no response. Again he knocked and
listening intently, he thought he heard a muffled
groan. A turn of the knob showed the door was
locked on the inside. Without hesitating a second,
Errell place the muzzle of his automatic against the
lock and fired. With the shattering of the lock,
he pushed open the door and rushed over to the bed.
General Humiston lay stretched out, flat on his
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back. His eyes were fixed in a glassy stare and his
face was the color of death. He was still breathing,
but there was a look on his face as of one suddenly
bereft of his reason. The few words he mumbled
were unintelligible.
Errell's first thought was that he had suffered a
stroke. The next moment, Lakh-Dal's warning rccurred to him, and into his tnind an idea flashed
that sent him on a run to the nearest drugstore.
Here he secured a powerful médical battery with
vibrating coil, and returning to the General's bedside, he affixed one electrode to the stricken man's
forehead and the other against the base of the brain,
after which he turned on the current.
And then he did a curious thing. Bending over
the prostrate man, with his hands he made strange
passes through the air, at the same time muttering
certain mystic words that sounded like Chinese.
Whether it was the life-quickening vibrations of
the battery, or the mysterious incantation, it is hard
to say, but the patient's pallor gave way to a normal,
healthy glow, the glassy stare was superseded by the
light of intelligence, and the General sat up briskly
in bed.
"What's ail this?" he cried, as he took in the
battery and wires.
"First aid stuff," replied Errell grimly. "Our
friend Lakh-Dal has been busy again. When I
broke into your room twenty minutes ago, you were
in a condition bordering on imbecility. Another ten
minutes and I would have been too late."
"Too late?" repeated his father-in-law dazedly,
"Do you mean I would have been dead?"
"Worse than that," came the answer, in tones
that carried conviction. "You would have been a
raving maniac !"
Seasoned vétéran that he was, General Humiston
paled as he took in the other's words.
"But how could he get at me, way up here?" he
cried. "And what is to prevent this Devil in human
guise from completing his work the next time ?"
"As to the first, I will tell you more later. This
is neither the time nor the place for a detailed discussion. As to the latter part of your question,
which is perfectly natural under the circumstances,
I would suggest that you place a screen of sheet
lead a quarter of an inch thick and four feet high
around your bed at night, with another sheet of the
same métal underneath the springs."
"I get you," said the General. "This Chinese
devil has somehow discovered the long-sought Death
ray."
Errell nodded. "Not only the Death ray," he replied, and his voice took on a sudden gravity, "but,
if what I fear is true, he has discovered other rays
even more terrible in their power for evil.
"But of that, more anon. Right at this very moment he may be exercising his devilish arts on some
poor wretch, while we stand by powerless to interféré, since we know neither his identity nor his
présent whereabouts."
"My God, this is awful !" exclaimed Gen. Humiston. for none knew better than he, that upon his
shoulders rested the responsibility of rounding up
this hellish crew and crushing its evil master, as
one would a poisonous snake.
"The first thing to do is to get in touch with
No. 17," said Errell, taking command by tacit consent. "Get 264 on the phone." It was the fearless
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enemy of the underworld speaking now, the man
whose relentless energy and mysterious powers had
made his name a byword among criminals of ail
classes.
No. 264 was located and reported that the man
they wanted was in a room over Ching Foo's laundry in Mott Street. The place could he reached
through a vacant house on the next street and Ching
Foo himself would admit whoever was sent, through
the basement door under the front steps. He also
gave a pass-word.
"Just time for coffee and rolls first," said Errell
and ton minutes later they were in a white-tiled restaurant, with a morning paper spread before them.
"Look !" and the General pointed to a headline.
"Strange Unrest in Chinatown. Tong Outbreak
Feared." The story itself, written by someone who
knew his facts, told of the arrivai of a new leader
frorn the Far East, a leader, whose power over his
followers was that of life and death, and whose
mission was fraught with sinister importance.
"Somebody has blabbed," commented Errell
briefly. "I hate to think what his fate will he."
"And now," he continued, with a sudden change
of manner, "Fm going to find No. 17. If I am not
back by 11 o'clock, corne after me and corne prepared for trouble. l'U be dressed as a Chink."
"But you don't speak that language, do you?"
asked the General, in surprise.
"I served for a whole year as a priest of the Inner
Temple," wàs the astounding reply. "Outside of the
Suprême Head of the Order, not a soul in the temple
city knew me for other than that which I seemed."
"But I don't understand," said General Humiston
and the head of the Intelligence Bureau looked with
renewed interest at this strange son-in-law of his.
"It was during an uprising in Peking," was the
reply, in short, jerky sentences. "I happened to
rescue the emerald eye of the great image of Buddha
from a band of half-drunken troopers. I was
wounded in the scrap and it was the high priest
himself who nursed me back to health. Out of
gratitude for the restoration of the jewel and in
order to insure my safety, he initiated me into many
of the sacred rites of the Order."
General Humiston stared at him open-mouthed.
"Well, ni be damned," he said, "and I thought ail
this time that you got your dope from books, that you
were one of these self-taught détectives ! No wonder
the yeggs say you bear a charmed life !"
CHAPTER IV.
AT precisely 9 o'clock a typical Chinese dopescller might have been slinking along the side. walk in front of the vacant house at the rear
of Ching Foo's laundry. Every now and then he
glanced furtively behind him, as if at any moment he
feared the heavy hand of the law might descend upon
his cringing shoulder.
One last "look-see" and he vanished from sight as
if the earth had swallowed him. Then came a peculiar knock at the basement door.
"17-264," said the stranger, in purest Chinese.
Ching Foo unlocked the door. If he felt any surprise at the sound of his own tongue, his impassive,
mask-like countenance gave no sign of it. Silently
he led the way through the basement, across the
narrow courtyard at the rear and up a dark stairway
to the room over his laundry.

A soft knock, thrice repeated, and a voice from
within uttered the Chinese équivalent for "Enter."
Errell dismissed his guide and stepped into the
room. He found himself facing a man perhaps forty
years old, dressed like himself in flowing eastern
garb and seated at a small table so that he faced the
door. One hand rested carelessly in the open
drawer, but Errell knew it clutched a loaded revolver.
For a moment neither spoke. Then, low but distinct and seemingly coming from within the room
itself, came the sweet, muffled sound of temple bells ;
a cloud of perfumed incense spread over them, and
upon Errell's silken coat a faint blue circle appeared.
Within this circle, in deepest red, shone the symbol
of China's highest priesthood.
And then from his lips, in the singsong tones peculiar to that cuit, came the words : "Buddha's blessing be upon thee."
No. 17 stared. Where had he last heard those
words ? Ah, yes, he remembered now. It was in the
sacred temple of the Inner City at Peking. He
closed his eyes. Again he saw the prostrate forms
of the worshippers, packed closely together and giving off that indescribable odor characteristic of
China; again he heard the weird chanting of the
priests and the soleran booming of the great bell of
the temple; again the pungent incense assailed his
nostrils. Even the face of the head priest bore a
strange resemblance to this man who stood before
him. With an effort he roused himself and spoke:
"Who are you and what is your mission?" he
asked, and there was that in his voice which showed
he was not to be trifled with.
"Fiske Errell," came the reply in English, and
with the words the Eastern air dropped from him
and except for his clothes and the yellow tint so
skilfully applied to his skin, there was no trace of
Chinese about him. "General Humiston sent me to
you. What do you know of Lakh-Dal ?"
No. 17 stepped silently to the little window and
looked out ; then went with cat-like tread to the door,
which he opened quickly and noiselessly to peer up
and down the passageway, before closing it and locking it again.
"For God's sake be careful how you mention that
name here," he warned. "His spies are everywhere
and he seems gifted with supernatural power. This
very night he is to visit his wrath upon Fu Yung, the
poor devil who spilled that story to the papers last
night."
"Do you know where this uhholy punishment is to
take place? And is there any way we can manage
to be présent ?" asked Errell.
"What do you call yourself in Chinese?" asked the
other, a spéculative look in his eye.
"Hop Sing," came the reply in that tongue. "I
peddle opium from my room iri Pell Street."
"And I am Hip Leong," said No. 17. "1 am a
waiter in Sam Lee's chop suey place across the street.
There is a secret passage from the kitchen to a
sériés of rooms in the house next door. In one of
these rooms Lakh-Dal has established his temporary
headquarters and from this room he issues his commands. The large room on the next floor is fitted
up like a council chamber and it is here that the
clan to-night will see how Lakh-Dal deals with those
who disobey him. There will be at least seventy
présent and hardly any one of two there will know
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the other. I can give you the password that will ad- crowd of sightseers among them; for one thing, a
mit you, but after that you must look out for your- busload of country chaps under the tutelage of a
self. You are taking a frightful risk."
"rubberneck" conductor, whose fréquent trips to that
"What time shall I come to Sam Lee's?" Errell's quarter had made his face familiar to the residents of
tones were as cool as if they were discussing the Mott Street.
weather.
Nevertheless a keen observer might have noticed,
"They have excellent chow mein there. You might as the hour of 9 o'clock drew near, that here and
try a dish of it at, say, 8 o'clock."
! there a silent figure would rise from one of the tables
"Fil be there," was the prompt reply. "And now and unobtrusively make his way to the lavatory
the password and any further détails you think nec- which adjoined the kitchen. That none of them reessary."
turned was a fact which apparently escaped the
"The word for tonight is "DEATH." Every notice of the other diners.
member, before entering the council chamber, dons a ,j On the surface everything seemed normal, but beblack robe and cowl, with a black handkerchief cov- neath the stolid exteriors of the Chinese frequentering the lower half of the face. The robes and ers of the place and the expression of bland innocence
cowls hang in the anteroom. The handkerchief you on their yellow faces, there ran an undercurrent of
bring with you."
mounting excitement, a sense of mystery and ner"Thanks. Now Fil lay my plans. If anything vous appréhension bordering on actual fear.
goes wrong tonight, Lakh-Dal will think Hell has
Presently, at a signal from Hip Leong, the indibroken loose ; but I am not yet ready to strike the vidual known as Hop Sing left his chair and, like
final blow."
i the others who had preceded him, glided silently to
Errell had risen as he spoke. No. 17 pressed a the lavatory, thence to the kitchen and through a rear
button beneath the table. Ching Foo appeared in door, which gave on to a gloomy passageway. With
answer to the summons and without a word escorted the closing of this door behind him, Errell found
the visiter to the basement door, through which he himself in utter darkness.
had entered.
Which way should he go? A step to the right
Back to his old hang-out went the fearless crimi- might plunge him through an open shaft to the celnologist. When he emerged, twenty minutes later, lar, while a deadly knife-thrust or the strangler's
it was as a tough-looking specimen, evidently a sea- cord might await a false step in the other direction.
man still groggy from a night with the pipe. The
He flattened himself against the wall beside the
man boarded a crosstown car and entered a resort door and stood motionless, every sense alert and ears
on West Street frequented by longshoremen and sea- strained for the slightest sound.
faring men. He nodded to the proprietor as an old
And then the door through which he had entered
acquaintance and passed through a rear room in opened again to admit a second silent figure. The
which sat half a dozen Lascars drinking and shaking neweomer hesitated not a second, but even before the
dice. One of these swarthy fellows arose and door had swung to, advanced straight ahead to what
lurched after him, closing the door behind him as he appeared to be a blank wall.
entered the smaller room further back.
Against this wall he knocked softly—three times,
"Did you find No. 17?" he asked, after making then once, then twice—when to Errell's amazement,
sure no one could overhear them.
the whole wall, for a distance of ten feet or more,
"Yes," answered Errell. "Tell General H. to fill raised itself from the floor to a height of four feet
up a sightseeing bus with a score of his best men and while the man passed under it, after which it dropped
come to Sam Lee's chop suey house in Mott Street back again, ail without the slightest sound.
at 8 o'clock tonight as up-state hicks on a trip to
A moment later and Errell gave the same signal.
Chinatown.
Again the wall slid up and as he* ducked beneath the
"No. 17 is known there as Hip Leong, one of the barrier he noticed that the whole section was built
waiters. We are going to be présent at a council of sheet steel and worked on roller bearings.
Looking about him in his new surroundings, he
meeting in the house next door presided over by
Lakh-Dal himself. There will be at least 60 others found himself in a smali ante-room, around the sides
there and the time is set for 9 o'clock. If anything of which were rows of hooks, from which depended
goes wrong, I will fire three shots in quick suc- the black robes of which No 17 had spoken. Quickly
cession."
he donned one of these anù fastened his black hand"You sure have got your nerve with you," said kerchief over his face belcw the eyes. Then, with a
No. 264 admiringly. "Fd hate to trust my head in reassuring pat on the automatic in its shoulder holthat den of wolves."
ster, he advanced boldlv to the door with the peepErrell laughed—the laugh of a man absolutely de- hole and whispered the dread password.
void of fear.
At once the heavy door of reinforced steel swung
"Well, I must be going," he said. "l've got a lot open and he passed through into a room approxito do between now and 8 o'clock tonight."
mately 60 feet long by 30 feet wide. Along the sides
Together they left the speak-easy, only to sepa- and at one end were double rows of chairs. At the
rate at the next corner. No. 264 made his way by a further end was a raised platform and on this platcircuitous route back to Headquarters, while the form a massive chair to serve as a throne.
other returned to his room on the East Side.
A tall cabinet equipped with a luminous dial and
several projecting knobs stood at one end of the platCHAPTER V
form. At least that was Errell's first impression, but
THERE was an air of suppressed excitement as his eyes grew more accustomed to the semi-darkin Sam Lee's brilliantly lighted restaurant that ness of the council-room he perceived, that what he
night. Beneath a multitude of Chinese lan- had first thought was a dial, was in reality a circular
terns the tables were filled to capacity. There was a opening in the face of the cabinet, through which
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streamed a weird, ghostly light from some unseen
course.
But that which gripped the imagination and added
grim realism to the scene, was a second chair on the
platform, directly facing the cabinet—a chair which
was in every respect a replica of its grisly prototype
in the death chamber at Sing Sing, save for the
absence of Connecting wires.
A bell tinkled in the distance; there was an expectant hush and then the black curtains behind the
throne parted and Lakh-Dal stood before them.
After him came two black-robed figures holding in
their grasp the struggling, writhing body of a Chinaman, from whose twisted lips poured forth a stream
of frantic appeals which ended in a piercing shriek,
ere a rough hand was clapped over his mouth.
Still resisting desperately, the wretched man was
thrust with brutal force into the fatal chair ; his arms
and legs were quickly strapped to the frame and an
iron clamp such as photographers used in olden times
affixed to his head in such a way as to hold that
member rigid.
Amid a breathless silence, Lakh-Dal advanced to
the edge of the platform. He was dressed in a long
flowing robe of black silk, across the front of which
was emblazoned a yellow dragon. Beneath this
emblem were several mystic characters whose meaning Errell, from his seat, could not decipher. It was
the man's face which held his attention, for if ever
the Devil looked through the eyes of a living man,
that man was Lahk-Dal.
He spoke, and every man présent leaned forward
to catch his words.
"I have called you here to show you how LakhDal deals with traitors. First, I will destroy his
soul, and after that his living body !"
At a signal, one of his underlings shoved the cabinet up to an open window, through which shone the
rays of a full moon. The back of the cabinet was
then thrown open, so that the moonbeams poured directly into it. At the same instant ail the lights in the
council chamber were switched off, plunging the room
into the blackness of night.
And then, full on the face of the man in the chair
there flashed a dazzling light from the cabinet—a
light of concentrated brightness whose flat white was
tinged with an unnatural shade of blue.
"Lunar rays?" questioned Errell. "No, Lunacy
rays! This Chinese devil lias isolated the rays which
cause dogs to bay at the moon—the rays which turn
those of weak minds into imbéciles and cause those
already insane to become raving maniacs !"
The screams of the doomed man changed to a howl
of pure anguish as he heard his fate pronounced. He
frothed at the mouth and his muscles threatened to
burst the restraining straps. Then, realizing that
further résistance was useless, he gave a shuddering
moan and closed his eyes, only to open them again
with a yell of terror as the light from the cabinet fell
full on his face.
And then ensued a scene which those who witness it were never to forget.
Under the malign influence of those mysterious
rays, the man's face changed horribly. The light of
intelligence faded from his eyes and his lower jaw
sagged weakly. In five minutes those watching beheld a hopeless lunatic, whose vacuous grimaces and
grotesque mouthings were fearful to behold.

Again the lights were turned on and again LakhDal held up his hand to command attention.
"You have seen. Look again !"
At a word from their master, his two helpers advanced with drawn knives toward the figure in the
chair and slashed away the clothing so as to expose
the naked body of the mumbling Thing which had
been a man.
The cabinet was wheeled away from the window
and the shades tightly drawn. When it was placed
in position, ten feet from the chair, the room was
again plunged into utter darkness. Once more those
who looked on gripped the arms of their chairs and
eyes that glittered strangely peered fearfully from
above the black masks.
Again the light streamed forth from the cabinet,
changing rapidly from yellow to green, through the
varions shades of blue to a pale violet and then disappeared in ultra-violet.
Probably, of ail those présent, Errell was the only
one who recognized the effects of these as the effects
of the actinie rays, by means of which Nature produces chemical changes. But even he was unprepared for that which followed. It was gruesome
and horrible beyond ail belief ; for again the rays
from the cabinet changed, this time giving a weird
glow, which Errell mentally classified as due to superultra-violet rays—those still further beyond the
ultra-violet in the solar spectrum. What the function of these rays was, he was soon to know.
Under the faint light (if it could be called light)
which now issued from the infernal contrivance, the
wretched man's body appeared to shrivel and the
skin to fall away. At the same time the atmosphère
in the council chamber became permeated with the
putrid odor of decaying flesh, the foui stench of a
moldering corpse.
And then, to the horror of those who watched and,
causing them to draw in their breath with a hissing
sound clearly audible in that awful hush, a grinning
skeleton stared at them through sightless sockets.
Even this faded away and complété blackness
reigned.
When the lights in the hall flashed up again, the
platform was empty. Lakh-Dal had vanished behind the thick curtains. The meeting was at an end.
Those who had corne in answer to their Master's
summons, hastened away, shaken to their very soûls
by this démonstration of his power.
CHAPTER VI.
A M ONG late arrivais at Sam Lee's restaurant
the next evening was a roughly dressed sea. man, somewhat the worse for liquor, who,
with more or less difficulty, madè his way to a table
in one of the side booths and slumped heavily into a
chair without bothering to remove his cap.
Curiously enough, this table was one of those
served by Hip Leong, the waiter, who came presently
to take his order.
"Gimme a bowl of chop suey and some coffee,"
growled the stranger, in tones that could be heard
throughout the room. Then, in a low voice : "That
was some show he pulled off last night, Seventeen !"
Neither by look nor manner did No. 17 betray
himself, although it is doubtful if in his whole life
he had been more surprised. He filled Errell's glass
with water, then shuffled out to the kitchen, from
which he presently returned with the steaming dish
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uf chop suoy. This he placée! before his strange "guests" to light up his own pipe and he sat with
customer.
his back against the door, his eyes closed in poppy
The lutter slapped clown a heavy silver dollar on slumber.
the table.
Errell's next act was to remove his own shoes and
"Keep the change," he growled again, and began to coolly appropriate a pair of Chinese slippers with
to eat.
felt soles from the next booth. Holding his pipe in
Ilip Leong picked np the coin, but not before bis one hand, as an excuse for seeking a new supply of
cjuick eye had glinipsed the foldcd paper beneath it, the weeel in case the attendant should awaken, he
which he deftly paimed. In the seclusion of the approachcel the secret pane! and tapped softly. He
washrooni, he unfolded this paper and read as waited a second and then uttered the password, alfollows:
though he had detected no response.
"Where is Lakh-Dal tonight?"
To his surprise and gratification, the panel slid
He turned the paper over and wrote rapidly for a open at once, thereby admitting him to a narrow hallminute. When, a few minutes later. he removed the way lighted by a single lamp. There was not a soul
plates from the table, he slipped the paper under Er- in sight, yet as he stepped across the threshold the
rell's hand. On it he had written:
panel closed silently behind him in sinister fashion.
"Opium joint over Lee Yung's tea store across Unconsciously he tightened his hold on the automatic
street. Sliding panel between second and third in his right hand.
booths. Don't know password."
A narrow streak of light showed beneath a door
"Good stuff !" growled the stranger again as he at the far end of the hall, but the room this side of it
rose unsteadily to his feet; but whether he referred
seemed dark. He trieel the knob. It yielded to his
to the food or to the information conveyed to him touch and the door swung open.
by the waiter, there was none to say.
And then, from out of the blackness which surShortly before midnight, the same halLdrunken
rouneled him—a blackness which seemed vibrant with
sailor stumbled into Lee Yung's store and pulling menace—something soft and clinging dropped over
his head and shoulders, the sickish-sweet oelor of
ont a roll of bills, closed his eyes meaningly, and
muttered "Smoke."
chloroform assailed his nostrils and he felt himself
Such visitors were by no means uncommon at that
slipping—down, down, down into a bottomless pit.
When he awoke, it was to find himself bounel hand
hour of the night and after one quick glance, the old
Chinaman rose from his seat back of the counter and and foot, in a chair which he realized to his horror
beckoned him to follow. Through a rear room they was the identical one occupied on the previous night
went, and up a narrow stairway, at the top of which by the unfortunate victim of Lakh-Dal's wrath.
At the same moment, a mocking laugh sounded
was a locked door.
The opening of this door, in response to Lee behind him.
"And so the great Professor Errell condescends
Yung's signal, revealed a typical opium layout—the
berths being arrangée! in tiers along both sides of the to honor me with his presence!" With the words,
Lakh-Dal stepped into view.
room. The partly drawn curtains showed most of
His voice was that of a cultured scholar, a gentlethem to be occupied by sleepy-eyed users of the
drug, both men and women and of various na- man of high rank, but the eyes which blazed from
that mask-Iike face were those of a friend incarnate!
tionalities.
By good fortune (or was it "good"?) the newThere was something so malevolent, so merciless,
comer found himself assigned to booth No. 3, right so devilish, in their gaze that involuntarily Errell
next to the secret panel. Presently a little stand was shuddered ; but when he made answer, it was in
placée! beside him, on which were a pipe and enough words of cold contempt that stung like a lash.
"False disciple of Light—renegade priest who forof the drug for several "pills." The curtain was then
sook the teachings of Buddha to sell thy soul to the
partly drawn and he was left to his own devices.
Devil in thy quest of the occult—thy time is short.
The first thing Errell elid, on finding himself alone
in bis booth, was to light the tiny bowl and blow a Even now the temple bells are tolling and the arms
cloud of smoke through the stem of the pipe to give of Charon reach out for thee."
It was the voice of a high priest speaking, a priest
the impression of smoking. He then drew a dictaphone from his coarse blouse, pressed the transmitter of the Inner Temple in which Lakh-Dal had once
firmly against the wall at the head of his berth, and served, and at the words Lakh-Dal cringed like a
lield the receiver to his ear.
I, whipped cur. Then the Evil within him regained
Harelly had he clone so when there came the sound the ascendancy and his lips curled in a sneer.
of padeled footsteps, a soft tapping on the secret I "How about yourself?" he jeered. "Your own
panel and the Chinese équivalent of "Ich dien," or, 'condition would seem to leave something to be dein English, "1 serve." This was followed by the sired."
Suddenly his manner changed. He came close to
faint noise of a sliding panel, the sound of retreatErrell's chair and when he spoke again it was in
ing footsteps, then silence.
words surcharged with venom and hate.
Replacing the dictaphone in his blouse, Errell
"Thon fool ?" he hissed. "Knowest thou why I
raisecl himself cautiously on one arm and looked
out.
I have permitted thee to creep into my house like a
The room was hazy with smoke, the pungent common thief, when I might have struck thee dead?
fumes of the drug making it difficult for him to re- It is because I would use thy knowledge of chemistry
frain from sneezing. As far as he could déterminé, in my work."
"Not a chance !" The retort came like the snap of
ail the other patrons of the place were either asleep
or in a condition bordering on insensibility. Even a whip.
"Sayest thou so?" mocked the other. "We shall
the pock-marked attendant had taken advantage of
the lateness of the hour and the condition of his
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He clapped his hands and at the sound two huge
Chinamen stepped from behind the screen where they
had been concealed.
"Bring him into the laboratory," commanded
Lakh-Dal, leading the way.
The first thing that Errell noticed, when they were
in the other room, was the morning sun streaming
in through the east window.
"Then I must have been unconscious for seven or
eight hours," he reasoned. "That means that No. 17
must have communicated with the General ere this
and help is on the way."
With this comforting thought to cheer him, he
looked about him with renewed interest. The room
was, as Lakh-Dal had said, a laboratory. There were
rows and rows of test tubes, retorts, crucibles, bottles
containing variously colored chemicals, a set of dissecting instruments, hypodermic syringes and other
devices for chemical and médical research.
On one end of a long table stood a wire cage three
feet long by two in width, with a sliding door over
the top. Inside this cage were two huge sewer rats,
backed into a corner and teeth bared for a desperate
fight for life.
At Lakh-Dal's command, his helpers lifted this
cage to the floor and wheeled it into position three
feet from the mysterious cabinet, which had previously been shoved up to the now open window, so
that the sun's rays streamed through the aperture in
front directly into the cage in which the rats were
huddled.
LAKH-DAL stepped to the cabinet and began
i twirling the knobs. As he did so, the solar
rays changed from bright yellow to orange, then to
red and then to a still deeper red.
"Infra-red rays," said Errell aloud, his scientific
interest aroused.
"Precisely," was the answer. "But there are other
rays with which perhaps you are less familiar, such
as these—" and he gave the knob a further twist.
The color changed from dark red to black, tinged
with red, and in the twinkling of an eye the two rats
had disappeared, leaving but a little heap of ashes.
Lakh-Dal re-set the cabinet knobs and closed the
window. He then proceeded to separate a quantity
of fuller's earth into a numher of little piles, perhaps
two-score in number. Unfastenîng the wire cage
from its base, he lifted it and carefully scooped up
the little pile of ashes.
While Errell looked on in puzzled wonderment, he
proceeded to deposit a tiny portion of these ashes
upon each little heap of fuller's earth, then reached
up and took down a glass-stoppered bottle labeled
"Cocytin."
Only then did Errell begin dimly to suspect what
the other was up to.
Lakh-Dal removed the stopper and shook out a
minute quantity on to the little mounds before him,
stirring them gently at the same time.
Nothing happened.
Errell gave vent to a derisîve laugh. His merriment was short-lived, however.
Without deigning to notice the interruption, LakhDal produced a second and much smaller cabinet,
which he held in his hands as one would a bullseye
Kodak. He then pulled down the shades over the
window, leaving the room in semi-darkness.

