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RETA1L PRICE
Completely Atsembled
ËJ
B1GGEST DISCOUNTS to
AGENTS and DEALERS
WORK either full or port time and
make big money. T remendou» ad vertising campaign Help» you oeil. Regardles» of whether you have ever sold before,
be sure to get our proposition. The Randolph sells on first démonstration. Men
and women both can make money this
easy way. Get your démonstration set
for thirty days FREE TRIAL.
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POWERFUL seven-tube radio at factory price. Test it with*■ out spending a cent. We claim the Randolph Seven will
out-perform any radio and we want you to satisfy yourself
that it will. To do tins, we will send you this powerful radio to try for 30
days. Test it for distance, clearness, ease of opération, tone and every
other way you can. Unless it more than satisfies you, retum it to us. Every
Randolph set must make good bcSore it is sold.
All Electric Opération
Al"
or
The Randolph Seven is sold for use with batteries or connected for
opération direct to electrlc iight socket—absolutely batteryless—no chargers or batteries—just plug in socket and tune la. 100% efficient either way. Its construction and
performance have been tested and approved by leading radio engineers and authoritics and
leading radio and scientific publications.
Single Control—Ulumlnated Drum
One drum dial operated by one simple vernier control tunes in all stations with easy selectivity to tremendous volume. No overlapping of stations. Illuminated drum permits opération in the dark. Volume control for finer volume modulation. This is a 7-tube tuned radio
frequency receiver with power transformera and power amplification. Space wound solenoid
coils Full and completely shielded. A real receiver of the highest quality. Tremendous
distance, wonderf ul tone quality. simple to operate.
The Randolph cabinets are in themselves beautiful pièces of furniture made of carefully
selected solid burl walnut. Bas-relief bronze escutcheon plates are mounted on the dial panel. ïn
design and appearance it is a cabinet worlhy of the
high-quality radio ic contains. Solid walnut beautifully shaped surrounds the soft verdi-green panel.
Nothînghas been sparedto make the RandolphSeven
the leading radio receiver. We are sosure that it will
surpass even y our best hopes that we know how safe
we are in making the 30 «lay f ree triai olfer.
Read What Owners Say
I have logged more than 50 stations from coast to
coast.—Lloyd Davenport, Littlefield, Texas.
1 have logged 52 stations from Cuba to Seattle—-the
set is a world beater.—J. Tampkinson. Détroit. Mich.
Your set is a révélation—has all others tied to the
post for distance and selectivity.—Waldo Powers,
Vergennes. Vermont,
On strength of its performance sold two more
|
sets this week. T. Scanlow, Orlando. Florida.
1
Beautiful Ampliphonic
{
Console Set
I
Made of the finest carefully selected solid walnut. •
Two-tone shaded finish. Has built-in cone loud- |I
speaker that compares with any on the marketand I
accuratelyreproduceshighandlownotes. Send for
thefoider loday thatshows this beautiful console in
full colora and givescompletedetails. Compares |
with most table sets in price. Forbattery |
or all-electric opération read y to plug in
and tune in. Write for complété descriptions.
|
Randolph Radio Corporation
711 W. Lake St. Dept. 126, Chicago, Ul.
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USE THIS COUPON TODAT!
Randolph Radio Corporation,
711 West Lakc Street,
Chicago, liilnoia.
Send me full particulars about the RANDOLPH Six and
Seven-Tube Table and Console Sets with détails of your
30 Day FREE Trial Offer.
Name..
Address
City
State
—
Mark here ( ) if interested in Agent's proposition.
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SCIENTIFICTION

GREATES! OFFER
EVER MADE
Never before bas it been possible
to obtain the complété works of
Araerica's greatest author and
genus, Edgar Allan Poe, for the
amazingly low price that wc now
offer them to you.
Eldgar Allan Poe bas come to be
lookcd upon as the greatest literary genius that America has ever
produced. He is the originator
of the first "Scientifiction" storie»—fiction with a plausible scientific background. Jules Verne
and H. G. Wells freely acknowledge him as the originator of
modem scientifiction.* In addition, there is little doubt but that
the well. known SHERLOCK
HOLMES is the product of the
inspiration that Sir Arthur Conan
Doyle found in the works of Poe.
Take advantage of this spécial
introductory offer. There is just
a limited number of copies in this
édition.

10

Volumes

Cloth Bound
OVER 2000 PAGES
The complété works of Edgar
Allan Poe are published in 10
beautiful volumes.
Handsome
red cloth cover. Spécial egg-shell
paper, made to order for this set.
Printed from plates made for the
well-known Richmond Edition.
Each volume contains an average
of 200 pages. Size of type is long
primer, which is easy reading and
restful to the cyes. The volumes
are handy in size, 4 x 6J4 inches.
The greatest offer ever made.
This is the chance of a lifetime.
Take advantage of this astounding low price offer. Fill in the
coupon now. Send no money—
pay the postman $2.55 on delivery. We pay the
mailing charges.
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In Our Next Issue:

In Our June Issue:
The Invisible Man
(A Sériai in Two Parts) Part I
By H. G. Wells

VANDALS .FROM THE MOON, by Marius.
The steamship imitâtes the fish in its manner of
locomotion, the airplane imitâtes the bird in its
locomotion through the air. But no engineer seems
to have ever thought of duplicating the snake motion for propelling heavy bodies. Yet it is perfectly
plausible, and the author of this story may prove
to be a prophet some day. It is certainly an interesting and original idea and furnishes excellent
material in a unique interpianetary taie, this time
dealing vvith the moon people who visit our Planet.
THE INVISIBLE MAN, by H. G. Wells. (A
Sériai in Two Parts) Part II. In the concluding
chapters of this story, the harassed and harassing
invisible man finally reaches an old scientist friend
of his, to whom he relates his experiments, his
unexpected success and his subséquent expériences.
But you don't need to be a dyed-in-the-wool scientist to become thoroughly absorbed in this détail
or in the story of their subséquent expériences. You
will enjoy it no matter how much science you know
or don't know.
BARON MUNCHHAUSEN'S SCIENTIFIC
ADVENTURES, by Hugo Gernsback. (The three
parts in this issue conclude this sériés.) What
will our descendants do âges from now, when
their air supply dwindles down to nothing? According to our very reraarkable friend, the Baron,
the Martians haye already solved this problem by
their marvelous invention of air plants, with which
they generate their own air. The Baron tells us
also, how the Martian canals were built, and, lest
we think them always serious and scientific, we
are permitted a glimpse into their lighter moments and learn something of the kinds of amusement in which they indulge.
JUST AROUND THE CORNER, by Raymond
Knight. We offer this interesting playlet, which
in a sense is based on science, as a novelty to our
readers. It furnishes excellent material for an
amateur, inexpensive production.
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The Blue Dimension
By Francis Flayg

224

A Biological Experiment
By David H. Kellcr, M.D

232

Baron MUnchhausen's Scientific
Adventures
By Hugo Gernsback

242

The Golden Girl of Munan
By Harl Vincent

252

An American Jules Verne
(An Article)

270

Our Oldest Reader
(A Letter)

269

Owr Cover
this month represcnts a scene froni the story entitled, "The
Blue Dimension," by Francis Flagg, in which the yonng
assistant, looking through the newly created spectacles, sees
the scientist's liead and other body comc through the
machine, which, by changing the rate of vibration of tlic
body, allowa it to manifest itself on anolher plane. The
spectacles, also the scientist's invention, allows the wearer
to view this difierent plaue.
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"i would greatly appreciate it
if ecery reader of AMAZING
STORIES would read this peraonal message."

zVanguard

o

fIfenus

absolutely
7^
^5

FREE

Editer "Mmoz/na Stoties'
7s
e

to

ail

IVV1SH to présent you with a new and
_ unpublished scientifiction story of the
readers
j4
interplanetarian type, entitlcd "The Vanftuard of Venus," by Landell Bartlett.
of
This is a full-length story, siich as we
usually publish in AMAZING STORIES,
but this particular story will never be published anywherc else, and the only way you
can get it is to write for it. There are no
"w
strings to this unusual offer. AU I ask is
that you sign the coupon below. There is
S
no charge of any kind connected with this
olïer. 1 do not even ask you to spend one
cent for postage charges. Just sign the
*
coupon and the book is yours, by return
■write.
mail.
if rè
WHY DO WE DO THIS ?
IfVOW/
DONT
It is nccessary, for circulation purposcs,
that we know whcrc our readers are located, in what cities, and from what newsCO
dealers they buy. Perhaps you do not
WAIT
realize it, but magazines are sold unlike
any other commodity. We put out 150,000
magazines a month, and trust to luck that
they will ail scll, evcry month. Very frequently we do not scll more than
125,000 copies. The balance will
then go to waste, which we have to
P _ _ __ _
take back and crédit the newsdealers for. In order to eut down
this waste. we inust know just where
our readers arc locatcd, and supply
the newsstands with only those
copies where we know a demand
exista. This will save us thousands
Your Full Name
Occupation.
of dollars a year. and in turn, we can
well afford to présent you with a
free copy of "The Vanguard of
Your Street and^Number
Venus."
This story. by the way, T assure
you. is one of the best I have ever
read. It is a real interplanetarian
Your City and State
scientifiction story, and is différent
from most others of this kind.
1 therefore ask you to sign the
coupon printed below to take adIf you are a subscriber, put an "X" here □
vantage of this great offer. No
ttrings to it.
If you are a subscriber, we will
Name of Newsdealer from whom you buy AMAZING STORIES
not dîscriminate against you. You
can have the book by filling out the
coupon, just as if you were a newsstand reader. But act quickly. The
Magazine
supply of these books is limited.
AMAZING STORIES
230 FIFTH AVENUE
NEW YORK, N. Y.

Dealer's Street and Number
A. S. 6.
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Crom
."Since my Rrn<luation from your .Thool in 1924
I hâve b^co KOinK nliond Btmdily. I wan h rat
asaistanl ta Dr. Hnrnclt of Stanfor.l l'ni verdit y.
doiox private rcsearch wark. Thi?> yeur 1 wu»
promotcd lo ofBrinl tochnician fur the Stanford
Service in San Francisco llospital." (Sitfnetl)
M. .S. Lia no.

"I got the jobl Threc and onehulf hourx after your recommendation muHt hnve roached Mr. A
1 was callcil in to his office and
promoted over heads of at least
twelve Dicn." (SiRned)y. Kelly.

"I am now cleaner and dyer for
tl«e ftbove-named compnny, and I
believe that the course which I am
lakinR with you ia the cause of my
RcttinR this place. My naliirv ia
alnioat double what it waa when I
started with the courac." (Signcd)
E. //. LoàoUr.

"I thouicht I would w-rite and let
vou know of my aucceaa. I now
have a fine position os chemiat ut
Du Pont'a Dye Works. It wa»
throuah your course atone that 1
have been so aucccesful." (Signcd)
B. <1 Benneit.

CHEMISTRY
NOW
h the Time to Stady
Chemistry
Not
only
are amasslng
thero boundlca^
portunlllos for
wealthopIn
Chemistry. but tho profeaaJon nfforda comrenlal employinent at «ood
salariée to bundreds of thousands
who merci y follow out Ils présent
applications. These applications are
louumerable,
louchlng
Jntlmatoly
- every
butUnoai and
every prraduct
la
| the world. The work of the chemlst
can hardly be callcd work at ail.
^ It la the keencat and mont cnjoyable
Klnd of pleasure. Tho daya in a
Chemical laboratory arc Olled with
thrUllag and delUpitfuI ciperlmcnLatlon.
with thethatnllurlDK
proHncot
of
a ULscovery
may apcll
Fortune alwaya at hand to apur your
cnthaflssm.
Easy Monthly Payments
You
don'lofhavo
have ©ven
tbo
J «mail prlcc
the tocourse
to atart.
Vou can imy for II In amall monthly amounta—oo sraall|ihai you won't
fecl thrm. The cost of our course
r la very lovr. and Includca evcrythlng.
. even
the chemistry
outût—therc
are
no ekiros
lo buy with
our course.
' Our plan of monthly payments
placée a chemlcal éducation wlthln
the rcach of everyone. Write ua
and let ua ezplaln our plan In full
—frtve ua tho opporlunlly «»f ahowln« you how you can quaUfy for a
hlBhly trulnod lechnlcal ixidiloD
wlthout even glvlng up your présent cmploymeat.

CHEMISTRY has no equal as a profession in the
modem world. There is mystery, romance, and
fortune awaiting the man in the laboratory.
Millions have been made by the discoverers of the
chemical formula of dynamite, bakelite, and many other
world-known chemical products.
Opportunitics in the chemical profession abound on
every hand—and as modem business and compétition
progresses the chemist will play an important part.
Profit by the experience of Mr. Kelly and many
others; résolve to study-chemistry NOW.
YOU CAN LEARN AT HOME
To tjualify for this remarkable calling requires careful
specialized training. Formerly it was necessary to attend
a university for several years to acquire that training,
but thanks toour 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 schoolinç you can
take our course and e^uip yourself for immédiate practical work in a chemical laboratory. Dr. Sloane gives
every oneofhisstudents the same careful, personal supervision that made him celebrated throughout his long
carcer as a collège professor. Your instruction from the very beginning is matle interesting and practical, and we supply you with
apparatus and chcmicals for performing the
fascinating analyses and expérimental work
that play such a large part in our method
of teaching, and you are awarded the Institute's officiai diploma after you have satisfactorily complcted the course.

Chemical
Instituteof
New York,
EXPERIMENTAI. EQtTPMENT FURN1SHED TO
EVERY STL'DENT
W'e glvc to ovi n.- iiudent. wlthout oilUltlooal rharor. thln
chctwIcaJ «julpracni. InrlmllnR flfiy-lwo plccwi of laboratory
apparatii!! aud «uppilr**. und Rfiy-two dlfTt-rent cbcmlcala
apd
Thr^o comprlao
chenil
cola
uaoriceaneota.
for the cxpi-rlm^ntul
workiheofapparatus
the couree.andTho
Qtlod
bravy woodru box an-vin not only aa a caao for tbe oulflt
but also ajt a u*ful laboratory acccœory for performing
couDiIcee expérimenta.

Inc.
Home Extension
Division 6
16-A-East 301h St.
New York, N. Y.

T. OTONOR 8LOANE,
A.n.. A.M., LL.D.. Ph.D.
Noted Znatrurtor. I-rctarer and Au*
thtir. Formerly Trvuauror American Chrmleul Hoclrly ond a prao>
lirai clit-mlHt with many woll knowa
uchlevcments to his crédit. Not
only
l>r. Sloano
try forlotsyears.
but hctaughi
was forcbemla*
many
years engaged in commercial
chemical work.
GOOD CHEMISTS COMMAND IIIGH SALARIES
MAIL COUPON FOR
FREE BOOK
Your wtll
nrunebrin*
ind addrm
tbo
coupon
you by on
rcluro
mail our InlcmnlnK troc book.
"OPPORTUN ITIEH FOR OliEM.
ISTH." and full partlculora about
Uio courac and "bat It wlll do for
you.
You owc
grt
this book.
McndIt u>
theyouraclt
couponloright
nuw wbllc It la treab In your mlnd.
Or Juat wrltc your namc and addma
on a iioataJ and mail lo u.a. But
wbatever you do, net today.
DON T WAIT—MAIL COUPON
NOW I

CHEMICAL INSTITIITE OP NEW YORK. INC.
Home Extension Division 6
16-1R-A—Easl 301 h Slreet, New York, N. Y.
Please «end me at onee. wlthout any obllRAtlon on my part, your free
Book. * ' Opport u ni tirs for (•hemlats. and full pnrllculars aboiut the
mental Equlpmeut «Iven lo every studeot. Aiao plea* tell ma
about your plan of payment.
NAME
AODRESS
HT ATI :

fiassions
HPJfQilB

VOLUME

JUNE, 1928
No. 3

THE
MAGAZINE
OF
SGIENTIFIGTION

HUGO GERNSBACK, Editor

WILLBUR C. WHITEHEAD, Literary Editor

DR. T. O'CONOR SLOANE, Ph.D., Associate Editor

C. A. BRANDT, Literary Editor

Editorial and General Offices: 230 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.
Extravagant Fiction Today

OUR

Cold Fact Tomorrow

AMAZING

MINDS

By HUGO GERNSBACK
NE of the cunous vagaries of the human mind is
that we would much rather believe the things
that are not facts than those that are facts and
have long been proven to be such. It is the old
story of the farmer who, when he fïrst saw a
giraffe, exclaimed, "There ain't no such animal."
This llustrates a tendency which holds true throughout our
lives and becomes more marked as we grow older. Many
instances of such vagaries could be cited.
Thus it will corne as a surprise to many intelligent people
to hear that a majority of individuals believe that hypnotism
; is to be classed with witchery and other occult pastimes, such
as spiritualism. Thousands of people evcry year ask the
question whether we believe in hypnotism and whether we
believe that there is such a thing.
The well-rcad reader will know that hypnotism is an exact
science and that it not only exists, but that it is uscd daily by
, a great many doctors. Quite a number of people do not know,
ihowever, that animais can be hypnotized as thoroughly as
human beings. Thus, a hen may be readily hypnotized by
drawing a chalk-line on a table and placing the hen on its
back with her head pushed down on the table so that the chalki line will run between its eyes in such a position that the white
line acts as a hypnotic to the hen and she can no longer turn
around. This is true hypnotism. A similar experiment can
be performed with a rabbit, usually with as much success.
Hypnotism is even used to produce artificial sleep in patients
during opérations. We refer those who might stil) be skeptical
on the subject, to any good book on hypnotism.
The very same people, though, who denounce hypnotism as
one of the black arts, glibly go to a Yogi to have their future
read and believe implicitly what this faker tells them, or the
same innocents will be sold on the idea that astrology is an
exact science, just as astronomy is. Yet most cducated
people know that astrology is a fake, pure and simple, and
has only one (?) good feature—it makes money for those who
practice it.
Science and Invention had a standing prize of $2,000.00,
which it promised to pay any astrologist who could predict
three future events exactly as to time and place. Although
the prize was offered for years, it was never collected.
The list of examples might be extended indefinitcly to give
instances of this kind.
I am making this point mainly because I constantly hear,
from those who are rather vehement in their assertion, that we
âre always sponsoring the impossible and that we should stick
more to facts. Or, if we cannot do that, then we should at
least frankly admit that our stories are fiction and let it go at
that. But the great trouble is that nowadays, one does not

know what is fiction and what is not. Fiction and fact are so
interwoven that it is frequently impossible to separate one
from the other ; and if you could separate the two, the séparation would be meaningless on account of the time élément. No
sooner would you have separated fact from fiction, than fiction
would probably have become fact.
An interesting sidelight on this may be citcd in the following: In the year 1911, in my story, Ralph 124C 41+, I featured
a purely fictional instrument which I termed "The Hypnobioscope." This instrument was supposed to impart knowledge
and éducation to the sleeping mind. I set forth quite an
elaborate theory at that time, as to why it should be simple to
educate the sleeping mind. While the mind sleeps, it is not
being distracted by outside influences and it would, therefore—
I reasoned—be more réceptive than at any other time. This
was pure fiction and evidently I did not take much stock in it
myself, because I never actually tried it. Much to my amazement, however, Chief Radio Man Finney, of the United States
Navy, who read the story, tried it in 1922, with the resuit that
today in the Pensacola, Florida, Naval Station, students are
taught code while they sleep. You may see the students
stretched on benches, with helmets over their heads, sleeping
soundly, while an operator is sending them code ail night long.
The sound is conveyed to them through téléphoné head rcceivers
inside of the head gear. It is interesting to note that these
students found it impossible to learn the télégraphie code during their waking hours—the ONLY way to teach them the code
was while they slept. A most amazing fact is that as soon as
the operator sends an S.O.S., ail the sleepers wake up instantly.
The reason, of course, is that the mind itself never sleeps.
That is by no means ail. Now cornes a statement which
sounds like pure fiction. Recently, another investigator in the
East began working along the same lines, except that he used
a phonograph with a clock attachment. For four or five hours
during the night, a phonograph record is made to talk into the
ear of the subject, repeating it dozens of times—not éducation,
but suggestion. These suggestions are of a médical nature
and work on the subconscious mind. It has thus been possible,
in two or three weeks, to cure constipation cases of long
standing, simply by mind stimulation—by the suggestions made
by the phonograph while the subject slept. Other minor diseases and mental troubles have thus been speedily eliminated.
This again shows the impressive power of the mind over
matter, and while the principle is not new—Coué having uscd
it in a différent manner—still, it is most interesting because
here we have to do with the sleeping unconscious and subconscious mind. There is a possibility that a method of this
kind will have a great influence on our future lives, when
the new art is better understood.
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over his coat collar that completely hid his entire face.
"Very well, sir," she said. As you like. In a bit the
The Strange Man's Arrivai
room will be warmer."
HE stranger came early in February, one
He made no answer, and turned his face away from
wintry clay, through a biting wind and a
her again, and Mrs. Hall, fecling that her conversational
driving snow, the last snowfall of the year,
advances were ill-timed, laid the rest of the table things
over the down, walking from Bramblehurst
in a quick staccato manner, and whisked out of the
Railway Station, and carrying a little black
room. When she returned he was still standing there
portmanteau in his thickly-gloved hand.
He was
like a tnan of stone, his back hunched, his collar turned
wrapped up from head to foot, and the brim of his soft
up. his dripping hat-brim turned down, hiding his face
felt hat hid every inch of his face save the shiny tip of
and ears completely. She put dowathe eggs and bacon
his nose; the snow had piled itsclf against his shoulders
with considérable emphasis, and called rather than said
and chest, and added a white crest to the burden he
to him :
carried. He staggered into the "Coach and Horses"
"Your lunch is served, sir."
more dead than alive, and flung his portmanteau down.
"Thank you," he said at the same time, and did not
"A fire," he cried, "in the name of human charity ! A
stir until she was closing the door. Then he swung
room and a fire!" He stamped and shook the snow
round and approached the table with a certain eagerness.
from off himself in the bar, and followed Mrs. Hall
As she went behind the bar to the kitchen she heard
into her guest parler to strike his bargain. And with
a sound repeated at regular intervais. Chirk, chirk,
that much introduction, that and a couple of sovereigns
chirk, it went, the sound of a spoon being whisked
flung upon the table, he took up his quarters in the inu.
rapidly round a basin. "That girl !" she said. "There !
Mrs. Hall lit the fire and left him there while she
I clean forgot it. It's her being so long !" And while
went to préparé him a meal with her own hands. A
she herself finished mixing the mustard, she gave
guest to stop at Iping in the winter time was an unMillie a few verbal stabs for her excessive slowness.
heard-of piece of luck, let alone a guest who was no
She had cooked the ham and eggs, laid the table, and
"haggler," and she was resolved to show herself worthy
doue everything, while Millie (help, indeed!) had only
of her good fortune.
succeeded in delaying the mustard. And him a new
As soon as the bacon was well under way, and Millie,
guest, and wanting to stay! Then she filled the musher lymphatic aid, had been brisked up a bit by a few
tard-pot. and, putting it with some stateliness upon a
deftly chosen expressions of contempt, she carried the
gold and black tea-tray, carried it into the parlor.
cloth, plates, and glasses into the parlor, and began to
She rapped and entered promptly. As she did so her
lay them with the utmost
visitor moved quickly, so
éclat.
Although the fire
■ ~
that she got but a glimpse
was burning up briskly, she
of
a white object disappearr
r*UERcL h ave Vccn inany storics zvritlcn d câlin g with
was surprised to see that
ing
behind the table. It
invisibility and invisible people, but "The Invisible M an,"
her visitor still wore his hat
would seem he was picking
by this fanwus author and falher of scicntifiction, is undoubtedly the besl and by far the inost scicnti fie of them ail.
and coat, and stood with
something from the floor.
While much discussion zvas creatcd by certain of Mr.
his back to her and staring
She rapped down the musWells' storics zvhich were published in this magasine, the
out of the window at the
tard-pot
on the table, and
cdilor prcdicts that "The Invisible Mail" will be proclaimcd
falling snow in the yard.
then
she
noticed the overby ail our readers as a scicntifiction s tory, plus. Start the
His gloved hands were
first instaiment with this issue.
coat and hat had been taken
clasped behind him, and he
_ off and put over a chair in
seemed to be lost in
front of the fire. A pair
thought. She noticed that the melted snow that still
of wet boots threatened rust to her steel fender. She
sprinkled his shoulders dripped upon her carpet.
went to these things resolutely. "1 suppose I may have
"Can I take your hat and coat, sir," she said, "and
them to dry now?" she said, in a voice that brooked
give them a good dry in the kitchen?"
no déniai.
"No," he said, without turning.
"Leave the hat," said her visitor in a muffled voice,
She was not sure she had heard him, and was about
and turning, she saw he had raised his head and was
to repeat her question.
looking at her.
He turned his head and looked at her over his
For a moment she stood gazing at him, too surprised
shoulder. "1 prefer to keep them on." he said with
to speak.
emphasis; and she noticed that he wore big blue specHe held a white cloth—it was a serviette he had
tacles with side-lights, and had a bushy side whisker
brought with him—over the lower part of the face, so
CHAPTER I.
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"Yon're a darned mm caatomer. mister," sald Mr. Jafferf. Bat 'ed or no 'ed, the warrant saya 'body/ and daty'i dnty—,,
'What the devil's this?" came in a tonc of angry ezpostnlatlon from aboyé thc collar of tbe figure.
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that his mouth and jaws were completely hidden, and
that was the reason o£ his nvuffled voice. But it was
not that which startled Mrs. Hall. It was the fact that
ail the forehead above his blue glasses was covered by a
white bandage, and that another covered his ears, leaving not a scrap of his face exposed excepting only his
pink, peaked nose, It was bright pink, and shining, just
as it had been at first. He wore a dark brown velvet
jacket, with a high, black, linen-lined collar turned up
about his neck. The thick black hair, escaping as it
could below and between the cross bandages, projected
in curious tails and horns, giving .him the strangest
appearance conceivable. This muffled and bandaged
head was so unlike what she had anticipated that for a
moment she was rigid.
He did not remove the serviette, but remained holding it, as she saw now, with a brown gloved hand, and
regarding her with his inscrutable blank glasses. "Leave
the hat," he said, speaking indistinctly through the white
cloth.
Her nerves began to recover from the shock they had
received. She plaeed the hat on the chair again by the
fire. "1 didn't know, sir," she began, "that—" And
she stopped, embarrassed.
"Thank you," he said dryly, glancing from her to
the door, and then at her again.
"l'II have them oicely dried, sir, at once," she said,
and carried his clothes out of the room. She glanced
at his white-swathed head and blank goggles again as
she was going out of the door ; but his napkin was still
in front of his face. She shivered a little as she closed
the door behind her, and her face was cloquent of her
surprise and perplexity. "I nevcr!" she whispered.
"There!" She went quite softly to the kitchen, and
was too preoccupied to ask Millie what she was messing
about with now, when she got there.
THE visitor sat and listened to her retreating feet.
He glanced inquiringly at the window before he
removed his serviette, and resumed his meal. He took
a mouthful, glanced suspidously at the window, took
another mouthful; then rose and, taking the serviette
in his hand, walked across the room and pulled the blind
down to the top of the white muslin that obscured the
lower panes. This plunged the room in twilight. He
returned with an easier air to the table and his meal.
"The poor soul's had an accident, or an op'ration or
somethin'," said Mrs. Hall. "What a turn them bandages did give me to be sure !"
She put on some more coal, unfolded the clotheshorse, and extended the traveler's coat upon this. "And
they goggles ! Why, he looked more like a divin' 'elmet
than a human man !" She hung his muffler on a corner
of the horse. "And holding that handkerchief over his
mouth ail the time. Talkin' through it ! . . . Perhaps
his mouth was hurt too—maybe."
She turned round, as one who suddenly remembers.
"Bless my soul alive !" she said, going off at a tangent,
"ain't you donc them taters yet, Millie?"
When Mrs. Hall went to clear away the stranger's
lunch her idea that his niouth must also have been eut
or disfigured in the accident she supposed him to have
suffered was confirmed, for he was smoking a pipe,

and ail the time that she was in the room he never
loosened the silk muffler he had wrapped round the
lower part of his face to put the mouthpiece to his lips.
Yet it was not forgetfulness, for she saw he glanced
at the tobacco as it smoldered out. He sat in the
corner with his back to the window-blind, and spoke
now, having eaten and drunk and being comfortably
warmed through, with less aggressive brevity than before. The reflection of the fire lent a kind of red animation to his big spectacles they had lacked hitherto.
"I have some luggage," he said, "at Bramblehurst
Station," and he asked her how he could have it sent.
He bowed his bandaged head quite politely in acknowledgment of her explanation. "To-morrow!" he said.
"There is no speedier delivery?" and seemed disappointed when she answered "No." "Was she quite sure?
No man with a trap who would go over?"
Mrs. Hall, nothing loath, answered his questions, and
then developed a conversation. "It's a steep road by the
down, sir," she said, in answer to the question about a
trap; and then snatching at an opening said, "It was
there a carriage was upsettled, a year ago and more.
A gentleman killcd, besides his coachman. Accidents,
sir, happen in a moment, don't they ?"
But the visitor was not to be drawn so easily. "They
do," he said, through his muffler, eyeing her quietly
from behind his impénétrable glasses.
"But they take long enough to get well, sir, don't
they? There was my sister's son, Tom, jest eut his
arm with a scythe—tumbled on it in the 'ayfield—and
bless me! he was three months tied up, sir. You'd
hardly believe it. It's regular give me a dread of a
scythe, sir."
"I can quite understand that," said the visitor.
"We was afraid, one time, that he'd have to have
an op'ration, he was that bad, sir."
The visitor laughed abruptly—a bark of a laugh that
he seemed to bite and kill in his mouth. "Was he ?" he
said.
"He was, sir. And no laughing matter to them as
had the doing for him as I had, my sister being took
up with her little ones so much. There was bandages
to do, sir, and bandages to undo. So that if I may
make so bold as to to say it, sir
"
"Will you get me some matches?" said the visitor
quite abruptly. "My pipe is out."
Mrs. Hall was pulled up suddenly. It was certainly
rude of him after telling him ail she had done. She
gasped at him for a moment, and remembered the two
sovereigns. She went for the matches.
"Thanks," he said concisely, as she put them down,
and turned his shoulder upon her and stared out of the
window again. Evidently he was sensitive on the topic
of opérations and bandages. She did not "make so
bold as to say," after ail. But his snubbing way had
irritated her, and Millie had a hot time of it that afternoon.
The visitor remained in the parlor until four o'clock,
without giving the ghost of an excuse for an intrusion.
For the most part he was quite still during that time:
it would seem he sat in the growing darkness, smoking
by the firelight—perhaps dozing.
Once or twice a curious listener might have heard
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him at the coals, and for the space of five minutes he
was audibly pacing the room. He seemed to be talking
to himself. Then the armchair creaked as he sat down
again.
CHAPTER IL
Mr. Teddy Henfrey's First Impressions
AT four o'clock, when it was fairly dark, and Mrs.
Hall was screwing up her courage to go in and
>■ ask her visitor if he would take some tea, Teddy
Henfrey, the clock-jobber, came into the bar.
"My sakes, Mrs. Hall," said he, "but this is terrible
weather for thin boots !" The snow outside was falling
faster.
Mrs. Hall agreed, and then noticed he had his bag
with him. "Now you're here, Mr. Teddy," said she,
"Td be glad if you'd give th' old clock in the parlor a
bit of a look. 'Tis going, and it strikes well and hearty,
but the hour hand won't do nuthin' but point at six."
And leading the way, she went across to the parlor
door and rapped and entered.
Her visitor, she saw, as she opened the door, was
seated in the arm-chair before the fire, dozing, it would
seem, with his bandaged head drooping on one side.
The only light in the room was the red glow from the
fire. Everything was ruddy, shadowy, and indistinct to
her, the more so since she had just been lighting the
bar lamp, and her eyes were dazzled. But for a second
it seemed to her that the man she looked at had an
enormous mouth wide open, a vast and incredible
mouth that swallowed the whole of the lower portion of
his face. It was the sensation of a moment ; the whitebouud head, the monstrous goggle eyes, and this huge
yawn below it. Then he stirred, started up in his chair,
put up his hand. She opened the door wide so that the
room was lighter, and she saw him more clearly, with
the muflier held to his face, just as she had seen him
hold the serviette before. The shadows, she fancied,
had tricked her.
"Would you mind, sir, this man a-coming to look at
the clock, sir?" she said, recovering from her momentary disorder.
"Look at the clock?" he said, staring round in a
drowsy manner, and speaking over his hand ; and then,
getting more fully awake, "Certainly."
Mrs. Hall went away to get a lamp, and he rose and
stretched himself. Then came the light, and Mr. Teddy
Henfrey, entering, was confronted by this bandaged
person. He was, he says, "taken aback."
"Good afternoon," said the stranger, regarding him
—as Mr. Henfrey says, with a vivid sense of the dark
spectacles—"like a lobster."
"I hope," said Mr. Henfrey, "that it's no intrusion."
"None whatever," said the stranger. "Though I
understand," he said, turning to Mrs. Hall, "that this
room is really to be mine for my own private use."
"I thought, sir," said Mrs. Hall, "you'd prefer the
clock
"
"Certainly," said the stranger, "certainly; but as a
rule I like to be alone and undisturbed."
He tnrned round with his back to the fireplace, and
put his hands behind his back. "And presently," he
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said, "when the clock-mending is over, I think I should
like to have some tea. But not till the clock-mending is
over."
Mrs. Hall was about to leave the room—she made no
conversational advances this time, because she did not
want to be snubbed in front of Mr. Henfrey—when
her visitor asked her if she had made any arrangements
about his boxes at Bramblehurst. She told him she had
mentioned the matter to the postman, and that the carrier could bring them over on the morrow.
"You are certain that is the earliest?" he said.
She was certain, with a marked coolness.
"I should explain," he added, "what I was really too
cold and fatigued to do before, that I am an expérimental investigator."
"Indeed, sir," said Mrs. Hall, much impressed.
"And my baggage contains apparatus and appliances."
"Very useful things indeed they are, sir," said Mrs.
Hall.
"And l'm naturally anxious to get on with my inquiries."
"Of course, sir."
"My reason for coming to Iping," he proceeded, with
a certain délibération of manner, "was ... a desire for
solitude. I do not wish to be disturbed in my work. In
addition to my work, an accident
"
"I thought as much," said Mrs. Hall to herself.
"Nécessitâtes a certain retircment. My eyes are
sometimes so weak and pain fui that I have to shut myself up in the dark for hours together—lock myself
up. Sometimes—now and then. Not at présent, certainly. At such times the slightest disturbance, the
entry of a stranger into the room, is a source of excruciating annoyance to me. ... It is well these things
should be understood."
"Certainly, sir," said Mrs. Hall. "And if I might
make so bold as to ask
"
"That, I think, is ail," said the stranger, with that
quietly irrésistible air of finality he could assume at
will. Mrs. Hall reserved her question and sympathy for
a better occasion.
AFTER Mrs. Hall had left the room he remained
standing in front of the fire, glaring, so Mr. Henfrey puts it, at the clock-mending. Mr. Henfrey worked
with the lamp dose to him, and the green shade threw
a brilliant light upon his hands and upon the frame and
wheels, and left the rest of the room shadowy. When
he looked up colored patches swam in his eyes. Seing constitutionally of a curious nature, he had removed the works—a quite unnecessary proceeding—
with the idea of delaying his departure and perhaps
falling into conversation with the stranger. But the
stranger stood there, perfectly silent and still. So still
—it got on Henfrey's nerves. He felt alone in the
room and looked up, and there, gray and dim, was the
bandaged head and huge, dark lenses, staring fixedly,
with a mist of green spots drifting in front of them. It
was so uncanny to Henfrey that for a minute they remained staring blankly at one another. Then Henfrey
looked down again. Very uncomfortable position ! One
would like to say something. Should he remark that
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the weather was very cold for this time of the year?
He looked up as if to take aim with that introductory
shot. "The weather
" he began.
"Why don't you finish and go?" said the rigid figure,
evidently in a state of painfully suppressed rage. "Ail
you've got to do is to fix the hour hand on its—axle.
You're simply humbugging."
"Certainly, sir—one minute more. I overlooked.
. , ." And Mr. Henfrey finished and went.
But he went ofï feeling excessively annoyed. "Damn
it !" said Mr. Henfrey to himself, trudging down the
village through the falling snow, "a man must do a
clock at times, sure-Zy."
And again, "Can't a man look at you ? Ugly !"
And yet again, "Seemingly not. If the police was
wanting you, you couldn't be more wrapped and bandaged."
At Gleeson's corner he saw Hall, who had recently
married the stranger's hostess at the "Coach and
Horses," and who now drove the Iping conveyance,
when occasional people required it, to Sidderbridge
Junction, coming towards him on his return from that
place. Hall had evidently been "stopping a bit" at Sidderbridge, to judge by his driving. " 'Ow do, Teddy?"
he said, passing.
"You got a rum un up home!" said Teddy.
Hall very sociably pulled up. "What's that?" he
asked.
"Rum-looking customer stopping at the 'Coach and
Horses,' " said Teddy. "My sakes!"
And he proceeded to give Hall a vivid description of
his wife's grotesque guest, "Looks a bit like a disguise, don't it? l'd like to see a man's face if 1 had
him stopping in my place," said Henfrey. "But women
are that trustful—where strangers are concerned. He's
took your rooms, and he ain't even given a name, Hall."
"You don't say so," said Hall, who was a man of
sluggish appréhension.
"Yes," said Teddy. "By the week. Whatever he is,
you can't get rid of him under the week. And he's got
a lot of luggage coming to-morrow, so he says. Let's
hope it won't be stones in boxes, Hall."
He told Hall how his aunt at Hastings had been
swindled by a stranger with empty portmanteaus. Altogether he left Hall vaguely suspicious. "Get up, old
girl," said Hall. "I s'pose I must see 'bout this."
Teddy trudged on his way with his mind considerably
relieved.
Instead of "seeing 'bout it," however, Hall, on his
return, was severely rated by his wife on the length of
time he had spent in Sidderbridge, and his mild inquiries were answered snappishly and in a manner not
to the point. But the seed of suspicion Teddy had
sown germinated in the mind of Mr. Hall in spire of
these discouragements. "You wim' don't know everything," said Mr. Hall, resolved to ascertain more about
the personality of his guest at the earliest possible opportunity. And after the stranger had gone to bed,
whîch he did about half-past nine, Mr. Hall went aggressively into the parler, and looked very hard at
his wife's furniture, just to show that the stranger
wasn't master there, and scrutinized a little contemptuously a sheet of mathematical computations the stranger