"Going to photograph 'em?" asked Errell sarcastically.
Still without replying, the man from China made
some further adjustments on the camera-like box and
pointed it directly toward the first of the little
mounds of earth.
And then a strange and fearsome thing happened,
a thing which turned Errell's scoffing to wonder and
his spine to ice; for even as he leaned forward in
fascinated horror, the handful of dirt began to quiver
and squirm, to flop about from side to side, and
finally to assume the flabby outlines of a new-born
rat ! And then, as the mysterious rays continued to
play upon it, the loathsome thing gathered strength
and, lifting itself up on its legs, started to run about.
The yellow devil who had created it seized the
créature by the back of the neck and dropped it into
the wire cage. Again and again he repeated the same
process until the cage was filled with some forty of
these "synthetic" rats, climbing up on the wires and
biting and snapping at each other.
Then, and only then, did Lakh-Dal see fit to speak,
which he did in faultless English.
"What you have seen," he said, "shows you that I
have mastered the problem of creating life from inanimate matter. I could just as easily have reduced
you to ashes and raised up a thousand men in your
stead.
"It has been said that life is but a form of vibration. This little box, which in your ignorance you
assumed to be a caméra, is a machine for utilizing the
Millikan, or Cosmic rays. These rays vibrate faster
than any other rays known to science and consequently have the shortest wavelength, there being,
in fact, 635,000,000,000,000 of them to the inch !
"Buddha has said that man is made of dust. I go
a step further and say 'of dust and cocytin,' which
you saw me put together just now. With ail the
necessary ingrédients présent, it remained only to
release the trigger of potentiality, which I did by
means of the Cosmic ray."
"But why select rats?" queried Errell, scientific
interest for the moment overshadowing personal
fears.
"Ah," replied Lakh-Dal in silken accents, "that is
where you corne in."
He lifted a cloth and revealed a small cage containing but a single rat, but a rat so swollen and
diseased as to make it even more hideously répulsive
than its mates.
"Bubonic plague!" announced Lakh-Dal grimly,
an evil smile playing over his yellow face. "It will
be your pleasant task to inoculate these other rats
with sérum from this beauty."
"And then what ?" asked Errell, knowing what the
answer would be.
"And then I shall release them in congested quarters of the city and provide you with a fresh supply."
"l'Il see you in hell first !" shouted Errell.
"Even that might be arranged," retorted the other,
with a Mephistophelian leer, "but how about your
wife and little boy?"
"What do you mean ?"
"Why, only that in case you refuse to obey me, I
shall have to find means to persuade you. Would
3'ou enjoy seeing your son an idiot and your wife a
raving maniac?"
"You devil! Kill me and be donc with it."
"No, that would be a waste of good material,"
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and Lakh-Dal grinned sardonically. "With proper
handling you will make a good servant."
Then, with rising anger: "Unless you have completed this task ere the sun goes down, tomorrow
morning will find your wife and baby in the condition I have described."
Errell groaned and bowed his head. And at that
very moment there came the crash of splintering
wood and No. 17 hurled himself into the room,
closely followed by General Humiston and a dozen
Secret Service operatives.
Taken wholly by surprise, the arch conspirator and
his two husky assistants were seized and bound
without a shot being fired. The straps which held
Errell captive were released and he was free to
stretch his cramped limbs.
"Thank God we got here in time !" cried the General, seizing his hand and pumping it vigorously.
"And now, what ?" he asked.
Errell glanced around. "Take those two fellows
away," he said, "and leave me alone with Lakh-Dal
for ten minutes. I have a message for him. First,
however, bind him securely to that stool," pointing
to the object in question.
His orders were carried out ; Errell retired behind
a screen. When he reappeared, a few minutes later,
Lakh-Dal gasped in amazement, for it was a high
priest of the Inner Temple that confronted him, even
to the secret emblem which shone through the silken
robe.
At the same moment came the soft tones of temple bells and the smell of incense. When Errell next
spoke, it was in the solemn voice of one intoning the
service for the dead.
"Misérable wretch," he said, facing the cowering
man on the stool, "thou who has foresworn thy
sacred vows in order to serve the Devil, the Great
M aster hath corne hither to pronounce judgment
upon thee and the bells toll thy doom. Listen!"
And then, apparently from a spot directly over the
head of the doomed man, there came the sound of
another voice—sonorous, commanding, majestic:
"Lakh-Dal, meanest and most contemptible of ail
men, in that thou hast defiled the temple of thy soul
and hath prostituted it to the service of Baal, woe be
unto you! Thy life is forfeit to Buddha and even
now bony hands reach forth to tear the spirit from
thy body and bear it away to everlasting tonnent."
At the last words, Lakh-Dal shrieked aloud. His
head wobbled, he frothed at the mouth and the light
of reason forsook his eyes. The man had become a
hopeless idiot!
Errell smiled grimly. "So much for yentriloquism," he remarked.
It was while he was behind the screen, changing
back to his former attire, that the door burst open
again and a woman rushed in, followed closely by
General Humiston and the others. She was dressed
in the garb worn by Chinese women for their dead,
her face was pale and disheveled and in one hand
she carried a two-edged sword such as those worn by
the Samurai.
"Aiyeh ! Aiyeh !" she shrieked, and before anyone
could stop her she had rushed up to the gibbering
Lakh-Dal, had lifted the heavy weapon in her two
hands and with one slashing blow had completely
severed the wretched man's head from his body.
Then, while those who watched stood paralyzed
with horror, the crazed woman placed the hilt of
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her weapon on the floor, threw herself forward upon
the sharp point of the blade and fell dead beside the
headless body.
"It was her husband whom Lakh-Dal executed in
the Council chamber night before last," said Errell
pityingly. "Leave the bodies as they are until the
coroner cornes. Meantime I have other work to do.
Two of you men back that cabinet up to the window,
and you (pointing to two others) lift that cage of
rats to the table in front of it."
He pushed up the window, to permit the sun to
shine directly into the cabinet, then twirled the knobs
as Lakh-Dal had donc. Again the light changed from
yellow to darkest red and then to still darker, and to
the utter amazement of the spectators, the rats which
but a moment before had been squealing and jumping
about vanished, and only a thin layer of ashes on the
floor of the cage remained.
"How about this fellow?" asked 264, pointing to
the swollen rat in the smaller cage.
"For God's sake, stand back !" shouted Errell, "it
is dying of Bubonic plague !"
The others needed no second bidding and the space
before the little cage cleared as if by magie.
Errell took the précaution to don a pair of rubber
gloves before lifting the cage gingerly to a position
in front of the cabinet. A twist of the knob and the
mass of corruption within the cage was reduced to
ashes. Not content with this, he made assurance
doubly sure by immersing both cage and contents
in a strong solution of carbolic acid.
His next step was to empty the contents of every
vîal into the open sink and to smash the réceptacles,
after which he seized one of the heavy axes, with
which his rescuers had forced their way through the
door at the head of the stairs, and with a few vigorous blows he demolished the accursed cabinet.
The smaller box, with which Lakh-Dal had controlled the Millikan, or Cosmic ray, he took with him
for future study. By this time, the coroner had arrived, and General Humiston gave a satisfactory explanation of their presence and that of the two
bodies.
CHAPTER VII.
IT was on the Saturday evening succeeding the
events of the previous chapter that Professer
Errell, seated once more in his study at Arshamomoque, related to General Humiston the full story
of his expériences and the means he had employed
to accomplish the downfall of Lakh-Dal, that archfiend and enemy of the white race.
Jerry, who sat close beside her husband as he
talked, shuddered and clung to him involuntarily
when he described the tragic fate that befell Fu
Yung in the Council chamber.
"But what was that cabinet, anyway?" asked the
General, "who had followed every word of the récital with the utmost interest.
"It was a refinement of the modem spectroscope,
which Lakh-Dal had perfected to a degree beyond
anything as yet known to science," was the reply.
"As you probably know, when sunlight is passed
through a glass prism, it breaks up into rays of différent wavelengths. These rays, viewed through the
spectroscope, appear as bands of lines and colors, one
above the other in the following order: Violet, indigo, blue, green, yellow, orange and red. For this
reason they are known as the prismatic colors, and
( Continuée! on page 1201)
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When they were wlthln a couple o( thousands of miles of the moon, he checked thelr speed by explodlng a charge at tbe esd of the
rocket nearest the mooa. . . . The rocket was only a lew hundred le et aboyé the broad suaunlt of the lunar peak, w Javle let It fall.
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LOOKED up from my book. My friend tal with which to make his moon trip, and deposited
and roommate, C. Jerry Clankey, in his the rest in a specially constructed vault here in New
big easy-chair across the room, was gaz- York. He also made a will, in which, for some reaing intently at the ceiling and talking son of his own, he left his entire fortune to his elder
ont loud to himself. This was a peculiar son, Donald, cutting off the younger, Jack, without a
and often annoying habit of his, but this time I could cent. Then he started to work on his project of
not help being interested in what he was saying.
reaching the moon.
"It behaved precisely according to the laws of cel've often wondered why he wanted to reach the
lestial mechanics," he was saying, "exactly as a satel- moon. One would hardly think that the love of
lite. Perhaps one could call it a sub-satellite. And knowledge would be so great that a man would be
then there was the matter of the Doctor's will. The willing to work ten years, spend a billion dollars, and
diamonds !
finally risk his life in an attempt to reach the moon,
"It was marvelous," he continued to the ceiling, merely to satisfy that love. But Javis was a queer
"one chance out of thousands. Duseau swore he man. The money meant nothing to him. Neither,
would have his revenge. I wonder if he was satis- apparently, did the risk. He prepared for his jourfied. And Jacqueline—"
ney and he went, regardless of conséquences.
Jerry stopped suddenly as he noticed that I was
You know, of course, the type of vehicle he chose
looking at him curiously. He became embarrassed. —a projectile-shaped rocket, of the type proposed by
"Pardon me," I said, "but if you don't mind, l'd Dr. Goddard over a century ago, propelled, once it
like to know what in the world you are talking about. was out of the earth's atmosphère, by explosive gases.
l'm not particularly dense, but I entirely fail to see But I won't go into that. You understand the prinany connection between celestial mechanics, satellites, ciple. While in the atmosphère, it was flown as an
diamonds, and revenge. And who is Jacqueline? ordinary plane, by propellers.
Would you mind—"
He interrupted me, smiling slightly. "I suppose,"
HiE unique feature of the Doctor's rocket, howhe said, "that even in this enlightened era of the riever, was the ingenious construction of the
twenty-first century, there are portions of Tibet wings, which allowed them to be withdrawn into the
where news travels rather slowly. As you, Korn- body of the rocket, after the atmosphère had been
field, have only returned to New York today, you left behind.
are perhaps still ignorant of the fact that Dr. D.
This feature had been designed by R. Henri
Francis Javis actually succeeded with his plans for Duseau, the French scientist and engineer, who was
reaching the moon."
one of Javis' most able assistants. Just why they
"I heard a man in Paris mention it yesterday," I quarreled will probably never be known. They were
informed him, "but I don't know the détails. After both hot-tempered. So when Javis paid Duseau off,
our plane was forced down in the Dangla Mountains, and discharged him, the impulsive Frenchman swore
and Basehore had accidentally broken the only radio revenge.
with the expédition, we were eut off from civilizaIt had been generally understood, though it aption for four and a half months. Tell me about the pears that there was no written contract or agreemoon trip. What did he find there? And what has ment, that Duseau was to be the one to accompany
that to do with the Doctor's will? And who is Javis in his attempt to reach the moon, because
Jacqueline?"
Duseau had once been an air mail pilot in France,
"Ail right," said Jerry, leaning back comfortably and could attend to the navigation of the craft while
in his chair, "Pli tell you. Even the newspapers it was in the atmosphère. The rocket was, in spite
didn't get it ail, though I suppose the reporters of its great size, only designed to carry two passenthought they did. Listen, and l'II tell you the whole gers, because the rest of the available space had to
story" :
be utilized to carry food, fuel, the radio equipment
As you know, Kornfield,
I had designed, the Doc- tor's scientific instruments,
(said C. Jerry Clankey),
^
I was the chief radio engiJLTERE is a novd type of interplanetary story, with and various other necesneer on Javis' staff. I desome excellent science mixed throughout. Possibly sary objects.
signed the transmitter, and the only practical space flyer that has conte up for conTo be discharged after
so far, that is considcred seriously by science, almost nine years of work
the receiver, too, that he sidération
is the Goddard type of rocket flyer. This is based on
took to the moon, and by sound scientific premises and sooner or later, one of thèse was a great disappointmeans of which he was space ftyers will conte into being. The curions idea of ment to Duseau. He had
able to communicate with the Sub-Satellite itself, is excellent, and you will enjoy it. a natural craving for admy installation at Albany. ■
venture, and also, I beI also supervised the conlieve, for famé. He wanted
struction of a simplified télévision outfit, which Javis to achieve great celebrity by his part in the moon
discarded in the last hour before he left, in order to trip. He was exceedingly temperamental, and permake room for an additional supply of concentrated haps this characteristic, together with his persuasion
food.
that he had been treated unfairly by Javis, was
But I should start at the beginning. Perhaps you responsible for the attitude of jealous enmity he held
remember that Javis discovered, about ten years ago,
for the Doctor after his discharge. Just how far
how to produce artificial diamonds, of greater hardhe was destined to carry his bitter hate, the world
ness, size, brilliance, and beauty than the genuine
was soon to learn.
stone. After he had manufactured almost two bilTo take Duseau's place, Javis hired Richard C.
lion dollars' worth, he destroyed his invention. Since
Brown, the famous stunt-flier and dare-devil, paying
then, many scientists have tried to rediscover his him in advance a flat sum of one million dollars.
secret, but without success.
Men have risked their lives for less.
He sold about half of the diamonds to secure capiDick Brown was a curions character. He was a
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happy-go-lucky, devil-may-care kid, game as they
make 'em, reckless and foolhardy, only about twenty
years old, and had the réputation of bearing a
charmed life.
i Brown made several test flights in the rocket. He
was able to see on ail sides by means of an ingénions arrangement of périscopes. As an airplane, the
great craft functioned perfectly, having a maximum
speed of about 350 miles per hour, and a ceiling of
approximately 41.000 feet. How it would behave as
a rocket remained to be seen.
After the trouble with Duseau, came the trouble
with Donald, the Doctor's oldest son. I had always
considered him more or less of a good-for-nothing
vagabond. I don't know exactly what happened, but
it seems that in an insane moment of drunken anger,
he had drawn a revolver and fired, point-blank, at his
father. Because he was drunk, he missed completely.
The Doctor tried to hush up the affair, but in some
way, news of the attempted parricide leaked out,
and caused a lot of unpleasant publicity.
Javis told me. in a moment of. confidence, that he
intended to revise his will before he left, to give his
entire fortune, including the diamonds, to his other
son, Jack, who was a well-known banker and business man, in spite of his youth. Javis also intended
to completely disinherit Donald, but he never changed
the will. He went off to the moon without attending
to the matter. He didn't have time, I suppose.
He and Brown left for the moon just ten days
after his last expérimental rocket had burst upon the
moon, proving the existence of some, though very
little, atmosphère on our satellite. This small rocket
he sent to the moon contained a chemical compound
which could not explode without oxygen. As it was
observed by many astronomers to explode upon hitting the moon, it was obvions that our satellite possessed an atmosphère, however rare.
Javis had another purpose also in sending out
these small rockets. By observing them, he could
form an idea of the way the large one would act in
space. When he had obtained ail the data he desired,
he made his préparations to départ.
FOR a week his whole establishment was in an
uproar. The food, fuel, radio, and scientific instruments were put aboard, while Brown tuned up
his motors to perfection. When I saw Javis dismantling and packing a light-weight Marvite machine
gun, I ventured to make an inquiry.
"Surely," I said, "you don't expect to have any
use for that on the moon, do you ?"
"I hope not," Javis replied, "but we know that
there is air upon the moon, so it is highly probable
that there is some form of life there. Tm taking
this gun because it is the most powerful weapon in
the world for its size, and we might meet some monsters." He smiled, and finished packing the shining,
deadly little weapon. Yet it seemed to me that there
was no necessity for such a powerful gun. But he
was taking no chances. If there were monsters on
the moon, he would be prepared.
The next day they left. I will never forget it.
As dozens of caméras and televisors clicked and
buzzed on every side, Javis and Brown entered the
rocket. Brown was smiling. It was an adventure
to him. If he realized what slim chances he had of
ever returning to the earth again, he gave no indication of the fact. But the face of Javis was grave.
It was more than a mere adventure to him. This
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trip meant the realization of his life's ambition.
The field was cleared. The massive air-tight door
was closed. Suddenly the three enormous propellers
burst into action. With the incomparable ski II of the
born airman, Brown took off. Quickly he took the
great plane as high as the motors would carry it. To
the observers on the ground, it was only a speck in
the cloudless sky.
Then those who were watching it with binoculars
saw a brilliant green flash appear at the tail of the
rocket. It darted suddenly upward. It was necessary to develop a speed greater than seven miles a
second in order to leave the earth, and it was apparent that Javis was gradually attaining this tremendous velocity.
Through the rarefied upper strata of the atmosphère shot the great rocket. It left the earth.
JERRY was silent for awhile. I waited as patiently as I could for him to résumé his narrative.
But when his silence grew prolonged, I ventured to
speak.
"1 think," I said, "that I can guess now what you
meant by a sub-satellite. I gather that the rocket,
obeying the laws of celestial mechanics was captured by the attraction of the moon, revolving around
it as a satellite, or sub-satellite, rather."
"Komfield," said Jerry, "never jump at conclusions. I noticed that you were reading that remarkable story by Verne, 'A Trip to the Moon.' When
you stop to consider that it was written almost two
centuries ago, the amount of scientific prophecy and
foresight in it is amazing. It's interesting to note
how famous that story has become during the short
time that has elapsed since Javis' great accomplishment. Before his tragic trip, the story was known
to only a few learned men who had made a study of
nineteenth century literature. But now it is famous,
as an example of dreams coming true, of imagination becoming reality. Yesterday's impossibilities
are today's facts. And tomorrow—what? But I
am digressing.
"In that story, the author's imaginary projectile
is deflected from its course by the moon's attraction.
But this didn't happen to Javis. He could steer his
rocket, you remember, by exploding his gases at any
one of fifty différent points on its exterior. He
landed ail right. When they were within a couple of
thousand of miles of the moon, he checked their
speed by exploding a charge at the end of the rocket
nearest the moon. As it began to fall toward the
surface of our satellite, he checked it again in the
same manner.
"He had to repeat this process several times. Finally the rocket was only a few hundred feet above
the broad summit of a lunar peak. So Javis let it
fall. Owing to the elaborate shock-absorbing System, and the inferior force of lunar gravity, no damage was donc.
"After working nine years, and spending almost a
billion dollars, Javis had succeeded in reaching the
moon. He landed on the summit of an exceedingly
tall mountain near the Mare Tranquilitatis."
"But, then," I protested, "to what were you referring when you spoke about a sub-satellite? And
you haven't told me yet who Jacqueline is."
"Be patient, Bob, be patient," he admonished, "I
have not yet concluded my narrative." He smiled
quizzically. "Ail in good time, my lad," he said,
"contro1 yotir impatience and ail your questions will
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be answered." Then he plunged once more into his
story :
III AVE, continued C. Jerry Clankey, gone ahead
of my story. l've told you of the landing on the
nioon. But several very important events occurred
before the rocket reached its destination.
The greatest danger, perhaps, that confronted the
extra-terrestrial pioneers was the danger from
meteors1. These meteors are by no means scarce.
There are uncounted millions in this solar System
alone. Nor are they ail as small as you might assume. Many weigh dozens, and some weigh hundreds of tons. Nor are they slow. Most of them
are hurtling many miles through space every second.
Nor are they visible, until they enter the earth's
great protecting blanket of atmosphère, where they
become ignited by friction, and are usually entirely
consumed before they reach the ground.
So you can see that to devise an apparatus that
would enable Javis to avoid these unseen obstacles
was no easy task, though, of course, Javis made his
attempt in February, in which month the earth meets
comparatively few meteors.
Gibson and I took two years to complété the marvelous apparatus. This work was mostly détail, as
the principle is not new. Radio waves, like light
waves, and Sound waves, reflect upon striking various objects. When any meteor large enough to be
dangerous came within fifty thousand miles of the
rocket, it reflected the radio signal sent out by the
spécial transmitter at five second intervals. The
time which elapsed between the sending and the receiving of the reflected signal was measured by a
new German instrument, which can accurately record thousandths of a second.
Because of the remarkable advances that have been
made in the last fifty years in the manufacture of
automatic calculating machines, the distance of the
meteor could be ascertained, and its course automatically plotted on the celestial chart which Javis had
prepared. As the course of the rocket was also electrically plotted on this chart, Javis could déterminé
several minutes in advance if there were any danger
of a collision. Then he had merely to press the button which exploded his gases at the right point on
the rocket to send it off in a new direction, avoiding
the meteor.
Of course, Kornfield, you understand that this description I have just given you of the apparatus
which enabled Javis to avoid large meteors, is necessarily incomplète, inadéquate, and faulty, and perhaps it was stated rather poorly. You cannot describe in two minutes a wonderful piece of mechanism which took two years to construct. But perhaps
you can form some idea of the unbelievable complexity of the instrument from what I have told you.
It performed its functions perfectly.
The huge rocket had left the earth. Though Javis
was strapped in his seat, controlling the gigantic
vehicle's course with light touches of his finger on
the numerous electric push-buttons which surrounded
1
Note. In trying to présent a truly scientific solution of
the problem of reaching the moon, the author has purposely
refrained from ail mention of the Millikan Cosmic Ray,
because so comparatively little is known about this subject at
the présent time. The reader may assume, however, that
Javis' large staff of scientists, backed by a billion dollars,
was able to discover some suitable method of neutralizing
or counteracting the probably harmful effects that this ray
might have upon human beings.
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him, Brown had unstrapped himself, and was roaming around the rocket's interior, enjoying the almost
complété absence of gravity. Being thirsty, he obtained a drink of water from the watertank, but he
had to suck it through a straw, as without gravity,
liquids would not flow. When the two travelers became tired, they took their injections of procaine.
Procaine, you know, is an artificial drug, which,
while it possesses the stimulating qualities of cocaine
raised to the wth degree, is not habit-forming. Javis
and Brown did not intend to lose any time by
sleeping.
Seven hours after leaving the earth, Brown reported over the radio that ail was well. Ten minutes later he found Duseau.
The dam' fool had somehow managed to get
aboard the rocket before the take-off. Perhaps he
did it by bribing one of the guards. He had concealed himself between the two tanks which contained the motor fuel intended for use when the
rocket should return to the earth's atmosphère.
He must have been insane. I can account for his
actions in no other way. He had become a monomaniac, and his one thought wps to do ail possible
in jury to D. Francis Javis. And he did not intend
to stop at murder. When discovered. he drew an
automatic and fired.
The bullets were poisoned. If Brown or Javis
had merely been scratched by one of them, the
wound would have been fatal. But Duseau missed,
although one bullet went through Brown's coatsleeve.
He escaped death by less than two inches. The same
bullet demolished the radio receiver. Then, as the
gun jammed for lack of proper oiling, Brown leaped
upon the cursing stowaway, knocking him over. As
there was practically no gravity. Duseau didn't exactly fall, but Brown's blow to the jaw caused his
head to strike the protruding valve of an oxygen
tank with sufficient force to rentier him completely
unconscoius for thirty-five minutes. Brown tied his
hands and feet with a piece of rope that had been
left aboard the rocket when it was being loaded.
When Duseau regained consciousness, he started
such a tirade of abuse that Brown gagged him also.
Then Brown reported the whole affair over the
radio, adding that it was useless for us to try to
reply, as Duseau's bullet had rendered their receiver
totally useless.
ON the earth, Gibson and T recorded with telegraphones every word received from the moon
party. My station at Albany was packed with reporters from newspapers and radio news services,
eager for the latest détails. The whole world
gasped when it heard of Duseau's unsuccessful plan
to capture the moon rocket and kill the two men
whom he hated. Every nation waited impatiently
for more news.
Nothing else of importance, except three narrow
escapes from meteors, took place until they reached
the moon. I have already told you of their extraordinary landing upon the summit of a lunar peak.
After they landed, they ate a hurried meal, and then
ventured out upon our satellite's untrodden surface.
I have here, Kornfield, a large composite photographie chart of the moon. Here you see the Mare
Tranquilitatis, or "Sea of Tranquillity." What a
name for such a scene of violence! You see the
jagged mountains, the enormous craters! Dead
volcanoes ! But are they volcanoes ? No one knows

1198

AMAZING STORIES

positively. If they are, how terrible must bave been
the éruptions, in tbe days when the moon was young !
Consider the size of those stupendous craters. Many
exceed fifty miles in diameter—Theophilus is sixtyfour miles ! And the largest known terrestrial crater,
which is Aso San, in Japan, is less than seven miles
in diameter. But I am digressing again.
This peak that I have marked with red ink is the
one upon which they landed. You observe that it is
not crateriform in shape. It is a mountain, not a
volcano. Its summit is remarkably level, and is
roughly twelve hundred feet square. On this miniature plateau the moon rocket finally landed and came
to rest. The mountain is almost ten miles high.
When Javis and Brown emerged from the rocket,
several facts were brought to their attention. One
was the inferior gravity. They could leap thirty
feet with the greatest ease. Another was the contrast between sunlight and shadow. The rare lunar
atmosphère does not diffuse the light to any appréciable degree. It is, of course, entirely too rare to
support human life. Javis and Brown were equipped
with oxygen masks.
They found no form of life. The moon is dead.
Its day of splendor is past. What secrets it still
holds, no man can guess. The two explorers were
only able to investigate an extremely small portion
of the moon's surface, because of their limited food
supply, and also because they landed about fortyeight hours after the lunar dawn, and intended to
stay for the équivalent of ten earth-days, leaving a
couple of days before the lunar sunset. You cannot carry on a very extensive exploration in ten days.
During the seventy-two hours after their landing,
they thoroughly explored the pecpliar truncated peak
upon which they landed. They took many photos,
and also collected several samples of the rocks for
later analysis. Of course, men found out many years
ago, by means of polarization photometers and varions other instruments, that the surface rocks of the
moon are mostly pumice and other stone high in
silica. But Javis intended to bring his samples back
to the earth and find out exactly what they contained.
Perhaps hc had hopes of rare minerais. I do not
know.
They returned to the rocket frequently, and Brown
reported their discoveries over the radio.
They kept Duseau bound. When they ate, they
fed him. He remained sullen, silent, brooding over
his misfortune, and planning revenge. The longer
he was kept bound, the greater grew his maniacal
unreasoning hate.
When Javis was satisfied with his investigation
of the mountain upon which they had landed, which
he had whimsically named "Mount Olympus," he
decided to undertake a similar exploration of the
nearest neighboring peak. which was west of "Mount
Olympus" and about the same height as it. I think
Javis named this other mountain "Mount Parnassus,"
but I am not sure.
Javis and Brown took another shot of procaine
apiece, and set out. Brown carricd the concentrated
food and the portable radio sending equipment which
I had designed, while the Doctor burdened himself
with a spare oxygen apparatus for each of them, a
very limited water supply, and a few of his scientific instruments, including a couple of recording
thermometers.
Although they intended to be away from the rocket
at least seventy-two hours, they left Duseau bound,
asg.aaa.jM i........
'

without food. They could not trust him loose. Javis
did not intend to give up his chance to explore
"Mount Parnassus" out of considération for the
man who had tried to murder him. Brown didn't
want to be left out of the adventure either. So they
left Duseau bound. He would have to get along
without food.
THE two explorers reached their destination in
a remarkably short time. Even though they
were burdened with large packs, they could jump
many feet with the utmost ease. They descended
"Mount Olympus" by leaps and bounds,and ascended
"Mount Parnassus." Even though they were greatly
fatigued after many hours of steady jumping, they
kept on. They reached the summit, and a bullet
passed between them.
How Duseau escaped from his bonds is not known.
Perhaps in a moment of desperation, he had summoned enough strength to burst them. Or perhaps
he wore them through by steady rubbing against
some sharp edge.
He escaped, and set up the machine gun. When
his two enemies reached the summit of the neighboring peak, he fired, using the telescopic sights. Javis
and Brown took refuge in a large crevice between
two enormous boulders, set up the radio, and reported
the matter to the earth. A quarter of a million miles
away, my sensitive detectors picked up the signais.
Soon the whole world knew of Duseau's triumph.
l've often wondered why he went to so much
trouble in order to try to kill Javis and Brown. He
was familiar with the opération of the rocket. He
could have taken it and departed, leaving them
stranded without a possibility of rescue, and his purpose would have been accomplished. Perhaps the
idea never occurred to him. Or perhaps it did not
agree with his ideas of a fitting revenge. I suppose
he was entirely demented. No one can account for
the actions of an insane person. The fact remains
that instead of taking his opportunity to escape with
the rocket, leaving the others to starve, or to freeze
to death in the cold of the lunar night, he set up the
Marvite gun with the purpose of killing them first,
and then returning to the earth with the rocket.
Javis and Brown soon discovered that they could
not emerge from their refuge without exposing themselves to Duseau's vision. Whenever either of them
even showed his head, Duseau fired. Usually his
shots came close. You will remember that the Marvite gun was equipped with very accurate telescopic
sights.
I wonder if a queerer situation was ever conceived
by the most scatter-brained writer of Imaginative
fiction. A madman on a mountain of the moon, with
an ultra-modern machine gun, attempting to kill two
men whom he considered his enemies, who had taken
refuge in a crevice between two boulders on the
summit of another lunar mountain, from which
crevice they dared not emerge.
Yes, it was a curious situation. It was tragic, too.
What would Javis have said, had he known, when he
performed what he considered the trivial action of
discharging an insubordinate assistant, that it would
lead to the dire straits in which he now found himself?
Emerging from the station at Albany one day,
for the purpose of snatching a bite or two of lunch,
I was accosted by a young girl of about eighteen, I
should say, who seemed greatly troubled about some-
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thing, and expressed a desire to speak with me privately. I invited her to lunch with me, and this,
briefly, is what she told me.
She was engaged to be married to Jack Javis the
following June. But her fiancé had recently suffered very severe financial losses, perhaps because
he had less experience in Wall Street than the men
who were against him. Jack Javis had foolishly borrowd right and left in a vain attempt to avoid the
impending crash, and he had been wiped ont. Now
he was penniless, and about three million dollars in
debt. His creditors were pressing him. His assets
were nil.
The girl had corne to me to ask if there were any
possible way I could get in touch with Dr. Javis, and
ask him to lend his son enough money to pay oiï his
debts. She also mentioned the will, saying that the
huge fortune in diamonds should really have been
left to Jack, not to the worthless Donald, and asking
me, if I should succeed in communicating with the
Doctor, to suggest that he change the will.
It was with the utmost regret that I was foixed
to explain to the almost hysterical girl that there was
nothing that I could do. The moon explorers had
no receiver. There was no possible way for me to
get word to them. When 1 had told her this, the
girl asked me to permit her to be at the receiver with
me. Of course I granted the request, although it
was against the regular rules.
I suppose you can guess now, Kornfield, who
Jacqueline is. The fact that she had been crying,
did not detract from her loveliness. I caught myself envying Jack Javis as we walked the short distance back to the station. Not always will a rich
man's sweetheart remain loyal to him after he has
lost ail his money and three million dollars more.
When we reached the station. Gibson met us at
the door. The peculiar expression I saw upon his
long, lean, intellectual countenance made me start.
"Ifs the heginning of the end, Clankey," he said,
"Javis has gone crazy, too."
IRAN to the receiving room. From the instrument T heard distinctly Javis' voice, a quarter of
a million miles away. What he was saying confirmed
Gibson's statement. He was raving incoherently,
cursing Duseau, cursing himself for a fool for having brought the machine gun, begging that if Duseau
should return to the earth he would be punished for
murder, and much more along the same line. It was
terrible.
In one corner of the room the silent, efficient, never
ceasing telegraphone recorded every word permanently, electro-magnetically.
To make a long story somewhat shorter, let me
say that Javis continued to rave like a maniac for
many hours. Then suddenly his brain cleared.
"We have food for only a day more," said his
voice, emerging from the most sensitive radio receiver in the world, "and our oxygen apparatus will
not function for more than thirty-six hours more. I
am saying good-bye to the world.
"Duseau has beaten me. If the fates will have it
so, so be it.
"It is my wish that my entire personal fortune, including the diamonds in the vault at 198th Street
and Fifth Avenue. New York, be left to my younger
son. Jack, as he has always—"
The receiver fell silent. So ended the last message ever received by the great station at Albany.

1199

For several minutes the utmost silence reigned in
the receiving room. Finally Jacqueline—perhaps I
should refer to her as Miss Bowers—who was with
me at the receiver at that time, broke the stillness.
"He left them to Jack," she said very slowly, "but
can we prove it? How?"
"We can," I said. "Under the new inheritance
laws of the State of New York, we have merely to
prove that Javis expressed a desire to change his
will so that Jack would be his hoir. We have his
exact words recorded on that telegraphone in the
corner. In case there is the slightest doubt upon the
part of the authorities that Javis was the man who
said those words, I will have one of my associâtes,
Dr. Robert Haines, who happens to be the greatest
living expert on phonophotographical processes, take
a photograph of the vibrations of Javis" voice as he
said those words. This photo can then be cotupared
with photos taken of the vibrations of other parts of
our telegraphone record which are knovvn to have
been uttered by Dr. Javis, and the identity of the
speaker of those words which give the second greatest fortune in the world to your sweetheart can be
established beyond the possibility of a doubt. Fingerprints can be forged, but the vibrations of the voice
cannot be forged, even though the voice may be disguised. No two human beings have exactly the same
voice."
After I had explained this. Jacqueline left me to
carry the news to her fiancé. I sat in silence a long
time, wondering what had interrupted Javis' last
message, wondering how the two explorers must feel,
waiting for death to overtake them on their mountain.
It must be a terrible sensation, Kornfield, to wait
for death, without hope, without a chance, knowing
that your enemy has triumphed. I sat in silence a
long time, and then went home for some muchneeded sleep, leaving Gibson at the station, in the
vain hope that some further message might be
received.
Two days later. Prof essor John P. Hauser, of
Yerkes Observatory, reported that the rocket had
left the moon. The newspapers and broadeast stations of every nation informée! the people of the
world that Duseau was returning. Every minute of
every day either Gibson or I or one of our capable
assistants was at the receiver, but the moon rocket
was silent, as we expected.
Then some one pointed ont that if Duseau should
succeed in returning to the earth. he could not be
punished. Neither the United States nor any other
nation could lawfully punish Duseau for a murder
committed on the moon. I f he returned, he could go
free, said the most eminent légal authorities.
Three days after Professer Hauser's announcement, the telegraphonic records T had made were
stolen, doubtless by some crook in the employ of
Donald Javis. I should have foreseen that he would
not give up the enormous fortune without a fight.
I should have put the record in the safest safedeposit vault in Albany. but T left it in the unprotected radio-room, and it was stolen.
Of course I hired the best détectives I could get,
and promised them an enormous reward if they
could recover the little spool of wire that meant so
much to Jack Javis, but T was secretly sure that Donald had totally destroyed it, so that there would be
no chance of its recovery. Without it there was
nothing but the unsupported word of Jacqueline and
myself to prove that Javis had desired to change the
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This would be quite decidedly not sufficient.

IHAVE never seen anybody as depressed as Jack
Javis was in the nerve-racking, disappointing
days that followed. The court of New York City,
after one of the shortest cases in its history, awarded
the fortune to Donald. Jack's creditors began stripping him of every bit of his personal property.
Though he said nothing, I knew that he secretly
blamed me for his misfortune. I offered him my
entire fortune, a matter of about a quarter of a million dollars, but he refused it. It would only have
been a drop in the bucket, anyhow.
Thcn the rocket came down at Chicago Field. As
it entered the atmosphère, something seemed to go
wrong. It seemed to hesitate, to wobble. It was
évident that it was not under control. Then it fell.
It fell. three hundred thousand feet. Those who
were watching saw it become red-hot as it entered
the denser layers of the atmosphère. They heard the
terrible hissing scream it made, as it plunged, ever
faster and faster, to the waiting earth. They heard
the horrifie, cataclysmic swan song of the superairship, diving with ever-increasing speed to its
doom. For it fell, three hundred thousand feet. It
crashed.
The terrible concussion was recorded by every
seismograph in the world. It is truly remarkable
that the rocket fell in the only open space in the
densely populated région around Chicago, the Chicago Flying Field. Had it fallen anywhere else in
the vicinity, it would have been the cause of many
deaths, and incalculable damage to property.
The fire department arrived quickly, and drenched
the red-hot, tlaming wreckage with floods of water.
Then the police began to search for Duseau's body.
As they were giving up the search as hopeless, somebody looked up,
High above was a parachute, drifting with the
breeze. It supported a limp, unconscious figure, clad
in an exceedingly thick flying suit. It came to earth.
Someone tore the leather helmet from the tired, haggard face. A thrill of the most intense amazement
spread through the crowd.
The man was D. Francis Javis.
Gibson, sitting in his apartment in New York,
manipulated a dial. His face assumed a satisfied
expression as he tuned in Station WEBQD, the New
York station of a world-wide chain of broadeasters
that had a télévision news-service as a daily feature.
Adjusting another dial, he gazed at the scene which
appeared on the screen of his receiver.
It was Chicago Field. He heard the excited newsannouncer's voice telling of Javis' return. He saw
the unconscious form gently placed in an ambulance
and rushed to the nearest hospital.
Then he called me on the 'phone. The two of us
took off in my plane less than ten minutes later. We
reached Chicago in a few hours. landed on the Illinois Hôtel landing platform, left the plane with the
mechanics, dropped two hundred stories in the express elevator, and were soon at Javis' hedside. He
had just regained consciousness, and he told us what
had happened.
In the hour of his triumph, Duseau had been

killed. Consider the tremendous power of the Marvite gun. Long ago men calculated that a bullet shot
from a gun with a muzzle velocity of 6,500 feet a
second would, if there were no obstacles in its path,
completely encircle the moon! And that is what
happened! One of the bullets Duseau shot from
the summit of "Mount Olympus" traveled ail the
way around the moon, and hit him in the back ! And
that, Kornfield, is what I was thinking about when
I spoke of a sub-satellite.
PERHAPS you may consider it a rather silly
comparison, but I can't help thinking of that tiny
projectile as a satellite, faithful to the laws of celestial mechanics, following unerringly its orbit
around the moon, and returning to its starting point.
I wonder how many other bullets are still circling
the moon now !
Brown, exposing his head, saw Duseau fall. He
and Javis were so excited by this occurrence that
they returned to the rocket without the radio ! They
reached it less than thirty minutes before their oxygen mask apparatus ceased to function. They had
used their reserve supply of compressed air completely during their return journey.
"And that," concluded C. Jerry Clankey, "is about
ail there is to the story. Because a maniac on the
moon was so unfortunate as to stand in the orbit of
a minute sub-satellite which he himself had launched,
Jack Javis was able to pay off his debt. The Doctor
lent him the necessary cash, and has just made a new
will. So everything is going to be ail right."
"Pardon me, Kornfield, but I didn't quite hear
that question. What happened to Brown ? Oh, yes,
I told you that the lucky fool has a charmed life.
He was unable to start the motors when the rocket
was entering the atmosphère. Duseau had apparently
donc something to render them useless. When the
rocket fell, Brown and Javis jumped. The wind
separated the two men.
"Brown landed almost a hundred miles from Chicago. His chute ripped slightly as he fell. and let
him down too rapidly. But he landed in an apple
tree, and broke thirteen bones.
"A couple of modem surgeons patched him up,
and in less than a month the incurable dare-devil was
doing outside loops at six hundred miles an hour in
his spécial monoplane, and making a fortune by
recommending and endorsing various makes of
spark plugs, motor fuel, cigarettes, and so on.
"By the way, I almost forgot that today is the
fifteenth of June. It's too bad. Kornfield. that you're
scheduled to speak to the Explorers' Club this evening about your discoveries in Tibet. If you weren't
T'd take you to Albany with me to attend the wedding
of Jacqueline Bowers and Jack Javis. T must leave
at once. T almost forgot that today is the fifteenth of
June."
T accompanied C. Jerry Clankey to the roof. He
entered his waiting plane. The mechanic touched a
hutton. The powerful catapult shot the streamlined
flyer înto the air. Jerry zoomed gracefully, and
the little red biplane soon disappeared in the northern sky.