had left. When retiring for the night, he instructed
Mrs. Hall to look very closely at the stranger's luggage
when it came next day.
"You mind your own business, Hall," said Mrs.
Hall, "and l'il mind mine."
She was ail the more inclined to snap at Hall because
the stranger was undoubtedly an unusually strange sort
of stranger, and she was by no means assured about
him in her own mind. In the middle of the night she
woke up dreaming of huge, white heads like turnips,
that came trailing after her, at the end of interminable
necks, and with vast black eyes. But being a sensible
woman, she subdued her terrors, and turned over and
went to sleep again.
CHAPTER III.
THe Thousand and One Bottles
SO it was that on the 9th day of February, at the
beginning of the thaw, this singular person fell
out of infinity into Iping village. Next day his
luggage arrived through the slush—and very remarkable luggage it was. There were a couple of trunks,
indeed, such as a rational man might have, but in addition there were a box of books—big, fat books, of whîch
some were just in an incompréhensible handwriting—
and a dozen or more crates, boxes, and cases, containing
objects packed in straw—glass bottles, as it seemed to
Hall, tugging with a casual curiosity at the straw. The
stranger, mufifled in hat, coat, gloves, and wrapper,
came out impatiently to meet Fearenside's cart, while
Hall was having a word or so of gossip preparatory to
helping bring them in. Out he came, not noticing Fearenside's dog, who was sniffing in a dilettante spirit at
Hall's legs.
"Corne along with those boxes," he said. "l've been
waiting long enough."
And he came down the steps towards the tail of the
wagon, as if to lay hands on the smaller crate.
No sooner had Fearenside's dog caught sight of him,
however, than it began to bristle and growl savagely,
and when he rushed down the steps it gave an undecided hop, and then sprang straight at his hand.
"Whup!" cried Hall, jumping back, for he was no hero
with dogs, and Fearenside howled, "Lie down !" and
snatched his whip.
They saw the dog's teeth had slipped the hand, heard
a kick, saw the dog execute a flanking jump and get
home on the stranger's leg, and heard the ri]) of his
trousering. Then the finer end of Fearenside's whip
reached his property, and the dog. yelping with dismay,
retreated under the wheels of the wagon. It was ail the
business of a swift half minute. No one spoke, every
one shouted. The stranger glanced swiftly at his torn
glove and at his leg. made as if he would stoop to the
latter, then turned and rushed up the steps into the inn.
They heard him go headlong across the passage and up
the uncarpeted stairs to his bedroom.
"You brute, you!" said Fearenside, climbing ofï the
wagon with his whip in his hand, while the dog watched
him through the wheel.
"Corne here!" said Fearenside. . . . "You'd better."
Hall had stood gaping. "He wuz bit," said Hall.
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"l'd better go an' see to en." And he trotted after the
stranger. He met Mrs. Hall in the passage. "Carrier's
darg," he said, "bit en."
He went straight upstairs, and the stranger s door
being ajar, he pushed it open, and was entering without any ceremony, being of a naturally sympathetic
turn of mind.
The blind was down and the room dim. He caught
a glimpse of a most singular thing, what seemed a
handless arm waving towards him, and a face of three
huge, indetcrminate spots on white, very like the face
of a pale pansy. Then he was struck violently in the
chest, hurled back, and the door slammed in his face,
and locked. It was so rapid that it gave him no time
to observe. A waving of indecipherable shapes, a blow
and a concussion. There he stood on the dark little
landing, wondering what it might be that he had seen.
After a couple of minutes he rejoined the little group
that had formed outside the "Coach and Horses." There
was Fearenside telling about it ail over again for the
second time; there was Mrs. Hall saying his dog didn't
have no business to bite her guests ; there was Huxter,
the général dealer from over the road, interrogative ;
and Sandy Wadgers from the forge, judicial; besides
women and children, ail of them saying fatuities:
"Wouldn't let en bite me, I knows" ; " 'Tasn't right have
such dargs" ; "Whad 'e bite 'n for, than ?" and so forth.
Mr. Hall, staring at them from the steps and listening, found it incredible that he had seen anything so
very remarkable happen upstairs. Besides, his vocabulary was altogether too limited for his impressions.
"He don't want no help, he says," he said in answer
to his wife's inquiry. "We'd better be a-takin' of his
luggage in."
"He ought to have it cauterized at once," said Mr.
Huxter, "especially if it's at ail inflamed."
"l'd shoot en, that's what l'd do," said a lady in the
group.
Suddenly the dog began growling again.
"Corne along," cried an angry voice in the doorway,
and there stood the muffled stranger, with his collar
turned up and his hat brim bent down. "The sooner
you get those things in, the better l'il be pleased." It
is stated by an anonymous bystander that his trousers
and gloves had been changed.
"Was you hurt. sir?" said Fearenside. "l'm rare
sorry the darg
"
"Not a bit," said the stranger. "Never broke the
skin. Hurry up with those things."
He then swore to himself, so Mr. Hall asserts.
DIRECTLY the first crate was, in accordance with
his directions, carried into the parlor, the
stranger flung himself upon it with extraordinary eagerness and began to unpack it. scattering the straw with
an utter disregard of Mrs. Hall's carpet, and from it he
began to produce bottles—little fat bottles containing
powders, small and slender bottles containing colored
and white fluids, fluted bine bottles labeled poison,
bottles with round bodies and slender necks, large green
glass bottles, large white glass bottles, bottles with glass
stoppers and frosted labels, bottles with fine corks,
bottles with bungs, bottles with wooden caps, wine bot-
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tles, salad-oil bottles—putting them in rovvs on the chiffonier, on the mantel, on the table under the window,
round the floor, on the book-shelf—everywhere. The
chemist's shop in Bramblehurst could not boast half so
many. Quite a sight it was. Crate after crate yielded
bottles, until ail six were empty and the table high with
straw ; the onl^f things that came out of these crates besides the bottles were a number of test tubes and a
carefully packed balance.
And directly the crates were unpacked the stranger
went to the window and set to work, not troubling in the
least about the Utter of straw, the fire which had gone
out, the box of books outside, nor about the trunks and
other luggage that had gone upstairs.
When Mrs. Hall took his dinner in to him, he was
already so absorbed in his work, pouring little drops out
of the bottles into test tubes, that he did not hear her
until she had swept away the bulk of the straw and put
the tray on the table, with some little emphasis perhaps,
seeing the state that the floor was in. Then he half
turned his head, and immediately turned it away again.
But she saw he had removed his glasses ; they were beside him on the table, and it seemed to her that his eye
sockets were extraordinarily hollow. He put on his
spectacles again, and then turned and faccd her. She
was about to complain of the straw on the floor when
he anticipated her.
"I wish you wouldn't corne in without knocking," he
said, in the tone of abnormal exaspération that seemed ^
so characteristic of him.
"I knocked, but seemingly
"
"Perhaps you did. But in my investigations—my
rcally very urgent and necessary investigations—the
slightest disturbance, the jar of a door. ... I must
ask you
"
"Certainly, sir. You can turn the lock if you're like
that, you know. Any time."
"A very good idea," said the stranger.
"This stror, sir. If I raight make so bold as to remark—•—
"Don't. If the straw makes trouble, put it down in
the bill." And he mumbled at her—words suspiciously
like curses.
He was so odd, standing there, so aggressive and explosive, bottle in one hand and test tube in the other,
that Mrs. Hall was quite alarmed. But she was a
resolute woman. "In which case, I should like to know.
sir. what you consider
"
"A shilling—put down a shilling. Surely a shilling's
enough ?"
"So be it," said Mrs. Hall, taking up the tablecloth
and beginning to spread it over the table. "If you're
satisfied, of course
"
He turned and sat down with his coat collar towards
her.
Ali the afternoon he worked with the door locked.
and. as Mrs. Hall testifies, for the most part in silence.
But once there was a concussion and a sound of bottles
ringing together, as though the table had been hit, and
the smash of glass flung violently down, and then a
rapid pacing athwart the room. Fearing something
was the matter, she went to the door and listened, not
caring to knock.
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"I can't go on," he was raving ; " I can't go on !
Three hundred thousand, four hundred thousand ! The
huge multitude! Cheated! AH my life it may take
me! . . . Patience!
Patience, indeed! ... Pool!
f ool !"
There was a noise of hobnails on the bricks in the
bar, and Mrs. Hall very reluctantly had to leave the
rest of his soliloquy. When she returned the room was
silent again, save for the faint crépitation of his chair
and the occasional clink of a bottle. It was ail over;
the stranger had resumed work.
When she took in his tea she saw broken glass in
the corner of the room under the concave mirror, and
a golden stain that had been carelessly wiped. She
called attention to it.
"Put it down in the bill," snapped her visitor. "For
God's sake don't worry me ! If there's damage doue,
put it down in the bill," and he went on ticking a list
in the exercise-book before him.
"PII tell you something," said Fearenside mysterxously. It was late in the afternoon, and they were in
the little beershop of Iping Hanger.
"Well?" said Teddy Henfrey.
"This chap you're speaking of, what my darg bit.
Well—he's black. Leastways his legs are.
"1 seed through the tear of his trousers and the tear
of his glove. You'd have expected a sort of pinky to
show, wouldn't you? Well—there wasn't none. Just
blackness. I tell you he's as black as my bat."
"My sakes !" said Henfrey. "It's a rummy case altogether. Why, his nose is as pink as paint!"
"That's true," said Fearenside. "1 knows that. And
I tell 'ee what l'm thinking. That marn's a piebald,
Teddy; black here and white there—in patches. And
he's ashamed of it. He's kind of half-breed, and the
color's corne ofï patchy instead of mixing. l've heard
of such things before. And it's the common way with
harses, as any one can see."
CHAPTER IV.
Mr. Guss Interviews the Stranger
IHAVE told the circumstances of the stranger's
arrivai in Iping with a certain fullness of détail, in
order that the curious impression he created may
be understood by the reader. But excepting two odd incidents, the circumstances of his stay until the extraordinary day of the club festival may be passed over
very cursorily. There were a number of skirmishes
with Mrs. Hall on matters of domestic discipline, but in
every case until late in April, when the first signs of
penury began, he overrode her by the easy expédient of
an extra payment. Hall did not like him, and whenever
he dared, he talked of the advisability of getting rid of
him ; but he showed his dislike mainly by concealing it
ostentatiously, and avoiding his visitor as much as possible. "Wait till the summer," said Mrs. Hall sagely,
"when the artisks are beginning to corne. Then we'Il
see. He may be a bit overbearing, but bills settled
punctual is bills settled punctual, whatever you likes
to say."
The stranger did not go to church, and indeed made

no différence between Sunday and the irréligions days,
even in costume. He worked, as Mrs. Hall thought,
very fitfully. Some days he would corne down early
and be continuously busy. On others he would rise
late, pace his room, fretting audibly for hours together,
smoke, or sleep in the arm-chair by the fire. Communication with the world beyond the village he had
none. His temper continued very uncertain; for the
most part his manner was that of a man suffering under
almost unendurable provocation, and once or twice
things were snapped, torp, crushed, or broken in spasmodic gusts of violence. His habit of talking to himself in a low voice grew steadily upon him, but though
Mrs. Hall listened conscientiously she could make
neither head nor tail of what she heard.
He rarely went abroad by day, but at twilight he
would go out muffled up enormously, whether the
weather was cold or not, and he chose the loneliest paths
and those most overshadowed by trees and banks. His
goggling spectacles and ghastly, bandaged face under
the penthouse of his hat, came with a disagreeable suddenness out of the darkness upon one or two homegoing laborers; and Teddy Henfrey, tumbling out of
the "Scarlet Coat" one night at half-past nine, was
scared shamefully by the stranger's skull-like head (he
was walking hat in hand) lit by the sudden light of the
opened inn door. Such children as saw him at nightfall dreamt of bogies, and it seemed doubtful whether
he disliked boys more than they disliked him, or the
reverse ; but there was certainly a vivid enough dislike
on either side.
It was inévitable that a person of so remarkable an
appearance and bearing should form a fréquent topic
in such a village as Iping. Opinion was greatly divided
about his occupation. Mrs. Hall was sensitive on the
point. When questioned, she explained very carefully
that he was an "expérimental investigator," going gingerly over the syllables as one who dreads pitfalls.
When asked what an expérimental investigator was,
she would say with a touch of superiority that most educated people knew such things as that, and would then
explain that he "discovered things." Her visitor had
had an accident, she said, which temporarily discolored
his face and hands, and being of a sensitive disposition
was averse to any public notice of the fact.
Out of her hearing there was a view largely entertained that he was a criminal trying to escape from
justice by wrapping himself altogether from the eye
of the police. This idea sprang from the brain of Mr.
Teddy Henfrey. No crime of any magnitude dating
from the middle or end of February was known to have
occurred. Elaborated in the imagination of Mr. Gould,
the probationary assistant in the National School, this
theory took the form that the stranger was an anarchist
in disguise, preparing explosives, and he resolved to
undertake such détective opérations as his time permitted. These consisted for the most part in.looking
very hard at the stranger whenever they met, or in asking people who had never seen the stranger leading
questions about him. But he detected nothing.
Another school of opinion followed Mr. Fearenside,
and either accepted the piebald view or some modification of it. As, for instance, Silas Durgan who was

THE INVISIBLE MAN
heard to assert that "if he chose to show enself at fairs,
he'd make his fortune in no time," and being a bit of a
theologian, compared the stranger to the man with the
one talent. Yet another view explained the entire matter by regarding the stranger as a harmless lunatic.
That had the advantage of accounting for everything
straight away. Between these main groups there were
waverers and compromiscrs. Sussex folk have few
superstitions, and it was only after the events of early
April that the thought of the supernatural was first
whispered in the village. Even then it was only creditcd
among the women folk.
But whenever they thought of him, people in Iping
on the whole agr^d in disliking him. His irritability,
though it might have been compréhensible to an urban
brain-worker, was an amazing thing to these qui^et Sussex villagers. The frantic gesticulations they surprised
now and then, the headlong pace after nightfall that
swept him upon them round quiet corners, the inhuman
bludgeoning of ail the tentative advances of curiosity,
the taste for twilight that led to the closing of doors, the
pulling down of blinds, the extinction of candies and
lamps—who could agrce with such goings on? They
drew aside as he passed down the village, and when lie
had gone by, young humorists would up with coat collars and down with hat brims, and go pacing nervously.
affer him in imitation of his occult bearing. There
was a song popular at that time called "The Bogey
Man !" Miss Satchell sang it at the schoolroom concert
—in aid of the church lamps—and thereafter, whenever
one or two of the villagers wcre gathered together and
the stranger appeared, a bar or so of this tune, more
or less sharp or flat, was whistled in the midst of them.
Also belated little children would call "Bogey Man!"
after him, and make off, tremulously elated.
CUSS, the général practitioner, was devoured by
curiosity. The bandages excited his professional
interest; the report of the thousand-and-one bottles
aroused his jealous regard. Ail through April and
May he coveted an opportunity of talking to the
stranger, and at last, towards Whitsuntide, he could
stand it no longer, but hit upon the subscription list for
a village nurse as an excuse. He was surprised to find
that Mr. Hall did not know his guest's name.
"He gave a name," said Mrs. Hall—an assertion
which was quite unfounded—"but I didn't rightly hear
it." She thought it seemed so silly not to know the
man's name.
Cuss rapped at the parler door and entered. There
was a fairly audible imprécation from within.
"Pardon my intrusion," said Cuss, and then the door
closed and eut Mrs. Hall off from the rest of the conversation.
She could hear the murmur of voices for the next ten
minutes, then a cry of surprise, a stirring of feet, a
chair flung aside, a bark of laughter, quick steps to the
door, and Cuss appeared, his face white, his eyes staring
over his shouldcr. He left the door open behind him,
and, without looking at her, strode across the hall and
went down the steps, and she heard his feet hurrying
along the road. He carried his hat in his hand. She
stood behind the bar, looking at the open door of the
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parlor. Then she heard the stranger laughing quietly,
and his footsteps came across the room. She could not
see his face where she stood. The parlor door slammed,
and the place was silent again.
Cuss went straight up the village to Bunting, the
vicar.
"Am I mad ?" Cuss began abruptly, as he entered the
shabby little study. "Do I look like an insane person?"
"What's happened?" said the vicar, putting the ammonite* on the loose sheets of his fortheoming sermon.
"That chap at the inn
"
"Well ?"
"Give me somethîng to drink," said Cuss, and he sat
down.
When his nerves had been steadied by a glass of
cheap sherry—the only drink the good vicar had available—he told him of the interview he had just had.
"Went in," he gasped, "and began to demand a subscription for that nurse fund. He'd stuck his hands in
his pockets as I came in, and he sat down lumpily in his
chair. Sniffed. I told him l'd heard he took an interest in scientific things. He said, 'Yes.* Sniffed again.
Kept on sniffing ail the time, evidently recently caught
an infernal cold. No wonder—wrapped up like that.
I developcd the nurse idea, and ail the while kept my
eyes open. Bottles—chemicals—everywhere. Balance,
test tubes, in stands, and a smell of—evening primrose.
Would he subscribe? Said he'd consider it. Asked
him point blank was he researching. Said he was. A
long research? Got quite cross, a 'damnable long research," said he, blowing the cork out, so to speak.
'Oh?' said I. And out came the grievance. The man
was just on the boil, and my question boiled him over.
He had been given a prescription—most valuable prescription—what for he wouldn't say. Was it médical ?
'Damn you ! what are you fishing after ?' I apologized.
Dignified sniff and cough. He resumed. He'd read it.
Five ingrédients.
Put it down ; turned his head.
Draught of air from window lifted the paper. Swish,
rustle. He was working in a room with an open fireplace, he said. Saw a flicker, and there was the prescription burning and lifting chimneyward. Rushed
towards it just as it whisked up chimney. So! Just at
that point, to illustrate his story, out came his arm."
"Well?"
"No hand. Just an empty sleeve. Lord! I thought,
that's a deformity ! Got a cork arm, I suppose, and has
taken it off. Then, I thought, there's something odd
in that. What the devil keeps that sleeve up and open
if there's nothing in it? There was nothing in it, I
tell you. Nothing down it, right down to the joint. I
could see right down it to the elbow, and there was a
glimmer of light shining through a tcar of the cloth.
'Good God !' I said. Then he stopped. Stared at me
with those blank, goggled eyes of his, and then at his
sleeve."
"Well?"
"That's ail. He never said a word, just glared and
put his sleeve back in his pocket quickly. T was saying,' said he, 'that there was the prescription burning,
wasn't I?' Interrogative cough. 'How the devil," said
* A fossil shcll used as a paperweight.
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I, 'can you move an empty sleeve like that?' *Empty
sleeve?' 'Yes,' said I, 'an empty sleeve.'
" 'It's an empty sleeve, is it? You saw it was an
empty sleeve?' He stood up right away. I stood up
too. He came towards me in three very slow steps, and
stood quite close. Sniffed vcnomously. I didn't flinch,
though l'm hanged if that bandaged knob of his, and
those blinkers, aren't enough to unnerve any one, coming quietly up to you.'
" 'You said it was an empty sleeve?' he said. 'Certainly,' I said. And staring and saying nothing, a barefaced man, unspectacled, starts scratch. Then very
quietly he pulled his sleeve out of his pocket again,
and raised his arm towards me, as though he would
show it to me again. He did it very, very slowly. I
looked at it. Secmed an âge. 'Well?' said I, clearing
my throat ; 'there's nothing in it.'
"Had to say something. I was beginning to feel
frightened. I could see right down it. He extended
it straight towards me, slowly, slowly—just like that—
until the cuff was six inches from my face. Queer
thing to see an empty sleeve corne at you like that!
And then
"
"Well ?"
"Something—exactly like a finger and a thumb it
felt—nipped my nose."
Bunting began to laugh.
"There wasn't anything there!" said Cuss—his voice
running up into a shriek at the "there." "It's ail very
well for you to laugh, but I tell you I was so; startlcd,
I hit his cuff hard, and turned round and eut out of
the room—I left him
"
Cuss stopped. There was no mistaking the sincerity
of his panic. He turned round in a helpless way. and
took a second glass of the excellent vicar's very inferior
sherry. "When I hit his cuff," said Cuss, "I tell you,
it felt exactly like hitting an arm.
"And there wasn't an arm ! There wasn't the ghost
of an arm !"
Mr. Bunting thought it over. He looked suspiciously
at Cuss. "It's a most remarkable story," he said. He
looked very wise and grave indeed. "It's really," said
Mr. Bunting with judicial emphasis, "a most remarkable
story."
CHAPTER V
The Burglary at the Vicarage
THE facts of the burglary at the Vicarage come
to us chiefly through the médium of the vicar and
his wife. It occurred in the small hours of Whit
Monday, the day devoted in Iping to the Club festivities.
Mrs. Bunting, it seems, woke up suddenly in the stillness that cornes before the dawn, with a strong impression that the door of their bedroom had opened and
closed. She did not arouse her husband at first, but
sat up in bed listening. She then distinctly heard the
pad, pad, pad of bare feet coming out of the adjoining
dressing-room and walking along the passage towards
the staircase. So soon as she felt assured of this she
aroused the Rev. Mr. Bunting as quietly as possible.
He did not strike a light, but putting on his spectacles,
his dressing gown, and his bath slippers, went out on

the landing to listen. He heard quite distinctly a fumbling going on at his study desk downstairs, and then a
violent sneeze.
At that he returned to his bedroom, armed himself
with the most obvious weapon, the poker, and descended
the staircase as noiselessly as possible. Mrs. Bunting
came out on the landing.
The hour was about four, and the ultimate darkness
of the night was passed. There was a faint shimmer
of light in the hall, but the study doorway yawned impenetrably black. Everything was still, except the faint
creaking of the stairs under Mr. Bunting's tread, and
the slight movements in the study. Then something
snapped, the drawer was opened, and there was a rustle
of papers. Then came an imprécation, and a match was
struck, and the study was flooded with yellow light. Mr.
Bunting was now in the hall, and through the crack of
the door he could see the desk and the open drawer, and
a candie burning on the desk. But the robber he could
not see. He stood there in the hall undecided what to
do, and Mrs. Bunting, her face white and intent, crept
slowly downstairs after him. One thing kept up Mr.
Bunting's courage. The persuasion that this burglar
was a résident in the village.
They heard the chink of money, and realized that the
robber had found the housekeeping reserve of gokl—
two pounds ten in half sovereigns altogether. At that
sound Mr. Bunting was nerved to abrupt action. Gripping the poker firmly, he rushed into the room, closely
followcd by Mrs. Bunting.
"Surrender!" cried Mr. Bunting fiercely, and then
stopped, amazed. Apparently the room was perfectly
empty.
Yct their conviction that they had that very moment
heard somebody moving in the room had amounted to
a certainty. For half a minute perhaps they stood
gasping, then Mrs. Bunting went across the room and
looked behind the screen, while Mr. Bunting, by a
kindred impulse, peered under the desk. Then Mrs.
Bunting turned back the window curtains and Mr.
Bunting looked up the chimney, and probed it with the
poker. Then Mrs. Bunting scrutinized the waste-paper
basket, and Mr. Bunting opened the coal-scuttle. Then
they came to a stop, and stood with eyes interrogating
one another.
"I could have. sworn
" said Mr. Bunting.
"The candie!" said Mr. Bunting. "Who lit the
candie ?"
"The drawer !" said Mrs. Bunting. "And the money's
gone !"
She went hastily to the doorway.
"Of ail the extraordinary occurrences
"
There was a violent sneeze in the passage. They
rushed out, and as they did so the kitchcn door slammed.
"Bring the candie!" said Mr. Bunting, and led the way.
They both heard the sound of bolts being hastily shot
back.
As he opened the kitchen door he saw through the
scullery that the back door was just opening, and the
faint light of early dawn displayed the dark masses of
the garden beyond. He was certain that nothing went
out of the door. It opened, stood open for a moment,
and then closed with a slam. As it did so, the candie
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Mrs. Bunting was bringing from the study flickered
and flared. ... It was a minute or more before they
entered the kitchen.
The place was empty. They refastened the back door,
examined the kitchen, pantrj-, and scullery thoroughly,
and at last went down into the cellar. There was not a
soul to be found in the housc. search as they would.
Daylight found the vicar and his wife, a quaintly
costumed little couple, still marveling about on their
own ground floor by the unnecessary light of a guttcring candie.
"Of ail the extraordinary affairs," began the vicar
for the twentieth time.
"My dear," said Mrs. Bunting. "there's Susie coming
down. Just wait here until she lias gone into the
kitchen, and then slip upstairs."
CHAPTER VI
The Furniture That Went Mad
NOW it happened that in the early hours of Whit
Monday, before Millie was hunted out for the
day, Mr. Hall and Mrs. Hall both rose and
went noiselessly down into the cellar. Their business
there was of a private nature, and had something to do
with the spécifie gravity of their beer.
They had hardly entered the cellar when Mrs. Hall
found she had forgotten to bring down a bottle of
sarsaparilla from their joint room. As she was the expert and principal operator in this affair, Hall very
properly went upstairs for it.
On the landing he was surprised to see that the
stranger's door was ajar. He went on into his own
room and found the bottle as he had been directed.
But as he came downstairs, he noticed that the bolts
on the front door had been shot back—that the door
was, in fact, simply on the latch. And, with a flash of inspiration, he connected this with the stranger's room
upstairs and the suggestions of Mr. Teddy Henfrey.
He distinctly remembered holding the candie while Mrs.
Hall shot these bolts overnight. At the sight he
stopped, gaping ; then, with the bottle still in his hands,
went upstairs again. He rapped at the stranger's door.
There was no answer. He rapped again ; then pushed
the door wide open and entered.
It was as he expected. The bed, the room also, was
empty. And what was queerer, even to his heavy intelligence, on the bedroom chair and along the rail of the
bed were scattered the garments, the only garments so
far as he knew, and the bandages of their guest. His
big slouch hat even was cocked jauntily over the bedpost.
As Hall stood there he heard his wife's voice coming out of the depth of the cellar, and with that rapid
telescoping of the syllables and interrogative cocking
up of the final words to a high note, by which the West
Sussex villager is wont to indicate a brisk impatience.
"Gearge! You gart whad a wand?"
At that he turned and hurried down to lier.
"Janny," he said over the rail of the cellar steps,
" "tas the truth what Henfrey sez. 'E's not in uz room,
'e cn't. And the front door's onbolted."
At first Mrs. Hall did not understand, and so soon
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as she did she resolved to see the empty room for hersell. Hall, still holding the bottle, went first. "If 'e
eut there," he said, " 'is close" are. And what "s 'e doin"
'ithout 'is close, than? 'Tas a most curius basness."
As they came up the cellar steps they both, it was
afterwards asccrtained, fancied they heard the front
door open and shut, but, seeing it closed and nothing
there, neither said a word to the other about it at the
time. Mrs. Hall passed lier husband in the passage,
and ran on first upstairs. Some one sneezcd on the
staircase. Hall, following six steps behind, thought
that he heard lier sneeze ; she, going on first, was under
the impression that Hall was sneezing. She flung open
the door and stood regarding the room. "Of ail the
curious!" she said.
She heard a sniff close behind lier head, as it seemed,
and, turning, was surprised to see Hall a dozen feet
off on the topmost stair. But in another moment he
was beside lier. She bent forward and put lier hand
on the pillow and then under the clothes.
"Cold," she said. "He's been up this hour or more."
As she did so a most extraordinary tliing happened.
The bedclothes gathered tliemselves together, leapt
up suddenly into a sort of peak, and then jumped headlong over the bottom rail. It was exactly as if a hand
had clutched them in the centre and flung them aside.
Immediately after, the stranger's hat hopped off the
bedpost, described a whirling flight in the air through
the better part of a cîrcle, and then dashed straight at
Mrs. Hall's face. Then as swiftly came the sponge
from the washstand, and then the chair, flinging the
stranger's coat and trousers carelessly aside, and laughing dryly in a voice singularly like the stranger's, turned
itself up with its four legs at Mrs. Hall, seemed to take
aim at lier for a moment, and chargcd at her. She
screamed and turned, and then the chair legs came
gcntly but firmly against her back and impelled her and
Hall out of the room. The door slammed violently,
and was locked. The chair and bed seemed to be executing a dance of triumph for a moment, and then
abruptly everything was still.
Mrs. Hall was left almost in a fainting condition in
Mr. Hall's arms on the landing. It was with the
greatest difficulty that Mr. Hall and Millie, who had
been roused by her scream of alarm, succeeded in
getting her downstairs, and applying the restoratives
customary in such cases.
" 'Tas sperits," said Mrs. Hall. "I know 'tas sperits.
l've read the papers of en. Tables and chairs leaping
and dancing ..."
"Take a drop more. Janny," said Hall. " 'Twill steady
y*"
"Lock liim out," said Mrs. Hall. "Don't let him
corne in again. I half guessed ... I might ha' known.
With them goggling eyes and bandaged head, and never
going to church of a Sunday. And ail they bottles—
more'n it's right for any one to have. He's put the
sperits into the furniture. . . . My good old furniture !
'Twas in the very chair my poor dear mo'ther used to
sit when I was a little girl. To think it should rise up
against me now . . ."
"Just a drop more, Janny," said Hall. "Your nerves
is ail upset."
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They sent Millie across the street through the golden
five o'clock sunshine to rouse up Mr. Sandy Wadgers,
the blacksmith,
Mr. Hall's compliments, and the furnîture upstairs
was behaving most extraordinary. Would Mr. Wadgers corne round ?
He was a knowing man, was Mr. Wadgers, and very
resourceful. He took quite a grave view of the case.
"Arm darmed if thet ent witchcraft," was the view of
Mr. Sandy Wadgers. "You warnt horseshoes for such
gentry as he."
He came round greatly concerned. They wanted him
to lead the way upstairs to the room; but he didn't
seem to be in any hurry. He preferred to talk in the
passage. Over the way Huxter's apprentice came out,
and began taking down the shutters of the tobacco window. He was called over to join the discussion. Mr.
Huxter naturally followed in the course of a few minutes. The Anglo-Saxon genius for parliamentary government asserted itself : there was a great deal of talk
and no décisive action.
"Let's have the facts first," insisted Mr. Sandy Wadgers. "Let's be sure we'd be acting perfectly right in
bustin' that there door open. A door onbust is always
open to bustin', but ye can't onbust a bust door once
you've busted en."
And suddenly and most wonderfully, the door of the
room upstairs opened of its own accord, and as they
looked up in amazement, they saw descending the stairs
the muffled figure of the stranger, staring more blackly
and blankly than ever with those unreasonably large
glass eyes of his. He came down stiffly and slowly,
staring ail the time ; he walked across the passage, staring, then stopped.
"Look there !" he said, and their eyes followed the
direction of his gloved finger, and saw a bottle of
sarsaparilla hard by the cellar door. Then he entered
the parler, and suddenly, swiftly, viciously, slammed the
door in their faces.
Not a word was spoken until" the last' echoes of the
slam had died away. They stared at one another.
"Well, if that don't lick everything!" said Mr. Wadgers, and left the alternative unsaid.
"l'd go in and ask'n 'bout it," said Wadgers to Mr.
Hall. "l'd d'mand an explanation."
It took some time to bring the landlady's husband up
to that pitch. At last he rapped, opened the door, and
got as far as :
"Excuse me
"
"Go to the devil !" said the stranger in a tremendous
voice, and, "Shut that door after you."
So this brief interview terminated.
CHAPTER VII
The Unveiling of the Stranger
THE stranger went into the little parler of the
"Coach and Horses" about half-past five in the
morning, and there he remained until near midday, the blinds down, the door shut, and none, after
Hall's repuise, venturing near him.
AH that time he must have fasted. Thrice he rang

his bell, the third time furiously and continuously, but
no one answered him. "Him and his 'Go to the devil,'
indeed !" said Mrs. Hall. Presently came an imperfect
rumour of the burglary at the Vicarage, and two and
two were put together. Hall, assisted by Wadgers,
went off to find Mr. Shuckleforth, the magistrale, and
take his advice. No one ventured upstairs. How the
stranger occupièd himself is unknown. Now and then
he would stride violently up and down, and twice came
an outburst of curses, a tearing of paper, and a violent
smashing of bottles.
The little group of scared but curious people increased. Mrs. Huxter came over; some gay young
fellows resplendent in black, ready-made jackets and
pique paper lies—for it was Whit Monday—joined
the group with confused and confusing interrogations.
Young Archie Harker distinguished himself by going
up the yard and trying to peep under the drawn blinds.
He could see nothing, but gave reason for supposing
that he did, and others of the Iping youth presently
joined him.
It was the finest of ail possible Whit Mondays, and
down the village street stood a row of nearly a dozen
booths, a shooting-gallery, and on the grass by the forge
were three yellow and chocolaté wagons, and some
picturesque strangers of both sexes putting up a cocoanut shy. The gentlemen wore blue jerseys, the ladies
white aprons and quite fashionable hats with heavy
plumes. Woodyer, of the "Purple Fawn," and Mr.
Jaggers, the cobbler, who also sold second-hand ordinary bicycles, were stretching a string of union jacks
and royal ensigns, which had originally celebrated the
first Victorian Jubilee, across the road.
And inside in the artificial darkness of the parlour,
into which only one thin jet of sunlight penetrated,
the stranger, hungry we must suppose, and fearful,
hidden in his uncomfortable hot wrappings, pored
through his dark glasses upon his paper, or chinked
his dirty little bottles, and occasionally swore savagely
at the boys, audible, if invisible, outside the Windows.
In the corner by the fireplace lay the fragments of half
a dozen smashed bottles, and a pungent twang of
chlorine tainted the air. So much we know from what
was heard at the time, and from what was subsequently
seen in the room.
About noon he suddenly opened his parlour door
and stood glafing fixedly at the three or four people in
the bar. "Mrs. Hall," he said. Somebody went sheepishly and called for Mrs. Hall.
Mrs. Hall appeared after an interval, a little short
of breath, but ail the fiercer for that. Hall was still
out. She had deliberated over this scene, and she came
holding a little tray with an unsettled bill upon it. "Is
it your bill you're wanting, sir?" she said.
"Why wasn't my breakfast laid ? Why haven't you
prepared my meals and answered my bell? Do you
think I live without eating?"
"Why isn't my bill paid?" said Mrs. Hall. "That's
what I want to know."
"1 told you three days ago I was awaiting a remittance
"
"1 told you three days ago I wasn't going to awaif
no remittances. You can't grumble if your breakfast
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waits a bit, if my bill's been waiting these five days,
can you?"
The stranger swore briefly but vividly.
"Nar, nar!" from the bar.
"And l'd thank you kindly, sir, if you'd keep your
swearing to yourself, sir," said Mrs. Hall.
The stranger stood looking more like an angry diving helmet than ever. It was universally felt in the
bar that Mrs. Hall had the better of him. His next
words showed as much,
"Look here, my good woman
" lie began.
"Don't 'good woman' me," said Mrs. Hall.
'T've told you my remittance hasn't corne."
"Remittance, indeed!" said Mrs. Hall.
"Still, I dare say in my pocket
■"
"You told me three days ago that you hadn't anything but a sovereign's worth of silver upon you."
"Well, Fve found some more,"
" 'XJl-lo!" from the bar.
"1 wonder where you found it?" said Mrs. Hall.
That seemed to annoy the stranger, very much. He
stamped his foot. "What do you mean?" he said.
"That I wonder where you found it," said Mrs. Hall.
"And before I take any bills, or get any breakfasts,
or do any such things whatsoever, you got to tell me
one or two things I don't understand, and what nobody
don't understand, and what everybody is very anxious
to understand. I want know what you been doing t'my
chair upstairs, and I want know how 'tis your room
was empty and how you got in again ? Them as stops
in this house cornes in by doors—that's the rule of this
house, and that you didn't do, and what I want know
is how you did corne. And I want know
"
SUDDENLY the stranger raised his gloved hands
clenched, stamped his foot, and said, "Stop !" with
such extraordinary violence that he silenced her instantly.
"You don't understand," he said, "who I am or what
I am. l'H show you. By heaven! Fil show you."
Then he put his open palm over his face and withdrew
it. The centre of his face became a black cavity.
"Here," he said. He stepped forward and handed Mrs.
Hall something which she, staring at his metamorphosed
face, accepted automatically. Then, when she saw what
it was, she screamed loudly, dropped it, and staggered
back. The nose—it was the stranger's nose ! pink and
shining—rolled on the floor with a sound of hollow
cardboard.
Then he removed his spectacles, and every one in the
bar gasped. He took off his hat, and with a violent
gesture tore at his whiskers and bandages. For a moment they resisted him. A flash of horrible anticipation
passed through the bar. "Oh, my Gard!" said some
one. Then off they came.
It was worse than anything. Mrs. Hall, standing
open-mouthed and horror-struck, shrieked at what she
saw, and made for the door of the house. Every one
began to move. They were prepared for scars, disfigurement, tangible horrors—but nothing! The bandages and false hair flew across the passage into the bar,
making a hobbledehoy jump to avoid them. Every one
tumbled on every one else down the steps. For the

209

man who stood there shouting some incohérent explanation was a solid, gesticulating figure up to the
coat-collar of him, and then—nothingness, no visible
thing at ail !
People down the village heard shouts and shrieks,
and looking up the street saw the "Coach and Horses"
violently firing out its humanity. They saw Mrs. Hall
fall down, and Mr. Teddy Henfrey jump to avoid
tumbling over her, and then they heard the frightful
screams of Millie, who, emerging suddenly from the
kitchen at the noise of the tumult, had corne upon the
headless stranger from behind. These ceased suddenly.
Forthwith every one ail the way down the street—
the sweetstuff-seller, cocoanut-shy proprietor and his
assistant, the swing man, little boys and girls, rustic
dandies, smart wenches, smocked elders, and aproned
gypsies—began running towards the inn, and in a miraculously short space of time a crowd of perhaps forty
people, and rapidly increasing, swayed, and hooted, and
inquired, and exclaimed, and suggested in front of Mrs.
Hall's establishment. Everybody seemed eager to talk
at once, and the resuit was Babel. A small group supported Mrs. Hall, who was picked up in a state of
collapse. There was a confusion, and the incredible
evidence of a vociferous eye-witness. "O Bogie."
"What's he been doin', then?" "Ain't hurt the girl,
'as 'e ?" "Run at en with a knife, I believe." "No 'ed,
I tell ye. I don't mean no manner of speaking, I mean
Marn 'ithout a 'Ed!" "Narnsense! 'tis some conjuring trick." "Fetched off 's wrappings, 'e did
"
In its struggles to see in through the open door the
crowd formed itself into a struggling wedge, with the
more adventurous apex nearest the inn. "He stood for
a moment, I heerd the gai scream, and he turned. I
saw her skirts whisk, and he went after her, Didn't
take ten seconds. Back he cornes with a knife in his
hand and a loaf, stood just as if he was staring. Not
a moment ago. Went in that there door. I tell 'e, 'e
ain't gart no 'ed 'tall. You just missed en
"
There was a disturbance behind, and the speaker
stopped to step aside for a little procession that was
marching very resolutely towards the house; first Mr.
Hall, very red and determined, then Mr. Bobby Jaffers,
the village constable, and then the wary Mr. Wadgers.
They had come now armed with a warrant.
People shouted conflicting information of the recent
circumstances. '"Ed or no 'ed," said Jaffers: "I got
to 'rest en, 'rest en I will."
Mr. Hall marched up the steps, marched straight
to the door of the parlour and found it open. "Constable," he said, "do your duty."
Jaffers marched in, Hall next, Wadgers last. They
saw in the dim light the headless figure facing them,
with a gnawed crust of bread in one gloved hand and a
chunk of cheese in the other.
"That's him," said Hall.
"What the devil's this?" came in-a tone of angry
expostulation from above the collar of the figure.
"You're a darned rum customer, mister," said Mr.
Jaffers. "But 'ed or no 'ed the warrant says 'body,'
and duty's duty
"
"Keep off!" said the figure, starting back.
Abruptly he whipped down the bread and cheese,
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and Mr. Hall just grasped the knife on the table in
tinie to save it. Off came the stranger's left glove, and
was slappcd in Jaffer's face. In another moment Jaffers,
cutting short some statement concerning a warrant, had
gripped him hy the handless wrist, and caught his invisible throat. He got a sounding kick on the shin that
tnade him shout, but he kept his grip. Hall sent the
knife sliding along the table to Wadgers, who actcd as
goal-kceper for the offensive, so to speak, and then
stepped forward as Jaffers and the stranger swayed
and staggered towards him, clutching and hitting in.
A chair stood in the way, and went aside with a crash
as they came down together.
"Get the feet," said Jaffers between his teeth.
Mr. Hall, endeavouring to act on instructions, received a sounding kick in the ribs that disposed of him
for a moment ; and Mr. Wadgers, seeing the decapitated
stranger had rolled over and got the upper side of
Jaffers, retreated towards the door, knife in hand, and
so collided with Mr. Huxter and the Sidderbridge carter
coming to the rescue of law and order. At the same
moment down came three or four bottles from the chiffonier and shot a web of pungency into the air of the
room.
'TU surrender," cried the stranger, though he had
Jaffers down, and in another moment he stood up panting, a strange figure, headless and handless—for he
had pulled off his right glove now as well as his left.
"It's no good," he said, as if sobbing for breath,
IT was the strangest thing in the world to hear that
voice coming as if out of empty space, but the Sussex peasants are perhaps the most matter-of-fact people
under the sun. Jaffers got up also, and produced a
pair of handeuffs. Then he stared.
"I say !" said Jaffers, brought up short by a dim réalisation of the incongruity of the whole business. "Darn
it ! Can't use 'em as I can see."
The stranger ran his arm down his waistcoat, and,
as if by a miracle, the buttons to whîch his empty sleeve
pointed became undone. Then he said something about
his shin, and stooped down. He seemed to be fumbling
with his shoes and socks.
"Why !" said Huxter suddenly, "that's not a man at
ail. It's just empty clothes. Look ! You can see down
his collar and the linings of his clothes. I could put
my arm
"
He extended his hand ; it seemed to meet something
in mid-air, and he drew it back with a sharp exclamation. "1 wish you'd keep your fingers out of my eye,"
said the aerial voice in a tone of savage expostulation.
"Thç fact is, Fm ail here—head, hands, legs, and ail
the rest of it, but it happens l'm invisible. It's a confounded nuisance, but I am. That's no reason why I
should be poked to pièces by every stupid bumpkin in
Iping, is it?"
The suit of clothes. now ail unbuttoned and hanging
loosely upon its unseen supports, stood up, arms akimbo.
Several other of the men folk had now entered the
room. so that it was closely crowded. "Invisible, eh ?"
said Huxter, ignoring the stranger's abuse. "Who ever
heard the likes of that?"
"It's strange, perhaps, b'ut it's not a crime. Why

am T assaulted by a policeman in this fashion
?"
"Ah! that's a-différent matter," said Jaffers. "No
doubt you are a bit difficult to see in this light, but I
got a warrant and it's ail correct. What l'm after
ain't no invisibility, it's burglary. There's a house been
broke into, and money took."
"Well?"
"And circumstances certainly point
"
"Stuff and nonsense!" said the Invisible Man.
"I hope so, sir. But l've got my instructions
"
"Well," said the stranger, "l'il corne. Tll come. But
no handeuffs."
"It's the regular thing," said Jaffers.
"No handeuffs," stipulated the stranger.
"Pardon me," said Jaffers.
Abruptly the figure sat down, and before any one
could realize what was being donc, the slippers, socks,
and trousers had been kicked off under the table. Then
he sprang up again and flung off his coat.
"Here, stop that," said Jaffers, suddenly realizing
what was happening. He gripped the waistcoat, it struggled, and the shirt slipped out of it and left it limp and
empty in his hand. "Hold him !" said Jaffers loudly.
"Once he gets the things off
"
"Hold him !" cried every one, and there was a rush
at the fiuttering white shirt, which was now ail that
was visible of the stranger.
The shirt sleeve planted a shrewd blow in Hall's face
that stopped his open-armed advance and sent him
backward into old Toothsome, the sexton. and in
another moment the garment was lifted up, and became convulsed and vacantly flapping about the arms.
even as a shirt that is being thrust off over a man's
head. Jaffers clutched at it, and only helpcd to pull it
off. He was struck in the mouth out of the air, and
incontinently drew his truncheon and smote Teddy
Henfrey savagely upon the crown of his head.
"Look out!" said everybody, fencing at random and
hitting at nothing. "Hold him ! Shut the door ! Don't
let him loose. I got something ! Here he is !" A perfect Babel of noises they made. Everybody, it seemed,
was being hit ail at once, and Sandy Wadgers, knowing
as ever, and his wits sharpened by a frightful blow on
the nose, reopened the door and led the rout. The
others, following incontinently, were jammed for a
moment in the corner by the doorway. The hitting continued.
Phipps, the Unitarian, had a front tooth
broken, and Henfrey was injured in the cartilage of his
car. Jaffers was struck under the jaw, and, turning,
caught at something that intervened between him and
Huxter in the niêlëe, and prevented their coming together. He felt a muscular chest, and in another moment the whole mass of struggling, excited men shot
out into the crowded hall.
"1 got him!" shouted Jaffers, choking and reeling
through them ail, and wrestling with purple face and
swelling veins against his unseen enemy.
Men staggered right and left as the extraordinary
conflict swayed swiftly towards the house door and
went spinning down the half dozen steps of the inn.
Jaffers cried in a strangled voice. holding tight nevertheless, and making play with his knee, spun round and
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fell heavily undermost with his head on the gravel.
Only then did his fingers relax.
There were excited cries of "Ilold him!" "Invisible!" and so forth, and a young fellow, a stranger in
the place whose name did not come to light, rushed
in at once, caught something, missed his hold, and fell
over the constable's prostrate body. Half-way across
the road a woman screamed as something pushed by
her, a dog, kicked apparently, yelped and ran howling
into Huxter's yard, and with that the transit of the
Invisible Man was accomplished. For a space people
stood amazed and gesticulating, and then came panic,
and scattered them abroad through the village as a gust
scatters dead leaves. But Jaffers lay quite still, face
and knees upward bent, at the foot of the steps of the
inn.
CHAPTER VIII
In Transit
THE eighth chapter is exceedingly brief, and relates that Gibbins, the amateur naturalist of the
district, while lying out on the spacious open
downs without a soul within a couple of miles of him
as he thought, and almost dozing, heard close to him
the sound of a man coughing, sneezing, and then swearing savagely to himself, and looking beheld nothing.
Yet the voice was indisputable. It continued to swear
with that breadth and variety that distinguishes the
swearing of a cultivated man. It grew to a climax,
diminished again and died away in the distance, going,
as it seemed to him, in the direction of Adderdean. It
lifted to a spasmodic sneeze, and ended. Gibbins had
heard nothing of the morning's occurrences, but the
phenomenon was so striking and disturbing, that his
philosophical tranquillity vanished; he got up hastily
and hurried down the steepness of the hill towards
the village, as fast as he could go.
CHAPTER IX
Mr. Thomas Marvel
Y OU must picture Mr. Thomas Marvel as a person
of copious, flexible visage, a nose of cylindrical
protusion, a liquorish, ample, fluctuating mouth,
and a beard of bristling eccentricity. His figure inclined to embonpoint, his short limbs accentuated this
inclination. He wore a furry silk hat, and the fréquent
substitution of twine and shoe-laces for buttons, apparent at critical points of his costume, marked a man
essentially bachelor.
Mr. Thomas Marvel was sitting with his feet in a
ditch by the roadside over the down towards Adderdean, about a mile and a half out of Iping. His feet,
save for socks of irregular open-work, were bare, his
big toes were broad, and pricked like the ears of a
watchful dog. In a leisurely manner—he did everything in a leisurely manner—he was contemplating a
pair of lace-up boots. They were the soundest boots
he had corne across for a long time, but too large for
him, whereas those he had had were, in dry weather, a
very comfortable fit, but too thin soled for damp. Mr.
Thomas Marvel hated roortiy boots, but then he hated
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damp. He had never properiy thought out which he
hated most, and it was a pleasant day, and there was
nothing better to do. So lie put the four boots in a
graceful group on the turf, and looked at them. And
seeing them there among the grass and springing agrimony, it suddenly occurred to him that both pairs were
exceedingly ugly to see. He was not at ail startled by
a voice behind him.
"They're boots, anyhow," said the Voice.
"They are—Charity Boots," said Mr. Thomas Marvel, with his head on one side regarding them distastefully ; "and which is the ugliest pair in the whole blessed
universe, l'm darned if I know!"
"H'm," said the Voice.
"l've worn worse—in fact, l've worn none. But
none so owdacious ugly—if you'll allow the expression,
l've been cadging boots—in particular—for days, because I was sick of them. They're sound enough, of
course. But a gentleman on tramp secs such a thundering lot of his boots. And if you'll believe me, l've
raised nothing in the whole blessed county, try as I
would, but them. Look at 'em ! And a good county
for boots, too, in a général way. But it's just my promiscuous luck. l've got my boots in this county ten
years or more. And then they treat you like this."
"It's a beast of a county," said the Voice, "and pigs
for people."
"Ain't it?" said Mr.'Thomas Marvel. "Lord! But
them boots ! It beats it."
He turned his head over his shoulder to the right, to
look at the boots of his interlocutor, with a view to
comparisons, and lo ! where the boots of his interlocutor
should have been were neither legs nor boots. He
turned his head over his shoulder to the left, and there
also were neither legs nor boots. He was irradiated
by the dawn of a great amazement. "Where arc yer?"
said Mr. Thomas Marvel over his shoulder, and coming
on ail fours. He saw a stretch of empty down, with
the wind swaying the remote green-pointed furze
bushes.
"Am I drunk?" said Mr. Marvel. "Have I had
visions? Was I talking to myself? What the
"
"Don't be alarmed," said a Vojce.
"None of your ventriloquising me." said Mr. Thomas
Marvel, rising sharply to his feet. "Where arc yer?
Alarmed, indeed !"
"Don't be alarmed," repeated the Voice.
"You'll be alarmed in a minute, you silly fool," said
Mr. Thomas Marvel. "Where arc yer? Lemme get
my mark on yer . . .
"Are yer buried?" said Mr. Thomas Marvel after
an interval.
There was no answer. Mr. Thomas Marvel stood
bootless and amazed, his jacket nearly thrown off.
"Peewit," said a peewit very remote.
"Peewit, indeed !" said Mr. Thomas Marvel. "This
ain't no time for foolery." The down was desolate
east and west, north and south ; the road, with its
shallow ditches and white bordering stakes, ran smooth
and empty north and south, and, save for that peewit,
the blue sky was empty too. "So help me," said Mr.
Thomas Marvel, shuflling his coat on to his shouldere
again. "It's the drink. I might ha' known."
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"It's not the drink," said the Voice. "You keep
your nerves steady."
"Ow!" said Mr. Marvel, and his face grew white
amidst its patches. "It's the drink," his lips repeated
noiselessly. He remained staring about him, rotating
slowly backwards. "I could have sivore X heard a
voice," he whispered.
"Of course you did."
"It's there again," said Mr. Marvel, closing his eyes
and clasping his hand on his brow with a tragic gesture.
He was suddenly taken by the collar and shaken violently, and left more dazed than ever. "Don't be a fool !"
said the Voice.
"l'm—ofï—my—blooming—chump!" said Mr. Marvel. "It's no good. It's fretting about them blarsted
boots. l'm ofï my blessed, blooming chump. Or it's
spirits !"
"Neither one thing nor the other," said the Voice.
"Listen !"
"Chump !" said Mr. Marvel.
"One minute," said the Voice penetratingly, tremulous with self-control.
"Well?" said Mr. Thomas Marvel, with a strange
feeling of having been dug in the chest by a finger.
"You think l'm just imagination—just imagination?"
"What else can you be?" said Mr. Thomas Marvel,
rubbing the back of his neck.
"Very well," said the Voice in a tone of relief. "Then
l'm going to throw flints at you till you think difïerently."
"But where are yer ?"
THE Voice made no answer. Whizz came a flint,
apparently out of the air, and missed Mr. Marvel's shoulder by a hair's breadth. Mr. Marvel, turning.
saw a flint jerk up into the air, trace a complicated path.
hang for a moment, and then fall at his feet with almost invisible rapidity. He was too amazed to dodge.
Whizz it came, and ricocheted from a bare toe into
the ditch. Mr. Thomas Marvel jumped a foot and
howled aloud. Then he started to run, tripped over
an unseen obstacle, and came head over heels into a
sitting position.
"Now," said the Voice, as a third stone curved upward and hung in the air above the tramp, "am I imagination ?"
Mr. Marvel, by way of reply, struggled to his feet,
and was immediately rolled over again. He lây quiet
for a moment.
"If you struggle any more," said the Voice, "I shall
throw the flint at your head."
"It's a fair do," said Mr. Thomas Marvel, sitting up,
taking his wounded toe in hand, and fixing his eye on
the third missile. "I don't understand it. Stones flinging themselves. Stones talking. Put yourself down.
Rot away. l'm donc."
The third flint fell.
"It's very simple," said the Voice. "l'm an invisible
man."
"Tell us something I don't know," said Mr. Marvel,
gasping with pain. "Where you've hid—how you do
it—I don't know. l'm beat."

"That's ail," said the Voice. l'm invisible. That's
what I want you to understand."
"Any one could see that. There is no need for you
to be so confounded impatient, mister. Nozv, then.
Give us a notion. How are you hid?"
"l'm invisible. That's the great point. And what
I want you to understand is this
"
"But whereabouts ?" interrupted Mr. Marvel.
"Ilere—six yards in front of you."
"Oh, corne! I ain't blind. You'Il be telling me next
you're just thin air. l'm not one of your ignorant
tramps
■"
"Yes. I am—thin air. You're looking through me."
"What! Ain't there any stufï to you? Vox et—
what is it?—jabber. Is it that?"
"I am just a human being—solid, needing food and
drink, needing covering, too. . . . But l'm invisible.
You see? Invisible. Simple idea. Invisible."
"What, real like?"
"Yes, real."
"Let's have a hand of you," said Marvel, "if you
are real. It won't be so darn out-of-the-way like
then
"Lord!" he said, "how you made me jump!—gripping me like that !"
He felt the hand that had closed round his wrist with
his disengaged Angers, and his touch went timorously
up the arm, patted a muscular chest, and explored a
bearded face. Marvel's face was astonishment.
"l'm dashed!" he said.- "If this don't beat cockfighting ! Most remarkable !—And there I can see a
rabbit clean through you arf a mile away! Not a bit of
you visible—except
"
He scrutinised the apparently empty space keenly.
"You 'aven't been eatin' bread and cheese?" he asked,
holding the invisible arm.
"You are quite right. It's not assimilated into the
system."
"Ah !" said Mr. Marvel. "Sort of ghostly, though."
"Of course, ail this isn't half so wonderful as you
think."
"It's quite wonderful enough for my modest wants,"
said Mr. Thomas Marvel. "Howjer manage it? How
the dooce is it done?"
"It's too long a story. And besides
"
"I tell you, the whole business fair beats me," said
Mr. Marvel.
"What I want to say at présent is this : I need help.
I have corne to that. I came upon you suddenly. I
was wandering, mad with rage, naked, impotent. I
could have murdered. . . . And I saw you
"
"Lord" said Mr. Marvel.
"1 came up behind you—hesitated—went on."
Mr. Marvel's expression was cloquent.
"Then stopped. *Here,' I said, 'is an outcast like
mysclf. This is the man for me.' So I turned back
and came to you. You. And
"
"Lord!" said Mr. Marvel. "But l'm ail in a dizzy.
May I ask : How is it ?—and what you may be requiring in the way of help? Invisible!"
"I want you to help me get clothes and shelter, and
then with other things. l've left them long enough.
If you won't—well !... But you zvill—mus t."
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"Look here," said Mr. Marvel. "l'm too flabbergasted. Don't knock me about any more. And leave
me go. I must get steady a bit. And you've pretty
near broken my toe. It's ail so unreasonable. Empty
downs, empty sky. Nothing visible for miles except the
bosom of Nature. And then cornes a voice. A voice
out of heaven ! And stones. And a fîst. Lord !"
"Pull yourself together," said the Voice, "for you
bave to do the job l've chosen for you."
Mr. Marvel blew out his cheeks, and his eyes were
round.
"l've chosen you," said the Voice. "You are the
only man, except some of those fools down there, who
knows there is such a thing as an Invisible Man. You
have to be my helper. Help me—and I will do great
things for you. An Invisible Man is a man of power."
He stopped for a moment to sneeze violently.
"But if you betray me," he said, "if you fail to do
as I direct you
"
He paused and tapped Mr. Marvel's shoulder smartly.
Mr. Marvel gave a yelp of terror at the touch. "1
don't want to betray you," said Mr. Marvel, edging
away from the direction of the fingers. "Don't you go
a-thinking that, whatever you do. Ail I want to do is
to help you—just tell me what I got to do. (Lord!)
Whatever you want donc, that l'm most willing to do."
CHAPTER X
Mr. Marvel's Visit to Iping
AFTER the first gusty panic had spent itself, Iping
became argumentative.
Scepticism suddenly
• reared its head—rather nervous scepticism, not at
ail assured of its back, but scepticism nevertheless. It is
so much easier not to believe in an Invisible Man, and
those who had actually seen him dissolve into air or
felt the strength of his arm could be counted on the
fingers of two hands. And of these witnesses, Mr.
Wadgers was presently missing, having retired impregnably behind the bolts and bars of his own house,
and Jaffers was lying stunned in the parlor of the
"Coach and Horses." Great and strange ideas transcending experience often have less effect upon men
and women than smaller, more tangible considérations.
Iping was gay with bunting, and everybody was in gala
dress. Whit Monday had been looked forward to for
a month or more. By the afternoon even those who
believed in the Unseen were beginning to résumé their
little amusements in a tentative fashion, on the supposition that he had quite gone away, and with the
sceptics he was already a jest. But people—sceptics
and believers alike—were remarkably sociable ail that
day.
Haysman's meadow was gay with a tent, in which
Mrs. Bunting and other ladies were preparing tea, while
without, the Sunday school children ran races and played
games under the noisy guidance of the cu.rate and the
Misses Cuss and Sackbut. No doubt there was a
slight uneasiness in the air, but people for the most
part had the scnse to conceal whatever imagi native
qualms they experienced. On the village green an
inclined string, down which, clinging the while to a
pulley-swung handle, one could be hurled violently
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against a sack at the other end, came in for considérable
favor among the adolescent, as also did the swings and
the cocoanut-shies. There was also promenading, and
the steam organ attached to a small roundabout filled
the air with a pungent flavor of oil and with equally
pungent music. Members of the club, who had attended church in the morning, were splendid in badges
of pink and green, and some of the gayer minded had
also adorned their bowler hats with brilliant colored
favors of ribbon. Old Fletcher, whose conceptions of
holiday-making were severe, was visible through the
jasmine about his window or through the open door
(whichever way you chose to look) poised delicately
on a plank supported on two chairs, and whitewashing
the ceiling of his front room.
About four o'clock a Etranger entered the village
from the direction of the downs. He was a short,
stout person in an extraordinarily shabby top hat, and
he appeared to be very much out of breath. His cheeks
were alternately limp and tightly puffed. His mottled
face was apprehensive, and he moved with a sort of
reluctant alacrity. He turned the corner by the church
and directed his way to the "Coach and Horses."
Among others, old Fletcher remembers seeing him, and
indeed the old gentleman was so struck by his peculiar
agitation that he inadvertently allowed a quantity of
whitewash to run down the brush into the sleeve of his
coat while regarding him.
This Etranger, to the perceptions of the proprietor
of the cocoanut-shy, appeared to be talking to himself,
and Mr. Huxter remarked the same thing. He stopped
at the foot of the "Coach and Horses" steps, and, according to Mr. Huxter, appeared to undergo a severe
internai struggle before he could induce himself to enter
the house. Finally he marched up the steps, and was
seen by Mr. Huxter to turn to the left and open
the door of the parlor. Mr. Huxter heard voices from
within the room and from the bar apprising the man
of his error.
"That room's private!" said Hall, and the stranger
shut the door clumsily and went into the bar.
In the course of a few minutes he reappeared, wiping
his lips with the back of his hand, with an air of quiet
satisfaction that somehow impressed Mr. Huxter as
assumed. He stood looking about him for some moments, and then Mr. Huxter saw him walk in an oddly
furtive manner towards the gâtes of the yard, upon
which the parlor window opened. The stranger, after
some hésitation, leant against one of the gate-posts,
produced a short clay pipe, and prepared to fill it. His
fingers trembled while doing so. He lit it clumsily, and,
folding his arms, began to smoke in a languîd attitude,
an attitude which his occasional quick glances up the
yard altogether belied.
Ail this Mr. Huxter saw over the canisters of the
tobacco window, and-the singularity of the man's behavior prompted him to maintain his observation.
Presently the stranger stood up abruptly and put his
pipe in his pocket. Then he vanished into the yard.
Forthwith Mr. Huxter, conceiving he was witness of
some petty larceny, leapt round his -counter and ran
out into the road to intercept the thief. As he did so,
Mr. Marvel reappeared, his hat askew, a big bundle
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in a blue tablecloth in one hand, and three books tied
together—as it proved afterwards with the vicar's
braces—in the other. Directly he saw Huxter lie gave
a sort of gasp, and turning sharply to the left began to
run. "Stop thief !" cried Huxter, and set off after him.
Mr. Huxter's sensations were vivid but brief. He
saw the man just before him, and sprinting briskly
for the church corner and the down road. He saw
the village flags and festivities bcyond, and only a face
or two turned toward him. He bawled, "Stop thief"
again, and set off gallantly. He had hardly gone ten
strides before his shin was caught in some mysterious
fashion, and he was no longer running but flying with
incredible velocity through the air. He saw the ground
suddenly close to his head. The world seemed to splash
into a million whirling specks of light, and "subséquent
proceedings interested him no more."
CHAPTER XI
In the "Coach and Horses'*
NOW, in order to understand clearly what had
happened in the inn, it is necessary to go back
to the moment when Mr. Marvel first came into
view of Mr. Huxter's window.
At that précisé moment Mr. Cuss and Mr. Bunting
were in the parlor. They were seriously investigating
the strange occurrences of the morning, and were, with
Mr. Hall's permission, making a thorough examination
of the Invisible Man's belongings. Jaffers had partially
recovered from his fall and had gone home in the
charge of his sympathetic friends. The stranger's scattered garments had been removed by Mrs. Hall, and the
room tidied up. And on the table under the window.
where the stranger had been wont to work, Cuss had
hit almost at once on three big books in manuscript
labeled "Diary."
"Diary !" said Cuss, putting the three books on the
table. "Now, at any rate, we shall learn something."
The vicar stood with his hands on the table.
"Diary," repeated Cuss, sitting down, putting two
volumes to support the third, and opening it. "H'm—
no name on the fly leaf. Bother! . . . Cipher. And
figures."
The vicar came around to look over his shoulder.
Cuss turned the pages over with a face suddenly disappointed. "Fm—dear me! It's ail cipher, Bunting."
"There are no diagrams?" asked Mr. Bunting. "No
illustrations throwing light
"
"See for yourself," said Mr. Cuss. "Some of it's
mathematical, and some of it's Russian or some such
language (to judge by the letters), and some of it's
Greek. Now the Greek I thought yoti
"
"Of course," said Mr. Bunting, taking out and wiping his spectacles, and feeling suddenly very uncomfortable—for he had no Greek left in his mind worth
talking about. "Yes—the Greek, of course, may furnish a due."
"Fil find you a place."
"Fd rather glance through the volumes first," said
Mr. Bunting, still wiping. "A général impression first,
Cuss, and then, you know, we can go looking for dues."
He coughed, put on his glasses, arranged them fas-

tidiously, coughed again, and wished something would
happen to avert the seemingly inévitable exposure. Then
he took the volume Cuss handed him in a leisurely
manner. And then something did happen.
The door opened suddenly.
Both men started violently, looked round, and were
relieved to see a sporadically rosy face beneath a furry
silk hat. "Tap?" asked the face, and stood staring.
"No," said both gentlemen at once.
"Over the other side, my man," said Mr. Bunting.
"And please shut that door," said Mr. Cuss irritably.
"Ail right," said the intruder, as it seemed in a low
voice, curiously différent from the huskiness of its first
inquiry. "Right you are," said the intruder in the
former voice. "Stand clear," and he vanished and
closed the door.
"A sailor, I should judge," said Mr. Bunting.
"Amusing fellows they are. Stand clear, indeed. A
nautical term, referring to his getting back out of the
room, I suppose."
"I dare say so," said Cuss. "My nerves are ail loose
to-day. It quite made me jump—the door opening
like that."
Mr. Bunting smiled as if he had not jumped. "And
now," he said with a sigh, "these books."
"One minute," said Cuss, and went and locked the
door. "Now I think we are safe from interruption."
Some one sniffed as he did so.
"One thing is indisputable," said Bunting, drawing
up a chair next to that of Cuss. "There certainly have
been very strange things happen in Iping during the
last few days—very strange. I cannot, of course, believe in this absurd invisibility story
"
"It's incredible," said Cuss, "incredible. But the
fact remains that I saw—I certainly saw right down
his sleeve
"
"But did you—are you sure . . . Suppose a mirror
for instance. . . . Hallucinations are so easily produced. I don't know if you have ever seen a really
good conjurer
"
"1 won't argue again," said Cuss. "We've thrashed
that out, Bunting. And just now there's these books
. . . Ah! here's some of what I take to be Greek?
Greek letters certainly."
He pointed to the middle of the page. Mr. Bunting
flushed slightly, and brought his face nearer, apparently
finding some difficulty with his glasses. The little man's
Greek was of the flimsiest, and he firmly believed that
every one outside the Church credited him with a knowîedge of Greek and Hebrew originals. And now—
Should he confess? Should he vamp? Suddenly he
became aware of a strange feeling at the nape of his
neck. He tried to move his head, and encountered an
immovable résistance.
The feeling was a curious pressure—the grip of a
heavy, firm hand, and it bore his chin irresistibly to the
table. "Don't move, little men," whispered a voice,
"or VU brain you both!"
He looked into the face of Cuss, close to his own, and
saw a horrified reflection of his own sickly astonishment.
"Fm sorry to handle you roughly," said the Voice,
"but it's unavoidable."

THE INVISIBLE MAN
"Since when did you learn to pry into an investigator's private memoranda?" continued the Voice; two
chins struck the table simultaneously, and two sets of
teeth rattled.
"Since when did you learn to invade the private
rooms of a man in misfortune?" and the concussion was
repeated.
"Where have they put my clothes?
"Listen," said the Voice. "The windows are fastened, and l've taken the key out of the door. 1 am
a fairly strong man, and I have the poker handy—besides being invisible. There's not the slightest doubt
that I could kill you both and get away quite easily if
I wanted to—do you understand? Very well. If
I let you go, will you promise not to try any nonsense,
and do what I tell you?"
The vicar and the doctor looked at one another, and
the doctor pulled a face. "Yes," said Mr. Bunting,
and the doctor repeated it. Then the pressure on the
necks relaxed, and the doctor and vicar sat up, both
very red in the face, and wriggling their heads.
"Please keep sitting where you are," said the Invisible Man. "Here's the poker, you see.
"When I came into this room," continued the Invisible Man, after presenting the poker to the tip of the
nose of each of his visitors, "I did not expect to find
it occupied ; and I expected to find, in addition to my
books of memoranda, an outfit of clothing. Where is
it? No—don't rise. I can see it's gone. Now just
at présent, though the days are quite warm enough
for an invisible man to run about stark—the evenings
are chilly. I want clothing—and other accomodation.
And I must also have those three books."
CHAPTER XII
The Invisible Man Loses His Temper
IT is unavoidable that at this point the narrative
should break off again, for a certain very painful
reason that will presently be apparent. And while
ihese things were going on in the parlor, and while
Mr. Huxter was watching Mr. Marvel smoking his
pipe against the gâte, not a dozen yards away were Mr.
Hall and Teddy Henfrey discussing in a state of cloudy
puzzlement the one Iping topic.
Suddenly there came a violent thud against the door
of the parlor, a sharp cry, and then—silence.
"ïltil-Xo !" said Teddy Henfrey.
"HuI-/o/" from the tap.
Mr. Hall took things in slowly but surely. "That's
ain't right," he said. and came round from behind the
bar towards the parlor door.
He and Teddy approached the door together. with
intent faces. Their eyes considered. "Summat wrong,"
said Hall, and Henfrey nodded agreement. Whiffs of
an unpleasant chemical odor met them, and there was
a muffled sound of conversation, very rapid and subdued.
"You ail raight thur?" asked Hall, rapping.
The muttered conversation ceased abruptly, for a
moment silence, then the conversation was resumed in
hissing whispers, then a sharp cry of "No! no you
don't l" There came a sudden struggle. Silence again.