THE END.
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By W. F. Hammond
{Continued from l'âge 1161)
for a long time these rays were believed to comprise
"Probably you are wondering, General, what ail
ail the rays into which sunlight may be resolved.
this has to do with Lakh-Dal; but I am coming to
"Certain phenomena which occurred in Nature, that presently. Let us now continue on our journey
however, seemed to require still other rays to ac- around the circle. Once we pass the point marked
count for them, and finally, in 1898, Dr. Roentgen 'Red,' we enter the région of mystery and hidden
discovered the ray which has been named after him. rays, of darkness and of Death. Vibration, which
This ray, commonly referred to as the X-ray, he has been continually slowing up, ceases entirely at the
found far beyond the violet ray, and in what is point marked 'Z' and so we can expect Death at the
termed the ultra-violet zone.
zéro point. This also marks the Winter Solstice and
"Within the past year still another ray has been the hour of midnight, when the blackness is most
discovered—this, too, in the ultra-violet zone. By intense.
means of this new ray it is possible to project a pic"There is but one stage left. As we pass out of
ture through even a brick wall, the ray meanwhile the 'Z' zone, we find ourselves entering the région of
remaining invisible until it is intercepted by a fluores- the ultra-violet, with its hint of another dawn, the apcent screen or some other fluorescent substance. It proach of Spring and the faint stirrings of new life.
was doubtless by the use of this ray that Lakh-Dal
"Ail that is occult and mysterious, both in Nature
conveyed his first warning to us in this very room.
and in human experience, lies within this région of
"Fm glad to hear that!" said the General, with a the invisible rays, this unknown région, which only
sigh of relief. "I thought I 'had 'em' when I saw now we are just beginning to explore, and which
those creeping lizards on the wall."
holds within its dark recesses the key to ail mystery,
"Better lay ofï that bootleg stuff," warned Errell even to that of life itself !
in mock seriousness, then resumed :
"It is my belief that in some way Lakh-Dal
"As commonly portrayed, the color bands in the
stumbled
upon the secret of these rays and, realizing
solar spectrum are arranged one above the other, as
before stated. Now let us conceive them as being their potency as a destructive agent, set out at once
arranged about the circumference of a circle, thus: to indulge his lust for evil and his hatred of man"This same circle may also be used
VIOCET
to mark not only the earth's daily
révolution on its axis and its yearly
X V"" DAWN
INDIGO
sweep around the sun, but the cycle
VERNAL
EQUINOX
of human existence as well ; for if
E> IRTH
we accept the theory that 'Vibration
is Life,' the inévitable corollary is
BLUE
that Tnertia is Death.'
"Mark the coïncidences: At the
top of this mystic circle is violet, the
color with the shortest wavelength
MIDNIGHT
NOON
and most rapid vibration of the prisINTER SOLSTICE SUMMER SOLSTICE
matic hues, and likewise the color
GREEN
DEATH
LIFE
most characteristic of electricity,
which is itself closely allied with life.
Since Spring is Nature's résurrection
time, this same position is occupied
by the Vernal Equinox. It is also
-Y
YELLOW
the logical position for Dawn. which
OLD AGE
marks the beginning of the new day.
AUTUMNAL EQ.UINOX
"As life progresses to its fullest, it
is accompanied by a graduai slowing
SUNSELT
-X
ORANGE
up in the rate of vibration and a corresponding increase in wavelength.
RED
Hence, we find the zénith of Life
Analysis of light, time and life referred to wave freqnencles.
midway in the color scheme—green,
flanked by blue and yellow. This is as it should be, kind in général. As a first step, and acting. I suptoo, for above us is the blue sky, around us the green pose, on the theory that 'Whom the gods would deof végétation and over ail a flood of yellow sunshine.
stroy, they first make mad,' he planned to destroy
The same position marks Noon, when the sun is at our whole western civilization.
its zénith, and the Summer Solstice, when plant and
"This he meant to accomplis!! in three ways ; First,
vegetable life is most abundant.
by depriving our leaders of their reason and thcreby
"With a continued slowing up in the rate of vibra- bringing about a condition of chaos ; second, by untion, we corne to old âge, wbich is the sunset of life, loosing a horde of murderers, thugs and moral lepers
and to the setting sun. Red, which illumines the to work their will upon a helpless and defenseless
western sky at the close of day, is also the color most people; and finally. by wiping us out entirely by
lavishly used by Nature in her Fall painting, and it means of his plague-infected synthetic rats, released
is therefore natural to look for the Autumnal
simultaneously in ail parts of the country by his
Equinox in this position at the bottom of the circle.
agents."
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A horrifiée! silence followed the prof essor's concluding words, broken finally by the General, upon
the tip of vvhose longue the question had been
trembling :
"What about your own démonstration of occult
power?" he asked, "the temple bells, the holy in-

cense, the priestly garb ? How do you explain these?"
"My oath to Buddha and his high priest prevents
me from answering that question," responded Errell
gravely, "but this 1 will say: There was nothing
supernatural about it."
And with that the subject was dropped.

THE END
The

Flowering

of the

Strange

Orchid

By H. G. Wells
(Concluded from page 1163)
pelled his fancies. When, with unnatural alacrity,
he returned with the water, he found her weeping
with excitement, and with Wedderburn's head upon
her knee, wiping the blood from his face.
"What's the matter?" said Wedderburn, opening
his eyes feebly, and closing them again at once.
"Go and tell Annie to corne ont here to me, and
then go for Dr. Haddon at once," she said to the
odd-job man so soon as he brought the water ; and
added, seeing he hesitated, "I will tell you ail about
it when you corne back."
Presently Wedderburn opened his eyes again, and,
seeing that he was troubled by the puzzle of his
position, she explained to him, "You fainted in the
hothouse."
"And the orchid?"
"I will see to that," she said.
Wedderburn had lost a good deal of blood, but
beyond that he had suffered no very great in jury.
They gave him brandy mixed with some pink extract

«f meat, and carned him upstairs to bed. His housekeeper told her incredible story in fragments to Dr.
Haddon. "Corne to the orchid-house and see," she
said.
,
The cold outer air was blowing in through the
open door, and the sickly perfume was almost dispelled. Most of the torn aerial rootlets lay already
withered amidst a number of dark stains upon the
bricks. The stem of the inflorescence was broken
by the fall of the plant, and the flowers were growing
limp and brown at the edges of the petals. The
doctor stooped towards it, then saw that one of the
aerial rootlets still stirred feebly, and hesitated.
The next morning the strange orchid still lay
there, black now and putrescent. The door banged
intermittently in the morning breeze, and ail the
array of Wedderburn's orchids was shrivelled and
prostrate. But Wedderburn himself was bright and
garrulous upstairs in the glory of his strange
adventure.

THE END
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In this department we shall discuss, every month, topics of interest to readers. The editors invite correspondence on ail subjectsi
directly or indirectly related to the stories appearing in this magazine. In case a spécial Personal answer is reqaired, a nominal
fee of 2Sc to cover tlme and postage 1s required.
THE MOST EXHAUSTIVE CRITICISM OF OUR WORK FROM AN APPRECIATIVE READER
A SENSITIVE BUT VERY APPRECIATIVE CRITIC
I like The Time Machine very much; and think Francisco Harbor on the morning of April the
Edilor, Amazino Stosies:
Ist, wc spent 32 days on the voyage—while the
I have been much entertained by the crilicisms of that this story may be a prophecy, just as Robur
the
Conqueror proved to be one.
Calendar showed us as using only 31 days.
your varions stories. in the correspondence colCorning back to Dr. Mentiroso; ï'ack in 1899
Again; Can't you publish the lelters in bigger
nmns. I note several criticisms—particularly of
I was on my way to the Philippines as a soldier; type? I have to forego the plcasnre of realing
Dr. Mentiroso—on the ground that the story is
when
one
Saturday
night
about
II
P,
il.,
wc
most
of them, on account of the strain on my eyes.
impossible, unscientific, etc. This calls to mind
the 180th Mcridian of Longitude. Next
a scene in one of Captain Marryat's Novcls (Pasha crossed
Victor Lewis.
morning
just
after
hreakfast
the
bngler
sonnded
of Many Talcs). Where the Pasha was listening the Drill C'all; at which there was général dis2824 Woodbrook Avenue
to an extravagant Hop story; and the narrator told
and murmnring. But it was soon exof lieing taken up in a cyclone and landcd on top approval
Baltimore
of a clond, and rode the clond to where it collidcd plained to us (but not very well understood) that
[Your friendly criticisms are certainly appreci
with a monntain, atid landed nnhurt. Whcrenpon it was Monday morning. Said the officers; wc
the Mcridian last night about an hour aled. but do yon not know that many people (rave
the Pasha rcraarked: "Hessien. ! vcrily beheve crossed
tiefore midnight; we were then where it was Sun- stories of the description which yon complain gave
you are telling me lies."
for about an hour; if we had crossed the you the horrors? Then again. do you not think you
I will say fnrther, that I take no stock m the day
over-sensitive in being so alTccted by fiction?
trnth or possibility of the Machine Mail From Mcridian on the stroke of midnight we wonld not areNow.
Mentiroso, who has been so mnch
Irrlathia : but it is a story to my liking, and I was have seen any Snnday at ail. In the latter case eritieisedforby Dr.
our correspondents. What you tell
conld have sailed ont of Saturday into Monday:
mnch entertained by it. Yon published one story we
ns
about
your
trip
to the Philippines and back is
have witnesscd the novel spectacle of being
about the man that entered the subfcrranean world and
a place where it was Monday of a certain date most interesting and covers exactly many ol the
in Alaska, and was captnred by Gold Bug Spirits; in
while just to the east of us a few feet away it points brought ont in the "lying doctor's" story.
and made prisoner at their altar; that gave me the was
Snnday and a day earlier in date. When we
We are oblîged to use small type for the Dishorrors. What on earth did you ever publish such returned
from the Philippines we crossed the Mcri- cussions Columns, as we have a body of readers
a story as that for? Wc read stories to be amused; dian on the
night of the 21st of March 1901. And who writc us many lelters well worth publishing
nol to get something to give us the creeps.
next day was entered on the shios l.og as 180 and we cannot do them adéquate justice in this
I Hke most everything Mr. H. fi. Wells writes, the
Meridian
day—March
21st.
as we left ManQa space at our command, even in small type.
but must disapprove of The Stolcn Fody—that ts on the evenmg of v-truary
2fth and entered San EDITOK.l
another story that gave me the creeps.
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Sfre la a mlcro-phototjnvph of an
Wtnary razor hlarlR — maçnlflwl
CV» limes. Notice that the cuttln«
Hco la not sinooth. but comiMwo»!
»' bunilrc<la of tlny teeth. Whon
îbrsc
tci'l.h are
ont of
linete
i* above)
theytwlsicil
pull and
Irrita
ie face. Ipavlnu the skln smartlxig
od aore after ahavlng.
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Hcrclsthesameblade
(acfual photo)
after
11 seconds In a KRISS-KROSS
Rejuvenator. Notice the dlfforcnce In tho edfre.
Sce how apparent holee have been
Il lied In—wlih every tlny tooth In per/ect
alUnunent ! la II any wonder that a blade
rcjuvenaled Ilke thls slmply rips through
the touKhest crop of whlskora and Icavea
tho face cool and smooth os velvet?

Astonishing New Discovery
Doubles Sharpnéss of RazorBlades
-cMakes Them LastAlmost Indefinitely!
MOSX men consider'shaving as a "necessary
evil." Frankly, we agree. Shaving takes
Éme; it|costs money and, worst of ail, if you are
"afflicted" with a wiry beard and tender skin.
Ve admit ail these things. And since it is
mpossible to abolish shaving, the next best
iing is to make it just as easy and quick as
[ossible; as cheap as possible, and as combrtab/e as possible. That's why we invented
SRISS-KROSSI
iSecret About Keen, Cool Shaving
ÎRISS-KROSS is the most amazing aid that
œy shaver can discover. Its performance is so
pnarkable that it deserves to be called much
bre than a'stropper. Rather it is a super»
Bopper or blade-rejuvenafor. Its uncanny
^enuity
enables you to take a fresh blade out
:
a new package and improve its keenness as
sach as 100% in 11 seconds. And as to old
ades—KRISS-KROSS renews their sharpîss an amazing way, week after week and
Donth after mon th.' Any number of cases are
record where a single KRISS-KROSStated blade has lasted over a year, giving
ck, velvet-smooth shaves every one of the
S5 days! And just think of the economy!
A Mechanical Marvel
ie opération of KRISS-KROSS is simplicity
self. Just twirl a little handle for 11 seconds
od your blade will take on the keenest cutmg edge that has ever said "good-moming"
your chin—an edge that simply zips through
e toughest crop of whiskers any he-man can
nerate!
RISS-KROSS duplîcates the barber's secret
Bgonal stroke with uncanny fidelity. Auto-

matîc decreasing pressure. Strops heavy at
lirst—light at the finish. Automatic flip-flop
action insures an absolutely even edge . . .
handy to use—just 11 ounces of shiny compaetness. Fits palm snugly. Milled edges
prevent slipping even though hand happens to
be wet or soapy. Guaranteed for ten years—
built to last a life-tûnel
Spécial Offer Now!
KRISS-KROSS is never sold through stores—and can
be obtained only through authorized représentatives
who will gladly give you a démonstration without
obligation. If you do not know the représentative
in your locality, use the coupon below for détails and
information. Right now we are making an especially
âenerous introductory offer to crcate new friends
for KRISS-KROSS. Find out about it today-^—and
see for yourself how quick, easy, an»' pain
shaving really can be! No obligation, Send the
coupon now.
Works On Any Blade
KRISS-KROSS is universal in its use—and fits any make
of razor blade on the markel. exccpt Durham. You dont
have to adjust it for différent types of blades. cither. The
model pictured above will fit everything from Gem to
Gillette, including Auto-Strop, Chrisly. Endcrs, Keen
Kutter, and 15 others.
AGENTS
Make excellent money as our représentative in your
locality. Generous commissions and bonuscs make
$75-100 a week the regular thing with lots of our racn.
Emil Ham (Calif., made $50 firsl day. Even sparetime dcmonslrators often make $8-$12 extra a day,
showing KRISS-KROSS to friends, etc. W. S. Benson made $48 in 3 evenings. Gel détails of generous
slarting offer. Check bottom line of coupon at
right and mail coupon now.

^KMISS KROSS
STROPPER
RHODES MFG. CO., Dept. C- 3092
1418 Pendleton Avenue
St. Louis, Mo.
RHODES MFG. CO-, Dcpt. C-3092
1418 Pendleton Ave-, St. Eouis, Mo.
Without obligation, nlcase send me llluslrated Information on KRISS-KROSS super-slropper—together
with your spécial Introductory oltcr of a new kmd of
3-way, adjuslable razor FREE.
Artdress.
rtiv
Sfo'c
( ) Check hero If Interested In beoomlng représentative

Hteh School
Course in
2Years.
fThis simplified. complété High Schoot
Course—speciallyprepared for home study
by leading professors—meeta ail requirementa for entrance to collège, business, and
OH f\fhof leading professions.
Wl"®* Over 200 noted Knglneera, Bus■Vv
AIIV*CAC
IneBsMen.andEducators
helped
UI
préparé
tho spécial instruction
whicbyoaneedforsuccess.
Nomattcr
what
yoor Inclinations may be, you can'thope
tonaclvo
«oecoedyouwitboot
specislizod
tralninar.
U>o prmctical
traioloa
you nood-Le"
American School
Draul A», a SBth Straal
JP Ospt. H.3291 Chicago
Money Back When You Finish If Not Satisfied
AfflificiD School, Dept H-3291 Droxal A«o. and SSth St., Chlcaga
Sond ma ffull Information on tho oubject chockod and
> you wlll halp ma wln succeaa In that llna.
..Electrlcal Englnoar
Archltoet
General Education
Building Contracter
.....
lawyar
Automobile tngln.or
Civil Cnglnoor
Mach. Sbop Practlea
«....Structural Englneor
MachanloalEnglnaer
Bualneaa Manager
S team Englneor
Sanltary A Heatlng
mmJGm P, A. & Andltor
Surveyor A Mepplng
«...Bookkaapar
„...Draftaman t, Doalgnar
Hlgh Sckatl Oraduato

TUBE»,
•guPERPHONÎÇ. $
^RADl~
^
c
Metal Châssis
mu.
Shielded
6TUBES
U*-20fA
TVpc
Coast toCoast
TtSTfO
AND
Réception
MATCH ED
An amazing value that can't be beat! Latest 6
tube tuned radio frequency circuit. Extremelv sélective.
Marvelous sensitivity. Hieh quality parts throuchout.
Métal aub-paneî1 and
; beautiful métal froc
front panel (7" r
18"). Two dial control. Complété châssis. No extra parla
to buy. Ail parts roounted. Just connect a few wiros in a
few interesting minutes. AU you have to do is to follow
numbere as per our simple direct ions. Ownera everywhero
are sendina us lettors praisinc the wonderful réceptive
qualitiee or Superphonic 6. "Value $00. our price $16.95.
np
Nomwi,c
Monev
Weshipimmediately.
Upon arrivai
pay
y only
$ 16.95 plussm&lldelivery
charge.
Radio Equipment Co., 549 S. Wells St.. Dept. W Chicago

A KATHER SEVERE CRITIC WHO READS
THE UAGAZIHE
Editor, Amazing Stories:
As a reader of Amazing Stories since the first
copy was displayed at the local news stand, I have
developed a number of definite ideas of what I like
and what I don't like about the magazine. No
doubt you prefer to hear only nice tbings, but you
can skip the parts of this letter you don't like. I
do that with the stories I don't like.
Starting with the November issue first, "A
Story of the Stone Age" is far better than anything else in the magazine. That story alone is
worth more than the price of the magazine, and
for that particular issue, proved to be alroost my
only justification for spending the quarter. "The
Machine Man of Ardathia" was entertaining and
logical, but "Treasures of Tantalus" was very
tiresome. Anyone having at his command the
wonderful inventions of Professer Fleckner would
certainly not go to such a lot of trouble to get
hold of treasures which would be dwarfed by the
vaine of the patent rights to the telenhonoscope
alone. "The Astounding Discoveties of Dr. Mcntiroso" is a story that I skipped over in something
less than nothing flat. It was about the poorest
offering by that particular author that I have read.
Your readers have given "The War of the
Worlds" much unmerited abuse. In the November
issue, one S. Kaufman of New York, was disgusted
becatise Wells did not seud airplanes to destroy
the métal men from Mars. Now, that story was
written before airplanes were a successful fact.
If Wells had sent airplanes against the Martians
some other reader would have criticized him for
his fantastic imagination.
"The Lost Cornet" was a good story. But the
artist who drew the picture certainly performed
rcmarkable didoes. Note that the tail of that
cornet points almost right at the sun. Cornets
ordinanly always point their tails away from the
sun. Of course, this cornet may have been really
lost and ignorant of the proper direction toward
which it ought to point its tail.
"The Chemical Magnet" contained an original
idea and was very well written. "The Master
Mind of Mars" was good. This was in the
annual, I believe. Reprints from Amazing Stories
m the annual are useless duplication. Everybody
who is really inferestcd in scientifiction rcads the
monthly magazine and kceps the back copies. So
why repeatî
I agree with the readers who can worry along
without détective stories They are not amazing.
They are not even new. A humorons story with
a scientific angle is quite acceptable to yours truly,
and affords a welcorae relief after such a dreary
expcrience as "Treasures of Tantalus."
Well, well! I just notieed in the readers' letters that some of them think H. G. Wells is
ROTTENI Just for the sake of completing the

READERS'

TO
TOU

VOTE

Eicture I would like their opinion on Shakespeart,
lark Twain, O. Henry, and (to make it nari)
Szienkiwicz—I guess that's the fellow who wniti
"Quo Vadis." How do they rate Mark, Luh
and John? Calling Wells an amateur] Perhapi
there is something to this fourth dimension ttuS
after ail. Their criticism must be based on some
thing that has no solidity in the world we kno*,
Anyway, I hope you keep publisbing stories bj
Wells.
"The Colour Out of Space" was interesting, htt
rather mystical. "The Face in the Abyss" ani
"The Moon Pool" are other stories that are good
as far as that goes, but not really scientific. You
know, simply to ring in something about radium,
or électrons, or the mythical fourth dimension, t
not scientifically convincing. Sounds so much lib
the "electric belts" or "magnetic inner soles" thaï
they still scll to the yokels. Another boresom
dodge that is worked every little while is the om
about vibrations. Vibrations are used to wred
ships or to dissipate matter. AU that kind é
stuff has been donc bundreds of times.
Oh yes, and in your last issue—no, I guess il
was in the annual, you had a reprint from Scieno
and Invention, about a traveler in space. Thii
traveler rushed away from the known univer»
at a speed many times greater than light, yet looking back, could see the receding pinpoints of light
that were stars. Now, as he was traveling toi
fast for the light to overtake him, how couîd ht
see them ?
In criticizing stories, the readers should mût
this distinction ; criticism which déniés the ban
possibility of certain things or scientific claum,
is trifling and has just as little as or less justifie»
tion than the stories which the critics are attacking
But when a story goes counter to known physicS
laws, it's time to tell you about it.
Perhaps you wonder, if I have so many faultt
to find, why I don't quit reading Amazing Storim
The answer is that every little while you run sud
a terrifically good story that I forget my annoyana
over the trivial ones that come in between, so tha
I am, and expect to remain, a steady reader.
G. P. Simeon,
First St. and Central Ave., N. E.
Le Mars, lowa.
[Over and over again, we meet with tinfavoraUe
criticisms from some reader. of stories which havt
been highly praised by others. This occurs a
often that it leads to the conclusion that our efforh
have resulted in what is at least a good averagt
There is another conclusion we must also acceplwe cannot plcase everybody with our selcctioM,
We are most interested in the discussion columni,
and will continue to print unfavorahle criticism!
as long as they are constructive. Also rctnemher
that stars are seen by light emitted from them lonj
ago, and thus takes carc of your objection to the
traveler in space sccing stars.—EDITOR.]
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Stories I Like:
(1).
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(2).,
(3).
Stories I Do Not Like:
(2).
(DDo you want the questionnaire to continue?
Do you like the illustrations as we have them now?
Do you favor more illustrations than we havfe now?..
Would you rather have no illustrations at ail?
City
Address
Name
This Js YOUR magazine. Only hy knowing what stories you like can we please you.
FUI ont this coupon or copy It and mail to AMAZING STORIES, 230 Flfth Avenue,
New York City.
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YOU CAN DO!

"Since I hace bon staaying wUh your school I have
been appointai chemlst for the Scranlon Coal Co..
les'ing ail the coal and ash by proximale analysis."
Morlais Couzens.