215

"What the dooee!" exclaimed Henfrey sotto voce.
"You—ail—raight—thur?" asked Mr. Hall sharply
again.
The vicar's voice answered with a curioùs jerking
intonation. "Quite ri-ight. Please don't—interrupt."
"Odd !" said Mr. Henfrey.
"Odd !" said Mr. Hall.
"Says, 'Don't interrupt,' " said Henfrey.
"1 heerd'n," said Hall.
"And a sniff," said Henfrey.
They remained listening.
The conversation was
rapid and subdued. "1 can't," said Mr. Bunting, his
voice rising ; "I tell you. sir, I will not."
"What was that?" asked Henfrey.
"Says he w' nart," said Hall. "Warn't speakin' to
us, wuz he?"
"Disgraceful !" said Mr. Bunting within.
" 'Disgraceful,' " said Mr. Henfrey. "1 heard it
-—distinct."
"Who's that speaking now?" asked Henfrey.
"Mr. Cuss, I s'pose," said Hall. "Can you hear—
anything?"
Silence.
The sounds within indistinct and perplexing.
"Sounds like' throwing the tablecloth about," said
Hall.
Mrs. Hall appeared behind the bar. Hall made gestures of silence and invitation. This roused Mrs.
Hall's wifely opposition.
"What yer listenin' there for, Hall?" she asked.
"Ain't you nothin' better to do—busy day like this?"
Hall tried to convey everything by grimaces and
dumb show, but Mrs. Hall was obdurate. She raised
her voice. So Hall and Henfrey, rather crestfallen,
tiptoed back to the bar gesticulating, to explain to her.
At first she refused to see anything in what they had
heard at ail. Then she insisted on Hall keeping silence,
while Henfrey told her his story. She was inclined to
think the whole business nonsense—perhaps they were
just moving the furniture about.
"I heerd'n say 'disgraceful'; tlwt I did," said Hall.
"I heard that, Mis' Hall," said Henfrey.
"Like as not," began Mrs. Hall.
"Hsh!' said Mr. Teddy Henfrey. "Didn't I hear
the window ?"
"What window?" asked Mrs. Hall.
"Parlor window," said Henfrey.
Every one stood listening intently. Mrs. Hall's eyes.
directed straight before her, saw, without seeing, the
brilliant oblong of the inn door, the road, white and
vivid, and Huxter's door opened, and Huxter appeared.
eyes staring with excitement, arms gesticulating.
"Yap!" cried Huxter. "Stop thief !" and he ran
obliquely across the oblong towards the yard gâtes and
vanished.
Simultaneously came a tumult from the parlor, and
a sound of windows being closed.
Hall, Henfrey, and the human contents of the tap
rushed out at once pell-mcll into the street. They saw
some one whisk round the corner towards the down
road, and Mr. Huxter executing a cornplicated leap in
the air that ended on his face and shoulder. Down the
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street people were standing astonished or running
towards them,
Mr. Huxter was stunned. Henfrey stopped to discover this, but Hall and the two laborers from the
tap rushed at once to the corner, shouting incohérent
things, and saw Mr. Marvel vanishing by the corner of
the church wall. They appear to have jumped to the
impossible conclusion that this was the Invisible Man
suddenly become visible, and set ofï at once along the
lane of pursuit. But Hall had hardly run a dozen yards
before he gave a loud shout of astonishment and went
flying headlong sideways, clutching one of the laborers
and bringing him to the ground. He had been charged
just as one charges a man at football. The second
laborer came round in a circle, stared, and conceiving
that Hall had tumbled over of his own accord, turned
to résumé the pursuit, only to be tripped by the ankle
just as Huxter had been. Then as the first laborer
struggled to his feet he was knocked sideways by a
blow that might have felled an ox.
As he went down, the rush from the direction of the;
village green came round the corner. The first to appear was the proprietor of the cocoanut-shy, a burly
man in a blue jersey. He was astonished to see the
lane empty save for three men sprawling absurdly on
the ground. And then something happened to his rearmost foot, and he went headlong and rolled sideways
just in time to snare the feet of his brother and partner,
following headlong. The two were then kicked, knelt
on, fallen over, and cursed by quite a number of overhasty people.
NOW, when Hall and Henfrey and the laborers ran
out of the house, Mrs. Hall, who had been disciplined by years of expérience, remained in the bar
next the till. And suddenly the parler door was
opened.yand Mr. Cuss appeared, and, without glancing
at her, rushed at once down the steps towards the corner. "Hold him!" he cried, "don't let him drop that
parcel ? You can see him so long as he holds the parcel."
He knew nothing of the existence of Marvel ; for the
Invisible Man had handed over the books and bundle
in the yard. The face of Mr. Cuss was angry and
resolute, but his costume was defective—a sort of limp,
white kilt that could only have passed muster in Greece.
"Hold him!" he bawled. "He's got my trousers!—and
every stitch of the vicar's clothes !"
" 'Tend to him in a minute !" he cried to Henfrey as
he passed the prostrate Huxter, and coming round the
corner to join the tumult was promptly knocked olï his
feet into an indecorous sprawl. Somebody in full flight
trod heavily on his finger. He yelled, struggled to regain his feet, was knocked against and thrown on ail
fours again, and became aware that he was involved
not in a capture but in a rout. Every one was running
back to the village. He rose again, and was hit severely
behind the ear. He staggered, and set off back to the
"Coach and Horses" forthwith, leaping over the deserted Huxter, who was now sitting up, on his way.
Behind him, as he was half-way up the inn steps, hc
heard a sudden yell of rage, rising sharply out of the
confusion of cries, and a sounding smack in some one's
face. He recognized the voice as that of the Invisible

Man, and the note was that of a man suddenly infuriated by a painful blow.
In another moment Mr. Cuss was back in the parlor.
"He's coming back, Bunting!" he said, rushing in.
"Save yourself !"
Mr. Bunting was standing in the window, engaged
in an attempt to clothe himself in the hearthrug and a
IVest Survey Gazette.
"Who's coming?" he said, so startled that his costume narrowly escaped disintegration.
"Invisible Man!" said Cuss, and rushed to the window. "We'd better clear out from here. He's fighting
mad! Mad!"
In another moment he was out in the yard.
"Good heavens!" said Mr. Bunting, hesitating between two horrible alternatives. He heard a frightful
strugglc in the passage of the inn, and his décision was
made. He clambered out of the window, adjusted his
costume hastily, and fled up the village as fast as his fat
little legs would carry him.
From the moment when the Invisible Man screamed
with rage and Mr. Bunting made his mémorable flight
up the village, it became impossible to give a consécutive
account of affairs in Iping. Possibly the Invisible
Man's original intention was simply to cover Marvel's
retreat with the clothes and books. But his temper, at
no time very good, seems to have gone completely at
some chance blow, and forthwith he set to smiting and
overthrowing for the mere satisfaction of hurting.
You must figure the street full of running figures, of
doors slamming, and fights for hiding-places. You must
figure the tumult suddenly striking on the unstable
equilibrium of old Fletcher's plank and two chairs—
with cataclysmal results. You must figure an appalled
couple caught dismally in a swing. And then the whole
tumultuous rush has passed, and the Iping street, with
its gauds and flags, is deserted, save for the still raging
unseen, and littered with cocoa-nuts, overthrown canvas
screens, and the scattered stock-in-trade of a sweetstuff
stall. Everywhere there is a Sound of closing shutters
and shooting bolts, and the only visible humanity is an
occasional flitting eye under a raised eyebrow in the
corner of a window-pane.
The Invisible'Man amused himself for a little while
by breaking ail the windows in the "Coach and Horses,"
and then he thrust a street lamp through the parlor window of Mrs. Grogram. He it must have been who eut
the telegraph wire to Adderdean just beyond Higgins's
cottage on the Adderdean Road. And after that, as his
peculiar qualities allowed, he passed out of human perceptions altogether, and he was neither heard, seen,
nor felt in Iping any more. He vanished absolutely.
But it was the best part of two hours before any
human being ventured out again into the désolation of
Iping Street.
CHAPTER XIII
Mr. Marvel Discusses His Résignation
WHEN the dusk was gathering, and Iping was
just beginning to peep timorously forth again
upon the shattered wreckage of its Bank Holiday, a short, thickset man in a shabby silk hat was

THE INVISIBLE MAN
marching painfully through the twilight behind the
beechwoods on the road to Bramblehurst. He carried
three books, bound together by some sort of ornamental
elastic ligature, and a bundle wrapped in a blue tablecloth. His rubicund face expressed consternation and
fatigue, he appeared to be in a spasmodic sort of hurry.
He was accompanied by a Voice other than his own,
and ever and again he winced under the touch of unscen hands.
"If you give me the slip again," said the Voice; "if
you attempt to give me the slip again"Lord !" said Mr. Marvel. "That shoulder's a mass
of bruises as it is."
"On my honor," said the Voice, "I will kill you."
"I didn't try to give you the slip," said Marvel, in a
voice that was not far remote from tears. "I swear I
didn't. I didn't know the blessed turning, that was ail !
How the devil was I to know the blessed turning?
As is it, l've bcen knocked about
"
"You'll get knocked about a great deal more if you
don't mind," said the Voice, and Mr. Marvel abruptly
became silent. He blew out his cheeks, and his eyes
were cloquent of despair,
"It's bad enough to let these floundering yokels explode my little secret, without yaur cutting off with my
books. It's lucky for some of them they eut and ran
when they did ! Here am I . . . No one knew I was
invisible ! And now what am I to do?"
"What am / to do?" asked Marvel, sotto voce.
"It's ail about. It will be in the papers ! Everybody
will be looking for me. Every one on their guard
•"
The Voice broke off into vivid curses and ceased.
The despair of Mr. Marvel's face deepened, and his
pace slackened.
"Go on," said the Voice.
Mr. Marvel's face assumed a grayish tint between the
ruddier patches.
"Don't drop those books, stupid!" said the Voice
sharply.
"The fact is," said the Voice, "I shall have to make
use of you. . . . You're a poor tool, but I must."
'T'm a misérable tool," said Marvel.
"You are," said the Voice.
"l'm the worst possible tool you could have," said
Marvel.
"l'm not strong," he said, after a discouraging silence.
"l'm not over strong," he repeated.
"No?"
"And my heart's weak. That little business—I pulled
it through, of course. But, bless you ! I could have
dropped."
"Well ?"
"I haven't the nerve and strength for the sort of
thing you want
"
"l'U stimulate you."
"I wish you wouldn't. I wouldn't like to mess up
your plans, you know. But I might. Out of sheer
funk and misery
"
"You'd better not," said the Voice, with quiet emphasis.
"I wish I was dead," said Marvel.
"It ain't justice," he said. "You must admit . . .
It seems to me l've a perfect right
"
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"Get on," said the Voice.
Mr. Marvel mended his pace, and for a time they
went in silence again.
"It's devilish hard," said Mr. Marvel.
This was quite ineffectuai. He tried another tack.
"What do I make by it?" he began, again in a tone
of unendurable wrong.
"Oh! shut up!" said the Voice, with sudden atnazing
vigor. 'TU see to you ail right. You do what you're
told. You'll do it ail right. You're a fool and ail that,
but you'll do
•"
"I tell you, sir, l'm not the man for it. Respectfully
—but it is so
"
"If you don't shut up I shall twist your wrist again,"
said the Invisible Man. "1 want to think."
Presently two oblongs of yellow light appeared
through the trees, and the square tower of a church
loomed through the gloaming. "1 shall keep my hand
on your shoulder," said the Voice, "ail through this
village. Go straight through and try no foolery. It
will be the worse for you if you do."
"1 know that," sighed Mr. Marvel, "1 know ail that."
The unhappy-looking figure in the obsolète silk hat
passed up the street of the little village with his burdens, and vanished into the gathering darkness beyond
the lights of the Windows.
CHAPTER XIV
At Port Stowe
TEN o'clock the next morning found Mr. Marvel,
unshaven, dirty, and travel-stained, sitting with
his hands deep in his pockets, looking very weary,
nervous, and uncomfortable, and inflating his cheeks at
fréquent intervais, on the bench outside a little inn on
the outskirts of Port Stowe. Beside'him were the
books. but now they were tied with string. The bundle
had been abandoned in the pinewoods beyond Bramblehurst, in accordance with a change in the plans of the
Invisible Man. Mr. Marvel sat on the bench, and although no one took the slightest notice of him, his
agitation remained at fever heat. His hands would go
ever and again to his various pockets with a curious
nervous fumbling.
When he had been sitting for the best part of an
hour, however, an elderly mariner, carrying a newspaper, came out of the inn and sat down beside him.
"Pleasant day," said the mariner.
Mr. Marvel glanced about him with something very
like terror. "Very," he said.
"Just seasonable weather for the time of year," said
the mariner, taking no déniai.
"Quite," said Mr. Marvel.
The mariner produced a toothpick, and (saving his
regard) was engrossed thereby for some minutes. His
eyes meanwhile were at liberty to examine Mr. Marvel's dusty figure and the books beside him. As he
had approàched Mr. Marvel he had heard a sound like
the dropping of coins into a pocket. He was struck
by the contrast of Mr. Marvel's appearance with this
suggestion of opulence. Thence his mind wandered
back again to a topic that had taken a curiously firm
hold of his imagination.
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"Books ?" he said suddenly, noisily finishing with the
toothpick.
Mr. Marvel started and looked at them. "Oh, yes,"
he said. "Yes, they're books."
"There's some ex-traordinary things in books," said
the mariner.
"I believe you," said Mr. Marvel.
"And some extra-ordinary things out of 'em," said
the mariner.
"True, likewise," said Mr. Marvel. He eyed his interlocutor, and then glanced about him.
"There's sçjme extra-ordinary things in newspapers,
for example," said the mariner.
"There are."
"In this newspaper," said the mariner.
"Ah !" said Mr. Marvel.
"There's a story," said the mariner, fixing Mr. Marvel with an eye that was firm and deliberate ; "there's
a story about an Invisible Man, for instance."
Mr. Marvel pulled his mouth askew and scratched his
cheek and felt his ears glowing. "What will they be
writing next ?" he asked faintly. "Ostria or America ?"
"Neither," said the mariner. "Here."
"Lord !" said Mr. Marvel, staring.
"When I say hcre," said the mariner to Mr. Marvel's
intense relief, "1 don't, of course, mean here in this
place, I mean hereabouts."
"An Invisible Man!" said Mr. Marvel. "And what's
hc been up to?"
"Everything," said the mariner, controlling Marvel
with his eye, and then amplifying, "every—blessed—
thing."
"I ain't seen a paper these four days," said Marvel.
"Iping's the place he started at," said the mariner.
"In-dccd!" said Mr. MarveL
"He started there. And where he came from nobody
don't seem to know. Here it is: 'Pe-culiar Story from
Iping.' And it says in this paper that the evidence is
extraordinary strong. extraordinary."
"Lord !" said Mr. Marvel.
"But then it's a extra-ordinary story. There is a
clergyman and a médical gent witnesses—saw 'im ail
right and proper—or leastways, didn't see him. He
was staying, it says, at the 'Coach an' Horses,' and no
one don't seem to have been aware of his misfortune,
it says. aware of his misfortune, until in an Altercation
in the inn, it says, his bandages on his head was torn
off. It was then ob-served that his head was invisible.
Attempts were At Once made to secure him, but, casting off his garments, it says, he succeeded in escaping,
but not until after a desperate struggle, in which he
had inflicted serions injuries, it says, on our worthy
and able constable, Mr. J. A. Jaffers. Pretty straight
story, eh ? Names and everything."
"Lord !" said Mr. Marvel, looking nervously about
him. trying to count the moncy in his pockets by his
unaided sense of touch, and full of a strange and novel
idea. "It sounds most astonishing."
"Don't it? Extra-ordinary, I call it. Never heard
tell of Invisible Men before, I haven't, but nowadays
one hears such a lot of extra-ordinary things—that
it's
"

"That ail he did?" asked Marvel, trying to seem
at his ease.
"It's enough, ain't it?" said the mariner.
"Didn't go back by any chance?" asked Marvel.
"Just escaped, and that's ail, eh?"
"Ail !" said the mariner. "Why !—ain't it enough ?"
"Quite enough," said Marvel.
"I should think it was enough," said the mariner.
"I should think it was enough."
"He didn't have any pals—it don't say he had any
pals, does it?" asked Air. Marvel, anxious.
"Ain't one of a sort enough for you?" asked the
mariner. "No, thank heaven, as one might say, he
didn't."
i
HE nodded his head slowly. "It makes me regular
uncomfortable, the bare thought of that chap
running about the country !
He is at présent at
large, and from certain evidence, it is supposed that he
has—taken—took, I suppose they mean—the road to
Port Stowe. You see we're right in it! None of your
American wonders this time. And just think of the
things he might do! Where'd you be if he took a
drop over and above, and had a fancy to go for you?
Suppose he wants to rob—who can prevent him? He
can trespass, he can burgle, he can walk through a
cordon of policemen as easy as me or you could give the
slip to a blind man ! Easier ! For these here blind
chaps hear uncommon sharp, l'm told. And wherevcr
there was liquor he fancied
"
"He's got a tremenjous advantage, certainly," said
Mr. Marvel. "And—well . . ."
"You're right," said the mariner; "he has."
AU this time Mr. Marvel had been glancing about
him intently, listening for faint footfalls, trying to
detect imperceptible movements. He seemed on the
point of some great resolution ; he coughed behind hiâ
hand.
He looked about him again—listened—bent towards
the mariner, and lowered his voice.
"The fact of it is, I happen—to know just a thing
or two about this Invisible Man. From private sources."
"Oh!" said the mariner. "You?"
"Yes," said Mr. Marvel—"me."
"Indeed !" said the mariner. "And may I ask
?"
"You'll be astonished," said Mr. Marvel, behind his
hand. "It's tremenjous."
"Indeed !" said the mariner.
"The fact is," began Mr. Marvel eagerly, in a confidential undertone. Suddenly his expression changed
marvelously. "Ow !" he said. He rose stiffly in his
seat; his face was cloquent of physical suffering.
"Wow !" he said.
"What's up?" said the mariner, concerned.
"Toothache," said Mr. Marvel, and put his hand to
his ear. He caught hold of his books. "I must be
getting on, I think," he said. He edged in a curions
way along the seat away from his interlocutor.
"But you was just a-going to tell me about this here
Invisible Man," protested the mariner.
Mr. Marvel seemed to consult with himself.
"Hoax," said a Voice.
"It's a hoax," said Mr. Marvel.
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"But it's in the paper," said the mariner.
"Hoax ail tlie sanie," said Marvel. "I know the
cliap that started the lie. There ain't no Invisible Man
whatsoever. . . . Blimey."
"But how 'bout this paper? D'you mcan to say—— ?"
"Not a word of it," said Mr. Marvel stoutly.
The mariner stared, paper in hand. Mr. Marvel
jerkily faced about. "Wait a bit," said the mariner,
rising and speaking slowlv. "D'you mean to say
?"
"I do," said Mr. Marvel.
"Then why did yo« let me go on and tell you ail this
blarsted stuff, then? What d'yer mean by letting a
man make a fool of himself like that for, eh?"
Mr. Marvel blew ont his cheeks. The mariner was
suddenly very red indeed, he clenched his hands. "I
been talking here this ten minutes," he said ; "and you,
you little pot-bellied. leathery-faced son of an old boot,
couldn't have the elementary manners
"
"Don't you corne bandying words with me," said Mr.
Marvel.
"Bandying words! Tve a jolly good mind
"
"Come up," said a Voice, and Mr. Marvel was suddenly whirled about and started marching off in a curious, spasmodic manner. "You'd better move on," said
the mariner. "IVho's moving on?" said Mr. Marvel.
He was receding obliquely with a curious, hurrying
gait, with occasional violent jerks forward. Some way
along the road he began a muttered monologue, protests and récriminations.
"Silly devil," said the mariner, legs wide apart, arms
akimbo, watching the receding figure. "Fil show you,
you silly fool, hoaxing me! It's here in the paper!"
Mr. Marvel retorted incoherently, and receding was
hidden by a bend in the road ; but the mariner still stood
magnificent in the midst of the way, until the approach
of a butcher's cart dislodged him. Then he turned
himself towards Port Stowe. "Full of extra-ordinary
fools," he said softly to himself. "Just to take me
down a bit—that was his silly game. . . . It's on the
paper!"
And there was another extraordinary thing he was
presently to hear that had happened quite close to him.
And that was a vision of a "fist full of money" (no
less) traveling without visible agency, along by the
wall at the corner of St. Michael's Lane. A brother
mariner had seen this wonderful sight that very morning. Ile had snatched the money forthwith, and had
been knocked headlong, and when he had got to his feet
the butterfly money had vanishcd. Our mariner was
in the mood to believe anything, he declared, but that
was a bit too stiff. Afterwards, however, he began to
think things over.
The story of the flying money was true. And ail
about that neighborhood, even from the august London
and County Banking Company, from the tills of shops
and inns—doors standing that sunny weather entirely
open—money had been quietly and dexterously making off that day in hand fuis and rouleaux, floating
quietly along by vvalls and shady places, dodging quickly
from the approaching eyes of men. And it had, though
no man had traced it. invariably ended its mysterious
flight in the pocket of that agitated gentleman in the
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obsolète silk bat, sitting outside the little inn on the outskirts of Port Stowe.
It was ten days after—and indeed only when the
Burdock story was already old—that the mariner collated these facts and began to understand how near he
had been to the wonderful Invisible Man.
CIIAPTER XV
The Man Who Was Running
IN the early evening time Dr. Kemp was sitting in
his study in the belvedere on the hill overlooking
Burdock. It was a pleasant little room, with three
Windows—north, west, and south—and bookshelves
crowded with books and scientific publications, and a
broad writing-table, and, under the north window, a
microscope, glass slips, minute instruments, some cultures, and scattered bottles of reagents. Dr. Kenip's
solar lamp was lit, albeit the sky was still bright with
the sunset light, and his blinds were up because there
was no offense of peering outsiders to require them
pulled down. Dr. Kemp was a tall and slender young
man, with flaxen hair and a mustache almost white,
and the work he was upon would earn him, he hoped.
the fellowship of the Royal Society, so highly did he
think of it.
And his cye, presently wandering from his work,
caught the sunset blazing at the back of the hill that is
over against his own. For a minute, perhaps, he sat,.
pen in mouth, admiring the rich golden color above the
crest, and then his attention was attracted by the little
figure of a man, inky black, running over the hill brow
towards him. He was a shortish little fellow, and he
wore a high hat, and he was running so fast that his legs
vcrily twinkled.
"Another of those asses," said Dr. Kemp. "Like
that ass who ran into me this morning round a corner,
with his ' 'Visible Man a-coming, sir !' I can't imagine
what possesses people. One might think we were in
the thirteenth century."
He got up, went to the window, and stared at the
dusky hiliside and the dark little figure tearing down
it. "He seems in a confounded hurry," said Dr. Kemp,
"but he doesn't seem to be getting on. If his pockets
were full of lead, he couldn't run heavier.
"Spurted, sir!" said Dr. Kemp.
In another moment the higher of the villas that had
clambered up the hill from Burdock had occulted the
running figure. He was visible again for a moment,
and again and then again, three times between the three
detached houses diat came next, and then the terrace
lîid him.
"Asses!" said Dr. Kemp, swinging round on his heel
and walking back to his writing-table.
But those who saw the fugitive nearer, and perceived
the abject terror on his perspiring face, being themselves in the open road way, did not share in the doctor's contempt. By the man pounded, and as he ran
he chinked like a well-filled purse that is tossed to and
fro. He looked neither to the right nor left, but his
dilated eyes stared straight down hill to where the
lamps were being lit and the people were crowded in the
street. And his ill-shaped mouth fell apart, and a clairy
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foam lay on his lips, and his breath came hoarse and
noisy. Ail he passed stopped and began staring up the
road and down, and interrogating one another with an
inkling of discomfort for the reason of his haste.
And then presently, far up the hill, a dog playing in
the road yelped and ran under a gâte, and as they still
wondered, something—a wind—a pad, pad, pad, a
Sound like a panting breathing, rushed by.
People screamed. People sprang off the pavement.
It passed in shouts, it passed by instinct down the hill.
They were shouting in the street before Marvel was
half-way there. They were bolting into houses and
slamming the doors behind them, with the news. He
heard it, and made one last desperate spurt. Fear came
striding by, rushed ahead of him, and in a moment had
seized the town.
"The Invisible Man is coraing ! The Invisible M an!"
CHAPTER XVI
In the "Jolly Gricketers"
THE "Jolly Gricketers" is just at the bottom of
the hill, where the tram-lines begin. The barman leant his fat red arms on the counter and
talked of horses with an anœmic cabman, while a blackbearded man in gray snapped up biscuit and cheese,
drank Burton, and conversed in American with a policeman off duty.
"What's the shouting about?" said the ansemic cabman, going off at a tangent, trying to see up the hill
over the dirty yellow blind in the low window of the
inn. Somebody ran by outside.
"Pire, perhaps," said the barman.
Footsteps approached, running heavily, the door was
pushed open violently, and Marvel, weeping and disheveled, his hat gone, the neck of his coat torn open,
rushed in, made a convulsive turn, and attempted to
shut the door. It was held half open by a strap.
"Corning!" he bawled, his voice shrieking with terrer. "He's coming. The 'Nvisible Man! After me.
For Gawd's sake. 'Elp ! 'Elp ! 'Elp !"
"Shut the doors," said the policeman. "Who's coming? What's the row ?" He went to the door, released
the strap, and it slammed. The American closed the
other door.
"Lemme go inside," said Marvel, staggering and
weeping, but still clutching the books. "Lemme go inside. Lock me in—somewhere. I tell you he's after
me. I give him the slip. He said he'd kill me, and he
will."
"You're safe," said the man with the black beard.
"The door's shut. What's it ail about?"
"Lemme go inside," said Marvel, and shricked aloud
as a blow suddenly made the fastened door shiver, and
was followed by a hurried rapping and a shouting outside.
"Hullo," cried the policeman, "who's there?"
Mr. Marvel began to make frantic dives at panels
that looked like doors. "He'll kill me—he's got a knife
or something. For Gawd's sake
!"
"Here you are," said the barman. "Come in here."
And he held up the flap of the bar.
Mr. Marvel rushed behind the bar as the summons

outside was repeated.
"Don't open the door," he
screamed. "Plcase don't open the door. Where shall
Ihide?"
"This, this Invisible Man, then?" asked the man
with the black beard with one hand behind him. "1
guess it's about time we saw him."
The window of the inn was suddenly smashed in,
and there was a screaming and running to and fro in
the street. The policeman had been standing on the
settee staring out, craning to see who was at the door.
He got down with raised eyebrows. "It's that," he
said. The barman stood in front of the bar-parlor
door, which was now locked on Mr. Marvel, stared
at the smashed window, and came round to the two
other men.
Everything was suddenly quiet. "1 wish I had my
truncheon," said the policeman, going irresolutely to
the door. "Once we open, in he cornes. There's no
stopping him."
"Don't you be in too much hurry about that door,"
said the anœmic cabman anxiously.
"Draw the bolts," said the man with the black beard,
"and if he cornes . . ." He showed a revolver in his
hand.
"That won't do," said the policeman, "that's murder."
"I know what country l'm in," said the man with the
beard. "l'm going to let off at his legs. Draw the
bolts."
"Not with that thing going off behind me," said the
barman, craning over the blind.
"Very well," said the man with the black beard, and
stooping down, revolver ready, drew them himself.
Barman, cabman, and policeman faced about.
"Come in," said the bearded man in an undertone,
standing back and facing the unbolted doors with his
pistol behind him. No one came in, the door remained
closed. Five minutes afterwards, when a second cabman pushed his head in cautiously, they were still waiting, and an anxious face peered out of the bar-parlor
and supplied information.
"Are ail the doors of the house shut?" asked Marvel.
"He's going round—prowling round. He's as artful
as the devil."
"Good Lord !" said the burly barman. "There's the
back ! Just watch them doors ! I say
!" He looked
about him helplessly. The bar-parlor door slammed
and they heard the key turn. "There's the yard door
and the private door. The yard door
"
He rushed out of the bar.
In a minute he reappeared with a carving knife in his
hand. "The yard door was open," he said, and his fat
underlip dropped.
"He may be in the house now," said the first cabman.
"He's not in the kitchen," said the barman. "There's
two women there, and l've stabbed every inch of it with
this little beef slicer. And they don't think he's come
in. They have noticed
"
"Have you fastened it ?" asked the first cabman.
"l'm out o' frocks," said the barman.
The man with the beard replaced his revolver. And
even as he did so the flap of the bar was shut down
and the boit clicked, and then with a tremendous thud
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the catch of the door snapped and the bar-parlor door
burst open. They heard Marvel squeal like a caught
levert, and forthwith they were clambering over the
bar to his rescue. The bcarded man's revolver cracked,
and the looking-glass at the back of the parler starred
and came smashing and tinkling down.
As the barman entered the room, he saw Marvel
curiously crumpled up and struggling against the door
that led to the yard and kitchen. The door flew open
while the barman hesitated, and Marvel was lugged into
the kitchen. There was a scream and a clatter of
pans. Marvel, head down, and lugging back obstinately,
was forced to the kitchen door, and the bolts were
drawn.
The policeman, who had been trying to pass the barman, rushed in, followed by one of the cabmen, gripped
the wrist of the invisible hand that collared Marvel, was
hit in the face and went reeling back. The door opened,
and Marvel made a frantic effort to obtain a lodgment
behind it. Then the cabman clutched something.
"1 got hitn," said the cabman.
The bannan's red hands came clawing at the unseen.
"Here he is!" said the barman.
Mr. Marvel, released, suddenly dropped to the
ground, and made an attempt to crawl behind the legs
of the fighting men. The struggle blundered round
the edge of the door. The voice of the Invisible Man
was heard for the first time, yelling ont sharply as the
policeman trod on his foot, Then he cried ont passionately, and his fists flew round like flails. The cabman suddenly whooped and doubled up, kicked under
the diaphragm. The doors into the bar-parlor from the
kitchen slammed and covered Mr. Marvel's retreat.
The men in the kitchen found themselves clutching at
and struggling with empty air.
"Where's he gone?" cried the man with the beard.
"Out?"
"This way," said the policeman, stepping into the
yard and stopping.
A piece of tile whizzed by his head, and smashed
among the crockery on the kitchen table.
"l'il show him," shouted the man with the black
beard, and suddenly a steel barrel shone over the policeman's shoulder, and five bullets had followed one another into the twilight whence the missile had corne.
As he fired, the man with the beard moved his hand in
a horizontal curve, so that his shots radiated out into
the narrow yard like spokes from a wheel.
A silence followed. "Five cartridges," said the man
with the black beard. "That's best of ail. Four aces
and the joker. Get a lantern, some one, and corne and
feel about for his body."
CHAPTER XVII
Dr. Kemp's Visitor
DR. KEMP had continued writing in his study
until the shots aroused him. Crack, crack,
crack, they came one after the other.
"Hullo!" said Dr. Kemp, putting his pen into his
mouth again and listening. "Who's letting off revolvers
in Burdock? What are the asses at now?"
He went to the south window, threw it up, and lean-
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ing out stared down on the network of windows, beaded
gas-lamps and shops with black interstices of roof and
yard that made up the town at night. "Looks like a
crowd down the hili," he said, "by 'The Cricketers,' "
md remained watching. Thcnce his eyes wandered
over the town to far away, where the ships' lights shone
and the pier glowed—a little illuminated, faceted pavilion like a gem of yellow light. The moon in its first
quarter hung over the westward hill, and the stars were
clear and almost tropically bright.
After five minutes, during which his mind had
traveled into a remote spéculation of social conditions
of the future, and lost itself at last over the time dimension, Dr. Kemp roused himself with a sigh, pulled
down the window again, and returned to his writingdesk.
It must have been about an hour after this that the
front door-bell rang. He had been writing slackly,
and with intervais of abstraction, since the shots. He
sat listening. He heard the servant answer the door,
and waited for her feet on the staircase, but she did not
come. "Wonder what that was?" said Dr. Kemp.
He tried to résumé his work, failed, got up, went
downstairs from his study to the landing, rang, and
called over the balustrade to the housemaid, as she
appeared in the hall below. "Was that a letter?" he
asked.
"Only a runaway ring, sir," she answered.
"l'm restless to-night," he said to himself. He went
back to his study, and this time attacked his work
resolutely.
In a little while he was hard at work again, and the
only sounds in the room were the ticking of the clock
and the subdued shrillness of his quill, hurrying in the
very center of the circle of light his lampshade threw
on his table.
It was two o'clock before Dr. Kemp had finished hîs
work for the night. He rose, yawned, and went upstairs to bed. He had already removed his coat and
vest, when he noticed that he was thirsty. He took a
candie and went down to the dining-room in search of
a siphon and whisky.
Dr. Kemp's scientific pursuits had made him a very
observant man, and as he recrossed the hall he noticed
a dark spot on the linoléum near the mat at the foot of
the stairs. He went on upstairs, and then it suddenly
occurred to him to ask himself what the spot on the
linoléum might be. Apparently some sub-conscious
element was at work. At any rate, he turned with his
burden, went back to the hall, put down the siphon and
whisky, and, bending down, touched the spot. Without any great surprise, he found it had the stickiness
and color of drying blood.
He took up his burden again, and returned upstairs
looking about him and trying to account for the blood
spot. On the landing he saw something, and stopped
astonished. The door-handle of his room was bloodstained.
He looked at his own Kand. It was quite clean, and
then he remembered that the door of his room had
been open when he came down from his study, arid that
consequently he had not touched the handle at ail. He
w.ent straight into his own room, his face quite calm—
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perhaps a trifle more resolute than usual. His glance,
wandering inquisitively, fell on the bed. On the counterpane was a mess of blood, and the sheet had been torn.
He had not noticcd this when he had entered the room
before, because then he had walked straight to the
dressing-table. On the farther side the bed-clothes were
depressed as if some one had recently been sitting
there.
Then he had an odd impression that he had heard a
low voice say, "Good heavens !—Kemp !" But Dr.
Kemp was no believer in voiccs.
He stood staring at the tumbled sheets. Was that
really a voice? He looked about again, but noticed
nothing further than the disordered and blood-stained
bed. Then he distinctly heard a movement across the
room, near the washhand-stand. Ail men, however
highly educated, retain some superstitious inklings. The
feeling, that is called "eerie," came upon him. He closed
the door of the room, came forward to the dressingtable, and put down his burden. Suddenly, with a start,
he perceived a coiled and blood-stained bandage of linen
rag hanging in mid-air, betwcen him and the washhandstand.
He stared at this in amazement. It was an empty
bandage—a bandage properly tied, but quite empty.
He would have advanced to grasp it, but a touch arrested him and a voice speaking quite close to him.
"Kemp !" said the Voice.
"Eh ?" said Kemp, with his mouth open.
"Keep your nerve," said the Voice. "l'm an Invisible
Man."
Kemp made no answer for a space, simply stared at
the bandage. "Invisible Man?" he said.
"1 am an Invisible Man," repeated the Voice.
The story he had been active to ridicule only that
morning rushed through Kemp's brain. Ile does not
appear to have been either very much frightened or
very grcatly surprised at the moment.
Realization
came later.
"I thought it was ail a lie," he said. The thought
uppermost in his mind was the reiterated arguments of
the morning. "Have you a bandage on?" he askcd.
"Yes," said the Invisible Man.
"Oh !" said Kemp, and then roused himself. "I say !"
he said. "But this is nonsense. It's some trick." Ile
stepped forward suddenly and his hand extended towards the bandage met invisible fingers.
HE recoiled at the touch, and his color changed.
"Keep steady, Kemp, for God's sake ! I want
help badly. Stop !"
The hand gripped his arm. He struck at it. "Kemp !"
cricd the Voice. "Kemp, keep steady!" and the grip
tightened.
A frantic desire to free himself took possession of
Kemp. The hand of the bandaged arm gripped Iris
shoulder, and he was suddenly tripped and flung backwards upon the bed. He opened his mouth to shout,
and the corner of the sheet was thrust between his
teeth. The Invisible Man had him down grimly, but
his arms were free, and he struck and tried to kick
savagely.
"Listen to reason, will you ?" said the Invisible Man,

sticking to him in spite of a pounding in the ribs. "By
heaven, you'll madden me in a minute !
"Lie still, you fool !" bawled the Invisible Man in
Kemp's ear.
Kemp struggled for another moment, and then lay
still.
"If you shout, Eli smash your face," said the Invisible Man, relieving his mouth. "l'm an Invisible
Man. It is no foolishness and no magie. I am really
an Invisible Man. And I want your help. I don't
want to hurt you, but if you behave like a frantic rustic
I must. Don't you remember me, Kemp? Griffin, of
University Collège."
"Let me get up," said Kemp. "l'il stop where I am.
And let me sit quiet for a minute."
He sat up and felt his neck.
"I am Griffin, of University Collège, and I have made
myself invisible. I am just an ordinary man—a man
you have known—made invisible."
"Griffin?" said Kemp.
"Griffin," answered the Voice. "A younger student
than you were, almost an albino, six feet high, and
broad—with a pink and white face and red eyes, who
won the medal for chemistry."
"l'm confused," said Kemp. "My brain is rioting.
What bas this to do with Griffin ?"
"1 am Griffin.' '
Kemp thought. "It's horrible," he said. "But what
deviltry must happen to make a man invisible?"
"It's no deviltry. It's a process, sane and intelligible
enough
"
"It's horrible !" sad Kemp. "How on earth
?"
"It's horrible enough. But l'm wounded and in pain,
and tired . . . Great God ! Kemp, you are a man.
Take it steady. Give me some food and drink, and
let me sit down here."
Kemp stared at the bandage as it moved across the
room, then saw a basket chair dragged along the fioor
and corne to rest near the bed. It creaked, and the seat
was depressed a quarter of an inch or so. He rubbed
his eyes and felt his neck again. "This beats ghosts,"
he said, and laughed stupidly.
"That's better. Thank heaven, you're getting sensible !"
"Or silly," said Kemp, and knuckled his eyes.
"Give me some whisky. l'm near dead."
"1 didn't feel so. Where are you? If I get up shall
I run into you? There! Ail right. Whisky. . . .
Here. Where shall I give it you ?"
The chair creaked, and Kemp felt the glass drawn
away from him. He let it go by an effort ; his instinct
was ail against it. It came to rest poised twenty inches
above the front edge of the chair. He stared at it in
infinité perplexity.
"This is—this must be—hypnotism. You must have
suggested you are invisible."
"Nonsense!" said the Voice.
"It's frantic!"
"Listen to me."
"1 demonstrated conclusively this morning," began
Kemp, "that invisibility
"
"Never mind what you've demonstrated ! l'm starv-
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ing," said the Voice, "and the night is chilly to a man
without clothes."
"Food ?" said Kemp.
The tumbler of whiskey tilted itself. "Yes," said the
Invisible Man, rapping it down. "Have you got a dressing-gown?"
Kemp made some exclamation in an undertone. He
walked to a wardrobe, and produced a robe of dingy
scarlet. "This do?" he asked. It was taken from him.
It hung limp for a moment in mid-air, fluttered weirdly,
stood full and décorons buttoning itself, and sat down
in his chair,
"Drawers, socks, slippers would be a comfort," said
the Unseen curtly. "And food."
"Anylhing. But this is the insanest thing I was ever
in, in my life !"
He turned ont his drawers for the articles, and then
went downstairs to ransack his larder. He came back
with some cold cutlets and bread, pulled up a light
table, and placed them bcfore his guest.
"Never mind knives," said his visiter, and a cutlet
hung in mid-air with a sound of gnawing.
"I always like to get something about me before I
eat," said the Invisible Man, with a full mouth, eating
greedily. "Queer fancy."
"I suppose that wrist is ail right?" said Kemp.
"Trust me," said the Invisible Man.
"Of ail the strange and wondcrful
"
"Exactly. But it's odd I should blunder into your
house to get my bandaging. My first stroke of luck !
Anyhow, I meant to sleep in this house to-night. You
must stand that ! It's a filthy nuisance, my blood showing, isn'tit? Quite a clot over there. Gets visible as it
coagulâtes, I see. It's only the living tissue IVe changed,
and only for as long as l'm alive. . . . l've been in
the house three hours."
"But how's it donc?" began Kemp, in a tone of
exaspération. "Confound it ! The whole business—it's
unreasonable from beginning to end."
"Quite reasonable," said the Invisible Man ; "perfectly reasonable."
He reached over and secured the whisky bottle.
Kemp stared at the devouring dressing-gown. A ray
of candle-light penetrating a torn patch in the right
shoulder made a triangle of light under the left ribs.
"What were the shots?" he asked. "How did the
shooting begin?"
"There was a fool of a man—a sort of confederate
of mine, curse him!—who tried to steal my money.
Has donc so."
"Is he invisible, too?"
"No."
"Well ?"
"Can't I have some more to eat before I tell ail that ?
Fin hungry—in pain. And you want me to tell stories !"
Kemp got up. "You didn't do any shooting?" he
asked.
"Not me," said the visitor. "Some fool l'd never
seen fired at random. A lot of them got scared. They
ail got scared at me. Curse them ! I say—I want more
tu eat than this, Kemp."
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'TU see what there is more to eat downstairs," said
Kemp. "Not much, l'm afraid."
After he had donc eating—and he made a heavy
meal—the Invisible Man demanded a cigar. He bit
the end savagely, before Kemp could find a knife, and
cursed when the outer leaf loosened.
It was strange to see him smoking: his mouth and
throat, pharynx and nares, becaine visible as a sort of
whirling smoke cast.
"This blessed gift of smoking," he said, and puffed
vigorously, "l'm lucky to have fallen upon you, Kemp.
You must help me. Fancy tumbling on you just now!
l'm in a devilish scrape—l've been mad, I think. The
things I have been through ! But we will do things yet,
let me tell you."
He helped himself to more whisky and soda. Kemp
got up, looked about him, and fetched himself a glass
from his spare room.
"It's wild—but I suppose I may drink."
"You haven't changed much, Kemp, these dozen
years. You fair men don't. Cool and methodical.
... I must tell you. We will work together !"
"But how was it ail done?" said Kemp, "and how
did you get like this ?"
"For God's sake let me smoke in peace for a little
while, and then I will begin to tell you."
But the story was not told that night. The Invisible
Mans wrist was growing painful; he was feverish, exhausted, and his mind came round to brood upon his
chase down the hill and the struggle about the inn. He
began his story and fell away from it. He spoke in
fragments of Marvel, he smoked faster, his voice grew
angry. Kemp tried to gather what he could.
"He was afraid of me—I could see he was afraid
of me," said the Invisible Man many times over. "He
meant to give me the slip—he was always casting about !
What a fool I was !
"The cur !
"T was furious. I should have killed him
"
"Where did you get the money?" asked Kemp
abruptly.
The Invisible Man was silent for a space. "I can't
tell you to-night."
He groaned suddenly and leaned forward, supporting
his invisible head on invisible hands.
"Kemp," he said, "l've had no sleep for near three
days, except a couple of dozes of an hour or so. I
must sleep soon."
"Well, have my room—have this room."
"But how can I sleep ? If I sleep—he will get away.
Ugh ! What does it matter ?"
"What's the shot wound ?" asked Kemp.
"Nothing—scratch and blood. Oh, God ! How I
want sleep!"
"Why not ?' '
The Invisible Man appeared to be regarding Kemp.
"Because l've a particular objection to being caught by
my fellow-men," he said slowly.
Kemp started.
"Fool that I am!" said the Invisible Man, striking
the table smartly. "l've put the idca into your head."

END OF PART I.
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Author of "The Machine Man of Ardathia" and "Master Ants"
AM suspected of having made away with
"What do you mean?"
Doctor Crewe. Furthermore, my sanity
"Well, you know we are living an existence that is
is being questioned. That is ail right; I
an enigma to the wisest of our scientists and philosocan blâme no one for holding to either or
phers. I believe it was Millikan, the physicist, who
both suspicions. But, as a matter of fact,
once, on being peremptorily requested to define what
I have not murdered my friend, nor am I insane. Lishe meant by the term 'spirit,' retorted that he would
ten to me patiently please, and I will do my best to tell
gladly do so if his questioner would first define what
you of the wonderful discovery of Doctor Crewe, and
matter was. As a matter of fact, matter is something
in what manner he came to disappear.
beyond our compréhension. It is, of course, reducible
As you ail know, Doctor Crewe was sixty years of
to force. But what is force? You see, we can reason
âge, and a retired optometrist. He lived alone in this
ourselves to an impasse."
house with one servant and friend, myself. I am a
"Granted. But what has that to do with spectacles ?"
man of thirty, young, strong. In a great many ways
"More than you think. Consider that we are livthe Doctor treated me as a son. He paid me a libéral
ing at a certain rate of vibration. Everything vibratwage and made it possible for me to go to collège.
ing within range of our own rate would manifest itself
Sensible of the kindness he has shown me, I have
to us as matter, that is, as concrète material, such as
hated to quit his service, even though graduated from
mountains, trees, cats, birds, snakes, etc. Anything
the university for over a year and a half.
below or above our range would to us be merely
Doctor Crewe was a shy, retiring man with no
space, non-existent. You follow me?"
friend, save myself, and few acquaintances.
En"Not quite," I confessed.
grossed in experiments of his own, he would often
"Well, let me put it differently. You know there
enter his private workshop and not emerge from it,
are sounds so high in frequency or pitch that the
sometimes for as much as twenty-four hours on a
human ear cannot hear them, and vice versa, so low
stretch. Except in a général way, he never discussed
as to be inaudible."
his experiments with me, for he was not a man given
"1 understand that."
to much talk. I had not the least inkling of what it
"Good. Then please remember that everything we
was that engaged his time and interest until two weeks
observe around us, the smoke of factories, the red of
ago. At that time he became very excited. God forsunset, houses, trees, animais, men, are ail things
give me, I thought the excessive hours of work,
manifesting themselves to us at varying degrees of
coupled with little sleep, was affecting him mentally.
vibration. At a certain rate they impinge on the ear
"Robert," he said, calling me into his workshop.
as sound, the eye as color, the tongue as taste, the
I went in. He was seated in a big chair right under
flesh as feeling. If that be true, then there must be a
wealth of things ail around
the skylight.
"Have you ever read
us we cannot taste, handle
TJ ERE is another Flagg story ivhich you will instantly
or see."
this?" he asked, holding up
-E2 take to your bosom. A fis h, swimming in his own éléa large copy of the "Book
I had never thought of
ment, probably will find it impossible to think—if he does
this
before.
of Mormon."
think—that there could be any other dimension or an y other
"You
mean," I said halt"No, sir. At least not
plane where beings exist who do not swint. Likewise, it is
difficull for us fo imagine another totally différent plane on
ingly, "that as there are
ail of it," I answered.
which people could live without our being aware of their
colors and sounds which go
"But enough to know the
existence. The author of this story brings out his point very
above or below our vision
story of how Joseph Smith
clearly and most interestingly, and almost over cornes this
and hearing, so also there
dug up the tablets and was
difficulty.
.
may be trees, animais —
enabled to read and copy
even men?"
them?"
"Why not? What is space to us may be reality
"You mean about the miraculous spectacles?" I
to them, and what is reality to them may be space to
laughed. "That bunk!"
us. I literally believe that, as. the Good Book says,
"How do you know it's bunk?"
there are worlds within worlds."
"Why, of course it is," I protested. "Who ever
The conception was stupendous; I stared at him
heard of such glasses before or since?"
fascinated.
"Nobody," he admitted. "And, as you say, Joseph
"Robert," said the Doctor impressively, "the world,
Smith's story is probably bunk. But for ail that, have
as
we know it, the world of our five senses, has been
you ever thought it might be possible to make a pair
pretty well explored. Lots of people think there
of glasses through which one could see—beyond this
remains nothing more to discover. But what if someenvironment?"
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Froifn wlth terror, I pareil at th« awful nlghtmare whlch seemed to pause and stare rlght Into my face. Evcn In that
moment of stark horror, 1 reallztd that it was human—nr what would have been called by wbatever term passcd for human In that other world.
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one were to open the way into those hidden reulms
ail around us, the countless planes above and below!
Think of the strange races that might be found, the
new lands that might be visited, the wealth of knowledge that might be garnered!"
I thought of it and my head swam. Then I got a
grasp on my common sense. Ail this was wonderful,
of course; it made fine conversation; but, after ail, it
was spéculation pure and simple.
"You know, sir," I said smilingly, "you made me
believe for a moment that such worlds existed and
could be visited."
"I am glad of that," he replied quietly, "because
they do exist, and one of them at least can be visited."
This, I thought anxiously, is the resuit of overwork.
"Won't you corne to lunch, Doctor? You know
you've had nothing to eat since an early breakfast."
"Now, now, my boy," he laughcd. "1 assure you
l'm quite sane and not at ail light-lieaded. I repeat
that such worlds actually exist, and that I am the
Christopher Columbus who has discovered one of
them."
I must have looked my incredulity, because he said
with some force, "I see you doubt my contention.
There is nothing for it, then, but to let you see it as
I have seen it."
He picked up from a work-bench what appeared
to be a pair of goggles. They were attached to a cap
piece made to fit over the head. The lenses were of
queer design. "In fact," said the Doctor, "they are
ground with forty-five inner facets specifically arranged so as to redistribute the light waves before
they impinge on the retina of the eye. Nor is that ail
of it. There are really two lenses arranged for each
eye-place, and in the space between them—about half
an inch in thickness—is a space or cell filled with
Radium-Tetra-Dimenol. a new substance. But I cannot tell you more, as I have discarded ail the known
formulae of optics in making these glasses."
He fitted the cap over my head, but as yet held the
goggles above my eyes.
"I beg you not to be in the least alarmed, no matter
what you see. Remember to keep quiet and not to
endanger these lenses by any sudden move. Bear in
mind the fact that you are in no bodily danger, that I
am constantly by your side in this workshop, and tell
me, if you can, what you see."
With that the eye-glasses were brought down until
the rest-piece fitted the nose, and the side-flaps drawn
back, were made fast in the rear. For a moment I
was dazzled. My blinking eyes were lost in a raaze
of contrasting crystals. Then, so suddenly as to galvanize me with the shock, the crystals merged into
one harmonious whole, seemed to expand, clarify,
and I was gazing—gazing through the incredible aisles
of a blue forest. It was a blue world that I saw. The
trees, the giant ferns, the sucker-like blooms, were ail
blue. Not one prevailing shade of blue, no. The
flowers, in some cases, were almost purplish red, and
in others, shaded away into the most delicious contrasts of creamy whites and yellows. But the predominating color was blue. What could be seen of

the sky was greenish blue. The very atmosphère had
a bluish tinge, as if the winds were colored and could
be seen. Whichever way I looked, the blue forest
was before me. I turned my head. It was on either
side of me—behind me. A shiver of fear ran down
my back.
"Doctor!" I cried nervously.
The pressure of his hand reassured me.
"I am right here, my boy. Tell me, what do you
see ?"
"A blue forest," I said; "great ferns, and other
growth of the same color."
"That is what I saw," he replied. "It isn't a tangled
growth, though; it is more like a natural park,
isn't it?"
"Yes," I answered, "it is more like a park. Wait!
There's something stirring in the bushes to the left
of me. I can't make it out as yet. I . . . Good God !"
I gave a convulsive leap. If the Doctor had not held
down my hands, I should have torn the glasses from
my head.
"What is it ?" he cried ; but I couldn't answer. The
strength left my body. Frozen with terror, I glared
at the awful nightmare which seemed to pause and
stare right into my face. Even in that moment of
stark horror I realized that it was human—or what
would have been called by whatever tenu passed for
human in that other world. It was, perhaps, seven
feet in height, naked, and of an indigo color over ail.
The eyes were set at the end of short tentacles which
continually moved and writhed and could bring the
créature's vision to bear in any direction, or in several
directions at the same time, for of organs of sight
there were three. The mouth was a pouting thing
that filled me with indescribable loathing, while the
root-like legs ended in flat feet probably a yard in
circumference. Four snaky branches were attached
to the upper part of the body and were evidently
arms. What made me conclude that this créature occupied the place of man in its own world, was the
fact that it carried a weapon. This was a length of
stick shaped like a short spear. That it was a weapon,
and a deadly one, I soon had proof. Some monstrous
sort of beetle came sailing through the trees. It was
perhaps, a foot and a half long. The créature crouched,
drew back what I must call one of its arms, and went
through the motions of hurling the spear. The weapon
never left its grasp, yet the insect fell as if struck
by a boit of lightning. The créature reached out with
another of its snaky, branch-Iike arms. It seemed to
have the ability of strctching it to an unbelievable
extent. As the arm went, the tip of it became swollen, bell-shaped, finally falling over the stricken insect
like an inverted cup. With a whip-like motion the
prey was retrieved to the pouting mouth and swallowed—or rather absorbed—with an insuction of the
Hps. It was too much. The sensation of being alone
in a weird wood, confronted by such a monster as
this, made me shudder. When one of the writhing
tentacles brought a saucer-like eye within an inch of
my nose, I screamed and clawed at my head.
"For God's sake, Doctor," I screamed, "take them
off!"
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The glasses vrere renioved. I stared at the familiar
walls of the workshop with heartfelt relief. The
blue forest, the hideous créature, were as if they had
ncver been. I rubbed my eyes and laughed sheepishly.
"TU admit, sir, that the thing scared me."
"What thing?"
"The indigo monster."
He shook his head. "Tve never seen it."
I walked over to the faucet and drank a glass of
water.
"Tell me, sir, isn't this some sort of trick you're
playing on me?"
"In what way?"
"Oh, by arranging those lenses so as to create an
optical illusion."
"No, my boy, no. What you saw is actual enough
—only on another plane."
I couldn't believc it. That the blue forest, the
incredible créature and the beetle it had swallowed,
were ail around me at that very moment, only manifesting themselves at a différent rate of vibration, was
unbelievable. It was too crccpy an idea for me to
accept without a severe mental struggle. What if
something were to happen to the various rates of
vibration, some accident merge them ail into one ! I
wiped the sweat from my brow.
"Don't you think it possible, Doctor, that you may
have accidentally brought about an optical illusion?
That what I saw has no reality, save as the products
of the glasses themselves, ground and arranged a certain way?"
"1 thought of that," he replied, "and that is one
reason I called you in to look through them. The
question was this: Would you only see what I saw?
Personally, I saw only the blue forest, the flowers.
But you saw something else besides. That would
tend to prove that the spectacles are not deluding us,
that we are really gazing into another dimension.
However, let me assume the glasses and see if I can
observe what you did."
I helped him to adjust the spectacles. After a few
moments he said, "There is not one such créature as
you describe, but a dozen. Some are smaller than the
others, and these I take to be females. In addition to
spears, most of them carry yellow sacks. Undoubtedly
the créatures belong to the dominant species in this
strange world, though one would hesitate before ranking them higher than the savages in ours. In some
ways they remind me of trees. I shouldn't be surprised
to learn that they had evolved directly from the vegetable kingdom. Their legs are really roots with leaflike protrubcrances. Now they are going away. They
have disappeared to the right of me. The immédiate
forest is empty."
He was silent for a moment ; but evidently saw nothing new, for in a few minutes he removed the spectacles.
"Robert," he said impressively, "you are the only
one I have taken into my confidence. For ten years I
have dreamed and experimented, keeping my own counsel. Until I am ready to announce my discovery to the
world, I wish no word said of this."
"You can rely on my discrétion, sir."
"Thank you, my boy, I knew you would say that.
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But from now on 1 shall need someone's assistance.
Will you help me?"
"Gladly," I replied, because the thought of that
other world, the untold marvels that might be laid bare
to mankind by the Doctor's invention, fired my imagination. The Doctor grasped my hand.
'Tll admit I had counted on you. Know then, that
in conjunction with the glasses, I believe I have perfected a machine by means of which it is possible to
enter that other plane."
I could hardly believe my ears.
"You mean," I gasped, "that you have invented a
way of getting there?"
"Exactly."
"But how?"
"Briefly, by altering the présent rate of vibration
and bringing it in harmony with that prevailing in the
other dimension. Obviously, if my body can be made
to vibrate in accord with the blue world, I shall manifest there and not here. At least, I think so."
He led the way to what looked not unlike a big
wringing machine of the roller type. The rollers, however, were of fine wire coils, interlockingly arranged,
and there were twelve of them supported above a large
tub filled with a metallic fluid. Several powerful looking electric batteries lay at the tub's base, on the floor.
"This," said the Doctor, laying his hand affectionately on the complicated apparatus, "is the Re-vibrator.
The person or thing to be re-vibrated is run through
those rollers, at the same time an alternating current
of electricity is maintained in the wire coils which
affects the molécules of matter and brings about the
vibratory change. Just how this is donc, I cannot tell
you, for I do not know; but take my word for it, it
is donc."
I stared at the inert piece of machinery with mixed
émotions. That anyone or anything could be run
through its rollers to another dimension seemed the
height of absurdity. Yet, after my experience with the
glasses, I was distrustful of my own doubt.
"1 have here some white mice," said the Doctor. "If
you will put on the spectacles again, Robert, I shall
run them through the rollers and you can see what
happens."
With trembling hands I affixed the cap, the goggles.
The same blue forest grew before me, but now I saw
it from a slightly différent position. In spite of myself
I could not repress a little shiver. This preliminary
shiver was always to be mine whenever I gazed through
the glasses. To ail intents and purposes I was transferred from the workshop and set down in a blue
wilderness. To reassure myself, I gripped the sides (jf
my chair and ran my hands over them from time to
time. In my ears sounded the purr of grinding cogs.
"Watch very carefully, Robert," came the quiet voice
of the Doctor, "I am sending the first mouse through."
Nothing happened.
I strained my eyes in the direction from whence his
voice had corne.
"I see nothing yet," I began, then gave a convulsive
start, for in the blue air, to one side of me, appeared
the head of a mouse. I stared at it tensely. The
shoulders followed the head, the forepaws the shoul-
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tiers ; then, by degrees, the rest of the body. No sooner
was the body altogether in one piece than it fell a
distance of several feet to the ground. And what a
white mouse ! It was now as large as an ordinary rat.
For a moment it cowered on the purplish grass, its pink
cyes darting from side to side ; then, apparently recovering from its first surprise at finding itself in such queer
surroundings, it ran nimbly up a tree trunk and was
lost to view behind a mass of foliage. Two more mice
came through and acted in a similar manncr.
"But what made them so much larger?" I asked the
Doctor, after removing the glasses.
lie looked at me thoughtfully. "I cannot say for
certain, unless the pressure of the atmosphère is much
less on the other plane than it is here. But whatever
the reason, it doesn't seem to have impaired the activity
of the mice. Also they went through the rollers in
good physical condition. If mice, why not men?"
Indeed, why not? It appeared perfectly feasible.
Yet at the thought of entering that other world physically as well as visually, my flesh crept.
AFTER lunch, about three-thirty, the Doctor called
me into the workshop again.
"So far," he said, "we have only looked into tiiat
other dimension from one spot, this room. How would
it appear from some other place—say Lake Merritt
Park ?"
"1 have no idea."
"Well, let's go and see."
Seated on a secluded bench, the Doctor opened his
satchel and produced the glasses.
"Put them on, Robert," he commanded.
Nothing loath, I obeyed. The same startling metamorphosis took place in my surroundings; but this time
I was on the edge of the blue forest and before me
stretched a rolling plain. It was covered with a profusion of daisy-like flowers and low-growing shrubs.
A herd of purplish-black beasts with six legs and tortoise-like heads were grazing in the near forcground.
They were about the size of sheep.
Though now more or less accustomed to the sensation of being transported, as it were, into this mysterîous other plane, I could not refrain from instinctively
crying out when the herd of beasts suddenly stampeded
in my direction. It was hard to realize that I had no
existence for them ; that I was so much space through
which they sped like a whirlwind and were gone.
Not ail of them, though. A half dozen of the sixlegged beasts were left behind, stark and lifeless.
From the low-growing shrubbery through which they
had evidently crept in a recumbent position, burst a
band of the oddest huntsmen mortal eyes ever beheld.
I call them huntsmen, because, though much shorter
than, and in some respects différent from, the indigo
monsters seen in the forest, they, too, belonged to the
same dominant species. In color they were not unlike
yellow copper, and in height they could not have exceeded five feet.
If they had been the first "human" beings to meet
my sight in this weird world, I should doubtless have
considered them horrible enough; but compared to the
hideous giants of their kind, they were almost beautiful

to observe. Formed much as were the giants, there was
this différence in structure. The eyes—of which they
possessed but two—were set on the ends of stable protubérances, and not of writhing tentacles. A feathery,
fern-like hair grew plume fashion from the hcad and
waved in the wind. The mouth was more pleasing than
the pouting mouth of the indigo monsters, the lips
flower-Iike, but the arms and legs were of the same général nature, though on a more delicate scale. I relinquishcd the glasses to the Doctor, who wished to observe them for himself.
"Yes," he remarked, "these créatures are undoubtedly
of the same species as the ones seen in the forest, but
palpably of a dwarfish branch. I am inclined to think
them higher in the social scheme than fhe others. They
are armed with the same sort of spears, but in addition
carry knives or swords with which they are dismembering the game."
Ile rose abruptly to his feet.
"Robert," he said, "they are getting ready to move
on. By means of the glasses I am going to try and trail
them to their homes. I want you to lead me by the arm
and see that I don't stumble into people and buildings
or get run over. Keep track of the streets and the
général direction, because later on I shall try and draw
a map of the course Eve followed !"
Then ensued one of the queerest walks Fve ever
taken. Oddly enough, the course followed by the créatures in that other world seemed to follow the streets
laid out in this. There were times, of course, when
the Doctor complained I was leading him away from
their trail, but nearly .always some strect swung us
once more in the desired direction, or they turned back
into ours. For three-quarters of an hour we walked.
Suddenly, in the vicinity of Fruitvale Avenue, the Doctor halted.
"Marvelous," he murmured. "Wonderful. I expected nothing like this."
"What is it?" I asked, ail on fire with curiosity.
But for nearly ten minutes he made no answer ; he was
absorbed in the contemplation of something he saw.
At last I could contain myself no longer. I shook him
by the shoulder.
"May I have a look, sir?"
"Yes, Robert, yes," he said, coming out of his spell
with a start. "Of course you may, my boy."
I assumed the cap and goggles with trembling fingers. What new marvel could I expcct to see? What
further monstrosity? The glasses came over my eyes,
the flaps were buttoned. I strained my vision to the
utmost. The familiar blue grew in front of me. But
what was this ! No forest, no rolling plain, but a city.
A great square of sapphire blue was ail around me.
Underfoot lay a flagged pavement of the same color,
dotted here and there by showering fountains, strange
trees, exotic blooms. This square was bordered with
magnificent buildings. Like spokes radiating from a
central hub, wide avenues ran away from the square.
I looked about me with awe. Who owned this city?
Surely not the indigo giants or the copper-colored
dwarfs. This magnificent place seemed far beyond the
capabilities of either to build. Here, undoubtedly, dwelt
the real rulers of this other dimension, the superior race

THE BLUE DIMENSION
of ail, but where were they? Save for some gigantic
butterflies, some creeping reptiles not unlike lizards,
the place was descrted. Everything was in perfect
order, no sign of ruin or decay, yet not a glimpse of
inhabitants could I gain.
"The housetops, Robert," came the voice of the Doctor. "Look at the housetops."
Even as he spoke, I saw them. Were they living
beings or statues wrought from navy-blue stone? There
they were, like carven images, on the cornice of evcry
building. Their basilisk eyes were set in a fixed stare,
and on one outflung limb some terrible insect poised,
with wings spread, as if ready for flight. It was ghastly.
I felt the gooseflesh rising on my skin.
And there was another uncanny thing.
Try as we might, neither the Doctor nor myself could
gain access to one of those buildings. Always, no
matter how we moved, we were in the open, and the
édifices of sapphire stone were so many sealed crypts.
"But that is natural enough," I exclaimed, after some
thought. "If from another plane, people were to gaze
at our world, they would not be able to look through
wood or stone into our houses."
"True enough," replied the Doctor, "but you forget
that, while, by means of the glasses, we are viewing
the wonderful city, our bodies are capable of moving
through the space its buildings occupy. Thcoretically
nothing should prevent us from pausing on the spot in
this plane occupied by one of those buildings on the
othcr plane and viewing its interior."
Ail the time we sat on the kerbing, talking and alternately gazing through the glasses, people in our own
plane were passing to and fro and looking at us curiously. I wondered what they would say if I should
grasp them by the arms and tell them that the space
they walked through so carelessly was occupied by
immense buildings of a strange design; that ail around
them were nightmarish monsters with three eyes and
suckcr-like hands ; and that they were only separated
from another world and ail its untokl terrors by a variation in the rate of vibration. They would call me
crazy, of course. But what if they should catch a
glimpse of an indigo giant through the spectacles?
What then ? I pondered over that thought as we
walked homewards.
That night, the Doctor drew a map of the other
world—or rather, of as much of it as he had seen or
could visualize.
"The forest is here," he said. "To the east are the
rolling plains; and southeast of us lies the Silent City."
He studied what he had drawn intently.
"That's funny," he remarked.
"What is?" I asked.
"The size of that city. It occupies only a section of
East Oakland, and yet it impressed me as being immensely large." He shook his head. "The whole thing
is an enigma, but one that shall not baffle me much
longer."
Suddenly I thought of something. "Those huntsmen you followed," I exclaimed, "what became of
them ?"
"I don't know," confessed the Doctor. "When I saw
the buildings to one side of me, I ceased following the
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huntsmen and directed my footsteps toward the city."
AFTER he finished with his map, we spent several
hours gazing through the glasses. It was night,
too, on that other plane. In the blue forest dense darkness brooded. Nothing was to be seen but spectral
lîghts flitting through the trees. Several times vague
shapes blundered by; and once a bat-like something
soared right into the space that was my face. So vivid
was the scene on that other plane, so real the feeling
of being surrounded by black night and at the mercy of
unearthly créatures, that I was forced, from time to
time, to remove the glasses and assure myself that I
was not really there. It was after midnight when I
retired to bed, andl left the Doctor still gazing through
the spectacles. In the morning, however, he was afoot
early, and appeared fresh and rested, more so than I.
"Well, Robert," he said cheerfully at breakfast, "this
is the big day."
"We are going to take the spectacles out again?" I
asked eagerly.
"Better than that, my boy; I am going through the
machine."
I tried to dissuade him from his rash project until
he had viewed the other plane more thoroughly with
the glasses, but he was adamant.
"The mice met with no harm and neither shall I."
"From the machine, no," I replied, "but what has
their fate been from other beasts? Perhaps by this
time they have been devoured. Think of the indigo
giants. What would you do if you fell in with several
of them? And there are doubtless more fearful créatures of which we know nothing."
"True, Robert, true; but I shall take implements
with me. A German liiger* with plenty of cartridges ;
a compass. You might as well cease talking, my boy,
my mind is made up."
Still I did not desist.
"Lct me go, sir," I pleaded, even though my flesh
crawlcd at the very thought. "1 am younger than you,
stronger."
"No," he said, "no. This is my adventure. I have
been looking forward to it for a long time and do not
mcan 1o step aside for another."
"Then take me with you !" I cried. "In that unknown world two will be much safer than one."
But this request he also denied.
"You must stay on this side and be ready to operate
the machine when I return."
There was nothing for it, then, but to repair with him
to the workshop and listen to his last instructions.
"I am going to make for the Silent City on my first
expédition," he said. "I expect to be gone only a few
hours. Under no circumstances must you leave this
machine in my absence." Fie laid his hand on the
Re-vibrator. "Watch for me with the glasses, and
when I give you the sign, press this button here. It
reverses the action of the Re-vibrator and will restore
me to this room. Do you understand me?"
I made him repeat his instructions.
"There, Fm sure you've got it, my boy. And now
*A pistol with magazine for cartridges.
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look through the spectacles and see if the road is clear."
With a heart full of misgivings I did as he bade.
Nothing was stirring in the blue forest. Only the ferns
waving gently, and the leaves of the tall trees.
"To make sure that the machine is functioning properly, I am sending the liiger and a box of cartridges
through by themselves," said the Doctor. Almost with
his words the liiger and cartridges materialized on that
other plane. But now the liiger was the size of a large
rifle and the ammunition box as big as a shoe-box.
I remembered the mice, and a foreboding of trouble
came over me.
"Doctor," I began, but never finished the warning,
because the Doctor was coming through.
I saw his head. It was an enormous thing. I looked
at it with horror. Behind it came the massive neck,
the mighty shoulders. Inch by inch, seemingly out of
nothing, the unbelievable body emerged, fell to the
purple grass.
"Good God!" I exclaimed; for when the Doctor rose
to his feet he was ail of twenty feet tall. He stood
up, a great colossus of a man, and stretched his arms
experimentally, stamping with his feet, and taking several deep breaths. He smiled reassuringly at me and
waved his hand in my direction, though of course I
was invisible to him. I watched him with bated breath,
as he picked up the liiger and retrieved the box of
cartridges. Quite calmly he consulted his compass and
map, got his bearings, and after a last glance in my
direction swung off through the trees and ferns. His
gigantic figure was visible for some distance, the head
appearing above the tree-tops. Finally it disappeared
and I was left to my lonely vigil—surely the strangest
vigil ever kept by mortal man.
LUNCH time came and passed. The evening shadows deepened. Darkness fell over the blue forest
in that other world—the creepy forest through which
I had seen the Doctor walk and disappear—and still
he did not come. A prey to the most ghastly of fears,
I sat ail night by the Re-vibrator, peering through the
glasses at the spectral lights that wandered among the
trees, shuddering at the bat-like forms which swept
silently on and over me. And ail the time I asked
myself how it went with the Doctor, overtaken by night
on that other plane. Had he succeeded in reaching the
Silent City? Was he encamped there now or had some
hideous beast destroyed him or some strange power
taken him prisoner? I thought of those brooding
images on the housetops and the blood ran cold in my
veins. I had one consolation. Save for the navy-blue
statues in the Silent City, on that other plane, no créature as large as the Doctor now was, had been seen by
me. Even the indigo giants were dwarfed by the
colossus he had become. And he was armed with an
immense liiger—a deadly weapon. Yet for ail that,
anxiety consumed me.
Morning dawned. Haggard and worn, drinking cup
after cup of black coffee, I watched through the leaden
hours of the second day. The blue forest was strangely
still. Or was it my imagination? Nothing stîrred in
its depths. No life, no motion. I might have been
staring through a stéréoscope at blended pictures. The

Doctor had said he would be only a few hours, yet the
second night came and he was still missing. With the
descent of darkness the blue forest became alive. It
moved and murmured. Though I could not hear it
murmur, I sensed it. Perhaps the blood was pounding
at my heart. I cursed myself for ever having allowed
the Doctor to embark on his rash journey. I should
have restrained him—by force, if that had been necessary.
The third day dawned.
I watched it breaking in that other, that incredible
world, that blue dimension separated from our own
merely by a slight différence in rates of vibration.
"If he does not come this morning," I said to myself, "1 shall take the glasses on the streets and go
searching for him."
But about eight o'clock I saw him. I shouted aloud
in pure joy, oblivious to the fact that he could not hear
my voice. He came striding through the forest, ten
yards at a stride, and most amazing sight of ail, a dozen
indigo giants came with him. The Doctor's clothes
seemed much the worse for wear, torn and rent, but
he himself appeared sound in body and limb.
I was beside myself with excitement. What strange
sights had he seen, what adventures had he had? The
indigo giants were evidently his friends. He had been
to the Silent City. In a few minutes now, he would be
back in the workshop with me, telling me of the marvels
of that other plane, the secret of the navy-blue statues.
I could not restrain another exultant shout.
Arrived at the spot where he had made his landing
three days before, the Doctor looked about him hesitatingly. I could read what he was thinking. Was this
the correct spot? To reassure him I ran a pencil—the
first thing my Angers picked up—through the Re-vibrator. It dropped at his feet the size of a walking stick.
At this sight the indigo monsters recoiled with every indication of wonder and fear. Instantly the Doctor
smiled. He waved his hand. His mouth formed the
words, "Reverse the Re-vibrator." I pressed the button he had instructed me to. Nothing happened. The
Doctor pawed at the air with his hands, a perplexed
look beginning to dawn on his face. For perhaps five
minutes I waited; then I scribbled a note on a piece of
paper and sent it through to him.
"What is the matter ?"
He picked up the paper, now the size of a napkin,
and wrote on the reverse side, "I cannot come back,
because on this plane the machine has no existence."
"Good God !" I whispered, appalled. Then the following dialogue took place between us by means of written messages.
"What do you mean ?" I asked.
"That I have overlooked a vital thing."
"In what way?"
"By forgetting that the Re-vibrator can manifest
other things over here, but palpably not itself."
Through the glasses I glared at him in horror.
"But what are you going to do?"
"1 don't know. l'm trying to think. In the meantirae, Robert, can't you send me through some food—a
pot of coffee? l'm starved."
"Yes," I answered back, "yes."

THE BLUE DIMENSION
To get the food and coffee I had to remove the
goggles.
How it happened I don't know.
Perhaps my nerves were unstrung from the long
hours of wakefulness, the terrible suspense of three
days, the crowning disaster of ail. Be that as it may
the cap, the goggles slipped from my fumbling fingers
and fell—straight into the tub of metallic fluid under
ihe rollers.
liait frantic with terror I dipped them out and dried
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theni olï. No, they didn't seem hurt, they weren't
broken; but when 1 tried to look through the lenses I
could see nothing but blackness.
That was ten days ago. And every one of those
days l've been in this room sending food ami supplies
through the Re-vibrator, and trying to fix the glasses.
That is ail.
You ask me where the Doctor is?
I tell you he is somewhere in space, on that other
plane, trying to get back—and he can't!