\

"TF you are dissatisfied with your présent

" I also hace some news for you. I hace been mode
assistant chemisl for the concern I am workins for."
^ q Delwarte.

l
\
l

I wOrk, if yOU wish tO earn more money, if
M. ou wan ..
, • .
_ f .
,
y
t to get into a profession where the
demand for trained men is increasing as the
■
■ . <
•
.
Chemist plays a more and more important rôle
in the industrial life of this country, let us
teach you Chemistry.

'/ am now cleaner and dyer for the aboce named
Company. My salary is almost double what it
was when I started the course."
—E. H. Lasater.

i
\
\
|

" Vour tralnlng has opened things lo me that.olherwise I would probably be years in acquiring. I
nom enjoy comforls lhat before I had lo do without.
Il enabled me to hace a wonderful Utile home, a
fine laboratory of my own, and gace me a respecled
position in one of the foremosl textile concerns in
the country."
J J K 11

|
|
I
|

"If it weren't for your course I wouldnt hace the
job I ce gol now.
—George Daynes.
.
r , i r i
Since beglnnlng your course of sludy l hace
an wcrease in my pay checH. and oj /
, my icork becomes lighler ihrough a
nderslandlng.
m r GI
M. u. "-Ole.
it salary
i
I am mighty glad I look Ihls course. My
has been increased seceral limes, and dlfterent industrial plants are comlng lo me for a Mlle adcice
on différent things. nelling rm a fair side mcome.
M. L. Van bickle.
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FORTUNES HAVE BEEN MADE
THROUGH CHEMISTRY
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 rccovering the waste
from Hue gases, James Gayley, who showed how to save
enormous losses in steel manufacture, L. H. Baekeland,
who invented Bakclite—these are only a few of the men
to whom fortunes have come through their chemical
achievements.
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Never before has the world seen such splendid opportunilics for chemists as exist today. In factories, mills,
laboratories, electrical shops, industrial plants of ail
kinds, chemistry plays a vital part in the continuation
and expansion of the business. In every branch of human
endeavor the need for chemists has arisen. Those who
have the foresight and ambition to leam chemistry now
will have the added advantages and greater opportunities
afforded while the chemical field is growing and expanding.
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To qualify for this rernarkable calling requires elaborate
specialized training. Formerly it was necessary to attend a
university for several years to acquire that training, but
thanks to our highly perfected and thorough system of instruction, you can now stay at home, keep your position,
and let us educate you in Chemistry during your spare time.
Even with only common schooling you can take our course
and equip yourself for immediate practical work in a
chemical laboratory. Dr. Sloane gives every one of his
students the same careful, personal supervision that made
him celebrated throughout his long career as a collège
professor. Your instruction from the very beginning is
made interesting and practical, and we supply you with
apparatus and chemicals for performing the fascinating
analyses and expérimental work that plays such a large part
in our method of teaching, and you are awarded the
Institute's officiai diploma after you have satisfactorily
completed the course.

EASY MONTHLY
PAYMENTS
You do not have to have even the small
pnee of the course to start. You can pay
for it in small monthly amounts or earn it
as many others are doing. The cost is very
low, and includes even the Chemistry
outfit—therc are no extras to buy with
our course. Write us and let us explain
how you can qualify for a trained technical position without even giving up
your présent employment.
COMPLETE LABORATORY
EQU1PMENT
We
givecharge,
to every
additional
hisstudent,
chemicalwithout
equipment,
including fifty-two pièces of laboratory
apparatus and supplies, and fifty-two different chemicals and re-agents. The fitted
beavy wooden box serves not only as a
case fur the outfit. but also as a laboratory
accesscry for performing countless expertments. Full particulars about this spécial
feature of our course are contamed m our
free book, "Opportunities for Chemists.
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FREE BOOK
Clip the coupon below and mail it at
once.
on the
couponYour
will name
bringand
youaddress
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mail our interesting free book
^
" OPPORTUNITIES FOR
^^
CHEMISTS" and full
^
particulars about the
^ chemical
course and what it
institute
it will do for you. ^ „
SLUS?' n?,R,î
^ 16-18-a E. soth st. N 'v
^
Please senrt me at
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^
for Cliemlta," and (ull particulars about
Don't Watt—Mail the Coupon NOW •
student. Abu 1 (ilouse tell me nl>oiir. your plan
^
of payment and t he réduction In the tultlon prlco.
CHEMICAL INSTITUTE o£ NEW YORK, Inc. ^^DDR^E
I6-18-A-EAST 30tK ST.
Home Extension Division 3
NEW YORK, N. Y. ^ 'crTY
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HOW A YOUNG SCHOOLBOY USED
OUR MAGAZINE
Editor, Ama/ing Stories:
Although 1 am 9^2 ycars old and am in SA
Amazing Stokies bas hclped me much. In a composition the other day we had to wrilc something
about the stars and thc moon. Most of my composition of the moon came from Kay Cummings
"Around thc l'niverse." VVishing yon success and
to retnain a muuthly magazine, I am.
llerman (î. Gelfcnd,
33 Ksscx St.,
New York. N. Y.
lllcrc is a most wclcome letter from a hoy of
less than ten ycars old.
i'hilosophcrs have long known thaï for ahsolute,
iinvarnishcd truth, we should g" tn thc young.
This juvénile reader of Amazing Stokies in a fcw
words voiccs very intelligent criticism. If young
readers like a Imok, it is almost certain to possess
merit.— KDITOR.l

MORE ABOUT "THE WAR OF THE WORLDS"
Editor, Amazing Stokies:
1 feel at the présent time constrained to writc to
you conceming Mr. S. Francis. Kohlischke's letter.
particularly that part of his missive which deals
Tor tke sole purposc
with the "Thc \Var of thc Worlds," l»y II. Wells.
Mr. Kohlischke added his criticism of thc story
to that of Mr. l'red W. Fisher, Jr., of Knoxville.
Lct me add my criticism to his and thns do what
I can to strengtheu what these two gentlemen have
started.
of provoking laughter
My intentions are not to further criticisc Mr.
Wells; the aforementioned gentlemen have donc
that very nicely. I intend, rather, to criticize your
attitude, for in doing so I fecl that I will bc getting
at the heart of thc matter.
lllartratcd inthc FicnxbMannc
Thc human race, in rcsjicct to thc point I wish to
hring ont, is divided into three parts, each merging
into thc other: The Ileroes—Thc llero Worshipi>crs
—and the Jndges. Now if anyone should ally himsclf with thc latter class it seems to me it should
l>e the editor. You said in answer to Mr. KohI..\U<iIIS—spicy and full of life! and thc tnuch nf
lischke's letter: "Thc work of thc distinguishrd
author, 11, (î. Wells, fails to imjiress some of our
light-hfurled Paris, wilh ils spnrkliitfl, vivacious spiril.
readers. Thc curions feature of Mr. Wells* work
is,
that it lias an enormous acceptance by the rcadIlnndnnls of jokes—<lire<a from Pari»—with illusing public and so high is thc degree of approval
trations only thc arlists of France could conœive.
awanled him that wc feel that his very namc
car ries wcifiht."
Dislinclly Frenrh lliTniighnul.
May I ask, Mr. Kditor, arc you defending Mr.
Wells' namc or his writing? N on recognize thc
fnct, heing an editor. that a "blurb" placcd liefore
Rvery joke is prcsented first in Frencli and then
a story bas a wondcrful elïect on the majority of
On ailJVews
is translalcd into English. This fraturc of Frenrh
minds in influcncing them to read an othcrwisc
Humor olfers to niany people a most dclightful
flry story. This does not nccessarily mcan that
the majority of us arc mildly psychopathic. it
Stands
method of learning the ianguage.
means that our attention is flattered into heing
Iwrcd. Wc "look at the story throngh rose colorcd
glasscs"
and it becomes at once readable.
Today, and every week—an issue a week of laughs and g'Kid huinor.
Now the point is that Mr. Wells* "Outlinc of
History" was a wonderfully executed work. Ile
has donc several other noteworthy writings also
FRENCH HUMOR—10c on ail newsstands, or direct.
but—he is human and thereforc likely to crr. His
name has !>een "blurbed" in ail four directions so
much that it has becomc a password among pseudo
EXPERIMENTER PUBLISII1N<; COMPANY, Inc.
intellectuals. If one rcads at the head of a story.
"No onc can miss this wondcrful yarn. It will
230 Fifth Avenue, New York City
be
spccially appreciatcd by thc intellectual mind."
r
who can casily avoid reading a littlc way into thc
story itself no matter how dry it l»e? If it nrove
itself too unpalatablc wc sa<lly shakc our ncads
and admit that wc have not the mind to grasp thc
profundities of such super intellect. But how many
of us do that' No! wc wade right on throngh and
nod wisely and munmir "True—Too truc!** and
then "blurb" it to our friends to show them what
deep stuff wc rend. I have every magazine which
you have puhlished and intend to go right on reading them—maybc try and contribute something myself sometime. 1 will not say anything in favor
of thc rest of your stories—they don't need it!
Some. but very few I do not care for especially,
but that is my opinion and does not mcan that they
are uninteresting. I simply do not carc for blind
hero worship. I believe in judging a man by thc
goods hc delivers. Yours for a scmi-monthly.
L. G. Townscnd.
(No address given.)
Travel on
[Kegarding H. G. Wells, and "Thc War of the
Worlds." we are afraid that our correspondent has
the wrong impression as to our reasons for think"Uncle Sam's" Payroll
ing that this particular story was in our humble
opinion an excellent one. Thc real reason is not
COUPON
RA1LWAY POSTAL CLERKS
of Mr. Wells* litcrary style, his
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE so much becausc
etc., but rather, I»ccause of the boldness
Ocpt. A 178. Rochesïer, N.V. descriptions,
^
Sirs: Rush to me WITHOUT of idea of thc subject as a wholc. This story hcMAIL CARRIERS
.
CHARGE FREE .13-II0ge book came world famous and has bcen translated into
wtth Um! of u. s. Cîovemmcnt ixtsl- practically every Ianguage for the reason that Mr.
ti'fns oppn to mon and women and fuU Wells' picturization of the Martian is in itself a
$1700 to $3300 Year—
partlculara lolllng how U> got them.
classic.
Many U. S. Government Jobs obtainable
Mr. Wells argues that brains arc synonyvnous
MEN-BOYS, 17 UP SH0^!iÈLA.,A,V^P0Ni
with intelligence, that thc size of thc brain keeps
Namc.
on
increasing as the human race progresses.
Steady Work
No Layofft
Paid Vacations
Address.
Science knows that the brain of the prchistoric
man was much smaller than that of modem man.
Wells, therefore, assumed that thc Martians, who
had probably lived on their Planet millions of
ALL FREE
H3LSJFLE
ycars longer than we have on carth, had becomc
10
year
Kuar.
Watch
wlth
chain
and
rlnir.
larREaatmanRoll
Filml'ameraor22tal.
SlamiUor,
Itillo.
_
practically ail brains. It is this that makes thc
youra
for inlraduoinir fines! assorted liquiri porfume
r.t ICe We trust-,
story good and will keep it a classic for ycars
abotllo.8cndror20bottloaaDdchooRatriflaâpcrotrer
inourcatalot?.
«ion—juaiwriuj M BELL l'iilU UML; CO., Uep.
U 933 Chicago. lu?
to comc.—ED1TOK.J

AMAZING STORIES
POOR MR. WELLS, NOTES ON
OTHER STORIES
Editor, Amazing Stories:
In ncarly every issue of your magazine, you
print a coupon for votes of préférence. Likc many
olhcr readers, 1 do not likc to spoil my magazines
by tearing thèse ont; hence, this letter. On your
coupon you ask the reader which stories he likes
or doesn't likc, and why. As a matter of fact, I
like them ail except thosc "scicnlilic détective"
stories, and those by II. G. Wells.
Mr. Wells may occupy a high place in the literary world and is doubtless a favorite among many
readers, but only two of his stories have interested
me in the least; (1) "The Island of Dr. Moreau"
and (2> "The Time Machine." l'crsonally. I
thought the "War of the VVorlds" was poor; also
stories like "The l'ialtner Story." In my opinion,
Wells' stories arc not worth the valuable space
they occupy in your magazine.
There are several good magazines for détective
stories on the newsstands, and I don't see that
that kind of story has any place in your magazine,
if it is rcally to be a magazine for scientihction.
The Cover-Contcst stories were great. In my
opinion "The Visitation" is the best short story
you have yet published. Ilowever, I think any of
the honorable mention stories were better than
"The Fate of the Poscidonia." Stories likc "The
Visitation" are the kind which will really bcnefit
the readers.
I think that "The Second Déluge" and "The
Land That Time Forgot" by Serviss and Burroughs rcspcctivcly arc the best sériais so far.
Can t wc have more stories by these samc authors?
I have been anxiously awaiting thera, but they
never appear.
I liked Merritt's "The Pcoplq of the Pit" and
"The Moon Pool" in spite of the absurd ideas
about the earlh's création found in the latter.
"The Colour Out of Space" was rather gruesome,
but was wriltcn around a novel idea, and 1 enjoycd
it very much.
"The Rclrcat to Mars" by Whitc surcly does
inspire onc to deep thoughts, but Ray Cummings'
"Around the Uni ver se" présents some staggering
ideas.
A. Ilyatt Vcrrill is one of my favorite authors,
b':t I couldn't swallnw "The Astounding Discoveries of Dr. Mentiroso." I cannot understand how
the Doctor's machine can take him into the past
by racing against the carth's rotation. The fourth
dimension is too much for my fceblc brain anyway. I place Francis Flagg's "The Machine Ma»
of Ardathia" in the same class.
"I have just finished "The Cornet Doom" by
Hamilton and it sure is a thriller, oné of the
best yet.
But of course T cannot comment upon ail the
stories so I compliment the magazine as a whole.
If the editor has rcad this letter thus far, I
apologize for _ its length, and close with a plca for
more illustrations and fewer stories by II. G. Wells.
H. B. Hargrovc,
1008 Bronson Ave.,
Paducah. Ky.
P. S. I would likc very much to know where
I can secure "Tarrano the Conqueror" hy Cummings, in a single volume. July 1925 to Aug. 1926
includcd.
[Thcre arc probably few wrîters of short stories
who are so much appreciated by the public as H.
G. Wells and he has not restrictcd himself to
fiction, indîcating considérable versatility in his
range of thinking. althouph lie sometimes scems to
be too sure of himself. This very often seems to
us to bc a characteristic failing of the Knglish.
Fut the very points in Mr. Wells* work that you
nbject to, arc mer its from a litcrary standpoint.
The author who can dcscribe has solved the problem of writing. The best writers of fiction and
essays are those who nossess the marvelous faculty
of describing what tncy sec and what they are
tclling alout. It sometimes seems as if this was
one of the ultimate goals to be rcached by authors
of fiction. Fiction without description palis upon
the reader. At the very points where you will
feel that Mr. Wells is neglccting his duty by too
much détail, he is giving an atmosphère of life
to his work.
We hope to have more stories by the authors you
admire.
Wc note that in _ the second part of your letter
you express appréciation for many of our stories.
"The Colour Out of Space" has attractcd considérable attention. It appeared to us that a dreary
atmosphère was wonderfully well produced by the
dcliberate style of its writing and the detailed description which characterizcd its narration. "Tarrano" is not published in book form as yet.—
EDITOR.l
AN APPRECIATIVE LETTER OF CRITICISM
Editor, Amazing Stories:
I have sent in onc letter, and now I*m going to
write again. I wish to retrieve a remark I made
in my letter of a few weeks ago. That is. I do
wish to sec the Amazing Stories corne out twice a
month. Previously. I stated why it should only
corne out once a month, but I can read it in two
or three days, and then spend the other twentyseven days impatiently waiting, so I am ail for a
semi-montbly magazine.
I like the discussions very much. One person
expresses the désire to see the magazine made up
with better naper: I would also.^ as it would last
better. We have kept the "American** for the past
eight ycars. Of course, it would rcquîrc more ad-
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Hear Her Play

We Knew She Had Never Taken a
Lesson from a Teacher!
WE "always thought of her as an
onlooker—a sort of social wallflower. Certainly she had never
been popular, never the center of attraction in any gathering.
That night of the party when she
said, "Well, folks, l'U entertain you
with some sélections from Grieg"—
we thought she was joking. But she
actually did get up and seat herself at
the piano.
Everyone laughed. I was sorry for
her. But suddenly the room was
hushed. . . .
She played Anilra's Dance—played it "She ptayed
Anilra's Dancc
with such soul lire that everyone swayed and
we scemrd to are
forward, tense, listening. When the last oupsies
swaying and chanHng around the camp fire.'l
glorious chord vanished like an echo, we
were astonishod — and contrite.
We
first—and now I play not only the
surged forward to congratulate her. at
"How did you do it?" "We can't believe violin, but the banjo!
• • • • •
you never had a teacher." An onlooker no
. Tho amazing euccess of U. S. School etudents
longer—she was popular!
18 11 40 a
. wonderful
method
makea
andj ®.
playing
znusio aimost
asthat
simple
as reading
She Told Me About It Later
aloud from a book. First, you are toi ' how a
13 donc, thon a picture shows you how,
We were life-long friends, and I felt I thing you
do it yourself and hear it.
could ask her about it. "You played su- then
Evcry single thing you noed to know is experbly!" I said. "And I know
plained m détail. And the explanation is always practical. Little
you never had a teacher.
theory—plenty
of accomplishment.
Corne—what's the secret?"
PICK YOUR
That's why students of this course
"Well," she laughed. "I
get
ahead
twice
asfast—three
times
INSTRUMENT
as fast—as^ those who etudy oldjust got tired of being left
Piano
Violin
time
plodding
mcthodsl
out of things, and 1 decided
Organ
Clarinet
UKulele
to do something that would
Flut©
Booklet and Démonstration
Cornet
Saxophone
make me popular. I couldn't
Trombone
Harp
Lesson Sent FREE
afford an expensive teacher
Plccolo
Mandolin
Gultar
Xello
and I didn't have the time for
You,
too. can quickly tcach yourself
Hawaiian Steel Guitar
to
bc anThla
accompliahed
at
a lot of practice—so I dehome.
wonderful mualclan
method rlghl
has «1Slght Singing
rcady ahown aimost half a million people
Piano Accord ion
cided to take the famous U. S.
how to play thelr favorite instrument hy
Voice and Speech Culture
School of Music course in my
noie. To prove that you can do the same
Harmony and Composition
let us send you our booklet and valuable
spare time.
Drums and Traps
I>cmonstrallon Iassod—both FREE.
Automatic Finger Control
"Yes—and it's been such
Forget the old-fashloned idea that you
Banio
(Plectrum,
S-String,
need "talent," Read the Ilst of instrufun! Why, it's as easy as
or Ténor)
ments to the left. décidé wlilch you want
to play. and the U. S. School of Music will
A-B-C. 1 began playing aldo tho refit. At the average cost of only a
most from the start, and
few cents
to you!Act without delay.
Mail coupon before
youa day
forget.
right from music. Now I can play any Instruments
suppllcd
when
neoded.
or crédit,
U. 8. School of Music, 2023 BrunswickcashBuilding,
New
piece—classical or jazz."
"You're wonderful!" I breathed. "Think York City.
of playing like that and learning ail by
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC.
yourself."
2023 Brunswick Building, New York City.
Pleaae send me your free book. "Music Leesons !n
"l'm not wonderful," she replied. ■I Your
Own Home," with introduction by Dr. Frank
"Anyone could do it. A child can un- | Crâne. Démonstration Lesson. and partlculare of y oui
ofîer.
I am intereelcd In the following course:
derstand those siraplified lessons. It's like
l
playing a game!
"You always wanted to play the violin—
Have you the above instrument?
here's your chance to learn quickly and | Name
inexpensively. Why don't you surprise
Addrcss
everyone, the way I did?"
I took'her advice—a little doubtfully j City
State..

Un failing Aid!
The RADIO TROUBLE FINDER—compiled by the
staff of Radio News. Nowhere can you get such
expert advicel
It features a tfaorough chart system, locating
trouble of any nature—and how to fix it!
6/f Pages, 6x9 in., fûUy illmlraled
{T
THE RADIO TROUBLE FINDER
^ L-.
ou ail newsstands
THE CONSRAD COMPANY, INC.,
230 Fifth Avenue, New York Cily
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^140022
in cash
Bomeone who Rnawera tbla ad will recelve.
abaolutely free. m fully equipped De Luxe
Model Nash flodan. or fvril value in cash if pre- 14
ferred
(»1.C>85.00). In addition free,
to tbla
Naah
Sedan wogivoaway.'abeolutsly
a latast
model Chevrolet Coach or ite cash value
($605.00). a Brunatvick Panatrope Phonosraph. a Six Tube. Sinxlo Dial Freshman 19
Radio, a Corona Portable Typewrlter —
znany other valuable prises and Hundreds ot
Dollars in Cash.
8
Solve This Puzzle
numbers
the sQuares
to tbo rishAt speU
twoThe
worda.
Theinalphabet
is numbered.
ia 1. 19
B ia 2. C is 3. etc. Can y ou make out what the
two worda are? When you do tbis. scnd me
srour nnawrr riffhtaway. It may roean winniog
the Naah Sedan or $1,400.00 in cash.
$315.00 Cash For Promptness
In addition
to theprises
two automobiles,
many
other valucble
and Hundredsthe
of
Dollars in Cash, we are also offering a Spécial 14
Prise of $315.00 in Cash for Promptness. First
prise winner will reoeive $1,400.00 in cash, or
the Nush Sedan and $315.00 in cash. In case of tiee
duplicata prises will be awardod eaoh one tying. Cet
buay right away. Solve the pussle and send me your
answer together with your name and addrees writlen
EVERYBODY REWARDED. Addre^
M. U .BOEING» Dopt. 10G3
S2S So. Peorlo St.,
Chicago, IH.