THE END

What Do You Know?
READERS of Amazing Stories have frequently commentée) upon the fact that therc is more aclual knowledge
to be gained through reading its pages than from many a textboolc, Moreover, most of the stories are
written in a popular vein, making it possible for any one to grasp important tacts.
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 jour général
knowledge.
7. How far from the planet Mars are its moons?
1. What is meant by an ammonite? (See page 205.)
What are their names? (See page 245.)
2. How could a lightning arrester, with its switch, in8. What effect lias its orbital speed on the more rapidly
terféré with radio réception? (See page 244.)
moving moon of Mars, upon the apparent place of
3. If beat and light are radiated from a center, what
its rising? (See page 245.)
is the law affecting variations of intensity with dis9. What appearances have astronomers seen which intance? (See page 245).
duce them to believe that Mars is suhject to sand4. What effect do our clouds have upon the tempérastorms? (See page 245.)
ture of the earth in the way of modifying il and
10. What is the différence between the twilights on Mars
how may the extent of their presence be expressed ?
and the twilights on the earth? (See page 249.)
(See page 245.)
11. We are using power on the earth—water power and
5. Mars is further from the Sun than we are. How
povver derived from coal and oil. What is the
is it possible that its polar snow-caps melt at certain
originator of our différent kinds of power on earth?
seasons (the Martian summers), as we believe they
Can you give some examples? (See page 250.)
do? (See page 245.)
12. How did Ulysses conccal bis identity? (See page
6. What are the ratios of sunshine to cloudy weather
on Mars? (See page 245.)
272.)
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Author of "The Revolt of the Pedestrians" and "The Yeast Men"
HE books have been tampered with ! Ten
of them are gone !"
The first Assistant Librarian of the Congressional Library rushed trembling into
the office of his superior and, reaching the
Librarian's desk, he repeated his startling statement.
The Librarian, who had taken thirty civil service
examinations and been promoted thirty times in order
to reach his présent position, refused to be flustrated
by the news, and sharply reprimanded the subordinate
for his unnecessary excitement.
"Make a list of the tnissing books, and report the
facts to me. You know the routine method of doing
things in this department. In the future please adhéré
to it."
"But there is no routine, sir, no précédent for this.
It is the first time that any books have been missing for
scveral hundred years. You know that the rooms arc
never opened and the books never touched—and there
is another thing. The assistant watchman who has been
in charge of the books for the last year failed to report
for duty and his monoplane is gone."
"Do as I tell you ! Make an officiai report of the entire matter and I will investigate it. In the meantime,
I will thank you if you will leave the room and allow me
to continue my studies in mass éducation." There was
a finality in his voice that dcfinitely closed the discussion.

words that I do not know. You see I have only been
reading for two years, but I brought along a good dictionary of obsolète words and I believe that we can
work it out. It will be a lot of fun to do it together."
She looked at him trustfully.
"Yes, Leuson, that is the right word. From now on
we are going to do everything together. I have ail my
things ready and, best of ail, I am ready for the new
life with you."
Without the loss of any time, he helped her pack her
varions bundles into the plane and then securely fastcned her into the passenger's seat. He took the aviator's position in front of her. They were ready to
start, but for some reason he delayed. It seemed that
the man was not sure of the wisdom of the adventure
they were starting on. They waited a little too long, for
an older couple came out from the house and walked
toward the monoplane. They were the cclcbrated biologists, Dr. Hardner Gowers and his wife, Dr. Ilelen
Sellers Gowers. It was hard to tell which one was
the more learned scientist. In their early life they had
been poor but had attained both famé and wealth by the
shecr force of their combined powerful intellects. Following their companionate marriage, they had assumed
ail responsibility for their sister, Elizabeth Sellers, and
also had claimcd the right to control the détails of her
daily life, much to the annoyance and disgust of that
young lady, who wanted to do as she pleased, when she
plcascd and as often as she pleased.
THOUGH it was only eight in the mormng, a
"Hullo, Leuson," called Dr. Gowers, "Going out ridyoung woman was out
ing with Elizabeth? The air
walking on the lawn of her
" looks pretty but Helcn
sister's country estate. Now
T T ERE is an cxcced'nigly interesting s tory by the author and I have been so busy
TT of "The Revoit of the Pedestrians." Dr. Kellcr has lately that wc have not been
and then she looked anxtouched a subject which will be of greatest interest to every up in it for âges. We have
iously at the sky where the
woman.
large passenger planes were
Is ît possible to propagate the race without fertilisation? been hunting for you, Beth.
humming their way toward
In olher words, can we raise falherless ehildren? Binlogy We have a great piece of
distant cities. She paid litteaches us that it can be donc. Wc arc not at ail sure that news that I am sure will
suc h a thing may not conte abnut in the future, and while it please you. Your sister and
tle attention to these, but
may not take on such proportions as outlincd by the author, I have decided to apply for
finally a smile replaced her
still, from a scient!fie stand point, it may prove a great e.vanxious expression, as a
ababy!"
periment.
small monoplane came hurt"About time !" replied the
IVc tirge our maie rcaders to let their fcmale friends read
the story. They will not regret having read it.
ling down from the blue
young lady, sarcastically,
and landed skillfully on the
"After you have doue
lawn. A young man jumped
everything else that you
out and ran toward her and as he ran he cried :
wanted to do, you finally make up your mind to apply
for a child. You should have clone that years ago."
"1 have the books, Elizabeth! I have the books!"
The girl ran toward him, as she replied :
"Now, Elizabeth," replied the older woman, "we
have talked that over and over and you know that I
"I am so glad. Do they tell what we want to know ?
just had to finish my spécial line of investigation before
Were you able to read them?"
I could devote my time to a child. You have no idea
He took her in his arms and kissed her before he
what
it means. Even with the most compétent nurses,
answered her questions.
it takes time. I have been fortunate in locating three
"I believe so," he finally said, between the kisses. "Of
very excellent women who have had a lot of experience
course the language is peculiar and there are lots of
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with babies in the Government Nurseries, and we are
asking for a four-year-old child. It will not be so
hard on me then as it might be under différent circumstances. Some women are even attempting to take
care of a baby without help, but of course, they have
never done any research work. I am willing to give as
much as an hour a day to the child and will do ail I
can for its future health and happiness."
"You see it is this way, Leuson," said lier husband.
"You and Beth are very young and naturally you cannot see the responsibility of applying for a child—it is
something you cannot comprehend as we do. My wife
has been very wonderful about it and has promised me
repeatedly that she would join me in an application for
a child just as soon as she completed lier investigations
into the life history of the Cryptobranchus Alleghaniensis. This work. in two hundred and ten moving picture reels, is now completed ; when it was shown to the
International Society of Biologists, they made lier a life
member, an honor that has never before been given to
any woman. It is true that she spent over twenty
years at this work, but she has enjoyed every minute
of it. She is just entering middle âge and is well qualified in every way to supervise the care of a child. We
are able to employ the best of help and can buy the
most modem electrical equipment. We will welcome
the child and give it every possible social and educational advantage.
"That is fine, Dr. Gowers," said the young man, enthusiastically. "If you were in my place, what would
you advise me to do ?"
The old Doctor smiled paternally, as he replied,
"Select an intelligent lady you can harmonize with
and hand in your application for your papers and arrange for the preliminary treatment. You have a position under the Government and no doubt your wife
could secure a place in the same office; then you can
have a companionate marriage. I believe in early marriages and shall be glad to help you in any way I can.
It may be that by the time you are thirty-five you can
apply for a baby."
"I shall be glad to avail myself of your help," replied the young man. "Now we shall have to be going
so we can have a long day's trip."
"Don't get tired, Elizabeth," advised the older sister.
"You know you have passed ail the examinations and
the day for your opération has been set for next month.
It is a great honor and I want you to be in the best
physical condition."
Amid the roar of the engine, Elizabeth called back :
"Good-bye, Sis. When we corne back you will see
us."
They were off.
The two doctors walked back into the house. The
wife said ;
"I am in earnest about this new work of being a
Mother. I am going to arrange a perfect program
that will keep the three nurses busy."
"You will make a wonderful Mother," replied her
husband, with a far-a-way look in his sad eyes.
RISING rapidly into the air, the monoplane made
certain circular movements and then started west-

ward along the Potomac. Although the machine was
capable of three hundred miles an hour, Leuson seenied
satisfied with a much slower pace, and they did not
reach Pittsburg till late in the afternoon. At that time
there were less than ten thousand people in that city
for there was but little demand for coal or steel in the
new âge of atmospheric electricity and glass. Leaving
the plane on the aviation field, the young people walked
to the office of the local Judge. This officiai had been in
office for so long that he had become careless of détails and obsesscd with the idea that he could not make
a mistake. For this reason he did not thoroughly
examine the papers Leuson handed him, but asked
gruffly ;
"So you want to enter into a companionate marriage?"
"Yes, sir," was the double reply.
"Are you able to support yourselves individually?
"Yes, sir."
"You have your permits, vaccination certificates, life
insurance, health, accident, tornado, air and happiness
insurance ?"
"Yes, sir."
"You each consent to an immédiate and complété
divorce in case you are ever unhappy living together?"
"Yes, sir."
"Then I pronounce you man and wife. Sign these
papers so I can send them to the Central Matrimonial
Office. Is this your first experiment ?"
"Yes, sir."
"I was married eleven times before I could find a
woman I could live with. I understand that is not an
unusual experience."
The young people rushed from the office, and walked
back to their plane. Leuson looked a little worried,
as he said,
"1 am sorry that I had to forge some of those papers,
but let's go."
The monoplane, avoiding the usual air lanes, went
steadily westward, finally resting on the grass of an
isolated meadow among the peaks of the Ozark Mountains. There was sunshine here and a little singing
brook and while three sides of the meadow were sheltered by dense woods, the other side was guarded by a
sheer cliff of overhanging rock, which rose some hundreds of feet above the cleared field. The young people acted as though they were thoroughly at home. As
a matter of fact, they had made fréquent visits to this
field and had thoroughly prepared, as far as they
could, to make this place their home.
Traveling ail day and night, they had reached the
meadow just as the sun was first kissing the tree tops.
They were tired, but they were far too excited to rest,
so they started at once to unload the plane and carry
their packages up a narrow, winding mountain path
which the boy had constructed, and which ended in a
cave one hundred feet above the level of the field.
After everything had been carried, the plane was put
under the trees and covered with waterproof canvas.
They never intended to use it again, but they felt that
it might be useful in an unexpected emergency. Finally
the necessary things were ail done and the boy and girl,
for they were little more, sat down to rest on the nar-
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row rock shelf in front of the doorway of their new
home. They dissolved a few synthetic food tablets in
a pint of spring water and slowly sipped their meal.
They put a few pillows behind them and sat there
looking toward the west. The giri shivered but it was
from cold rather than from fear.
"Now, tell me, dear, just what you have really found
out about it ail."
He drew her doser to him as hc started to talk.
"Of course we are just youngsters, Elizabeth, but I
guess we are old enough to know our minds, and décidé
what we want. I have been reading a lot of the history
of the thing and I was just fortunate enough to be able
to find some real old books and take them out of the
Congressional Library.
"Years ago, when we first found each other and
realized that we were in love and wanted to be différent from other folks, we knew that unless we learned
to read we should have to receive the same mass éducation that ail the young people received. Even then
we were tired of looking at the educational moving
pictures and listening to the same lectures given over
the radio. It was this that prompted us to seek positions where we could learn to read and have access to
the old books. Do you remember how we used to talk
about it? How in those back rooms in the Library
were printed books that no one had read for centuries
and yet which were carefully guarded under lock and
boit so no one would get them?
Tt seems odd, but we found that it was a fact that
the citizens of a supposedly free country have had no
choice in their éducation or amusements for over a
thousand years. Every home lias its radio, its movie,
its televisonal box ; but every fact and picture that came
to them was approved of and censored by the National
Board of Education and Amusement. No one had a
right to have a private opinion; everyone had to think
like everyone else. There was a graduai death of individuality. Whenever a change was desired in mass
opinion or action, an educational propaganda was
started. Finally, ail thinkers were engaged by the central government. If they wanted to make any statement to the world, they had to have their message
passed by this National Board. The entire learning of
past âges, put into books, was a closed secret, save to a
few who were taught to read, that the art might not be
entirely lost.
"As you know, we both were fortunate enough to
secure this spécial éducation. Then finally my chance
came and I was selected as the night watchman. After
months of search, I located the books I wanted—and
stole them and stole you. Now I want to tell you the
history of this problem.
"This is June, 3928. A great many centuries ago
life was very différent in this world. Everything has
changed durîng the last twenty centuries. But I want
especially to talk about love, marriage and babies, and
to give you some idea of the changes in these three
important divisions of the human economy.
"Twenty centuries ago there were lots of babies and
they were ail born. That is just a four letter word that
means nothing at ail to you now. but at that time it was
the only way whereby the existence of the human race
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could be maintained. A man and a woman married
each other and in the course of time a baby was born
to them. Strange as it may seem to us now, the baby
was the actual child of the two persons who called themselves its Father and Mother. These babies ail reached
the breathing stage of existence at the same âge, they
ail looked alike, they ail had the same average intelligence and it took a lot of care and love to raise them—
also a lot of intelligence—and as a conséquence, a great
many of the little things died the first year. What I
want you to understand is the fact that any two persons
who were married had a right to have one child or a
dozen. The license to marry automatically carried with
it the right to have as many children as they wanted to.
This was centuries before the National Child Permit
Act was passed.
"There were so many babies in so many families in
those days that it was quite a problem to raise them.
The amount of détail and care each baby required must
have been terrifie. If a child was intelligently looked
after twenty centuries ago, it took fully six hours a
day of the Mother's time. At least so I have read in
the old records. The condition is nicely illustrated in
the old patents applied for at that time. Some are hard
to understand but ail seem to have for their object the
lessening of the time that had to be daily spent on each
baby. Life for parents in those days must have been
one continuai round of duty.
"Yes, I am satisfied that there must have been a lot
of trouble twenty centuries ago with babies, having
them the way they did and having to care for them.
Then, too, there was such a scatter of the babies.
Some families had a dozen and some had none or perhaps just one. Many of the babies were not well; they
had a lot of diseases that we have not seen for over
fifteen hundred years and some doctors were able to
make a living just treating sick children. The sad part
about it ail was the fact that those who were wealthy
and intelligent seemed to have the fewest children. It
was only the poor and ignorant who had large families.
"Just about two thousand years ago a Judge, in what
was then the United States, wrote a book about companionate marriage. I translated this into modem
English and waded through it with a great deal of intorest. Of course it is very far behind the times but
we shall have to give the Judge crédit for starting
something. He had a law passed which allowed a man
and woman to marry each other and live together as
long as it was mutually agreeable to both of them.
They were not supposed to have any babies born to
them until they were fairly sure that they would want
to live together for life.
NE hundred years later a law was passed to the
V-/ effect that no woman was to have a child until
she and her husband secured a permit from the Baby
Board, and it was thought that this would diminish the
number of babies in poor families. AU children were
supposed to be born in government hospitals, and a
woman was not admitted without her baby permit.
Naturally, lots of babies were born surreptitiously without permits. It ail worked out very unsatisfactorily.
"By the twenty-seventh century the human race was
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m a rather pitiful condition. Ail of the so-called savage
races had been blotted ont of existence by new and
deadly diseases. The Caucasian race saved themselves
after a death rate of fifty percent. Those who remained
alive were almost dégénérâtes in many ways. The extensive use of the automobile came near withering the
legs of the gémis Homo. The only perfect form of
man or woman was of marble in the art galleries. The
hospitals for the insane and feeble-minded and epileptic
were crowded to their utmost capacity. As a final resort Congress passed a National Sterilization Act, affecting those who should be found unfit to have childrenj
"For a while it worked and then it was discovered
that so many people were being sterilized because they
were unfit to be parents, that the human race was
rapidly shrinking in number. Sterilization solved so
many of the problems of modem life that it became too
popular—almost a fashionable fad. When a man and
woman entered into a companionate marriage they
thought they would feel a lot happier if they knew they
would never have babies. This condition of alïairs
existed in and around 2800.
The people actually
abused the law and took advantage of the National
Sterilization Board. You sec, before a person could
receive a sterilization permit the Board had to be
convinced that the applicant was mentally and physically
incompétent to have children ; and many bright, intelligent men and women would go before the Board and
take the examination and prétend to be feeble-minded
just so they could receive the permit. Those were the
very people who should have had the babies; yet they
were the ones who did not want them. Having a baby
in those dark ages was almost as bad as death itself.
"The human race at that time was not only degenerating as individuals but disappearing as a species. It
was at that time that our scientists began to talk about
synthetic babies. A lot of research and experiments
were donc on the lower forms of life. It was found
that a piece of heart muscle from a chicken embryo
could be kept alive indefinitcly and go on growing in
an incubator. Later on the surgeons were able to keep
entire organs like the liver and spleen alive, and transplant them into the site of similar diseased organs. It
was determined that the eggs of the sea urchin would
grow into mature adults without the aid of the maie;
ail that was neccssary was to put them in water containing certain salts at a certain température.
"These experiments finally ended in the discovery
that the human ovary could be kept alive and functioning under certain conditions in a glass vessel. Such
an ovary was able to develop and expel a perfect ovttm
every twenty-eight days. By a process similar to that
used with the eggs of the sea urchin, these ova could
not only be kept alive but could be developed into fully
matured babies. At a certain point in their growth,
they were taken out of the stérile glucose solution and
respiration started with a pulmometer. As far as any
tests were concerned, they were just like ail the other
babies.
"A great many of these synthetic babies were made
and allowed to grow up under idéal conditions. It was
soon discovered that they could be kept free from ail

the diseases of childhood, they could grow into vigorous adults and be compared very favorably with the
best of the race—provided they came from the ovary of
a woman who was perfectly normal. That caused a
lot of thinking and the thinking ended in the rapid collection of material and building of large numbers of
spécial laboratories to grow these synthetic babies in.
"When ail was ready, the Universal Sterilization
Law was passed. Ali young people were required to
spend a few minutes under a spécial form of radium
ray when they reached a certain âge and no one was
allowed to enter into a companionate marriage until
this had been done. The continued supply of material
for future use was provided for by one of the sections
of this act which stated that ail young women were to
take an examination and those who were nearly perfect
in every way were required to submit to an Oophorectomy and were compensated for this by spécial pensions and privilèges denied other women. In regard
to this, I need not remind you that it was one of our
reasons for fleeing from modem civilization. It was a
danger that threatened you in ail its horror.
"Anyway, the machinery was finally set into motion.
The records show that the last child was born on the
western continent on July 4th, 3009. Since then the
race has been kept alive by the production of synthetic
babies. About one hundred and fifty thousand babies
are produced every ycar. They are ail perfect in every
way bccause any who show defects are not allowed to
develop. The Government keeps them in nurseries till
they are called for. We saw how that happened in the
case of your sister and brother-in-law. After they
were forty years old, they decided to apply for a permit
to take a baby and they asked for a four-year-old child.
"These babies, grown under idéal conditions, the offspring of tested ovaries, have in a thousand years saved
our race from degeneration. In fact, everybody now is
perfect in practically every way. There is little sickness and people finally die painlessly of old âge. Of
course we have not a very large population, but what
we have is composed of very fine individuals."
At this point Elizabeth Scllers jumped to her feet
as she exclaimed,
"And yet in spite of the perfeetness no one is
happy !"
"That is it exactly !" agreed the young man. "There
has been no trouble in making a living, everybody is
comfortably housed and clothed, there is no sickness,
food is abundant, everybody is working at some interesting work—and yet no one is happy ! We saw that
years ago and we know now that it is true."
THE young woman sat down again and snuggled
close to the man.
"Tell me again why they are not happy. I have heard
you tell it before but tell me again. I want to hear it
out here in the wilderness where we are alone—together."
The man put his arm around her and drew her close
to him as he replied, and his voice had the soft tenderness of a breeze in the spring time, as it scatters pollen.
"They are not happy because love has disappeared
from the world. When children grow up now, they
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have only permit parents. They think they are falling
in love when they enter into a companionate marriage.
Ail they do is to share the same house during the hours
they are not working. After they have accomplished
ail their ambitions require of them they try to satisfy
their desires for a family by securing a baby permit
and a child. The child can be of any âge when it is
taken into their home. It is a child from the ovary of
a woman who may have been dead three hundred years,
It is a child that never had a father. The man and
woman prétend that it is their child but ail the time
they know that it is not so and so does the child. The
four-year-old baby your relatives are adopting this week
can think and talk. Can it bclieve that this man and
woman love it when they let it stay in a government
nursery for four years without claiming it?
"There has been a surplus of women. These have
been used as nurses. Your sister will do nothing for
her child except supervise its care by three experienced
women who know a thousand times more about child
culture than she does. The child will grow up to be
intelligent, strong and beautiful, but it will grow up in
an atmosphère devoid of love. A man and woman who
are married, the way they are, in this period of civilization, do not know how to love a child because they
never loved each other."
4
'But what is love, any way ?" asked the young woman.
"Love is sacrifice !" was the reply. "That seems to
be the only définition. I have read the old books and
when people in those old days were in love they always
had to sacrifice themselves. A boy and a girl in love
with each other waited for years till the time came when
they could marry. They gave up their ambitions, their
future, their success in life so they could marry. For
years most of them felt, what was called in those days,
'the pinch of poverty.' There was sickness and constant work and struggle for the necessities of life.
The love life centered around the house they lived in
and they called this house a home. This is a word
that disappeared from the English language years ago,
centuries ago, when it was destroyed by the automobile,
the aéroplane and moving picture, to say nothing of
the companionate marriage.
"They lived in a house that they called a home and
they had children. Every child they had made life
barder for them. Knowing nothing about it they had
to learn to raise babies and care for them. The little
things were often sick. The father worked ail day and
helped care for the children at night and the mothers
never ceased to work. The children died and the men
had to borrow money to bury them. That was before
the time of universal Government crémation. Often the
wives died and left the men with children, with little
babies one day old; or the husbands died and left the
wife to struggle on till the children grew old enough
to help. Everything in that life meant sacrifice and
out of that sacrifice grew the thing the old poets called
love. It was so very différent from what we call love
today."
"You know so much about the old love," whispered
the girl.
"That is because I have read of it. At its best it
was a beautiful émotion and at its worst it was worth
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while. It made existence human. They lived like
animais but they worshipped each other as though they
were Gods. They were hungry and destitute and poor
and sick and weary but when they faced the sunset of
life together, they were happy—because they had sacrificed everything and as a resuit of this sacrifice they
had found love. Their house was often poorly furnished and the place of much hardship but it was a
home. Their babies were sick, cross and a constant
care, but they were their own flesh and blood. When
a man wrote about love in those days you knew he was
happy in spite of everything.
"It is hard for a young man like me to tell whether
ail that has happened is for the betterment of mankind. We are taught by the Educators, that at the
présent time we are in a Golden Age. The factors that
made life hard for the human race twenty centuries
ago have ail been disposed of. We no longer have
disease, hunger, poverty or crime. AH we know about
such hardships is obtained from our ancient historiés.
Every détail of our life is provided for so that we can
obtain the maximum amount of satisfaction for a minimum amount of effort. Nothing has been neglected.
"Yet you and I have fled from it ail. Why? Simply
because we wanted something that modem civilization
refused to grant us. For some reason we became, even
as children, atavistic. We wanted to live like the savages of twenty centuries ago. We wanted to toss aside
every invention that had made life a luxuriant certainty
and take our chance with the animais and the birds.
Scorning a house with electrical appliances of ail kinds,
with radio, télévision, monoplanes, synthetic food, central heat and daily amusements of every kind furnished
by the Central Board of Education and Amusement,
we have determined to make out of this cave a home.
We know there is water down in the brook': there is
such a thing as fire and ail around us is wood in the
shape of trees. Somewhere near us there must be food
of the kind our ancestors ate, meat and vegetables. If
that fails, we have enough synthetic food to last us a
year, but just as soon as we can, we must change our
diet. These books I brought with us tell how to cook
with fire. We shall have to make some furniture and
somehow make réceptacles of some kind to cook in.
Every day we will be doing a dozen things that no man
or woman has done for a thousand, fifteen hundred
years. No doubt we shall do them rather poorly and
clumsily at first. Still we have brains and books to instruct us in these ancient arts and we shall at least be
able to keep busy. We shall have to keep busy to préparé for the cold weather."
"It will be a lot of fun," said Elizabeth, though her
tone did not indicate anything but the most serious
mood. "It will be real sport to work out ail these
problems and learn to do ail these new things that were
so usual and commonplace centuries ago. It thrills me
to know that I will soon be doing things that no woman
has done for so many hundreds of years, Over eight
hundred years ago it was found that synthetic meat
could be made so easily that it did not pay to keep
animais for food supply any longer, so they were ail
turned loose. Their ancestors were carefully housed
and fed to give mankind meat, milk, shoes and clothes
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and now their descendants in large herds roam over
the deserted farm lands. I am glad that we came. It
is good to know that our vision has turned into a reality,
I know that I shall never be sorry."
They talked on and on till the moon came up and
finally they talked themselves to sleep ont on the rock
and did not realize what had happened to them till
they awoke the next morning, rather stiff and sore from
their cramped position and hard stone couch, but very
happy in the fact that they had each other and that the
cave was to become a home and that they felt an émotion which they knew was the old kind of love.
THE Librarian of the Congressional Library received the report that certain books had beèn stolen
from the shelves. He was also notified of the fact that
the assistant watchman had disappeared. Going to the
card index of individualities, he was not at ail surprised
to find that Elizabeth Sellers, No. 237,841, had disappeared at the sarae time. He took her card out of the
files, also the card of the watchman, Leuson Hubler,
No. 230.900. After that he spent some hours of cureful thought going over the pages of a small book in
which he had kept some very personal records in pen
and ink, something that at most only a dozen living men
were able to do, for the art of penmanship had disappeared with the invention of the psychophone, an instrument that directly transferred and preserved the
thoughts of a person, so that at any time in the future
the small glass cylinder could be inserted into a radio
and repeat the thought. This machine had completely
supplanted the pen and the typewriter in the commercial, literary and educational life. Only a fcw of the
savants were able to write, so the Librarian was more
than safe in using that method to preserve his observations concerning No. 237,841 and No. 230,900.
After a week had passed he went out to call on Dr.
Gowers and his wife. He was nearly thirty years older
than they, but had seen a great deal of them socially,
and admired them very much, especially for their ability
to follow a certain line of investigation to its ultimate
ending. In fact. he often stated that when these two
were finished with the study of any problem, there was
nothing more to do on the subject.
He found a charming family group out on the well
kept lawn. There were the Doctor and his wife and
three matronly ladies who wore the uniform of trained
nurses, and they were ail paying the greatest attention
to a little girl who was playing with a rubber bail. Dr.
Gowers welcomed him cordially,
"1 am so glad you have come," he said. "I want you
to see our little girl, Lilith. We have just taken her
out on a permit and I am sure you will agree with me
that she is far above the average for a four year old
child. Having her with us has made the disappearance
of Elizabeth easier to bear."
"Is Elizabeth gone?" asked the Librarian, in pretended surprise.
"She certainly has !" replied Dr. Helen Gowers.
"She and a boy that was working in your library went
up in the air a week ago for a ride over and they never
came back."

"Is that so ? Perhaps they had an accident."
"No, indeed. You know as well as I do that the last
accident to a plane happened over five hundred years
ago. No ! They did not come back, for the reason
that they wanted to stay away. Elizabeth took a lot
of her clothes and jewels with her. They were married in Pittsburg on forged permits."
"Why I never heard of such a thing !" exclaimed the
Librarian.
"Neithcr has anyone else. Such a thing has not happened for over a thousand years. I had a hard time before I was even able to find out what such a thing was
called. Its name was Elopcmenf. It has been so easy
for young pcople to enter into a companionate marriage
and everybody is so glad to help and encourage them to
marry, that anything like this just never was thought
possible."
"I confess that I cannot understand it," interrupted
Dr. Gowers. "We have tried to be like parents to Elizabeth and I am sure that if she and Leuson had only
come to us, we should have been glad to listcn to them
and help them apply for their preliminary treatment and
marriage license. Of course, things might have been
delayed for a few months by Elizabeth's opération, but
her pension from that would have made it very easy
for them to live the rest of their lives."
"Looks like the action of some lower animal," said
the Librarian.
"That's just what makes us feel so bad," said the
wife. "They just went off Hke two animais. I only
hope that they will come to their senses and return for
a pardon, which I am sure will be granted. Perhaps
they will have a logical explanation for their conduct.
Have you time to come into the house? I want you
to listen to the daily programme I have arranged for
these three nurses who are going to care for Lilith under my supervision. I have filled twelve psychophonic
cylinders with my orders and I believe that it can serve
as a perfect example of correct child culture. It may
be good enough to use in the National Educational
Department."
"Of course," added the proud husband and father,
"you understand that this is our first child and we have
only had her for four days. Helen is so capable and
enthusiastic and confident about her ability, that she
feels she has already added to the knowledge of the
world by preparing this programme."
"I am sure," said the Librarian suavely, "that she
will make a perfcct mother, and just as soon as I can, I
will drop in for the evening and listen to the twelve
records. Just now I shall have to fly back to the
Library. I am very sorry about your sister. If you
hear anything of her, be sure to let me know."
However he did not go back to the Library; instead
he went to see the Head of the Biological Maternity
Units. The two men had been fast friends for many
years. He spent several hours in conférence, and when
he finally returned to his office, he tingled with a
strange enthusiasm such as he had not experienced for
many years.
After that there was nothing for him to do but wait,
which he did with a very definite impatience.
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IT was late autumn; to be exact, it was the last day
of November. The Librarian, who lived amid his
treasures, was listening to a psychophonic lecture on
the latest evidence of life on the planet Venus: at least
he was pretending to listen, but most of the time he
was asleep. He suddenly was aroused to find that
there was a man seated in a chair near him. He looked
at him a moment and then jumped to his feet,
"By the Seven Sacred Caterpillars ! If it isn't Leuson Hubler !
My dear boy, where did you corne
from and where have you been ?"
The young man smiled as he replied,
"Did our disappearance cause much of a sensation?"
"Not much. The Gowers were so powerful that they
kept it out of the daily-radio-news-transmission-service.
Elizabeth's sister feels the disgrâce keenly."
"1 believe that. Well, we are safe and so far are
having a wonderful time, but I just had to have some
things that I could not make and I knew they were in
your muséum, so, considering you are to blâme for it
ail, I made up my mind to corne and ask you for them.
I want an ax and a saw and a hatchet, several iron kettles, a frying pan, a rifle, some ammunition and—oh—a
lot of things that we shall need to get through the
winter on,"
"1 hardly know what 3'ou are talking about," said the
Librarian, "but if you know what you want and can
recognize them, I will give you everything. But where
in the world are you living ?"
"We are living in a cave."
"Like a pair of toads?"
"No! Like Gods ! We are savages, Father, if you
know what that means. We went back to the âge of
the Troglodytes. You are to blâme for it ail. You
had me taught how to read and gave me a position
where ail the old books were available. You even picked
out love stories of the ancient times and urged me to
study them. It was you who first introduced me to the
novels of Henry Cecil, such as The Adorable Pool,
Wandercrs in S pain, and The Passionate Lover. You
urged me to dust and read Prue and I and Rêveries of
a Bachclor, and in the field of poetry you advised Idyls
of the King and Songs of a Spanish Lover. I read
those books when a boy and they made me différent.
And when I met Elizabeth Sellers, I met a girl who
was willing to listen to something différent and this is
the resuit ; so if it lias been a sin and a crime to do
what we have done, you are to blâme."
The old Librarian smiled,
"Everything you say is true but it is only part of
the truth. It has ail been a wonderful experiment but
the détails had to be kept from both of you; otherwise
you would not have been free agents ; but before I tell
you about it, let me assure you that I, at least. do not
think that you have donc anything wrong. Now this is
what happened.
"About thirty-six years ago I had a daughter, and
the same year my friend. the Head of the Biological
Maternity Units, also took a little baby from the Nurseries. The two girls were of the same âge and almost
grew up together, as we were living next door to each
other. We thought it would be a fine thing to give them
a libéral éducation and so, by the time they reached
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fifteen years of âge, they knew a great deal and more
than was good for them. They were beautiful women,
and they had some very beautiful and impracticable
ideas. They were both in love with two nice young men
who, unfortunately, were also more or less dreamers.
"At the time of the yearly examination of the young
women to select material for additional ovamaters to
supply synthetic babies, these two young women passed
a wonderful examination and were ordered to the operating room. They would have been pensioned so liberally that they could have married and lived comfortably
the rest of their lives. What really happened was that
they both committed suicide the night before the opération. You may not be familiar with that word, so I
will tell you that it means to kill oneself, We were ail
so shocked by it—it was so unusual, that we kept the
matter quiet; but it made a deep impression on my
friend and myself. We talked the tragedy over and
hastily decided to make what amends we could.
Secretly, my friend operated on their bodies before we
sent them to the National -Crematory, and then he
started to grow their children. It was my idea that he
should continue with this work till he produced two
children, a boy and a girl, and then destroy the two
ovamaters. This was done, and as soon as I could do
so, I applied for a baby and selected you. In order to
avoid suspicion, we arranged to have the girl placed
with the Sellers family. They had one daughter and
wanted another. Unfortunately the parents died before the little girl was mature and part of lier care was
assumed by her sister, who was married to Dr. Gowers.
But the sister was so busy with her experiraents that
she did not have much time to spend on the little one
and she just ran wild, most of the time with you. The
escapades of you two children nearly drove us ail
insane—for example, the time you broke the time record for a non-stop flight around the world, following
the equator. Still, thanks to my early training, you
wanted to be with books more than anything else, and
Elizabeth was always willing to hear you talk and believed ail you told her. You seemed rather slow, so I
had Elizabeth put on the list for opération. That caused
the explosion. My dear old friend, who is a sort of a
grandfather to Elizabeth, is as pleased as can be about
it ail. He feels that it is a wonderful atonement to two
dead women and a splendid and unique experiment in
biology. Without your knowing it, we gave you a
chance to be happy. It is no wonder you say that you
have been living like Gods."
"So you two planned it ail ?" asked the astonished
young man.
"Just about. Of course we did not know how you
two would work out the détails. We knew that you
would have to get beyond the reach of the Government
to even start. If the authorities found out where you
were and what you had done, you would probably be
placed in solitary confinement for life, though that is
a punishment that has not been necessary for a thousand years. In this case, however, they would feel
that it was imperative. Suppose your conduct became
known? What if the young people adopted it as the
latest fad? You can readily see that the entire economy of the human race would be disrupted. Of course
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you can dépend on two old men to keep your secret,
but as far as the world is concerned, you had better
consider yourself dead, for you must not corne back."
"We do not want to come back, but I cannot see
what harm it would do !"
"Just this. It would disrupt our présent civilization.
Suppose that Elizabeth bas a child. The last birth occurred in 3009. But before that, for hundreds of thousands of years every child was born with a mother.
The desire to give birth to a child was as much a part
of their lives as the desire to eat and sleep. For nearly
a thousand years, ail women havc been stérile and bave
had to be content with synthetic babies, but do you suppose that the desire to have babies of their own has disappeared from their mind and soul? Xo, indeed! It
is still there and it is a powerful desire even though it is
dormant and subconscious. If Elizabeth should appear in Washington, carrying her baby, if it became
known that she had actually given birth to the child and
that she had a husband who was the child's father, the
women would wreck the Government. The older women
would become wild because they had been deprived of
what would seem to them to be the greatest privilège
and blessing of their sex, while the young girls would
refuse to accept the dictâtes of our government and
would try just as hard as they could, to follow Elizabeth's example. There would be chaos."
"Then why did you secretly urge us to go on with
it?"
"For two reasons. First as a rétribution to your
mothers, who dccided to kill themselves rather than
go through with the opération, and second, because, as
scientists, we wanted to make sure it was still possible
for a woman to have a child."
"Do you mean that you thought there was a doubt ?"
"Certainly ! And we had a right to think so. For at
least forty générations these physiological functions of
both sexes have been unused. We were unable to tell
what would happen if a normal man married a normal
woman. We did not even know if there were any
normal people any more. We tried to find out what the
physicians and biologists thought about it, but there
again we were in trouble. No one had thought about
such a thing for so long, that they could only guess, and,
being scientists, they felt that each had to guess differently from the other."
The young man laughed,
"I think we shall be able to tell you the answer some
time."
"That is the pity of it. You will be able to tell my
friend and you can tell me, but you cannot tell the
world. We should be pleased if you had a child, and
we would try to arrange to secretly get you a child of
the opposite sex so they could grow up together and
marry at the right time. If we were only younger, we
might even assist you in forming a small race, but it
would have to be a race of savages, educated savages,
but none the less composed of individuals who had to
live under the same conditions that savages used to live
under. Well, we have talked enough and I know that
you are anxious to return to your wife. Let's go and
get whatever you need from my private muséum. I
want you to take anything you need. We do not want

Elizabeth to suffer in any way. Tell her the story I
have told you. Tell her that we love her and want
her to be a brave girl. Just as soon as you go, I will
step over and see her grandfather. Be sure to leave
me a good map of just where you are. I wish there
was some way of communicating with you, so we could
be sent for—if you get into trouble of any kind. We
will préparé a medicine chest for you."
AN hour later the young man jumped into his plane,
kissed the old man good-bye and started out for
his long trip back to the cave. In the monoplane were
a number of things that would help make the winter
more endurable. As soon as he left, the Librarian
started out to make a midnight call on his old friend
and the two talked till morning ; and the things they
talked about were the things that had interested young
folks thousands of years ago.
The winter was severe. With ail his éducation and
effort and even with the use of a lot of common sense,
Leuson could not keep the winter from being a hard
one. The chimney smoked, the food spoiled, the roof
of the cave leaked, the wolves killed and ate their little
pig, their few chickens refused to lay, the traps did not
catch rabbits regularly, and never a day passed without
some new form of trouble, unforeseen and unpreventable. Yet Leuson Hubler was happy with his wife,
Elizabeth Sellers, because they lived in a home and the
thing that made the cave a home was love.
The winter passed and the spring came. The young
man wanted to make another trip to Washington—to
see if he could get help, advice or medicine. His wife
refused to let him go : she felt that she would die if
she had to spend a night alone. Together they studied
over the old books and tried to préparé themselves as
best they could for the event they now were certain had
to be faced. Leuson captured and tamed a wild goat
and in May she gave birth to a kid. He felt casier. No
matter what happened, there would be milk. Elizabeth
laughed at him and said she would tend to that part of
the programme, but Leuson only took better care of the
goat, and learned to milk it. He also ventured to send
a radio message to the Librarian.
June was warm. Elizabeth rarely left the raouth of
the cave. For over three weeks she had not been down
on the meadow. Every day Leuson would take the goat
and the kid down to the pasture. Finally he decided to
keep the goat in the cave and bring it grass. He did
not want to lose the goat. Elizabeth kept on laughing at
him. He would laugh back at her and then go down
the path with sorrow in his face and fear in his heart.
On the last of June, Elizabeth stayed in her bed.
Leuson stayed by her side. They talked and now and
then he gave her milk, warm from the goat. He did
for her ail he could and she helped herself as well as
she was able to remember the instructions in the old
books, and ail through the night she kept on telling him
that she had been happy in her home and their love
and that she was glad she was going to have the baby
and how proud she was that he was the father of the
baby and how much she loved him and how proud they
were going to be of their child—and when morning
came she died.
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The cause of her death was a simple matter. The
average physician of the nineteenth century could have
saved her. The only reason for her death was that she
had given birth to a baby and there was no one there
who knew how to carc for her in a scientific manner.
Leuson Hubler, thé first Father that the world had
known for a thousand years, picked his daughter up
and carried her into the sunshine. There, on the rock
ledge, the kid was nursing the goat. The goat was
bleating from hunger and the joy of nursing. Leuson
gave her a handful of grain and let the baby drink with
the kid.
As he knelt there, giving his daughter her first food,
two old men toiled up the steep path. The Librarian
and his friend were bringing the medicine that would
have saved the life of the first Mother.
They were just a little too late.
THAT fall, in the city of Washington, the National
Society of Federated Women held their annual
meeting. Five thousand of the leaders of their sex
had gathered for the meeting and every woman in the
nation was listening to the proceedings over the radio.
It was the one time in the year that the women felt
fully their sex consciousness. Ali through the year
they believed that they were the equal of the maie sex,
but during this week they knew they were superior
in every way. The usual programme was presented,
the usual leaders of the féminine sex introduced. It
was not till Thursday afternoon that the unusual
occurred.
A man was introduced to the great audience. It
was a distinct novelty, as only rarely was a man invited
to take part in the conférence.
Leuson Hubler walked out on the platform, carrying a basket which he placed behind the President's
chair. Then he started to talk in a voice so clear and
musical that there was hardly any need of the loud
speakers, and even as he talked to the five thousand
leaders of womankind, many more thousands of women
in ail parts of the land listened to his words over the
radio.
He started to tell them about the old days. He talked
in simple language, with well chosen words. Largely
he repeated what he had said to his bride the first evening in front of the cave. He told about the graduai
growth of unrest in the women and selfishness in the
men and how with the companionate marriage had corne
a graduai détérioration of the human race. He went on
to explain the graduai growth of the Sterilization Laws
and how finally the Synthetic Baby was thought not
only necessary, but highly scientific. Next he told of
the disappearance of the home and the graduai death
of family love. With the home and love had disappeared the father. There remained only houses in
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which Hved men and women who were "married" companions and nothing else. They had children, the seed
of dead women, who had never known a husband's
love. The children were loved only as permit children.
On and on he talked and as he talked there arose in
the hearts of the women who listened a strange unrest
and hunger for something that had once been their
héritage. They listened and yearned for something
they had lost a thousand years ago. Then he told
them about Elizabeth and himself : how they were the
children of two women who had killed themselves
rather than to be denied their righteous inheritance.
He told how they had loved each other as boy and girl
and as young man and woman had fled to the wilderness rather than submit to the laws of the land. He
told how they had Hved and loved in the cave, and how
they had wondered whether it was still possible for a
woman to give birth to a living child : how they had
tried to préparé for the emergency—about the goat in
case anything happened.
The five thousand women silently rose to their feet:
they crowded around the platform where he was weaving his magie spell—and he told about that first night
and then about the last night—how she had said that
no matter what happened she was repaid by the love
and happiness that had been hers that year in the cave
home—and then he told how she had died, but that
she might have been saved—and that even in her death
she had shown to the world that a normal woman could
still give birth to a normal child—and then—
He reached down into the basket and, picking up his
daughter, held the baby high above the heads of the
five thousand women and he showed them a baby, born
of the love of a man and a woman in a home.
For a while the hall was silent.
The women looked at the baby, and as the tears
streamed down their cheeks, they knew at last what
they had been wanting ail those thousand years. They
knew, but they needed a leader to tell them.
And Dr. Helen Sellers Gowers, large, efficient, determined, shouldered her way to the platform and stood
by the man and the baby and said :
"This is the child of the woman I called my sister.
She is dead, but we will never forget what she has
taught us. I know what I feel and I know what you
feel. It is too late for many of us, but it is not too
late to save our boys and girls. There must be no
more synthetic children, no more companionate husbands, no more mere houses. We can rule the country
because we are the stronger. Let us go to Congress
and tell the men what they must grant us."
And as they marched down Pennsylvania Avenue,
the women of the nation cried in unison :
"Give us back our homes, our husbands and oui
babies!"

THE END.
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The Cities of Mars

F there is one thing that annoys me, it is
to him ail the good points and qualities of my radio
a nosey reporter. To be sure, they are
receiver, and after the second Perfecto I was willharmless folk, are reporters, and suave and
ing to let him photograph the station. He called up the
well-mannered as a rule, too. But somehow
office for the staff photographer, and after the flasbtheir eyes always appear to me as gimlets
light had been taken it became time to adjust the instruand their noses as huge cof'kscrews, but then those are
ments. In another three minutes Mùnchhausen would
the characteristics of the tribe, and really they can't help
be calling. I had placed an extra set of 'phones on
it, It is their business to drill holes right through your
Snickles' head and I could see that he was breathing
mind,and once their corkscrew noses have twisted themhard with suppressed excitement. I had keyed him
selves into your confidence they pull and pull till someup to such a pitch that when my chime began striking
thing cornes up. A reporter can always dig news out of
the-first stroke of eleven he jumped clear out of his
you, even if there's no news to be had. Ail of which
chair. But I smiled a very superior, benevolent smile
might be of interest to you, and then again it might
at him, as a father smiles at his uncomprehending babc.
not. At any rate, the editor of the Yankton Bugle,
I then leaned back comfortably, toyed a bit with the
who has heard about Mùnchhausen, sent a reporter to
Harmonie Ultra-Amplifier, adjusted the Sélénium
my laboratory in order to "write me up" and to fînd out
Vapor Enforcer, and turned once more the knobs of
if Baron Mùnchhausen was fiction or truth. Not that
the coupled inductance balancer to makc sure that I
it was the first time that this particular reporter had
was tuned in for 90,000 meters—the wavelength used
called in vain. For I have a deep-seated aversion to the
by Baron Mùnchhausen.
Bugle, which aversion includes everyone from the editor
The chime had sounded its last stroke. In another
down to the job press. Hence I wasn't "in" to reporters
second the dear old gentleman's voice would greet me
heretofore. But on this occasion the reporter, who is a
as usual.
live one, succeeded in running the blockade. He "made
Have you ever wished to "show off" to your friends
up" as a water meter inspecter, and as both the water
or to your relatives and the "show off" failed to mameter, as well as my radio station, are located in the
terialize? Have you ever experienced the cunning feelbasement of the house, he had but little trouble in "toring of an icy cold wave racing up and down your spine,
pedoing" me. Once established in a chair there was
to be followed immediately by a hot blast up and down
nothing to do but to subthe selfsame spine? And
mit to his tortures.
has the perspiration broken
Of course, he did not beout ail over you at the conA/J ANY of our ostronomers have notcd from time to
lieve that there was such a
templation that the "show
dVl time that immense sandstorms fréquent h szvcep over
thing as Mùnchhausen, who
off" was a fizzle? Yes? If
the face of the planct Mars. Since the se sandstorms se cm
to covcr a great amount of spacc, it must iteccssarily m eau
was supposed to live on
you have, you know exthat the sand is very fine there. Hoiv intelligent beings
Mars just now and who
actly how it feels.
might live pcrmancnlly in such a sand-loadcd atmosphère, is
was supposed to send
At 11:05 p. m. I began
very eleverly bronght out in this inslalment.
nightly radio messages to
to wonder why it was so
The range of télescopés, even wilhin the last fifty y car s,
has incrcased enonnously. How far can science go in inearth, which are relayed to
hot in the room. By 11:10
cr cas in g telescopic magni fi cation ?
me from the moon by an
p. m. I was taking a Turkalleged relaying plant loish bath. By 11:20 p. m. I
cated there.
calculated that my private
However, the reporter was willing to obtain firsttempérature must have gone up to somewhere near 269°
Fahrenheit, rising steadily ail the while. By 11:30
hand evidence for his paper, and if I did not object
very much he would stay till 11p. m. in order to "listen
p. m. I wasn't sure whether I preferred calling an
in." To strengthen the argument he pulled out soine
ambulance or jumping into the ice covered pond in
front of the house.
two for 50c. Perfecto's (reduced to 40c. Saturdays
only at Frank Levoy's cigar store on Main Street). As
Mùnchhausen simply didn't "call."
What was
wrong?
Why
had
he
failed
me
for
the
very
first time.
my nargileh (Turkish water pipe) wasn't working, for
lack of proper ammunition that evening, the argument
just when I could least afford it? For the first time
proved convincing and I bade the reporter, whose naine
since I knew him I felt bitter toward him. What had
happened?
was Bill Snickles, to niake himself at home. I explained
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1. . . ail buildings and structuras on Mars, wlth few exceptions, are located 500 leet above the ground, In order ta make llfe bcnrable.
Thus ail "cltles" are bullt hlgh up In the air; this teature glves the Etranger bis greatest surprise. . . . We saw thousands ot these Bjeia
glidlng nolselessly tbrough the thln air, tbelr Intense yellov propelllng Ilght sbalts playlng ail over the sky and orer tbe ground.
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And there was Snickles with a sarcastic grin spread
ail over his bird-like face, making biting remarks ail
the time.
"Maybe the ether gave out, what?" he mocked. Or:
"Maybe Miinchhausen bas a Martian frog in his throat
and can't talk!" Or else: "Isn't it possible that the
message became lost in transit? In that case I would
suggest that you put an ad in the Bugle's Lost and
Found . .
That was the last straw. He didn't finish the sentence and he didn't wait to take his hat either. He
went out like a blue streak, with me at his heels. But
reporters, among other accomplishments, must be good
runners. He is. At any rate, I did not catch him.
Disgusted and in a white rage, I went to bed.
My rufFled feelings were not particularly smoothed
the next morning when my young brother brought me
a copy of the Bugle while I was still in bed.
Snickles had certainly outdone himself. The whole
town would choke with merriment when they would
read the account, there was no doubt about that. The
headlines were enough :
I. M. Alier Makes Stupefying Invention.
Receives Soundless, Voiceless, Messages
from Mars.
Alleged Hero, Miinchhausen, Speechless
with Surprise.
Miinchhausen Says He Ain't Sayin' Nothin'l I
And so on, and so forth. The article was writtcn
so excruciatingly funny that I had to laugh myself,
despite my rage. But the laugh froze to ice when my
eyes had passed over the line whcre Snickles had written ironically:
"Undoubtedly Miinchhausen was asleep at the
switch !"
With one bound I was out of bed and was racing
madly down to my radio barefooted. I gave one look
at the lightning switch in the corner of the room and
alrpost collapsed:
The switch was grounded and had bccn groundcd
since no on of the p rêvions dayf
For you may know that the Fire Underwriters nowadays require radio stations to have lightning arresters
in order to protect the building from lightning. Thus
when your station is not in use you simply connect the
aerial to the ground by throwing a switch, and no damage can be done by a thunderbolt. Not only that, but in
this condition the aerial becomcs really a first-class
lightning rod.
Sad to relate, however, certain idiots are apt to forget
to throw the switch over when trying to receive messages, I being among them that evening. For when
the reporter called so unexpectedly, I forgot ail about
the switch and never bothered to look around to see in
what position it was.
Miinchhausen had called, of course, of this I was
certain. The message, however, had flown from the
aerial directly to the ground, never entering my re-

ceiving instruments. Lost and lost forever ! And my
thoughtlessness had made me the laughing stock of
the town on top of it ! It was maddening. Right then
and there for the next ten minutes I had what my little
sister very appropriately désignâtes as a sériés of rather
violent "conniption fits!"
*****
THAT evening, promptly, as always, Miinchhausen
"called." He did not waste much time in preliminaries, but went right to the point :
"Alier, my dear boy, I can't begin to tell you how
wonderful this planet Mars is with ail its marvelous inhabitants. Flitternix and myself are as in a trance half
of the time. Our brains simply cannot digest ail the
thousands of wonders we see around us every minute.
For a poor untrained human mind to be suddenly transplantée! into a civilization hundreds of thousands of
years ahead of tcrrestrial civilization is no easy matter.
At times we are positivèly numb with astonishment and
the more we see and learn the less we feel we know.
Every new marvel opens up a dozen new unfathomable
avenues, each one equally puzzling.
"But to proceed. Yesterday I explained to you how
we had our first Martian meal at our host's résidence
and how we found that gaseous food that you don't
need to chew is vastly more nourishing and satisfying
than solid food. It does not overload the stomach as
do solids, and the digestion is greatly improved. The
gases liquefy in the stomach, of course, but the stomach
never becomes distended.
Besides, the Martians,
trained rigidly from earliest childhood, know just how
much gaseous food they can assimilate. This, I understand, is one of the reasons why the average Martians
live over 150 Martian years, which is a period of 300
terrestrial years.
"After dinner, we were conducted to the roof of our
host's mansion, where we made ourselves comfortable
in the large transparent chairs scattered around beneath
a cool, green, silky-appearing canopy. As I mentioncd
to you previously, the Planet Ruler's mansion resembles
somewhat a colossal cathedral. The roof is about 250
feet from the ground and the entire structure rotâtes
slowly around on its axis. This is the rcason : While
the Martians have no religion whatsoever, they know
what we have known for some time—namely, that life
on ail planets is absolutely dépendent upon the sun.
Extinguish the sun today and ail the planets throughout our planetary system from Mercury down to Neptune will become dead worlds. Without sunlight the
rivers will cease flowing within three weeks. Within
six months ail waters on earth and Mars will have
frozen down to the bottom. The vcgetable kingdom
will have ceased long before that and the animal kingdom, dépendent upon the vegetable kingdom, will die
even a more rapid death. In less than two years the
last surviving being on any of our planets will have
passed out of existence. There can be no organized
life, as we know it, without the direct influence of a
live sun.
"While the Martians are by no means sun worshippers, they nevertheless have a deep-rooted feeling for
our luminary. This is strikingly illustrated by the fact

BARON MUNCHHAUSEN
that the Planet Ruler's mansion is constructed in such
a manner that powerful machinery revolves the entire
structure silently during the entire Martian day; the
first rays of the morning sun thus shine into the Ruler's
private rooms, and as the sun keeps on rising, the house
keeps pace and thus the entire day till the last sun ray
disappears at the western horizon, the Ruler's Windows
are bathed in sunlight. During the night the house
does not revolve.
"The day we were on top of the Ruler's mansion was
still our first day on Mars. It was then in the early
afternoon, after lunch time.
"Down below we looked upon the 'city,' which seemed
to be laid out in form of a vast semi-circle, as far as
we could ascertain. To the west we could just glimpse
one of the waterways.
"We stepped to the balustrade and peered down,
completely stupefied with what we saw. But Flitternix,
his.mind full of astronomical observations, called my
attention to the heavens and I followed his command
reluctantly.
" 'You will observe," said he, pointing at the sun,
'that it appears quite a bit smaller than when seen from
the earth. Also it does not appear yellow-white, as it
does to terrestrial inhabitants. You will note it has a
rather reddish hue ; that is because we are now a good
bit further away from it, a matter of over 60,000,000
miles further than on earth. In other words, we are
now one and two-thirds times as far away from the
sun as we are on earth. But you must have observed
how warm it is everywhere on Mars, as far as we have
visited it, and that the day appears fully as bright, if
not brighter, than on earth. Naturally you will wonder, for on Mars, as well as anywhere else in the world,
certain physical laws hold good. Thus heat and light
diminish inversely as the square of their distance ; in
other words, a 16 candlepower lamp two feet away
gives only one-quarter the light (four candlepower) of
the same lamp if seen at one foot away. Heat acts in
exactly the same manner. Then why is it that the day
is as bright, and the heat as great as on earth, although
we are twicc as far removed ? According to the physical
law just mentioned Mars should only receive fourninths of the light and heat from the sun which the
earth receives. Why does it get more? Early astronomers on earth reasoned with a similar logic, and they
had thus come to the conclusion that as Mars is so far
removed from our sun, the température on Mars must
necessarily always be far below the freezing point. Accordingly they reasoned that life on Mars, as we understand it, was not possible. But then the telescope suddenly revealed that the Martian snoweaps do melt every
spring, and if this is the case the température even in
the polar circles, at times must be above the freezing
point. But why?
" 'The answer is simple enough. The earth has a
very dense atmosphère with many clouds. On Mars
the reverse is true, it has a thin atmosphère and practically no clouds ail the year around.
" 'Professor Lowell estimated that over the earth as
a whole, the proportion of actual to possible sunshine
for the entire year is 50 per cent. In other words, the
Sun only shines practically one-half of the time it might
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if there were no clouds. On Mars, on the other hand,
the sun shines 99 per cent of the time. Also, there are
no cooling rains or snows in the temperate zones to
chill the atmosphère, consequently a great deal more
heat is absorbed and retained on Mars than on earth.
Furthermore, an enormous amount of energy is lost on
earth, where the sun rays must travel through a dense
blanket of air, whereas the air on Mars is thin and
clear. For this and other reasons, too technical to dwell
upon, we find that light and heat are practically the
same on the two planets, with several points in favor
of Mars.*
"TT TTHEE I was still turning these facts over in
VV my mind, Flitternix suddenly pointed to the sky
and shouted rather excitedly :
" 'Look at the moons !* I followed his finger and I
saw the wonderful spectacle of two full moons shining
in the sky. It was still light and for that reason the effect was not as wonderful as the one we now witness,
when we see Phobos and Deimos during the night time.
At that particular time the moons shone as pale as our
own moon does in a bright afternoon with the sun still
up.
"Phobos, the larger of the two moons, is only 4,000
miles distant from Mars and, as I mentioned before, it
revolves around Mars in the incredibly short time of
seven and one-half hours. In a single Martian day it
therefore revolves three times around Mars, which
mcans it rotâtes faster than Mars itself. Although it
revolves in the same direction as Mars and the rest of
the planets, namely, from west to east, on account of
its greater speed it appears as if it were moznng from
■zvest to east. Its speed, to an unaccustomed human observer, is really disquieting. While we were looking
on we could actually see how terrifically fast Phobos
moves. When Flitternix first called my attention to it,
it was quite high up in the sky. Ten minutes later we
watched it plunge with express speed below the eastern
horizon! It is positively uncanny to see a heavenly
body that looks as big as our moon per form such celestial gymnastics, but the fact remains. Deimos, the
smaller of the two moons, revolves at a distance of 12,480 miles from Mars. But as it measures only about
six miles in diameter, it naturally appears quite small
as seen from Mars, even when full. When we saw it
that afternoon it did not appear very much brighter or
bigger than the evening star as seen from the earth.
As a matter of fact, it does not look like a moon at ail
to Martians, as we understand 'moons' ; it looks rather
like a very bright star. During the night its face does
not always appear as a dise to the naked eye, even when
it is full. It is too small and too far removed. Nevertheloss, it is a true moon.
"Having finished our contemplation of the sky, we
turned anew to the view directly below us. Of ail inspiring and majestic sights, I do not think that there is
one that can rival a Martian 'city.' I once thought that
New York, seen from the Woolworth building, was
about the grandest view one could ask for, but it appears positively ridiculous compared with any of the
Martian great centers.
"To begin with, the Martian cities are not built upon
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the ground, for a very important reason. Nearly ail of
the Martian continents are deserts, irrigated only in
comparatively small sections near the great waterways.
The land, therefore, which is practically flat, is sandy,
as ail true deserts are. For âges upon âges this desert
sand has been rolling back and forward over the planet
till it has lost the characteristics of real desert sand as
you know it on earth. It has become a fine, impalpable
dust, extremely choking if it finds its way into the
lungs.
"This fine desert dust is the greatest bane of the
Martians and they fight it constantly and heroically.
But as nothing but végétation—which, again, is dépendent on water—will permanently stop the dust, the
fight is almost hopeless, for the Martians lack water
to irrigate the entire planet. Naturally the dust is not
quite so bad near the waterways, but the large centers
spreading for a few miles inland are not thus protected, especially if the wind blows from the land side
over a broad expanse of desert. Even the slightest
breeze brings its cloud of choking dust and a strong
wind sometimes obscures the sky.
"But when it storms, pity the poor Martians!
Through the large telescopes on earth, 40 million miles
away, earth's astronomers have frequently seen huge
sandstorms sweep over sections of Mars as large as
France! Can you imagine what such a storm means?
We witnessed one yesterday and it was awe-inspiring,
terrifie.
Hours ahead of the storm the Martians ran for their
sheltered lofty houses and closed everything airtight.
AU traffic on the canals, on the ground, as well as in the
air, ceased for two hours, while the storm was in
progress. From the eastern side of our host's Windows
we saw the approach of the dust. It came rolling on in
gigantic red clouds like an océan, and although it was
forenoon, the sun was blotted out almost entirely. The
dust is so fine that you could hardly hear it as it was
hurled against the thick window panes in immense
quantities. On and on it came, seemingly without end ;
sometimes we would get a glimpse of sunlight, but
oftener we were plunged in total darkness. After the
storm had lasted for two hours it stopped as suddenly
as it had appeared and the sun smiled down on us again
as before.
"Within ten minutes after the storm, myriads of
aeria! flyers could be seen spraying the buildings and
structures with compressed air to clean out the red dust
from the corners where it had accumulated. When we
looked around this morning there was hardly any évidence of the terrifie sandstorm of yesterday.
Of
course, such storms as the one we witnessed are rare
and do not occur more than six times a year; Martian
houses and structures are built with a view of getting
rid of the dust as quickly as possible when it does corne
in avalanches.
"Accordingly ail buildings have sharp gable or pyramid roofs, and every wall and balustrade is built with
a gable. Every window sill points downward at an
ângle. There is not a structure on Mars that is exposed which is fiât, or which has a single flat projection
extending from it. Everything is built to get rid of

the dust as quickly as possible, for this fine and extremely dry sand slides down a sharp incline with great
rapidity.
"From the foregoing you will easily understand that
the Martians cannot permanently dwell near the ground.
It is an exceptionally calm day when your Martian can
walk on his planet without his respirator hood over bis
head. From this it follows that as he cannot dwell upon
the ground, and as intelligent beings as a rule do not
care to burrow themselves into the ground, there is but
one thing to do, and that is to go above the surface of
the ground. Indeed, this is precisely what the Martians
have been forced to do for hundreds of thousands of
years.
"It was soon found that the ordinary dust did not
usually rise higher than 400 feet above the surface of
the planet. At this altitude the air is sandproof except
for such severe storms as the one we witnessed yesterday.
"For this reason ail buildings and structures on Mars,
with few exceptions, are located 500 feet above the
ground in order to make life bearable. Thus ail 'cities'
are built high up in the air, and it is this feature which
gives the stranger his greatest surprise.
"Imagine immense métal towers stretching skyward
mile upon mile, supporting a vast city raised 500 feet
up in the air. Imagine these towers partly roofed over
with metallic roadways and buildings and you have a
faint idea of how a Martian *city' appears.
"When we had first 'landed' on Mars we naturally
thought that we had touched the ground. As a matter
of fact, we had not 'landed' at ail, but we were still 500
feet away from Mars proper. We simply had descended
in the aerial Martian city, but this we did not know
till later.
"Every building is constructed of the universal transparent material tos, giving the structures a curious but
pleasing appearance. The transparency of this wonderful material is so great that it is possible to actually
look straight through an entire building, wherever there
are no obstructions of opaque objects. I might say
that the îatter are rare, for the Martian loves nothing
better than transparency, and for that reason he builds
nearly every object out of tos—from a table down to
the floor, which is also transparent. You might think
that such a bouse, open to everybody's curiosity. would
bring with it many delicate as well as embarrassing
situations, but this is not the case—at least not for the
Martians. These people have long since learned that
anything worth doing cannot possibly be open to criticism from fellow inhabitants, whereas closeted, nontransparent rooms make for nothing but laziness and
vice. When ail of your actions are open to the entire
world, you are more apt to lead an upright life than
otherwise.
For that reason no false, make-believe
civilization exists on Mars as it does on earth. For
that reason, too, the Martian is an upright, healthy.
truth-Ioving individual, not a hypocrite as are ninetenths of the human race. The Martian has no secrets,
he knows no vice, he has no scandais, and he has littlc
occasion to feel ashamed of himself. Why? Becausc
evervone can see at ail times what he is doing.

BARON M UN Cl 1H AU S KN
"l'ick up any onc of your ncwspapers. What <Io
tlicir tcxt pages coniain? Scvcnly per cent scandais,
mnrders. war, law snits, gossip; 10 per cent sports; 10
per cent business; 5 per cent science and advanccment,
and 5 per cent misccllancons subjects. I f you place
\onr wbolc humanity in transparent
bouses, the scandais, mnrders, war,
most of the law suits and the gossip
will <lisappcar autoinatically. Think
it over !
"The great Martian 'ciliés' are
laid ont in scnn'circles. or else rectangle^. always one side ijuite close
to a waterway. Moreover. the 'ciliés'
are not detached, but thev run unendingly along the whole lenpth of
nearly every waterway. Thus, on
boih sides of the waterways, you
will frequcntly find the métal towers
bearing on their top the Martian
buildings. The so-called "running
cilies" arc only about onc mile wide,
running parallel with the Vanals.'
Mvery 50 or 100 miles we find a
large conter which spreails ont in
tbe form of a scmi-circle or a huge
rectangle: some of thèse large
Vitics' rcccde from fivc to seven

miles
'cities'
ci: ies"
to the
ticular
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from the waterways.
are counected on both
for ihat reaxin there iMartian 'towns.' Xor
naine. Each spreading
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no beginning and no end
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the running ones„ located between the spreading ones,
have a figure and symbol like our letters. Thus the
Martian Capital at which we résidé at présent is termed
1. The first large 'city' toward the south is termed 2.
The 'running city' which connects cities 1 and 2 is
termed 1A. Of course, the Martian symbol is not 'A' ;
this is merely tny équivalent or my own translation for
it. The numbers of the houses for quick orientation are
termed in 'fractions,' according to their location. Thus,
for instance, a house located in the 'running city' 1A is
1A
numbered
. This means that it is the tenth house
10
south, counting from the 'city' 1. As every Martian
knows the location of every 'town,' the numbering
System is simple and does not lend itself to confusion.
"As nearly ail of the land on Mars is practically
desert, except that near the waterways, it follows that
no 'town' ever reaches more than 10 miles inland.
This fully explains the vast 'connecting cities.'
"AH the streets run perfectly straight and cross at
right angles, American fashion. Ail buildings and
houses are detached from each other, none are ever
10.

found built close together. Usually eight buildings
constitute a 'block,' three to each side, with the center
space left open.
"The 'blocks' are separated by wide arched roadways ;
wherever two of thcm cross each other, there are usually two bridges flung diagonally across which meet
in the center.
"The roadways themselves are of a heavy metallic
construction and are entirely perforated with round
conical holes about one inch in diameter with about
one inch of métal between them, By this method, ail
dust and dirt falls through the streets to the ground
500 feet below. Thus the roads appear clean perpetually, even after a sandstorm. The houses
but,
hello, my chronometer tells me that I have but ten
seconds left to talk before the telegraphone wire on
my radiotomatic on the moon will be full to capacity.
Well, good night, my boy, till tomorrow, good night !
*

+

+

**»

The usual rap, r-r-r-ap, f-flum, f-flumm and everything was quiet once more.
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WHAT is modesty? From childhood up I have
been taught that this quality was more or less
of a virtue, but developments of late cause me
to believe that it is hypocrisy, plain and simple. I have
found since, that modesty is something in us which we
wish to make other people believe and which they
realize perfectly is not so, or perhaps it is trying to make
the other fellow believe something that you know isn't
so. Ail of which might have a passing interest for
you and then again it might not. Perhaps the above
may have a certain bearing on this story and on the
other hand it might not.
I have no fault to find with the Martians, and I believe implicitly what Miinchhausen bas been telling us
about the utter frankness of the Martians and their
habits. Only it doesn't work on earth, or at least it
doesn't work in Yanktown. As will be remembered,
Miinchhausen told us in his last talk that the Martians live in transparent houses, for reasons best known
to themselves. As will also be remembered, he told us
that anything that is worth doing—on Mars—is worth
doing with everyone looking on. He told us that nontransparent rooms.make for nothing but laziness and
vice; also that when your actions are open to the entire
world you are more apt to lead an upright life. We
were told that for that reason no false make-believe
life was lived on Mars as it is on earth.
I tried the Martian recipe the other day, and I must
confess here that it was a dismal failure. Everyone
knows, of course, that everyone else is apt to take a
bath once in a while for strictly personal reasons, the
only différence being that the frequency varies with
individuals, according to taste and the available supply
of water and soap. I know that you take a bath and
you know that I take a bath ; certainly there is no secret
about that. Nobody should find fault with such universal custom. But when I tried it the other day, leav-

ing my bathroom window wide open, it somehow didn't
work out according to the Martian recipe. At least
Officer Mulligan, on the beat, who I believe had never
read about the Martians' habits, didn't approve of my
custom and very promptly arrested me when a big
crowd collected in front of my bathroom. You see, it
happens to be located on the ground floor. I have since
given up every attempt to convert antiquated humans
living on an uncivilized globe, to Martian standards of
civilization. Perhaps in a hundred thousand years from
now, humanity will not feel so peevish about it, but
until that date I shall believe in the proverb, "When in
Rome bathe as the Romans bathe."
******
That evening, promptly, as usual, Munchhausen
"called." On the minute of 11 p. m., the familiar
whining, screeching Sound reverberated in my 'phones,
and immediately the Baron's sepulchral rasping voice
was heard once more.
"Good evening, my dear boy; mighty sorry I had to
eut myself so short last night but, at that, I believe
that the telegraphone wire on my radiotomatic was full
to capacity before I stopped speaking. If my memory
serves me right, I believe I had been telling you about
the elevated cities on Mars—and how the Martians doi
away with their choking dust filling up the atmosphère
near the ground. I told you how the elevated Martian
cities had perforated, metallic streets so that the fine
dust would filter through the perforations, thence to
fall to the ground. Possibly it occurred to you that in
a few hundred years this dust, settling on the ground
below, would rise high enough to fill up the 500 feet
of intervening space between the ground and the elevated streets. I£ no means were taken to do away with
such accumulating dust and sand this, of course, would
be the resuit, but nothing of the sort happens, for
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Martian ingenuity naturally precludes any such occurrence. But how is the sand and dust donc away with?
It is a very simple matter indeed. Mars, as we know,
is a very ancient worid, which bas cooled for centuries
back. There are no more live volcanoes on Mars, for
the very simple reason that the insidc of the planet has
cooled âges ago, just as your moon is cooled today.
Take the earth, which is a much younger heavenly body
than Mars. On earth, as yet, the interior is in a molten
state, proven by the fact that volcanoes, as well as hot
springs, still exist. Hot gases must naturally abound,
for if this were not the case there would be no pressure
to force the molten lava through the craters of the
terrestrial volcanoes. But a molten mass as well as
hot gases take up room. Suppose the interior of the
worid would cool today; immense hollows or voids
would naturally be created inside of the earth. This
is precisely the case on Mars. It now has immense hollows and voids, and these are used for many différent
purposes by the Martians, in their conquest of their
dying worid, as I shall show later.
"For one thing, every few miles beneath ail Martian
cities immense funnel-shaped holes are excavated, till
one of the voids is reached. The openings of these
holes are constantly kept clear by the Martian engineers.
How simple, then, is the thought of pushing the surplus desert dust and sand into these holes, to do away
with the sand nuisance. Very ingenious means are used
in thus getting rid of the dust, and after every sandstorm, which are more or less fréquent; the surplus
sand and dust rolling on from the open deserts is forced
into these openings as fast as it accumulâtes. Of
course, it is impossible to thus get rid of ail the sand,
but it helps to a certain degree to make life bearable on
the planet.
««AT"OU will remembcr in my report of last night
X that Flitternix and I were on the Planet Ruler's
mansion on top of the building looking down, that
evening, on the vast Martian capital that lay below us.
We were watching in amazcment the gravitationless
flyers, which are used by the Martians almost exclusively for their transportation. I have told you previously that these flyers are flat, pancake-like, metallic
bodies with three masts spaced equally distant from the
center. We saw thousands of these gliding noiselessly
through the thin Martian air, their intense yellow propelling light shafts playing ail over the sky and over
the ground. It is indeed an inspiring sight to see thousands of these flyers in the air ail the time, and the
spectacle becomes even more amazing when night
cornes. The yellow émanation rays are highly luminous,
and for that reason no other searchlight is required.
As long as I have been on Mars I have never witnessed a collision, although these astonishing vehicles
fly so close to each other that one sometimes thinks
they must collide. Each Martian building on one of
its sides has a metallic landing platform extending at
right angles from the building. There the flyers land
to deposit passengers or freight.
"We were watching this amazing spectacle; it was
in the early evening and the sun had just set. Being
accustomed to twilight we naturally thought it would