ON
YOUR
SAXOPHONE
TEACH YOURSELF. 3 free lessons
giveyou quick, easy start. Try any inscrumenc in your own home 6 days
free. Sec what you can do. Easy terms
if you décidé to buy. Send now fot
beautiful free literature. A postal will
bring détails. Write Today.
(18)
Buescher Band I n s trumen t Co
2301 BuescherBlock,Elkhart,Ind. FREE BOOK

OpsrateaTkeReiMrirShop
000
10.000 Tir.»
in dm, Amtrlca'm
greatMt
opportunity
for mes
with Bm.ll empital. W« furnllh
cvorythlng—110» and np.
paynMWtn. W. train yen FRfcB
^ right nt home. St.rt m.klng
money at once. Write hxUy for
Free Boehol Opportunity.
•^YWOOO TIME ■OUIPKKMT CO.
1512 ; . Oahley
Chicago. Illlnol.
I Positively Guarantee
Inereaae
one-half
Inch
Into sise,
cbestyour
oncarma
tull luob.
alreuKlb
26 fj. health. 100% In one weck's
tlrao. by lollowing my Inatructiooa
nnd ualng ray csercioer 10 mlnutee
momlnga
and atand
nlght.
Send $18at(or
coraplcle course
exerclaers.
lalaclton guaranteed or >1 retundnl.
PROF. J. A. DRYER
Box 1850-F
Chicago, IUFREE-Radio Catalog
To Dealers—New, Ulustratcd 1928 Wboleeale Radio
CalaloK elves lowcsl priées on acceasories. kits, packs,
parts, and sers. Featuros master-bullt single control radio
sels (or both battery and ail olectrlc opération. Full
showlng ot -A" and "B" Ellralnatora and ttaousanda of
otbcr great values. Write on business letterhead (or
thls (ree book today.
Hamilton-Carr Radio Corporation
TU W. Lake Street
Dept. 382
Chicago, III.
Dlci *5.00; Cards, *1.25; Inks, *1.60:
Mai c Fluld for Transparents, *3.00:
Sllcl Aoc Cards. *1.25; Factory Readera.
MAGIC 11.00. Sales Boarda. etc. Catalog. 10e.
CENTRAL NOVELTY COMPANY
740 West Madison Street
Chicago, III.

vertisements to eover rte extra cost, and that is not
so nice either, so TU leave it up to you.
1 am nineteen years old, and bave read most of
the scientifiction stories to date. One in particular
I will never forget, and that is "The Wonderful
White Eléphant, a mechanical éléphant, and excellent science and very interesting. It would be a
good story to publisb.
I like inter-planetary stories exceedingly. "Around
the Univcrse" is a fine story, and I would like to
congratulatc Ray Cummings. Speaking o£ authors,
a word about Mr. Wells will not come amiss, I
notice he cornes in for a lot of criticism and a lot
of praise. His stories are quite entertaining, which
is ail that is required. If anyone stops to analyze
them, they are—terrible. His "War of the Worlds"
could be tnade into a fine taie, but he has ruined an
otherwise good subject, it is entertaining, but what
—no words can express my disgust. He has pictured man as a stupid ignoramus. If such a thing
ever fell on the earth an_ army would immcdiately
be thrown around it. Scientists from ail over the
world would come to investigate. The Martians
would not be given a chance to build their War
Machines, let alone use them.
I bave just read a small book on Einstein, and
it seems lo me that whoever wrote "The Four Dimensional Roller Press" did not have a very clear
idea of what the fourth dimension is, "The Machine Man of Ardalhia" is a better story on that
subject.
I liked the "Winged Doom," "The Treasurcs of
Tantalus" and "The DiscoveHes of Doctor Mentiroso." I like good science in a story, but after ail,
stories have to be entertaining rather than instructive, and to date I bave enjoyed ail of them.
"Hicks" Inventions with a Kick" have no place in
Amazing Stories, any more than "Solander's Radio
Tomb." There are too many good stories to put
in "our" magazine.
1 just read a story in the Saturâay Evening Post
which belonged in Ahazing Stories. It is the story
of three men suspended from a boat in a steel cage,
cxploring the Atlantic sea bed. (It is callcd
"Maracot Deep," Oct. 15th issue.) The cable is
eut by a sca-monster and they are dropped into a
chasm five miles deep. There they are rescued by
people living on the sea bottom. They are taken to
a prehistoric castle and the water is pumped out.
That is ail so far, but it promises to be very interesting. It is the kind of a story I like, fiction
mixed with science; there may be a pair of lovers,
which is Imaginative, but does not tax the credulity
of the reader. The autbor really makes it seem
trne, like "The Moon Pool."
I would like very much to see another Cover
Contest (that is what started me to reading
Amazinc Stories). _ I will compete, if you do.
"Compétition is the_ life of trade. '
"The Visitation" is one of the best stories I have
read.
1 am for a semi-monthly, and a semi-annual.
Maurice C. Volkman,
Elkhart, Ind.
[Owing to the exceptional interest taken by our
readers m our magazine, we receive letters for the
discussion columns that are most interesting, and
these columns, to our mind, are a very important
part of the magazine. In spite of your objection to
the ''War of the Worlds," we beheve that you do
like ils author. When that story was writlen, a
mode of attack was pictured which you may take as
being very far jn_ the future, for it was written in
what are now fairly old times, before any of rte
unfortunately effective methods of modem warfarc
had been developed. So you can take it as an interesting présentation of how things were some
décades ago, and accept Mr. Wells* play of fantasy
as being truly entertaining. We certainly congratulatc you if you have acquired a clear knowledge of
the Fourth Dimension from reading "A Small Book
on Einstein." We are sorry you do not like
Mr. Hicks. It struck us that it was a very clever
blending ot science and humor. We advise you not
to take things too seriously, and assure you that
such letters as yours are very bigbly appreciated
by the Editor.—EDITOR.J
WHAT IS THE FOURTH DIMENSION?
Editor, Amazing Stories:
Although I am a new reader of your magazine,
your stories have me thinking.
I have heard many _ arguments and discussions
concerning the fourth dimension but I never understood its meaning until I started reading your
magazine,
This subject is very interesting and I wish that
you would tell me (through "Discussions") how
people received the idea that there is a fourth
dimension. How do they know that there is a
fourth dimension if they are not sure what it is?
-■
Salvador A. Papason,
617 East 53rd St..
_ Los Angeles, Cal.
* (The fourth dimension is a mathcmatical conception used for working out some problems in
higher matberoatics—astronomy, celestial physics
and the like. It has been taken up by many people
who know little about it and we thluk that for rte
average man it does five a nice basis for interesting stories of a _ scientific nature. Readers of
our stories have written a number of letters about
it. and we find that they generally enjoy the stories
which have been based upon this conception, used
so mucb by Professer Einstein in his work.—
u.EDITOR.1
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AMAZING STORIES
APPRECIATION OF OUR AtTTHORS
CAREFDLLY THOUGHT OOX
Edilor, Amazing Storiks:
Although I have never written to any othcr magazine, I cannot rcsist the temptatîon to express my
opinion of Amazing Stories in writing, as well
as to comment upon some of ray fellow critics.
This probably will not be publisbed, in fact, I do
not expcct it to bc. but I must gct what I have to
say "off my chest."
I, too, am one of your younger readers. I am
fifteen years old and a Freshinan in the Chemistry
course at Union Collège. Having rcad Amazing
Stories ever since the first issue anpeared, 1 am
perhaps qualified to call myself an old reader, and
I do not hesitale to affirm that the stories printed
in your magazine, imaginative thnngh they are,
have, nevertheless, livened my interest in science
and, I hope, euabled me to obtain good grades in
my scientibc course. An interested student can
do marvels, and Amazing Stories bas certainly
helped me to keep my interest alive during the
more monotonous moment of memorization of
formulœ and statistics, by showing me the not-tooimprobablc future of Science, and the part that
I, as a chcmist, will be fittcd to play therein.
As to old-fashioned parents who objcct to Amazing Stories, I can only dculore their préjudices.
Mine are not that way, in fact my father startcd
me on Verne when 1 was yel comparatively young.
From Verne, I picked up Wells, and then turned
my attention to the magazine world, welcoming
the arrivai of Amazing Stories. True, hc bas
not rcad the magazine, but that. I am sure, is
largcly «lue to a lack of time and a dislike for the
magazine form of fiction in général. In addition.
I can cite the case of a boy to whom I lent my
first seven copies. Ile kept them for nearlv a year,
but hc buvs the magazine himself now. Ilis father
confiscated the magazines as soon as they appeared
in the house, but not for purposes of censure. My
friend was not ahle to read the issues until his
father had first perused them, often more than
once.
Merritt is by far your best writer, but the others
are not by any means far hehind. Indced, the
only story that I have disliked was "Advanced
Chemistry," in last March's issue. I dare say
that others favor it as slrongly as I fc<'
it. You can't salisfy everyonc. Burroughs' "
I have held are rather unscicntific, 1
of his methods of transporting the
from the Karth to "Barsoom" and back.
But a story puhlishcd in Deceraber, "Below the
Infra-Red," bas changed my ideas a bit. For,
may not many things, imagined and actual, be
cxplained by the central idea of that excellent
talc? Perhaps Mr. Burroughs* vari-colored races
of Martians, together with their lost ci tics, their
mighty mountains, and their ill-used civilization
may he in some other planet than ours. That would
rxplain the heroes being outside of their l>odies, so
lo speak, and yct materially themsclvcs as compared to the Martians. It wonld explain the seemmgly sens«'less idea of "yearning" themselves
Ibrough space, for what is not^ possible in an entirely new world? Fiction aside, it would even
explain the fact thaï télescopés have shown no
signs of high civilization on Ihc Red Planet. True,
Mr. Burroughs would have his planes doser together and more casily interchangeable than Mr.
Bauer, but that is a negligihle fact. Fiction is
mere imagination. One may really bc right, both
may he wrong, or both may hc right. Who arc we
to combat imagination? At any rate, Burroughs'
science lias corne up a step in my estimation.
Ihough it has yct many points that arc not very
clear. Ralph Milnc l'arlcy's talcs of Venus, the
"Radio Planet" still surpass Mars "à le Rice
Burroughs." But I cmphatically do not object to
Burroughs as Burroughs. scientific or not. Burroughs as Gray, or Burroughs as McCutchcon may
be "not so good/* but Burroughs as Burroughs is
incomparable, science or no science.
I might exploit my impressions and théories as
to the "Time-dimcnsion" controversy. but I will
not attempt to do so. Sufficient to say that I belicve that therc is no reason why we should not
bc able to travel in time. not bodily, but visually.
and that there are a good many reasons why we
shnuld he able to do so. Perhaps some reader of
Amazing Storiks. înspired by Wells or Verrill,
or some other of the thousand and one men whosc
imagination has transformed monstrous _ data into
movmg romance, and dull scientific théories, understood only by leamed scientists, into îdeas that
may bc rcad, digested, and thought on by thousands
of men and women who compose the "masses,"
perhaps some scientifiction "fan" will solve ihis
weighty problem and lay the long-lost wisdom of
the past, if not of the future, before raankind. In
fact, some such thing will, in ail probabilitv occur,
for achicvement needs inspiration, and I know of
no better inspiration and source of questions for
research that will ultimately henefit man in untold
ways than scientifiction as served to the public in
easily digested doses by our favorite magazine,
Amazing Stories.
Amazing Storiks, here's to your long life, your
name, your frequency, your contents, your size—
everything about you is as much as can bc cxpected of any child of your âge. Time will make
the texture of your pages and the quality of vour
already excellent illustrations better. Sit oack
and laugh at us. the complaining, pettish readers
who
know well that they dare not let a single issue
pacH wîthout reading it from cover to cover. no
matter ! ow they complein or lamcnt the style of
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AMAZING STORIES
an author who can "write circles around" them
and, I dare say, auyone of their acquaintances.
Laugh at us. and go ou publishing tbe best of the
world's ideas, Ictting tune expand you and m;ike
you a permanent institution in millious of home.,
throughout the world. Laugh long and live longer.
P. Schuyler Miller,
302 S. Ten liroeck St.,
^cotia, N. Y.
[We get so much nice criticism from young readers, that we cannot let this interesting leiler gu
without emphasizing the fact that the writer is
but 15 ycars oid and, ccrtainly, he knows how to
express himself. Uesuies hc takes a very proper
view of our work, realizing undoubtedly, that wc
bave to picase the mauy and not the selcct few.
Wc certamly fccl that the balance of criticism received by us, and we don't hesitate to publish unfavorable letters, is greatly in favor of our magazine.—EUIÏUKJ
A READER OF DISCUSSIONS
Editor, Amazing Stories:
With regard to your stories I must say that
there is no equal to them in fiction of an y kmd.
I al way s read the "Discussions," as they give une
food for thought.
The story you published in the Xovcmher issue
entitled "The Astonnding Discoveries of Doctor
Mentiroso," seems to have caused emllcss outhursts from the many readers, but as for myself
I think that the best thiug for the uniuformed is
to say nothing ahout it as i should think that
Mr. A. Hyatt Verrill knows far more than the
average well informed person could ever wish to
know ahout the fourth dimension. As fur myself
I helieve that such a tbing docs exist, but, as is
always the case when somethmg new cornes along
in the realm of science, it is looked upon with
ridicule by the oider minds that have becume more
or less fossilized with ycars.
A good example of that was when Uarvey discovercd the circulation of the blood. I believe from
wbat I have read that there was not une doctor
in the entire profession over forty-ûve ycars old
that would helieve him.
I believe that most of the stories that you publish are not impossible as science bas taught us
that almost anything is possible. We know that
Doctor Mentiroso went deep into the suhject of
the fourth dimension, but, taken with a pincb of
sait, I think the story goes down very well. Another story you published in the Dccembcr issue
that I liked was lîclow the Infra Red." f think
that vibrations will play a very important part
in tbe lives of the people a hundred ycars from
now.
I think that through the use of vibrations many
nndreamed of things will lie discovered in the near
future. If 1 remember rightly some three years
ago a certain American doctor made some very
wonderful cures through the use of a vibratmg
machine that he invented. What the machine was
like I don't know.
But as lo looking beyond the "Infra" red I
don't think that such will corne in my time. but
if there is anything helow the "Infra" red I helieve
that science will find it out in the course of time.
There is a storv by II. G. Wells, that mjght
interest your readers—that is "Men Like Gods."
To conclude I should like to say that ail your
Amazing Stories arc gnod reading. but some of
your readers say lhat tbe writers of them should
stick to hard and fast facts; it never occurred to
them that every day science shatters hard and fast
facts. that were hard and fast in the yesterday.
Some of your stories are beeoming rcal such as
the "Modem Thought Machine." and another one
more recent is a machine that will furnish data as
lo the running of other machines by simply asking
it over the téléphoné. The machine was in
Science and Invention of this month. But I look
for a machine that will be aide to see for ilself.
That might sound odd, but when _ one stops to
think that there is an invention right now that
will start and stop machinery by the shadow of
a hand, it seems more possible.
That might not Sound like a machine with an
eyc. but I think that in the near future when
roads will be made a différent colou.r from the rc.t
of the country side and that such a machine (that
now can lie operatcd by the shadow of a hand)
when pcrfected will be able to opcrale upon with
colours also I think that we shall be gctting nearer
the "Machine Age." It ail might sonnd like a
good stretch of imagination but. my motto is—
"NOTHING IS PERMANENT—CHANGE IS
INEVITABLE"
Your s for more Amazing Stories.
W. Pillino
Piocher Station. Alberta. Can.
[Our Discussions Columns have acqnircd such
standing, that we do not wonder at what you say
about them in the opening part of your letter.
The "cndless outbursts from the many readers
which have heen elicitcd by Dr. Mentiroso. go to
prove the merit of bis work.
It is not too much to sav that our Discussions
Column gîvcs a gauge of the merit of the story,
hecause the more discussion they clicit. the hetler
the stories under fire may be taken to he.
When you say about science "constnntly shattering things that were taken as hard and fast facts
in ■ the yesterdays," you arc putting it excellently.
Your idea of a machine gnided by _ the color of
the roacl is hv no means to he considered an extravagant idea. because so much has been donc
aiready in the developmcnt of amplification by
vacuum tubes.—EDITOR.]
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AMAZING STORIES
SOME GOOD NATDRED BRICKBATS
Editer, Amazing Stories:
After reading your magazine and I must admit,
enjoying it, since the first or second issue. I have
made two attempts to voice mv opinion of it, and
its readers. I nave seen neitner in print, and I
must congratulate you for your ability to discard
ail the trash which is sent you.
Well, here is the thinl attempt.
Ever since Discussions Department started I
have studied the letters submitted and have finally
conduded that the stories arc read I»y those who
delight in fairy-tales injccted with a little sweetening of so-called science, and by children. I must,
of course, place myself in one of these classes;
being 17, I choosc the former.
H. G. Wells is not enjoyed by your readers bccause he does not write fairy-tales. Ilis stories
are realistic, accurate and quaint and have a certain originality alxiut them. "The Colour Out of
Space" which I do not know who wrote was, to
me, the best story printed in Amazing Stories.
Miles T. Breuer, M.D., is to bc congratulated
also for bis stories which do not rely on fantastic
nightmares, erroneous théories, fourth-dimension,
etc. to hold the reader's interest as docs Edgar
Rice Burroughs and A. Merrill who have no place
in your magazine. Burroughs' story about the
Germans and the submarines and A. Merritt's
"Moon Pool" being about the worst nonsense
printed in Amazing Stories. bclonging more in
your French Humor or sometfaing else. Don't get
me wrong, I like imaginative stories, but no doubt
you will admit that there is a limit to everything.
Mr. Merritt certainly deserves a lot of crédit if
he can explain what he meant by ail the nonsense
in "The Moon Pool."
Jules Veme's "Robur the Conaucror" belongs
more in "Boy's Life" or "Travel." With plain
plot and ment of story to put the story across,
I doubt if he could have filled a half-dozen nages.
He fills the story with a lot of drivel whien can
bc read in any geography.
I really enjoyed the adventures of Dr. Mentiroso
and did not even think to spell "Esnesnon" backwards which some of your readers did right ofï the
bat.
Mr. Paul's drawings are the one thing about
Amazing Stories which defy criticism.
Except for Mr. Merritt's brain-storm-gonc-wrong
and Mr. Burrough's drivel, yours is the nest magazine on the market.
Best wishes.
M. Wm. Guerin,
Hamilton, Md.
[You must not call anything you write "trash."
You express yourself particularly well. We have
regarded your criticisms as being good natured, but
they are so severe on some of our authors that we
fe«d that the least you can do is to go through our
Discussions Column and see how many pcople admire
these very stories, which you object to.
Also, in what you say about Jules Verne, you
refer to "a lot of drivel" which can be found in
any geography. We do not think that geographies
as a rule, deal in, or supply their readers with
this commodity.
And, curiously, you pick out two of the most
favorite authors for condemnation—authors commended over and over again by tho readers of
Amazing Stories.—EDITOR.]
"THE WAR OF THE WORLDS" APPROVKD
OF. DR. MENTIROSO NOT LIKED. SOME
INTERESTING CRITICISMS
Editer, Amazing Stories:
The waste-basket having cvidently intcrccpted ray
last letter, I am again attempting to put my thoughts
and opinions on paper.
Rising in defense of H. G. Wells, I makc the
statement that although his stories are not pcrfect
they should at least get as much praise as they
do criticism. (And he undoubtcdly does, for his
classics have won him literary faine, the world
over. Y
"The War of the Worlds," the subject of so
much discussion by readers of Amazing Stories, I
found on the whole to bc a good representativé
of Scicntifiction.
After reading it I felt that I understood it a
great dcal better than the "Discoveries of Doctor
Mentiroso." (I leave ofï "Astounding" for anyImdy that read that story knows it was "Astounding," even bewildering.)
In "The< War of the Worlds" the Martîans did
not corne in
"space-ships," but "cylindcrs." That
is not outside the range of possibilîtv. but as the
mode of their interstellar transportation was by a
cylinder, there are some problems which arise.
During the late war of '14 to '18 there were
many long-range guns in use, bv both the Allied
forces, and those of the Impérial German Government. For instance, there was "Big Bertha," a
product of the Krupp Works. This gun dropped
missiles from a distance of prcsumably, 75 miles.
That was several ycars ago. Now perbaps. a
gun of much greater range could be constructed.
That is. in terrestrial figures, a goodly number of
miles, for the projection of a missile of great weight.
But the occurrence which Wells relates is of much
greater magnitude? The Martians "set_ off" a
cylinder which traverses a distance of 35,000,000
miles! That statement taxes the credulity of the
majority of peuple. But is it, after ail impossible?
T may lie a fool for saying so, but I don't think
it impossible.
It would be necessary for the Martians to
harness an enormous power to accomplish this feat.
That is without question.
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The Story of
Chemistry
(FLOYD L. DARROW
within
your grasp
—interesting—
Chemistry—Floyd L. Darrow
has presented this subject in a
concise, simple manner.
j^Though a great deal of time
was consumed in research work
and study, the book is in such
a readily grasped form, it will
be nothing at ail for you to
obtain a good understanding of
the subject.
530 PAGES—6" x 9"
The book is beautifully and
sturdily bound, with a good
supply of interesting illustrations.
The price is a low figure at
which to gain such a complété
éducation as it affords.
The Story of Chemistry
SPECIAL PRICE
$3.98
USE COUPON BELOW
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CONSRAD
COMPANY.
INC.City
230 Fifth Avenue.
New York
Gentlemen: I enclose $3.9»—pleasc acnd
me one copy of "The Story of Chemistry."
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AdOress
CUu, State
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116 Pages—9 x 12 Inches
' fie prepared—TViis means but 50c,
anrf if is well within the means
of everyone.
1001 RADIO QUESTIONS
AND ANSWERS 50c
■ 1 'HESE questions are the ones
arising every day of the year
—thcy are the ones that are
costing you money through lack
i of knowledge. But it is so un| necessary now!
This great
; Question and Answer Book,
■ compiled by the staff of Radio
\ News, probes into Radio and
| its problems from every angle—
i and gives answers that have the
sweet tingle of money saved.
|
Circuits, Amplification, Balancing. Régénération, Transmission, Set Construction, Opération, Speaker Design, Control,
Electrification, Accessory Installation, Antenna Possibilities
—there's not a thing about
Radio that it misses.
1001 RADIO QUESTIONS
AND ANSWERS
50c at ail newsstands or direct
EXPERIMENTER PUB. CO., INC.
230 Fifth Avenue
New York, N. Y.

AMAZING STORIES
The story did not inlerest me enough to finish
it. Mr. Verrill is a splendid author, but that particular^ story did not help his réputation with me.
Don't change the covers of Amazing Stories,
for they are a big help in locating them on the
lewsstands.
I give Air. Paul the crédit of knowing his rods,
ind levers, in the jàcturc on the cover of the
January issue. It is charactcristic of his other
work, which is more than satisfactory.
"Kobur the Conqueror" by Jules Verne was a
tribute to the sélective staff of Amazing Storiks.
For really holding the interest of the reader that
narrative was O. K. We can certainly afford
more of Jules Verne I
I don't care for the scientific détective stories,
which appear in Amazing Stories so freçiuently.
That type of story can be found behind the
covers of a "dime novel," and bas no place in
Amazing Stories.
The "Hicks Sériés" is very entertaining and
therc should be either one of those, or some other
cqually good humorous story, in every other issue,
ot your magazine,
Interplanetary taies are my favorite, so don't
eut down the number of them m Amazing Stories.
The best stories in the January issue of 1928
are "Robur the Conqueror" (Part II), "The
Cornet Doom" and "Rice's Ray."
David Ireland,
Louisville, Ky.
[We are glad, as a sort of relief, to nnd one
more writer coming to the defense of Air. Wells.
This correspondent approves of the "War of the
Worlds."
Scientific détective stories which don't meet with
your approval are enjoyed by many readers. We certainly do not think that the scientific détective
stories that we publisb are at ail outside the range
of our work. Personally, we like the "Hicks' "
stories. We think they are extrcmely funny and
exhibit what we raay call "science run mad."—
EDITOR.l
TREASURES OF TANTALXJS
Editor, Amazing Stories:
I am surprised that more readers didn'l mention
Mr. Smith s excellent "Treasures of Tantalus."
In this story the fiction and scientific éléments are
beautifully balanced. It is a semi-detective story of
a high order. The part where the professor secs
a drama enacted on a distant star, thousands of
ycars ago, is good science, but the way in which
Mr. Smith balances this up with the rest of the
story, is wonderful. We have scveral stories within
custody, ail combining to show the effect of money
and power on the human mind. His story is a
good study in science, fiction, intrigue, and psychology. Yet there is no crowding of détails. The
story did me good. I got some new ideas of th<
Universe from it, some new ideas of possible inventions, and \ felt more forcibly than ever the words
of Omar Khayyam:
The Worldly ITopc men set their hearts upon
Tunis ashes—or it prospers; and anon.
I.ike snow upon the desert's dusty face,
Lighting a little hour or two—is gone.
Your magazine is the only popular one I read.
and I wouldn't miss one issue if I could help it.
<iood luck.
Air. Verrill's "Dr. Mentiroso" slarted something un. It strikes me that the story is a remarkably clear sugar-coated exposition of Einslein's
'bepry. l.et the readers think and grumble—it
wul do them good.
AIvîn Moore.
1105 Miller St.,
TTtica, N. Y.
[Wc can repeat about Dr. Alentiroso, or enlarge
a little on what we bave said Iiefore. that problems
on the différence of time, while they are perfectly
simple, do possess the peculiarity of confttsing the
mind. They have the economical feature involved
in the navigation of slnns acroe* tbe océan. The
détermination of the longitude of their position was
one of the world's unsolved problems for centuries
and the first solutions before days of radio were
hased on tbe différence of time. as shnwn hv the
chronometer invented for that, use for navigators.
Von will find elsewhcre a letter bringing ont this
point as it impressed a traveler going to and from
the Philippine Islands—in one case, stepping from
Saturday to Monday and on the relurn having two
days of the same name following each other—constitnting. as it were. a forty-eight hour day. The
détermination of the longitude of their position for
centuries was one of the world's unsolved problems and the first solutions before days of radio
were based on the différence of time. as shown
by the chronometer invented for that use by navigators. You will find elsewhere a letter bringing
ont this point as it impressed a traveler going to
and from the Philippine Islands—in one case, stepping from Saturday to Monday and on the return
having two davs of the same name following each
other—constitutiug. as it were, a forty-eight hour
day.
Ope of our correspondents objects to détective
stories. but here we have a writer who hiçhly
approves of the "Treasures of Tantalus." The
story was not only a capital détective story, but
brought ont the lîmits of prédiction by scientific
reasoning. The psychologist made some very sucressful déductions from facts. but he certainly
fell down in the solution of the problem which
was before him.—EDITOR.]
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SUCCESS
In Radio
New course gives finest
instruction obtainable
You Can Learn at Home/
Good pay from the start,
rapid advancement.and phénoménal success—a life profession of fascinacing brainwork—that is what Radio
holdsforthemanwhoknows
his subject thoroughly. Since
R.L DUNCAN, 1909 Radio Institute c.
Dlreetor.
Radio Institute America has traincd thouof America and sands to become successful
author of
several volumes in the many branches of Rain radio.
dio. Are you going to plod
along at a thirty-five dollar a week job
when REAL MONEY is waiting for you
in radio?
New Course Finest Ever
Promineot radio men have enchusiastically greeted RI A's
new course as the most complété and up-to-date offered
today. Ail this first-quality
equipment is furnished FREE
WITH THE COURSE-parts
for making many practical
radio circuits and the Pcerless
Signagraph for code instruction.

m
RIA hacked hy RCA, G-E
and Westinghouse
You get ail the benefits of instruction conducied
by RCA and sponsored by RCA's associâtes, G-E
and Westinghouse. Our employaient departmear.
is ai the service of graduâtes.
Study at Home!
Moreover you can STUDY AT
radio imim/ri
HOME—when you please and as
long as you please.
This new boofclet describing the
course is just off the press. If you
want to learn more about the well
paying positions in this fascinating
Îirofession send the coupon now
or your copy.
RADIO INSTITUTE OF AMERICA
Dept. H-3 326 Broadway, New York City
RADIO INSTITUTE OF AMERICA. Dept. H-3
326 Broadway, New York City
Dear Mr. Duncan :
Please send me your new catalog. I war.; o
know more about your new radio course.
tsame
Address
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Oi! Oi! Fm Leffing—and how y ou'Il laugh !
Page after page—illustration after illustration—a
continuous stream of innocent, natural humor that
will get under your skin in an cffortless way, and bring
out every laugh in your System.
Such side-splitting fun! Parodies on famous poems
in the natural humor of the dialect! (See contents.)
The entire city has adopted this immensely funny
book. Its germ of humor and fun is spreading like
wild-fire! With it you will laugh as you have nevcr
laughed before.
Then there's Silas Greene and his son Abner,
fellows worldly wise concerning women, whose expériences with wild women and tame women made
wild, we assure you, will send you off a'conquering.
Bring it into your home—you need it! The atmos-

Humor!

CONTENTS IN PART
Chepler y un—A corrccted édition of
de woild's gratcst potcry.
De Shooting of Sem de Jew—
Voodman Sparc Dot Trce—De
Kecd'» Lest Fight—De Willagc
Blecksmit—De Face on de Bar Room
Floor—An Old Swectheart From
Mine—and six others.famously funny.
Chepler 2—Silai Grecne anscr» ail
iwestions relatin' lo lifc, libcrty. and
the pursuit of members a the opposite sez.
Th/rd IVorse—In wich Abner Grcene.
the son of Silas. tells of his conkvresU
over the farc scx. and attemps to
express his vicws on matters uv
interest to nobody.

phère will instantly become charged with unrestrained laughter.
Oi? Oi! Fm Leffing—it is 25c worth of milliondollar humor.
25c ON ALL NEWSSTANDS
or write us direct
USE THIS COUPON NOW !
THE E. I. COMPANY. 230 Flfth Avenue. New York City
Gentlemen: Here is my 25c (stamps—coin).
Please rush through my copy of "Oi! Oi! l'm Leffing."
Name
Strett
City

StaU

Build that Radio
yourself

Strobodyne
'The Greatest
Use the New Improved
CONSRAD
Book Pattern
Simple-••Précisé!
q;nc colton
V/
BELOW

\

/

This is the latest circuit! The
greatest of Superheterodyne receivers.
To build it will be an accomplishment in which you will take great
pride.
You can't go wrong ! Every pattern is a révélation in simplicity
and clarity of instruction.
Four Full-Size Blueprints
No. 1. Panel layout Blueprint—
Size 11x27 inches.
No. 2. Sub-Panel Layout.
No. 3. Wiring for Apparatus
(Shown in perspective form)—
No. 4. Underside vicw of Sub-Panel
—Size 16x27 inches.
—Size 23 x 27 inches.
And a 16-page, 9x12 book, fully
illustrated, the essence of simplicity, guides you.
To buy such a set as the Strobodyne pattern will enable you to
build, will cost a great deal
more than this method of home
construction.
j
Get this pattern and start to work
—you will enjoy every moment.
CONSRAD COMPANY, INC. i
230 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.
50c THE COPY
USE THIS COUPON
CONSRAD COMPANY, Inc.,
230 Flfth Avenue, New York City.
Gentlemen: T enclose $.50—please sendjj
me the Strobodyne Pattern.
Name
Address
City ....

State

AMAZ1NG STORIES
SOCIAL EVOLUTION, WAKING AND
SLEEPING
Interpénétration of the Ether
Editor, Auazing Stories:
Regarding the magazine, I have just one criticism to make. Nearly ail Scientiiiction writers
apply the Law of Selfishness, the struggle for
existence, and the survival of the fittest to the
highest evolutionary types, when—as a matter of
fact—it shonld only govern the lower kingdoms
of Nature.
The Social qualities; unselfishness; co-operation,
self-sacrifice and service are characteristic of the
most highly evolved types, and that is mostly lost
sight of by your writers.
In depietîng future conditions on our planet, or
older évolutions on other planets, scientifiction
writers might well use some of the highest evolutionary ideals taught and exemplified by such
flowers of our Humanity as Vyasa, Tahuti, Zoroaster, Orpheus, Buddha, Jésus, Sri Krishna, Confucius, Lao Tze, etc.
And I should like to see your writers attempt
some scientific explanation of the différence hetween waking and sleeping consciousness. Why arc
food and rest not sufficient for the bodily fonctions?
Why is the UNCONSCIOUSNESS of sleep necessary ?
AIso I should like to see more imaginative use
made of the interpenetrating quality of matter in
différent states of density. We know that the
ether interpénétrâtes ail matter as we know it.
Why should
id there
t:
not bc states of matter just as
rpri
well mitable for expression
of consciousness as
our own, but so muen finer (let us call them X)
than the ether that we might use this formula:
_ _ X : Ether : : Ether : Rock crystals.
X is in proportion to Ether as Ether is to Rock
crystals)
Let us have more stories like Wells' The Stolon
Body.
T. A. Netland,
Oakland, C«l.
[We publish your letter. not as an easy one to
answer, or comment on, but as one of great interest in itself. You ask most curious questions,
which arc anything but easy to answer and in
many cases answers, as given, would probably bc
incorrect.
We wish we could believe that the social qualities you specify characterize the average types of
humanity; we feel that they do not characterize
even the highest.—EDITOR.]
THE PAST, PRESENT AND FUTURE.
THE DURATION OF THE PRESENT
Editor, Amazing Stories;
I have been reading Amazisg Stories from the
very first issue and I want to say that I like it
very much; of course, I, as ail other humans,
believe that I could choose better stories than you
have in the past. (Here's hoping for the future.)
But in the général mn I am very much satisfied.
I especially like such stories as those that deal
with space-traveling. because I believe that some
time in the near future that is what we will be
doing, and then therc are the ones that give me
plenfy to think about, such as "The Chemical
Magnet."
The T-ying Phenomena Doctor just about made
me dizzy, and so our commentators column has been
made just that much more înterestîng.
Thèse stories of the "past" always have held
my attention, especially when you stop to think
that our entirc life is in the past, and not in the
présent or future. What I mean is this;—the
fastest thing of which we know is light, 186,000
miles per second—our sunlight is 81d minutes old
when we get it, our radio delivers words and rausic
a fraction of a second old. Other sounds do not
reach us nor have we understood them until they
are a fraction of a second old, as in the case of a
steamboat on a Iake, we s*ee the steam comîng from
'the whistle, and many times the steam has stopped
before the first sound of that whistle has reacned
us. With our moving pictures, we see things that
have happened. sometimes years ago, and so with
the traveïing into the past. It is quite obvious that
!were we to do that we could not be but spectators.
and could not have a place in the drama enacted
.before us. You suggest, in a paragraph in your
magazine that possibly some one from the future
has returned and caused a person from-the past to
invent some article, (possibly by mental suggesjtion) but even that is quite out of my range of
understanding, as much as that the emotional girl's
cry to the heroine at the movies, does good, when
,the lion is about to pounce upon her.
The things of the past are past and cannot be
changed.
Now with the future, if some one_ from our'
future were to return to us now, and exhibit bimself,*
I should be very much disappointed with my Makcr.'
Because that would show me that I was, according
to destiny, pre-ordained to do just a certain thing
and nothing else. If I knew that I were to becomc
ia great man—or a failure—regardless of what I
tried to do (or did) I would lose ail ambition and
(merely sit back and wait for what is going to happen.
But as it is I do not believe in a "Rut" that I
must follow, so, my ambition is to do "Big" things
and almost everything that I do is toward that end.
Amazing Stories giyes very interesting material
and if one wishes to think, quite educational. And
I say Hooray for Paul. I am sure that I never
would be able to conceive anything near what hc
has from some of the descriptions that he has to
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Now Comes the
New Shorthand
For years there has been a crying need for
a now system of shorthand—for a really
modem, scientific System, that could be
written more RAPIDLY than the conventional sign Systems, that would be more
ACCURATE—and that could be learned
EASILY and QUICKLV.
Now at last it is here—the new shorthand.
The business world has hailed it with enthusiasm. Alrcady it is saving time and
increasing efficiency in offices everywhere.Busy executives are using it themselves. So
are_ professional men and women. Experienced stenographers as well as beginners
are adopting it. It is used in the U. S.
Army and the Navy.
-d
se
IRADt MARK. RCC. U.S. PAT. OfF
JTie "NATURAL SHORTHAND
You use only the ordinary letters of the
alphabet—the same A B C's you hav e always
used. Specdwriting is simply a scientific
condensation of the English language, based
on your natural habits of speech.
OUICKLY LEARNED AT HOME
No need to memorize a "foreign language"
of dots and dashes, hooks and curves. You
can start using Speedwriting almost at once.
Amazing speed is quickly developed.
Speedwriting was originated by Miss
Emma Dearborn, famous authority on shorthand. She has taught practically ail Systems
for cighteen years in such institutions as
Columbia University, Rochester Business
Instituts, Simmons Collège, and the University of California.
SEND FOR FREE BOOK
Let us tell you more
about Speedwriting—how
dwna
experieneed stenographers
and beginners alike are
adopting it—how présidents of firms, sales managers, and other important executives are increasing their efficiency
through its use—how ail
kinds of professional men,
collège students, and office
workers are finding it invaluable. Send for the
Free Booklet now—it shows what Speedwriting
can do for YOUI
BRIEF ENGLISH SYSTEMS, INC.
Dept. C-94
200 Madison Avenue
New York City
MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK NOWI
Brief English System. Inc., Dept. C-94
200 Madison Avenue. New York City
Gentlemen: Wlthout obligation, aond me your booklet
on Speedwriting.
If l décidé to Executive...
study Speedwriting,
I shallStudent...
use It In
Sténographie...
Sccretarlal...
or Professional... capaclty.
Name
Address
.State..
CUv
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AMAZING STORIES
go by. He bas a most difficult job and I think that
none of bis knockers could do any where near as
well, even if they did have talent enough to draw
a picture in the first place.
Mr. Editor, we can get Mr. Wells* and Mr.
Verne's books at any book shop, but we cannot get
the others that you publish cxcepl through you, so
if you pleaee, less of Wells and Verne, and more
of Mr. Vcrrill and Mr. Flagg and the others of
your authors.
Always an Amazing Stories reader.
Johnnie Walkcr,
300 Pennsylvania Ave.
San Francisco, Cal.
[Several interesting points are brought out by
this writer, among others, a very curious onc as to
the duration of the présent time. This duration
is, of course, nil. The présent time is the boundary
of the past and the présent and without any
dimensions.
Our readers* conviction ahout Mr. Paul is that
for the peculiar class of illustrations cxacted by
our stories, he is pre-eminently the man. He has
received very warm appréciation from thousands
and we are glad to sec you join the list of his
admirera. We could say more about this letter,
but our correspondent puts the whole matter so
well that the letter speaks for itself.—EDITOR.]
PRAISE AND APPRECIATION WHICH WE
HARDLY DESERVE
Editor, Amazing Stories:
If I am not in trading, I should likc to be permitted to say a few words of appréciation of
Amazing Stories.
As 1 have never had the privilège of schools.
collèges and other "seats" of learning, whal little
knowledge T may have, is entirely due to the
magazine ficld.
After the days work is donc and ail nature set
tles down to rest, 1 take up my magazine, and
am off into the wilds of the arctic régions; explore
the jungles of South America; visit ancient temples of far away Tibet and yea even learn the
mysteries of the great universe, so beautifully set
forth by Henry Vaughn:
"I saw Eternity the other night
Like a great ring of pure and cndless light,
Ali calm as it was bright
And round beneath it, Time in hours, days and
vears,
Driv n by the sphères
Like a vast shadow raov'd; in which the world
And ail her train were hurl'd.'*
I study physical, chemical and astronomical science. I feel so full of scientific knowledge, I even
attempt to hobnoh with the weighty thoughts of
Henry Adams—and that's going some!
I do not say these things in any egotistical manner whatsoever. I am simpl^r stating a fact.
The point, Mr. Editor, is: For the one high
brow professer who takes seven pages to kick ahout
the impossible imaginations of the scientific writer.
and wakes up to find out that he doesn't even
know his history, therc are thousands of us ijpiorant fellows, who glory in the versatile imagination of your clcver writers. They ail are good.
Evcry story contains something of value and is
very highly entertaining. Let the professer read
his tochnical library for his précise line of reasoning, I for one shout:
Long live the Amazing Stories
George L. Reed,
106 Mill Street.
Reno, Nev.
[It is fair to say that a letter of appréciation
is enjoyed by the editor who is doing his best to
please a varied clientage of readers. some of whom
desire one thing and others wish for another.
Our correspondent's letter, so well put, goes to
show how much can be donc by one who has; never
had the advantages of a collège training, and we
ccrtainly take great pleasure in ^iving it a place
in our Discussions Column.—EDTiOR.]
A CONFIHMED READER OF PERIODICALS
Editor. Amazing Stories:
I mcrely wish to edge in and advise that I am
one of your readers. Amazing Stories eaunht my
eye on the newsstand. and always on the still-hunt
for good reading, and with a hope for the best, I
bought it. I am satisfied, with perhaps a few minor
exceptions. H. G. Wells docs not match up to my
ideas of a story writer, but, then, he has his style,
and T can either read him or pass him up.
Believe it or not, I subscribe to fifteen magazines,
four daily papers and three on Sunday, and I can
frankly say as to magazines, Amazing Stories can
and does hold my attention.
The type of stories in your magazine would certainly call for more illustrations. When one reads
such wrîtings with the imagination working overtime, it would be much better to have illustrations
of the subiects. A semi-monthly would appeal to
me. Here's hoping your supply of material will
not run out.
Ralph L. Myers,
65 Broad Street,
Bridgeton, N. J.
[A crilicism is valuable in proportion to standards of comparison. And certainly this reader of
fifteen magazines and of a number of daily papers,
has a formidable list with which to compare our
humble efforts. We are very proud to see how we
corne out in the comparison. So favorable a letter
makes us feel like searching our files for what is
technically called a brick-bat, so as to print it directly following.—EDITOR,]
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'AMAZING STORIES
PERHAPS A BASIS FOR A HEW
SCIENCE CLUB
Editor, Amazing Stories:
Your magazine bas bcen a regular visiter at my
home since the first copy and will say it is O. K.
in most ways, that is, as I see it. Of course, every
story won't suit every oner but most .of them suit
me. Interplanetary stones arc my favorites.
"Around the Universe," by Ray Cummings was
fair—among sevcral mistakes in his science, I have
picked out one in particular to bring to your attention. As the space fliers are traveling through
spacc at a speed of 740 million miles per second,
after having passée! Alpha Centauri, the twin stars,
a speed that carried them in two minutes as far
as light could travel in a ycar—so far so good.
Next, the story says that they could see stars, etc.,
after thcy had passed them. How could the light
wave "catch up" with them if they were going
so much faster than it was, but plain "horse
sense" would show that objects back of the flyer
would be invisible. Am I right?
Now to get down to the real object of this letter,
ihe Science Club. I once organized such a club,
back in 1914, we had an expérimental laboratory
and did some really wonderful things—for boys
in high school. One thing we did that I remember
well—we made a broadeasting station, or rather
two of them and two receivers. We actually transmitted conversation and music over these crude
transmitters without the use of vacuum tubes.
The average person knew nothing of such things
in those days. I could name a good list of original
apparatus that we experimented with and constructed. but that would be exposing the secrets in
our archives. One only I will mention, but with
no détails, an electric gun that was a real success,
lurned over to the government when war broke
out. The club is still active, but not like what
it once was. Sevcral of the members are in différent parts of the U. S., so we are somewhat short
of members, and the meetings are not regular anymore. 1 sold the garage I once owned in Adrian
and am now in the small country town of Sencca.
I have a machine shop here, mostly expérimental
work for myself and the club, garage in connection. I build the D-X-ola radio, the simplest yet,
and the longest range, only two moving parts,
variable condenser, and potentiometer, brings in
any station on this continent with loud speaker
volume. On the low wave model I have picked
up Ëuropean stations almost any time. also with
loud speaker volume, (only four tubes.)
But to get back to the club—I can't tell you much
al>out it without permission, which I might l>c ahle
to get at the next meeting. It is known as the
A. O. O. S. (American Order of Science.) It
is a secret order, has a constitution, set of bylaws. a hinding oath, secret code for writing
formalac, pass words and signs. A racmber desiring a patent may get the same through the club
attorney at much redueed rates. Any member having an idea that he wishes developed brings it
before the Officiai Board and if it has merit the
club will develop it for him at a very small charge.
A good sharc of the developing is donc in my shop
but not al! of it however, as some of the other
members are equipped to take carc of such work.
My idea is to cnlargc the club, local lahoratories
in other parts of the U. S. I shall introduce the
idea at the next meeting and if it carries we will
be in a position to furnish constitution, oath and
bylaws and other information to any responsible
person wishing to organize a "lalioratory." These
varions local "chapters" could have a number
(ours—the parent laboratory—is of course No. 1.)
Delegates could be sent to national or state meetings. a national expérimental lalioratory could bc
maintained easily from monthly dues from the
memliers. This laboratory could do big things,
and have a staff composed of the most capable
scientists in the country. Thcy would have the
finance and the equipment to do anything they
desired.
The amateurs of radio of the short wave band
would • nearly ail be cligiblc to membership and
would be in a position to link ail local lahoratories with the national in a few moments* time.
The order could maintain a national légal department for the pur pose of protecting the patent
rights of the members, a member becoming involved in a suit over such rights would have the
funds of the order back of him as well as the
beat légal advîce to be had anywhere. I think I
have
written enough (perhaps you can hardly read
f
it anyway—I can't when it gets cold.) I.et me
know what you think of it, and if you have the
space you might print this as I would like to get
V in touch with others who have the same ideas.
fi.Yours for the furthcrance of Science,
George A. Wincs,
P. O. Box 73, Seneca, Mich.
\ [This Ictter is so full that we hardly necd comment on it. There is however, one thing we would
like very much to say, and it is that we think
the exclusive and secret nature of your socicty in
a sense is objectionable. Personally, we advocate
an open mind, and an open association, as we believe the sccrecy tends to impair advance. One
of the great carly scientists ^ was addictcd to koeping his work secret, and this has even bcen commented on to the extent of pronouncing him a sort
of science criminal. As far as possible, we think
that what we know should be dîscloscd wherever it
will benefit humanity.—EDITOR.]
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Ida Bailey Allen's
Delighiful Book of
recipes
menu
diet
conduct of housc
hold, buying aids,
etc.
Spécial Price $1.98
Regular Price $2.25
IDA BAILEY ALLEN, in this
1 book, has written a cook book
—yes—and more. This is a thorough discussion of the subject,
from festive desserts to feeding
the sick.
It is a practical aid that every
household should have.
The
hostess will find it invaluable in
planning the small house party
or the wedding banquet.
Ida Bailey Allen is a nationally
known expert of Domestic Science.
When she writes, it is well to incorporate her many ideas and breadth
of experience into your own.
2500 RECIPES—1001 PAGES
Spécial Price $1.98
Regular Price $2.25
The Household Through the
Eyes of an Expert
Une This Coupon—Immédiate Delivery
CONSRAD CO., Inc.,
230 Filth Ave., New York. N. Y.
Gentlemen: I enclose Sl.DS; plensc senti me
one copy of Ida Balloy Allen's COOK BOOK.
NAME
ADDRESS
CITY

AMAZING STORIES
A riST OF SUGGESTIONS FOR US TO
SELECT FROM
Efitor, Amazing Storiks:
I have just finished the January issue of Amazing Stories and hcrc is my vote on stories, et
cetera.
The best story is the "Cornet Doom," by Edmond
Hamilton. I have rcad many of his stories in
U'cird Talcs and if Amazing Stories gcts stories
like those I have rcad by him, it's getting something. 1 hope that Edmond Hamilton continues
to write for Amazing Stories.
** Ricc's Ray" by Harry Martin is the next best.
I welcomed it bccausc you haven't had stories of
space and planets lately, cspecially Vernis. 1 hope
lhat you will ask Harry Mai tin to write a story
al»out advcnturcs of the three friends on Mars.
Or maybe he would write a story on each planet
m the Universc. I don't think lhat you have
enough stories aliout space, planets and stars,
cspecially sériais.
I don't nsually like scicntific mysteries but I
couldn't hrlji liking "The Psychological Solution."
book whom it's by.
If "lîaron Mucnchhauscn's Sciontilic Adventurcs" are anything like "Hicks' Advcnturcs with
a Kick," 1 know they will be good.
What happent»! to A. Mcrritt, (îarrett P. Serviss,
Murray I.cinster, Edgar Rice Hurrpughs, Ray Cumnn'ngs, (iarret Smith, et celcri? Cm nussing theni.
I hoi>e that you have sériais by these authors soon.
Do I have to kcep on hoping?
When are you going to start your three-part
sériais a gain ? Mayl»c you can put more sériais
in by having two parts luit if you run three-part
sériais and have a new one begin the samc month
that the old one ended, you can have the samc
amount.
When are you going to have seqncls to"The
Tide Projectile Transportation Co." by Will H.
Gray and "The Face in the Abyss" by À. Merritt?
If you put Amazing Stories An nu al ont in
March you can call il an Anniversary number
too. I hope that you have a novel, novelettes, and
short stories like last tinic but ail new stories.
Can you get the sequel to "The Face in the
Abyss," by that time?
Why docsn't the Expérimenter Publtshing Co. put
sotne of its best liked stories from Amazing Storip^s
and Science and Invention in book form? Do
you think it can do it?
Why don't you keen tbo paper that was in the
May 1927 issue of Amazing Stories? It's the
l)est paper you'vc had yet. Or better yet, use the
kind of paper that is in l'opular Science.
I hope that you start having more full page
pictures soon.
The above is yours for Amazing Stories
Jack Darrow
3244 Ilellcplaine Ave.,
Chicago, 111.
[Our correspondent is certainly fertile in suggestions. but if hc will rcflect, hc will realize that
the carrying oui of many of his suggestions would
be exactlv what our readers do not want.
The asking for a sequel to a story is certainly one
nf the best appréciations it can obtain, and that
bas been donc m numerous cases, just as you have
donc here. So. even as we have been editing such
Irttcrs as yours, it makes us feel that we have
not donc badly.—EDITOR.]
A STORY IN THE AMAZING STORIES
ANNUAL
Editor, Amazing Stories:
I want to tell you of the strange effect the
story of the "Face in the Ahyss" had on me. This
is also answering your request asking what wc
think about it.
The story at the first rcading was not very
interesting to me; but the final roundup was so
strange in comparison to the other stories that
at each succeeding rcading it seemed to me the
charactcrs in the story actually lived and that I
was a member of the part, a silent witness, watching ail these happenings.
The girl Suarri, and lier affection for (îraydon
arc very eleverly intro<hic<'d and woven into the
story, and the winged serpents visible only in the
one certain light is so intricately interlaced and
described that I had a feeling as if I wanted to
l>e there in person myself.
And when (îraydon and his companions were
shown "The l'ace'* and (îraydon was the only
one ahle to withstand the "Call" to corne on over,
even though it was with help of the Snakc Mother.
his subséquent exile to the border of this strange
and and "told to move on" and his rcturn and
attack, sickness—retum to civilization and final
rcturn to Ya-Atlanchi, are incidents that to me
scem to lie a chapter torn from some history of long
ago and appear to l»c very much doser to my ego
than just a soulless story in a magazine.
I hope I have convcyed my mcaning to you in
the right light, and I am cagerly awaiting the
sequel to this first installment.
II. Pottcr.
216 So. Central, Los Angeles, Calif.
[Our correspondent certainly is a very good
/ritic, and it is quite interesting to sce how, on
••jeading over a story a second or third time, it is
hnproved. and improvement on acquaintance is the
'•est possible tribute you could give. EDITOR.]
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OPPORTUNITY AD-LETS
This column will appear monthly
in Amazing Stories
Rate—six cents a word. 10% discount for 6 issues and 20% for 12
issues. Cash should accompany ail advertisements unlcss placcd by an
accredited advertisiug agency. Advertisements for less than 10 words
not accepted.
EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO.
230 Fifth Avenue
New York City
AGENTS WANTED
WE START VOIT WITHOUT A DOLLAR.
Soaps, Extracts, Perfurnes, Toilet (îoods. Expérience unnecessary. Carnation Co., 1020, St. Louis.
Mo.
AkVEO POLISHING CLOTHS sell everywhere for 25c. New and improved. Absolutcly
safe for hands and ail kinds of nietals. Exclusive
territories open to lirst class agents. Write for
our unusual proposition. Arveo Industries, Box
147-A. Grosse Ile, Michigan.
Harley offers best chance for quick, big incomes
to agents. 400 fast-sclling products—grocerics,
extracts, family mcdicines, toilet préparations,
etc. AH daily nccessitics. Moorc made $1,124
one month—Glassteter $125 one day. Burris S56.25
from 2 orders. Big chance for one man each locality. $8.00 to $15.00 day casy. Thousands making $3.00 hour part time. Samples furnished.
Harley Company, Desk C-24M. Dayton. Ohio.
ART
French Novelties for Men. Scnd direct to
"Gay Parce" for sample and lists. Only 25c
stamps (not coin). D. Morey, Boite Postale 55,
Dept. 739, Paris. France. (French postage 5c).
BOOKS
Sherlock Holmes twin brother Silent Slim and
his extraordinary advcnturcs. Price 25 cents.
Thiacomas, Martiusburg, West Virginia.
HYPNOTISM WINS! 25 easy lessons and 248
page illustrated référence guide, $2.00. "Mindrcading" (any distance). WonderfuI, $2.00. Science Institutc, A430, Milwaukce Ave., Chicago.
Scientîfic Romances for sale! "The Flying Submarine"—Salvidgc $2. "6 Voice From Mars"—
l'romhead $2. "The Vengeance of Science"—
Dalmainc $2.50. "The Mastcr-of the World**—
Verne $1.50. "The Earl of Hell"—Kitchcll $2.
"Draculas Gucst*'—Brom Stokcr $1.25. "Ont of
the Silence"—Cox $2.50. "Ralph 124x-t-" Gernsback $2. . "War of the Worlds"—Wells. $1. Our
catalogue Xo. 4 will be ont in February. I-'resno
Book Shop, 1944 Tuolumne Street, Fresno. Calif.
BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
$100 per month in your home, folding, mailing
circulars, we furnish everything. Particulars and
samples 25c. Adams Mailing Service, Box 102.
Frackville, Pa.
Free Book. Start little Mail Order business.
Hadwil, 5A-74 Cortlandt Street, N. Y.
AMATEUR CARTOONISTS: Make Money in
spare time with new cartoon selling plan. Write
SMITH'S SERVICE. Wenatchce, Wash.
CHEMISTRY
Subscribe to The New POPULAR CHEMISTRY!! A monthly chemical magazine containing the latest chemical news, experiments, formulas, answers to chemical questions, chemical news
in inedicine, and other interesting features. Three
trial copies. 30 cents. No stamps. One ycar for
$1.00. Book catalog free to yearly subscribers.
Popular Chemistry Company, Dept. JC, Swedeshoro, N. J.
CORRESPONDENCE COURSES
Used Corrcsnondence School courses sold on repurchase hasis. Also rented and exchanged.
Moncy-back guarantee. Catalog free. (Courses
bought). I-ee Mountain, Pisgah, Alabama.
CRYSTAL GAZING
Crystal Gazing Globes, ail si/es; list free. Otto
Waldmann, 1450 First Ave., New York.
DETECTIVES
DETECTIVES Earn Big Money. Travel. Make
secret investigations. Expérience unnecessary.
Particulars free. Write. American Détective System, 2190 Broadway, N. Y.

HEALTH
A WonderfuI Course. Send for this bod> building course You get a beautiful chart of twenty
illustrations, in Bar-Bcll exercises with full instructions. And free advice on health, only $2.50.
Who wouldn't give that much for health. Prof.
A. F. Erwin, 450 Craig Ave., Tottenville, S. !..
HOW TO ENTERTAIN
ys

, u ,ca

co n,c
^ Li
" 'r ' skits,
. dies
and revues,
minstrel
music,
blackfacc
vaudeville
acts, monologs,
dialogs, recitations, entertainments, musical rcadings, stage handbooks. make-up goods. Big catalog free. T. S. Denison & Co., 623 So. Wabash.
Dept. 20, Chicago.

MISCELLANEOUS
CANE Becomes Ukelele by Removing Secret
(.over, $3.50. Broadway Music Co., Bayonnc, N.J.
Movie SuppHes. Films. John J. Young, General 1 . O. Box 28, New York City.
OLD MONEY WANTED
OLD MONEY WANTED, will pay $100.00 for
1894 Dîme, S. Mint., $50.00 for 1913 Liberty Hcad
Nickel (not Buffalo). Big premiums paid for ail
rare coins. Scnd 4c for Large Coin Foldcr. May
mean much profit to you. Numismatic Co.. Dent.
151, Ft. Worth, Tex.
PERSONAL
Personal Horoscope, and Vocational Analysis
delineated from Birthdate and Handwriting. Full
Life Reading, 25c. Miss J. K. Fiferick, 524 Rird
St., Marinctte, Wis.
PRINTING, ENGRAVING, MULTIGRAPHING
FINEST BOND LETTERHEADS 8^x11,
$3.95M. Envclopes, $2.95M. Personal stationery,
200 Lettersheets and 100 envclopes, $1.00. DeLuxe
stationery, 125 Lettersheets and 125 envclopes,
S2.00. OBERMAN COMPANY, Box 1268,
Chicago.
PRINTING OUTFITS AND SUPPLIES
COMPLETE PRINTING OUTFITS, presses,
type. ink. paper, supplies. Write for catalog.
Kelscy Co., G-67, Mcriden, Conn.
SONG POEMS
FREE—"Sonç Poem Writers Manual." Séquoia
Songriters Service, Sherman Brandi, Los Angeles,
Calif.
Song Poem Writers. Send Poem for criticism
and proposition. Tcd Lawton, 244 E. 15th St.,
N. V. C.
Song Poem Writers—Have bona fide proposition,
ïïibbcler, 1)165, 2104 N. Kcystonc Ave., Chicago.
(FREE) "Song Writers* Guide'* D24-622 Goodell,
(îreen Bay, Wis.
SPECIALIZED ART PROCESSES
EASILY LEARNED ART PROCESSES. Without expérience Coloroil Photos and Transpara
Photo Reproduction on Watch Dials, Silverware,
Ivory, Crayon Enlargcmcnts. Instructions of
three Processcs $10. including formulas, one Practice cnlargcment of your photo. Business plans—
Information, 25c. F. T. Marion, 15 Parte Row
Building. Suite 1228. New York City.
STAMPS AND COINS
200—200—200! Scnd for our 200 outfit containing 200 stamps; 200 hinges; approval sheets to
hold 200 stamps; perforation gauge; millimeter
seule and rulcr; duplicate stamp container—ail for
only 15c to approval applicants. EDGEWOOD
STAMP CO.. Dept. C. Milford, Conn.
25 Différent Airposts $.10. to Approval Applicants. Bafs, 1135 Riverview Ave., Dayton, Ohio.
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WHOLESALE

PR1CES

^iorVealers, Communitif SetUuilders, General ftepaimen *
and Jlqenis!
Be sure to get this great 128-page book
with net prices to the radio trade.
Radio Specialty Company is radio'*
oldest radio parts mail order house in the
country, and the new confidential price*
on standard radio merchandise are the
lowest of any radio House.
We are ready now to appoint additional
agents in ail parts of the country. If you
are contemplating making big money
in radio merchandise, be sure to get in
touch with us at once.
WHEN WRITING TO US, USE
YOUR LETTERHEAD
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tyXftjfrom Hadias Oldest lîla'd OrderJfouse!
We are the oldest establiAied, exclusive radio mail order house in the country. teous service. We carry a larger variety of radio parts, radio instrument
AU orders are positively shipped within twenty-four hours; quick, prompt, cour- acccssories and radio findings than any othcr radio house in the countr
You will find in Calalog No. 18 the largeat aesortment of radio merchandiBe in tliis country. Radio Specialty
carries more radio parta and radio matériel than any other houae in the country. You will find in this catalog
positively the largest variety of radio merchandise.
ptfCO'has
If you are in necd of certain small radio parts that other radio and mail order houses do not bother to carry.
get the Rasco Catalog and you will find the small parts thcre. anything from a screw to copper ribbon. téléphoné diaphragma, as well as thousands of other small radio findings. Just to mention a few:
Lugs. nuts, jacka, pluga, ail kinds of knobs.cords, panels, screws, sliders. washers. sélénium, tinfoil, switches.
crystals. cap nuts. Litz wirc, cord tips, brass rods, résistances, binding posta, switch parts, carbon balle.
•witch points, lock washers. carbon grains, ground clamps. métal pointers,
ANYTHING
insulated tubing. low melting métal, antenna connectors, as well as thousands
of other articles. We carry the Largeat Variety of Small Radio Porta in
IN RADIO
the World, BUT We alao carry AU Standard Radio Bderchandiae
i

qSA PARK PLACE

NEW YORK
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FREE

FOUNTAIN PEN

TRIAL

NO matter what price you are prepared to pay for a
supreniely fine fountain pen, even up to $8.75, we ask
you to examine, compare and try the Wallace. If it
does not specdily convince you of its remarkable value and
superiority, your money will be refunded immediately
and without question. No fountain pen on the market
is more carefully constructed, of better materials or
more perfectly adjusted than the Wallace.
Because of quantity production and inexpensive selling- methods, it is offercd to
you at a small fraction of the price at
which fountain pens of equal quality are being sold.
The Wallace Pen is the resuit of a
lifetime experience spent in the
manufacture of writing instru^
ments and ail materials used
are of the highest quality.
The barrel, cap and section are

Wf Our spécial 10-day
Br trial offer will prove to
H' you that you can oby tain the most satisfactory
fountain pen you ever
owned at an exceptionally
low price.

EQUAL IN SIZE
To Any
$7*00 or $8.7S
Fountain Pen
They are made of pure
hard rubber, highly polished. The clip and selffilling lever are untarnishable
métal. The point is made of
14k solid gold, with a crystalhard iridium point which insures
a lifelime of wear. Just as important
as the quality of the point is the perfect way it lias been skillfully set in
place and adjusted.
J. C.WALLACE & C0.
239 Canal Street
New York City
Every man. woman,
A 9 boy or girl is a
■ prospect. This excellent value niakes quicker sales and
bigger profits. Send for a Wallace
Fountain Pen or Write for sales plan
literature.

m

DEALERS
Stnllonerv
T>ius Fountain
Stores. Department Stores, etc. Stores,
The Wallace
Pen 1s
a popular prlced fountain pen of quality which meets
a Ions cxlstlng demand. Send for calalog and trade prices.

SEND NO MONEY
this posl
couponC.O.I).
and theforWallace
Pen will
sent
/ y toJust
you rtllviaouipareel
$1.50. Fountain
plus postage.
Thebemoney
y which
youre|pay the10 postman will be considered inerely a» a deimait. Il
1
en
. "whether
y "n or not
you you
to décidé,
triedretum
the Wallace
Pen
^ y for .l
10 days.
wlsh to after
keen you
il. have
If not.
il and your
' moncy will be ehcerfully refundeti.
^ J. C. WALLACE
CO., 239
St., NewFountain
York CityPen. I will pay
y / Gentlemen:
You may& send
me Canal
your Wallace
/
postman $1.50, plus postage. on delivery.
NOTE:
When reniillanee aeeompanies
order.
Wallace
Fountain
will be sent postage
prepald.PenIf
wlthin
10
days
II
does
to be ail we clalm It notto prove
be—
relurn it and we will refund
your money immediately.
Mark X here □
If you prefer ladles' slze with
ring on cap lo be carrled on
ladies' sautoir or men's watch
chaln,

Name

*

Address
city

State

*

n

^0R

m

Read "The Ghoat of Death's Gap" on Page 15 of the new book Fin/for
Prints." Thirteen thrilling détective a for/es and every one true. Everyone ahowiné how it ia possible for trained men to capture deaperate
criminals and earn big rewarda aa finger print experts.

Send Cor this Free Book!
FASCINATING BOOK of Détective Stories that shows how ordinary
boys and men have won nationwide famé, thousands of dollars in rewards,
and important officiai positions by solving finger print mysteriesl
. . , ahortly before midnlght a young couple sllpped
away from the dance. They sought out a long, low, rakish
roadster. With powcrlul headlights picking out 'the path,
it moved cautiously through the parking space and out
onto the high road. Youth, joy and love occupied the front
Beat. Sinister péril,lawlessness. brutality crouched bchind.
"Early next morning — a farm boy found the girl's dead
body crumpled in the wayside ditch. Concealed in the
bushes at the aide of the road lay the boy's lifeless body,
alao shot from behind."
Who had committed the murder? Who had kflled thoae
gay young lovera? Who were the brutal, myaterious
occupants of the back aeat?
Read the reat of the atory on page 15 of our new Finger
Print book. Find out how the murderera were traced, tried
and convlcted, and how a certain finger print expert solved
fivc murder myateriea and aecured 97 convictions in lésa
than a year I
Find out how y ou can become a Finger
Print Expert.

University of Applied Science, Dept. 11-93
1920 Sunoyside Avenue, Chicago, 111.
Pieuse send me free your IK-page illustrated Oook
Finger Prints." I understand that there is absolutely no obligation. Also tell me how I can become a
finger print expert by studylng a few months in spare
time —and how 1 can get a professional finger print
outfit free.
Nam a
Addresa
Citr
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Thirteen Thrilling Stories of

PARTIAL LIST
Gradua tes II. of A-S.
Recently appolnted
Finger Print ExSerts of these
taies, Citles and
Institutions.
State
Stateofoflowa
Idaho
State of Colorado
St. Paul, Minn.
ColumbuB, Ohio
Détroit. Mich.
Pittsburgh, P«.
Great Falla.Mont.
Idaho Falls. Idaho
East Lansing, Mich.
Schenectady,
N. Y.
Lorain County,
Ohio
El Paeo, Texas
Galvoston. Texas
Houston, Texas
Lincoln, Nebr.
Everett.
Wash.
Ogden, Utah
Butte. Mont.
AtbanyPueblo,
CountyColo.
PenitenAlbany, N.Y. Itiary,
Wilkes Barre. Pa.
Livingston, Mont.
Alhaxnbra. Calif,
Tulsa, Okla.
Havana, Cuba
Pensacola, Fia.
Fort Collins, Colo.
Calgary, Ala., Canada
Indiana
Keformatory
Jeffcrsonville,
Ind.
House of Correction
New Haven, Conn.
Birmingham, Ala.
St. Joseph. Mo.
Marquette. Mich.
Waterloo, lowa

Mystery and Achievement
Thirteen stories of crime, daring robberics, myaterious
murders. thrilling escapes. You'Il be thrilled and insplred
by every one. You'Il enjoy "Snowflakcs," a great dope
story—"The Invisible Finger Print," a blackmail mystery
—"The Handwrillng on the Wall," a talc of bold robbery.
Every one of these stories is truc.
In "Foîlcd," a true account of a great politlcal coup, you'll
read of the astounding rise of a young country photog"rapher who saved the Mayor of his city and was later
appointed to the most important identification position
in the statc.
You'll read of men under twenty and men over sixty who
started the study of finger prints and achieved famé,
big rewards and important positions in a short time.
Finger Print Experts Needed!
More and more the détection of crime résolves itself into a
problem of identification. Trained men are needed every
month to fill the new positions that arc creatcd and to
handle the new bureaus that are cstabllshed. Records
showthat University of Applied Science graduâtes get first
choice at the big positions. Listed below are some of the
city and state bureaus to whlch U.of A. S. men have been
appointed.
You can learn finger print identification in a
few months in your spare time—at home,
Send the Coupon!
Thlsbook cannot bebought at any newsstandorbookstore
—but it wlll be sent to vou FREE if you write to us at once.
New édition just off the press. Thirty-two pages. Illustrated in color with weird crime pictures. This book explalns in full your opportunities in the finger print world—
shows how you can get your training in a few months—
tells how you can get a professional finger print oulfit free.
Write for this book today.
University of Applied Science
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 11-93, Chicago, III.