249

stay light for some time to come, but no sooner had
the sun disappeared behind the western horizon than the
landscape became pitch black. I was about to comment
upon this unusual phenomenon, when Flitternix forestalled my questions, launching into his usual astronomical reflections.
" 'My dear Baron,' said he, *no doubt you are surprised to find there is no twilight on Mars, but the
reason, of course, is very simple. The earth, to which
you are accustomed, has a very dense atmosphère.
After the sun has sunk below the horizon, its rays still
strike the atmosphère about you, although you cannot
see the sun itself. Naturally, it does not become dark
immediately for the reason that the light is diffused
in the air above you up to about 30 miles above the
surface of the earth. In other words, the sun on earth
acts exactly like a searchlight, which is hidden from
your sight while its light shaft plies above your head.
You can see the lig^t perfectly overhead, and the sun's
rays act in a similar manner on earth.
" 'On Mars, however, the atmosphère is very thin
and only reaches a comparatively few miles above the
surface of the planet. Therefore but little light is
diffused in an attenuated atmosphère, as is well known
to you ; for this reason, no twilight can exist on Mars ;
this you have just witnessed. As previously experienced during our stay on the Moon, where there is no
air of any conséquence, everything must be dead black
or white; there cannot be any grays in the transition
from light to dark. On Mars, of course, such extremes
do not exist because there is still some atmosphère to
diffuse the light,'
"While Flitternix was still talking, we saw the
marvelous sight of the city below us being illuminated
at the précisé moment when the sun had sunk out of
sight.
"Nearly every structure and building on Mars is of
the same height. On top of their cone-shaped roofs
several immense, transparent spheres are spaced 20 to
25 feet apart. These balls are usually arranged in a
circle or in an equilateral triangle. Na sooner has it
become dark on Mars than these transparent balls émit
a dazzling rose-white light. This light does not emanate from these globes in form of a shaft, as we are
accustomed to see coming from searchlight illumination. Quite the contrary; the light spreads out in ail
directions for a distance of over 500 feet. The strange
fact is that the light is as strong at this distance as it is
in the immédiate vicinity of the spheres. As a matter
of fact, it is strongest about 25 feet from the balls
themselves. Inasmuch as every building and every elevated structure gives forth this spreading light, every
object within 500 feet of the light balls is illuminated
almost as strongly as by sunlight. This créâtes the
curions resuit that when walking in a Martian street
after nightfall, daylight is simulated in a perfect manner
and it is hard to realize that it is not, indeed, sunlight
that is pouring down upon you. Not only do these
transparent light balls give out light rays, but the rays
also cmanate beat prodigiously. This is quite necessary.
I have spoken before of the fact that the Martian
atmosphère is very thin and attenuated. Naturally,
such a thin blanket of air cannot retain the solar heat
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during the night, and for that reason the nights on
Mars are extremely cold. This is true of the temperate
as well as of the other zones. For this reason the light
rays of which I spoke before have been niade to produce beat as well, otherwise it would be too cold to
walk on the streets after nightfall. As it is, the température is but slightly below that which exists at noon
time. It will, of course, be plain to you that as sooit
as the sun rises in the morning the light balls are
switched off, for then there is no further need for them.
"You might think that it would be an enormous
undertaking to light and heat vast cities by such artificial means, but the cunning Martian, wherever possible, lets Nature do ail of his hard work. I have
already shown you how the Martians moved the water
in their canals and waterways by means of the alldominant sun, and if our luminary can perform useful
work during the daytime, why not use it at night? I
have mentioned before how the Martians harnessed
the sun's energy, storing up enough power to use the
surplus after sunset. Thus we find the curions phenomenon on Mars that the intelligent beings inhabiting
this planet have harnessed enough energy from the sun
during the daytime to furnish them with light and heat
during the night. The sun's energy during the daytime
is converted into electricity, as I have already shown,
and is then stored for further use. Consequently, the
night illumination and heat is derived primarily from
the sun and costs the Martians nothing. When you
consider how crudely you humans use your energy, it
must dawn upon you that. you are still very young
children. At that the inhabitants of the earth are doing
precisely what the Martians are doing, except that thcy
do it in a very bad way. You are already deriving
100 per cent of your light, heat and power from the sun
indirectly. The coal which you are mining this minute
derived its original energy from the sun. Millions of
years ago great forests—which were directly a product
of the sun—sank into the earth, and the wood carbonized. This wood you are burning as coal today. In
other words, you are using sun-power, stored millions
of years ago. Even your water-falls from which you
dérivé your power are directly dépendent upon the sun.
Without the sun to suck up the water from the seas
into cloud form, your water-falls would run dry within
one week. The Martians, who have long ago exhausted
such means of utilizing the sun-power, are now using
the sun-power supplied by the sun yesterday. You on
earth today are using sun-power stored millions of
years ago. After your coal supply gives out and after
your water supply is not as abundant as it is at présent
you will revert to exactly the same means as do the
Martians on their dying planet today.
«•A FTER dinner the Planet Ruler took us to a vast
circular room high up in the mansion, which we
presumed to be his study. The thing that struck us
most forcibly at once was an enormous glass-like, transparent rod which broke through one of the transparent
walls of the room. This rod probably measured two or
three feet in diameter, and as far as we could see it
was about 15 feet in length. We afterwards found out
that it extended 75 feet beyond the building, pointing

toward the sky. The thought immediately forced itself
upon us that it was a form of telescope, which indeed
it was. It was arranged in telescope fashion and by
means of machinery located outside of the room, the
far end could be made to point to any object in space.
As the mansion of the Planet Ruler revolves around its
axis, as 1 have already mentioned to you prcviously,
the telescope may thus be pointed at any star or planet
and will follow it with the same apparent spèed as that
of the planet. In this manner the whole mansion acts
exactly like a terrestrial observatory. At the end of the
rod we saw a box-shaped form, which, as we were
informed later, converted the light rays falling through
the transparent rod into electrical impulses, which in
turn were magnified enormously and afterwards were
reconverted into light once more. A crude analogy
would be your ordinary terrestrial sélénium cell, which
couverts light rays into electrical impulses, if required
to do so. Of course, the material used by the Martians
is not sélénium, but is a substance which is not yet
known on earth.
"Directly in line with the transparent telescope and
several feet away from it, hung a large transparent
globe, measuring about five feet in diameter. The
Planet Ruler raotioned us to be seated in the transparent tos chairs, which we did. Without moving his
hand, the Planet Ruler caused the light to vanish from
the room. He accomplished this by thought transfercnce, merely concentrating his attention on a thin wire
near the ceiling of the room, which, vibrating in unison
with his transmitted thought waves, caused the light to
be turned oiï. He now adjusted the los rod carefully
for a few moments till a tiny light ray fell upon the
ccnter of the transparent globe, which, as we ascertained, was filled with a fluorescent liquid. Immediately the ray struck the globe, it shone forth in a beautiful pinkish-white light. After adjusting several knobs
at the end of the tos rod we suddenly made out the
form of the earth floating in space. Clearly the countenance of the earth, with its continents and océans,
stood forth inside of the transparent globe, exactly as
if we had been looking at an artificial globe of the
earth, such as are used in school rooms. The sight was
indeed magnificent and the earth now looked to us
exactly as does the moon to an astronomer viewing
that body through a powerful telescope. We were still
gazing enraptured. when our host turned another knob
and the edges of the earth seemed to become blurred
until they vanished entirely. In the center of the picture, however, we could make out the North American
continent enormously enlarged, exactly as it looks on a
map. As this was in the late terrestrial summer, few
clouds obstructed the view and we could apparently see
the entire section of the United States, only part of
Canada being hidden by clouds. Little by little our
host manipulated certain knobs and again the view was
magnified enormously, while in the center we now saw
what we made out to be a bird's-eye view of Long
Island. We saw this island as it would probably appear to an aviator from five to eight miles above the
earth, with the Atlantic Océan on the south and east
and Long Island Sound on the north. Again the knobs
were manipulated and we beheld a most marvelous
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view o£ the City of New York, as if viewed by an
aviator a few thousand feet above the earth. We were
absol
thunderstruck at such a marvelous achievement^oTT^artian ingenuity, but our friend did not stop
at this. He kept on increasing his magnifying power
till it was possible for us to actually see people walk in
the streets as plainly as if they had been seen from the
top of a skyscraper! It gave us a very strange, uncanny feeling, to be sitting over 60,000,000 miles
away from earth and still to be able to see the people
walk around. It proved to us again that there is nothing impossible for science, given intelligence and adéquate means.
"After this exhibition, our host showed us ail of
the planets at a close view, and we were shown that
none of the planets except the earth bore life. We
saw that the planet Mercury, the nearest planet to the
sun, was dried up like a baked clay bail on account of
its proximity to the great luminary. It became patent
to us that no life could exist on that planet on account
of the enormous heat received from the sun, only 35
million miles distant. The planet Venus was not baked
dry as badly as Mercury and still abounded in water,
but we could not see any trace of végétation and the
air seemed to be filled mostly with dense water vapor, in
which organized life probably could exist. Turning to
the planets outside Mars' orbit, we next were shown the
monster world of Jupiter, which is three times larger
than ail the other planets combined. This planet is
still in a semi-liquid state, and we could see what terrestrial astronomers have long presumed, namely, that
Jupiter has no solid crust as yet; it is still a partly
liquid bail with dense gases and vapors filling its heavy

atmosphère, so that it becomes difficult to view its
actual surface.
"The most spectacular view was enormous Saturn
with its mysterious rings. We saw that this planet also
is in the same state of formation as Jupiter, but it has
already cooled down considerably. As is known to
terre.strial astronomers, its rings are by no means solid
but consist of myriads of little moons and meteoric fragments, some of them not larger than an ordinary house,
spinning around its parent body and kept there by
gravitation. These little moons, for moons they are,
rotate closely together, even colliding at times, and it is
thought that Saturn's rings will collapse at some future
date, to fall upon the parent planet or otherwise coalesce
into one or several enormous moons to supplément the
existing nine Saturnian moons.
"But, as usual, my time is getting short. I would like
to tell you a whole lot more, my dear Alier, but in a few
seconds the telegraphone wire will be full to capacity.
It is certainly too bad that I did not provide for making the wire twice as long; my daily chats with you
could thus be twice as long. However, as I am some
60,000,000 miles away from the radiotomatic plant
upon the moon, there is no way to change the matter
now. Good-night, my boy, and tomorrow night, at 11
p. m., to be exact—terrestrial eastern time—I will ask
our Planet Ruler to give us a good view of the earth,
selecting Yanktown and showing a little house on top
of which I hope to see my good friend, I. M. Alier.
I know he will be there, so good-night once more * * *"
The familiar whining sound, a rasp, the usual low
click and the ether between the moon and the earth
was quiet once more.

{To he continued next mont h)
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probably upset the entire video System in thus attempting to get you. No doubt the connection will not reAD you been présent in a certain studio
main for long," she spoke.
apartment in New York City at ten o'clock
"You know me?" Roy replied, astonished. "1 am
in the evening of January 16th, in the year
sure
that I have never had the pleasure of hearing your
2406, you would have witnessed a surprisvoice before."
ing séries of events. As it happened, Roy
"Please, please listen," begged the voice. "There is
Hamilton was alone in his studio when the thing
no
time for explanations. What I have to say is of
occurred which altered his entire life and led up to the
world
importance and it may never again be possible
historic destruction of Munan.
to establish this contact."
An unusually handsome man in artist's smock, his
"AH right, lady. Go ahead," said Roy, though he had
hair a tousled dark mass, his jaw set, and his black
not the slightest idea as to what was coming.
eyes snapping with détermination, Roy alternately sat
"Remember from your history, the consolidation of
at his writing desk for a few minutes at a time, then
the Powers in 1950?" asked the golden voice. Remempaced the floor in impatient annoyance. This procédure
ber the two thousand undesirables, sent away on the
was repeated agian and again, his impatience rapidly
steamship Gigantean? The Gigantcan which never reincreasing.
turned, and from which no word ever came back to
On his desk there reposed an instrument comprising
the world?
a dise of silvery gray métal, framed in darker gray,
and mounted vertically upon a base of similar material.
"The Terrestrial Government and the world at large
This instrument was Roy's private videophone, and it
thought they were well rid of a bad lot. But the
was the calls from it of a voice repeating, "NY-19-635,"
Gigantcan was not lost. Neither were the two thouthat occasioned his numerous returns to it. As he
sand reactionaries ; men and women from ail walks of
returned and answered his number, a face would appear
life. The ship eventually reached one of the uncharted
in the dise and inform him in a monotonous voice that
islands of the Pacific, where the passengers landed and
no success could as yet be reported on his call. Each
took up their abodes.
time this was a signal for his renewal of the nervous
"With materials from the ship, they established their
pacing and muttering, accompanied by further rumhomes. With the machinery from the vessel, one of
pling of his hair.
the scientists of their number did wonderful things.
It was preposterous ! Here he had been trying for
Soon he discovered means of producing a wall of
two hours to get a connection with one of his patrons
neutralizing vibrations completely surrounding the
in Paris. Constant reports there had been that someisland. This wall prevented and still prevents the apthing was wrong with the continental video. Pity that
proach of any visitors from the outside world, since
the Terrestrial Videophone Company couldn't keep
under its influence ail electrical and mechanical vibratheir confounded voice and
toins are entirely stopped.
vision ether waves wo.rk-—
Thus no aeros have ever
ing, he thought angrily. Or
been able to reach the
J-T ERE is a raiher unusual story which we know you will
whatever kind of waves
island, which they called
*■ -* enjoy. The story contains an excellent mixture of
they were ! Roy was no
Munan, and the secret has
science, romance and adveniure, and will hold your interest
to the end. Many novel thoughls are brought ont in this
scientist.
been preserved for four
story, and you will find it difficult to lay the book dozvn centuries and a half.
His number was repeated
before you corne to the end.
again. This time, not in
"Four hundred and fifty
the accustomed voice of the
■
■
years they have multiplied
operator; but in a low,
and now number over a
million persons. Many deadly secrets are in the hands
sweet and compelling féminine one. A voice of gold,
thought Roy, as he dashed to the instrument. Surof those, whom I must call my people, much as I hate
to do so. The lust for revenge has been handed down
prised, he did not view the -usual clear-cut image in
from génération to génération and now they are prethe dise; but, as through a dense veil, an extremely
pared. The date has been set when a hundred thouindistinct vision met his gaze. The features of the girl
sand men will set forth to devastate and conquer the
could not be disccrned. Possibly she was beautiful;
entire
outside world, where peace and happiness have
possibly not. At any rate, the voice, though far away,
reigned these hundreds of years. With them will be
was clear, and it certainly was beautiful. The most
carried the dr- "'"t of weapons ever conceived by man,
beautiful voice he had ever heard, it seemed.
and these are ot such nature that it is uttterly impos"Mr. Hamilton, I must speak rapidly. We have
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occasioned his nervous padng back and forlh.
operator; but In a tow, sweet and compelllng
dise; but. as tbrough a dense vell, an extremely
could not be discerned.
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sible for your unprepared billions to combat them.
"I cannot dwell now on the miseries of Munan. But
a pitifully small group of us, mostly women, are against
this move and we must prevent it. We have selccted
you, partly because of your own vitality and athletic
prowess, partly because of your close friendship with
Professer Nilsson. He, your greatest scientist. we
believe will be able to avert this catastrophe, if anyone
can.
"But you must both come to Munan. We are sure
you will do this, as we have learned of the characters
of both through the one spy we have been able to get
through to the outside. Think of the utter destruction
of probably three-quarters of your inhabitants, which
you may be able to prevent.
"We have set the date for your arrivai and at the
appointed time we will contrive an accident which will
temporarily remove the neutralizing wall and permit
you to land in Munan. Convince Professer Nilsson of
the extreme necessity of this and come in a fast aero.
Win, and your reward will be the everlasting gratit«de of the world. Fail, and your fate will be no worse
than had you refused."
Here followed minute directions as to the exact
location of Munan. Busy with pencil and paper, Roy
barely had time in which to set down the latitude and
longitude; also other necessary information, including
the time and date when they would be expected. No
sooner had he finished than the dim features and the
golden voice faded from his video completely. He was
left cold and trembling.
The soft pleading voice lingered in his mind to the
exclusion of ail else. He tried to picture this girl. Her
vision had been terribly blurred, sometimes fading
almost entirely from view. The voice, though ! That
told him that she must be young, lovely, tender. Ever
a sentimentalist, he visioned more his meeting with
this girl than he did the seriousness of the mission.
Instantly he decided that he would go.
'■NY-I9-635," spoke the humdrum voice of his videophone operator. "something has been wrong with the
video for two hours and a half. The past half-hour
it has been absolutely dead ail through the terrestrial
System; something never before experienced. However, ail is well now and you may have your Paris
connection."
"Oh, hang the Paris connection !" was Roy's reply.
"Give me NY-20-325 right away."
"Hello, Roy," almost instantly responded the deep
masculine voice of his friend, as the face of Professer
Nilsson appeared in the dise, "what in the world are
you calling about at this hour, and what are you so
pale and mussed up over ? Have you seen a ghost ?"
"Maybe I have, Prof ; but if I did, it was a ghost
with a wonderful voice and such a story to tell as has
never been heard before. This is serious. Can you
come right over?"
"Well, seeing that it is you, my boy, and seeing that
you look so ill, I will do it. But you know that I can
not remain for long."
"You may stay longer than you think, when you
hear what I have to tel! you."

"Maybe so; maybe not. At any rate, expect me in
ten minutes. 1 am worried about you."
The voice and face of his dearest friend and adviser
vanished, and Roy proceeded to remove his paintbedaubed smock and brush his hair, so as to présent a
somewhat better appearance when the professer arrived. Observing his reflection in the glass over his
dresser, he saw that he did indeed look shaky.
II.

••
BY the time the professer arrived, Roy was in a
much calmer mood, and was seriously going
over the information he had jotted down. His
friend rushed in, and when he looked at Roy he laughed
aloud in relief.
"Well, you certainly look better. What happened
to you, anyway?" was his greeting.
"Prof, when I tell you this story, you are going to
be as hard hit as I was. Here; what do you make of
this?" he said, handing over the paper on which his
notations had been made.
"Why, Roy, this is the definite location of some place
or other in terms of latitude and longitude. Also, I
see the date February first, and the notation 'two A. M.
Washington time.' Something about green beacons,
too. Where did you get this and what does it mean?"
"That's my own handwriting, and Fil tell you in a
minute how I came to write it. In the meantime, sit
down and make yourself comfortable for a long talk."
"Roy, have you an atlas around this old workshop
of yours?" asked the professer. He seemed suddenly
to take more interest in the paper. "1 believe this location is out in the uncharted wastes of the océan somewhere."
"If it is, it will be pretty good proof of what I have
to tell you," was the retort.
Roy produced the atlas and the professer at once
turned to a double-page map of the western hemisphere.
"Just as I thought," he muttered. "Look here, Roy,
are you spoofing me or what? There is not even an
island within a thousand miles of this spot, and it is
at least that far off any of the transoceanic aero lanes."
"Then it shows that I wasn't dreaming. Sit tight
and listen to this yarn," said Roy, as they pulled their
chairs close to the table.
With the golden voice softly whispering in his consciousness, Roy told his story. The professer listened
intently ; never interrupting, but occasionally starting
in surprise, occasionally nodding as if in confirmation.
Almost word for word, Roy repeated the plea of the
girl as it had come to him, and when he had finished,
the professer sat silent for several minutes, evidently
deep in thought.
"Funny," he finally said, "I have always thought
there was something mysterious about the disappearance
of the Gigantean: You know she was the last one of
the old floating océan liners. When the Powers got
together away back there in the middle of the twentieth century, and formed the Terrestrial Government,
with headquarters in Washington, there still remained
a group of widely scattered radicals, who were against
the consolidation. They did not believe that war was
actually made forever impossible by the many irresis-
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tible weapons which science had developed. They
fought disarmament and the consolidation bitterly, and
stirred up much discord. Finally, in desperation, the
Terrestrial Government rounded up the ring-leaders in
varions parts of the world, put them on the Gigantean
and told them to go wherever they pleased, but to
never appear near any inhabited coast on pain of destruction, by means of beam energy, of the ship and
themselves. With the abolishment of ail surface travel
on land and sea, and the establishment of the beam
lanes uniting ail countries with innumerable aero connections, this seemed easy. The only logical course for
the exiles was exactly that which was explained by
your mysterious voice. I am inclined to believe the
whole story."
"1 am, too," said Roy, "and I also think that we
ought to see this thing through."
"Good for you, my boy. And I am with you to the
end." They gripped hands.
Reaching for the paper on which Roy had scribbled
the instructions, the professer again scanned it closely.
"What is this about two green beacons?" he asked.
"The voice said that we were to land between two
such lights when we reach Munan," answered Roy,
"and that we could not possibly make a mistake about
it, since ail of the regular landing stages in Munan
are lighted by white beacons at night. She said that
they would have the green ones especially prepared for
our arrivai, and in a safe place."
"Strange that no one has discovered this hiding place
place in these hundreds of years," mused the professor. "But I suppose the fact that it is so far off the
regular lanes of aero travel explains it. That, together
with the fact that anyone who might by accident have
reached it, never could have returned to tell the taie.
Think, though, of how much spying on us they have
been able to accomplish in ail those âges. Quite naturally their civilizatien will be as far advanced as our
own. They may have made even greater scientific
advance than we, if that island has good natural resources. According to history, a number of eminent
scientists were originally among them and the descendants of these would undoubtedly have obtained still
further knowledge."
"Well, how about getting some sleep?" said Roy,
with a yawn, "1 am ail worn out and tomorrow is another day. Shall we start making our préparations at
once ?"
"We certainly shall, as we have only a little over two
weeks in which to get ready. Your suggestion about
the sleep is a good one though. and I am going home.
Good thing we are both bachelors and able to décidé
for ourselves. Well, good night, my boy. See you
in the morning."
The professor was gone and Roy betook himself to
lied.
III.
DURING the succeeding two weeks Roy and the
professor were very busy indeed. Many things
there were to be accomplished, and they dared
take no one into their confidence. One of the most
important items was to provide for some means of
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warning the world in case their mission should be unsuccesslul. This was donc by writing a complété record of the affair and the part they intended to take in it,
sealing the records and depositing them with a bank
président who was intimately known to the professor.
They left instructions that the packet was to be opened
only in case it was not called for in person on the fifteenth day of February at noon. They had two weeks
from the time of their start in which to save mankind !
And mankind had only five days from that period in
which to save itself, if they failed ! The date set by
the Munanese was the twentieth.
This détail satisfactorily arranged, they applied themselves to the task of making ready for the journey to
Munan. On the third day after the mysterious disarrangement of the terrestrial videophone System, which
was still the main topic of conversation and conjecture by the experts, the professor took Roy with him to
his laboratory.
"Roy," he said, "I have a big surprise for you. One
that I did not intend to make public at once. Possibly
I shall never be able to publish it now. But it is going to serve us admirably in our présent dilemma."
"We sure do need any help that can be obtained
from your discoveries. I hope that you have something that will save the day," Roy said, as they entered
the laboratory building.
"At least," said the professor, "we have here the
vehicle which is going to carry us to Munan swiftly
and safely. Whether it will bring us back, remains to
be seen."
Leading the way to a large room on the second floor,
he commenced removing the canvas cover from what
resembled the hull of a small submarine boat of the
early twentieth century. As the cover was completely
withdrawn, there was revealed a cigar-shaped métal
body about sixty feet long and fifteen feet in its largest
diameter. This did in some way resemble the archaic
under-water craft.
"This is the big surprise, my boy," the professor
stated, "and we are going to have time to test it
thoroughly before starting on the big adventure. This
is an aero, the like of which has never before been
constructed.
"Unlike the standard aeros mine does not dépend
upon beam energy for its motive power. Had we to
rely upon the regular thing, we should be in a bad way
for the job at hand. No existing beam could be used,
since none are set for the proper direction. Thus we
should have been compelled either to construct our own
beam transmitter, for which there would not be time,
or to take the Thomas Energy Company into our confidence and arrange for them to provide our power.
"My aero utilizes stray electronic energy as the old
time sailing vessels used the winds of the océan. But
here we obtain both lifting force and propelling power
from the losses of the regular energy beams. Of
course you know that there are some losses in our
standard beam transmission Systems. These are very
slight, but are constantly building up a supply of stray
impulses, completely filling the earth's atmospheric envelope and extending far out into space. This storage
of energy will continue as long as it remains unused,
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and until my discovery there was no means of tapping
this huge réservoir. In the meanwhile ail space is
gradually filling up with these stray électrons, which are
merely chasing each other about at terrifie speed but
producing no useful energy.
"The most important part of my discovery is a peculiar métal alloy which has the property of absorbing
this potential energy and converting xt into useful
forms. If the use of this form of energy ever becomes
universal, the présent stoied supply will eventually become exhausted. When this occurs, the use of the
stray impulses will have to be reduced to a total amount
not exceeding the usable losses of the regular energy
systems. We have no free energy here and never will
have. We are merely increasing the efficiency of the
présent energy systems."
They entered the aero, which was provided with a
tiny galley, a small but perfectly equipped dining salon,
a cabin having sleeping accommodations for twelve persons, and the control room which also contained the
propelling machinery. Storage compartments, refrigerating and heating equipment and ballast filled the spaces
between the rectilînear walls and floors and the curvilinear outer shell. Roy exclaimed at the luxury of
the appointments as he followed the professer through
the cabin and into the control room.
AH of the propulsion machinery and the controls
were housed in a cubicle in the bow which was not over
twelve feet square. In the center of this, mounted on
a heavy pedestal, was a sphere about two feet in diameter. For ail the world this reminded Roy of one of
the globes used during his school days in the study of
the geography of the earth and other planets. The
sphere was constructed of métal having a purplish tinge
and its surface was covered with fine corrugations.
Two small driving motors were in evidence, and the
sphere was so mounted as to permit its axis to be swung
into any angle with relation to the longitudinal axis of
the cigar-shaped vessel. Mounted upon a pair of encircling rings and so arranged that its position with relation to the sphere could be varied at will, was a
truncated cone about a foot long and six inches in diameter at the large end. This object was constructed of
the same purplish métal and its axis was directed towards the contour of the sphere tangentially.
In the front of the room was the control platform.
Two or three control levers, a périscope arrangement
for obtaining unobstructed vision in ail directions, and
a glass case containing the navigating instruments completed the equipment of this pilot house.
"Is this ail there is to it, Prof?" asked Roy.
"Absolutely ail," replied the professer. "Simple, is it
not ? Let me explain it to you briefly so that you will
understand something of the opération of the aero
which is to carry us on our mission.
"You have observed the sphere and the conical object
trained upon it. Both are of adamite, the alloy which
I mentioned. When in opération, the sphere is protonically charged, and the truncated cone of adamite collects the électrons, taking them from their regular orbits
and redirecting them in a continuons stream against
whichever portion of the sphere it is pointed at. If you
remember your ancient history, you will recall that in

the early twentieth century a vessel for travel on the
océan surface was invented by one Flettner. This vessel obtained its driving force from the winds by means
of two large vertical rotors on the deck. In much the
same way as these forces were transmitted to the hull
of Flettner's vessel, we utilize the stray electronic energy to drive our aero.
"Our sphere may be rotated on its axis in any plane.
The electron collecter may be directed upon its surface
at any angle. By proper adjustments of the angles
and the speed of rotation of the sphere, we obtain both
lifting power and propulsive force. The direction and
speed of our vessel is determined by the force transmitted to its hull through the pedestal. This force is
the résultant of the angles and velocities, and its direction and magnitude may be varied at will. We are not
limited in this résultant force as was Flettner. He was
dealing with winds of low velocity, whereas we are
utilizing an electron stream with a velocity of 186,000
miles a second.
"The speed attainable by our aero is limited only by
the density of the atmosphère and the température we
can bear in our cabins. I have found that about six
hundred miles per hour is as fast as I want to travel
at ordinary altitudes, since at much greater speed the
room température becomes somewhat uncomfortable,
even with the réfrigération system in opération. This
is due to the friction of the atmosphère on the hull. Of
course at greater altitudes, the air density decreases and
the speed may be proportionally increased. Were we
to proceed outside the atmosphère, we should be able
to approach the velocity of light, if we so desired."
This partial, but lucid, description was fairly well
understood by Roy, and he was utterly astounded by
what he had seen and heard. It seemed so absurdly
simple that he wondered why it had not been thought
of centuries ago. And what a storehouse of this energy must now be in reserve, he thought, after the centuries during which these stray impulses had been accumulating.
With the inspection of the Pioneer, as the professor
had named his machine, completed, they went ahead
with plans for the trip. It was agreed that Roy should
gather and store in the Pioneer, al! clothing, foodstuffs
and the like which would be required, while the professor was to spend his time in stocking the aero with the
scientific needs of the expédition.
The succeeding nine days were spent in making these
préparations and in making two trial trips in the
Pioneer, the aero performing beautifully on both occasions. An important feature of the trial trips was
Roy's instruction in the opération of the aero. He
learned easily, and was pronounced a finished pilot at
the end of the second journey.
Ail was in readiness on the twenty-eighth of January
and the two men contemplated the results of their labor
with satisfaction. Roy had provided several changes
of raiment for both ; tropical and arctic regalia being
included, in case of their being taken far from their
course and making a forced landing in some rigorous
climate. Condensed, but appetizing food and drink
had been provided in sufficient quantity for a two
months trip in case so long a time was found necessary
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for some unforeseen reason. Ail such supplies had been
carefully stowed away in the rear compartments of the
Pioneer.
The professer had installed oxygen apparatus on
board the Pioneer in case of the necessity of entering
high altitudes. He had packed away, in varions compartments, numbers of scientific instruments. The purposes of these were unknown to Roy, but the professer assured him that many might be found necessary.
Stores of chemicals and of laboratory equipment for
chemical experiments were included. The professer
also had taken a number of odd weapons from his extensive collection. Some of these he said were very
effective, regardless of their ancient source. In addition to these, he told Roy, there were weapons of his
own devising, which might prove a great surprise to
the Munanese, should it bccome necessary to use them.
With this work completed, the professer set about
plotting their course. He proved to be no mean navigator. To be on the safe side, he figured on an average speed of four hundred miles an hour. Their course
as laid out, passed directly over New Orléans and
measured almost exactly seven thousand miles from
New York. It therefore behooved them to leave seven
teen and a half hours in advance of the time set by the
girl for their arrivai. This meant that the start would
be made at eight thirty in the morning of January
thirty-first, and arrangements were made accordingly.
In the short time intervening, the two were occupied
in straightening out their personal affairs so that ail
would be in order in case of their failure to return.
This was a comparatively simple matter for each, since
neither had any immédiate relatives to be concerned
over.
Finally the morning of the fateful day arrived, bright
and clear but very cold. At a half hour before the appointed time, both men were at the laboratory.
The sliding roof had been opened over the Pioneer
and ail was in readiness. With the interior of the aero
comfortably heated, both men sat in the control room
watching the minute hand of the chronometer as it approached the time of eight thirty. Minutes seemed
hours, and neither spoke.
At last the time was at hand, and the professer was
at the controls. Prccisely on the minute, he turned
the switch which started the sphere revolving, and adjusted its angle with reference to the cone, which was
pointed directly upward beneath the sphere. Without
a sound, the Pioneer arose vertically, gathering speed
as the révolutions of the sphere became faster and
faster. They were off!
IV.
WHEN the needle of the altimeter registered
four thousand feet, the professer changed the
angles of the sphere and cone, headed in a
southwesterly direction, and settled down to a steady
speed of four hundred miles an hour.
At eleven eighteen by the chronometer they passed
over New Orléans, and by eleven forty were headed
oui across the Gulf of Mexico. At one thirty in the
afternoon they were leaving the southwest coast of
Mexico and passing over the broad expanse of the
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Pacific. The professer now turned the controls over
to Roy, instructing him to keep the helm so adjusted
that the needle of the inductor compass continued to
point to the vertical mark. The altimeter was to be
kept at four thousand feet while the professer went
astern for his lunch.
Roy took the controls with enthusiasm. He could
not understand the profcssor's mattcr-of-factness,
though he could understand his hunger, as neither had
stopped for breakfast. Roy was beginning to feel the
pangs of hunger himself. They were more than five
hours out now ; practically a third of their journey had
been completed. As time passed. the impression left in
Roy's mind by the golden voice which had brought
about this trip, became stronger and stronger. The
rich, mellow tones of this voice seemed to ring in his
ears, drawing him on. Something within his consciousness told him that he was going to his destiny. Reckless of the future, this thought grew on him until he
began planning ail sorts of things. But these were
happy thoughts; somehow he had no thought of the
dangers to be encountered, nor of the fact that his own
iffe and those of countless billions of his fellow-men
depended on the success of this expédition.
His méditations were eut short by the return of his
friend, who announced that he was feeling much better
after a hearty lunch. Relinquishing the controls, Roy
suddenly realized that he was even hungrier than he
had thought, and betook himself to the miniature saloon
for his own lunch. He found that the professer had
kindly prepared an appetizing meal for him. An atomic
percolator on the table was busily preparing steaming
hot coffee for him, and he shouted his thanks through
to the professer before he sat down to eat. The meal
was piping hot and delicious. He returned to the controls much refreshed.
By now it was four p. m. by the chronometer; their
journey was nearly half over. As Roy peered at the
périscope reflcctor, noting that nothing but the tumbling
surface of the Pacific was visible in ail directions far
below them, the professor startled him with a remark :
"Well, we will not be running into darkness for
hours yet, but if my weather sense is correct, we are
going to encounter a storm very soon."
"What," exclaimed Roy, "no darkness for hours?
Why, it is after four o'clock now, and these are the
short est days of the year."
"Yes. Four o'clock, Washington time," said the professor, dryly, "but you must remember that we have
been traveling away from the sunset hour. We shall
not see nightfall for four hours or more, if my dead
reckoning is correct. At two a. m. tomorrow by our
time, we shall be in Munan. There it will be only ten
p. m. of today's date."
"Right. I never thought of the différence in time,
Prof," was Roy's rseponse, "but look at the périscope.
Isn't that a storm coming up, way ahead of us?"
"Yes, that must be the one I smelled," the professor
responded, "but the Pioneer has nothing to fear. We
shall simply go up over it, and I hope that by the time
we reach Munan, the storm will have passed. In fact,
I know it will, because such storms usually cover a comparolively small area. althouHi they travel rapidly.
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However, their speed is as nothing comparcd with ours,
and even i£ it is traveling in the direction of Munan,
vve shal! far outdistance it,"
With that the professer manipulated the controls,
and the altimeter at once showed the increase in altitude. Six thousand, eight, ten, twelve thousand teet
and there it stopped.
"There is no real need of rising further, as \ve shall
be well above the storm now," said the professer. "But
I would like to test out the oxygen apparatus, so we are
going up further. I shall be compelled to correct 1113'
reckoning on this account, but that will not be difficult,
and if we lose any time, it can be quickly made up by
increased speed."
Closing one valve and opening another, the professer
pulled back the altitude control; the cone swung way
around to a new position, and the Pioneer shot skyward at an angle of about forty-five degrees.
"That is what those railings around the operating
platform are there for," laughed the professer, as Roy
swung about and wildly grabbed for one to keep his
balance. "Better strap yourself into the seat beside
mine here, as we may do a little more of th'is sort of
thing before we return to a lower level."
Roy complied, as the professer adjusted his own
strap. A slight hiss told of the functioning of the
oxygen apparatus, and Roy glanced at the altimeter.
AIready it showed forty thousand feet, and was mounting rapidly. Their speed was tremendous ; fifty thousand feet a minute now by the 'rate of rise' indicator.
At their angle, this meant over eleven hundred miles an
hour, air speed.
Fifty, seventy, one hundred, two,
three, four hundred thousand feet read the altimeter and
there was the Pioneer restored to an even keel. Roy
took a deep breath. It was becoming very cold, but
the professer had already turned on the atomic heat
and soon the control room returned to normal temperaturc.
"1 must provide for thermostatic control of the room
température, when I get the time spoke the professer,
more to himself than to Roy, "but our oxygen supply
seems to function perfectly anyhow. We are far outside the upper limits of the atmosphère now, and we
have been for several minutes."
"Everything seems to work to perfection," was Roy's
only reply, as the descent started at a reduced speed.
When they had finally returned to their altitude of
four thousand feet, the storm was far astern, but they
could see from the turbulent surface of the océan that
it had been a serious squall. The professer again gave
over the controls to Roy and disappeared astern. lie
returned soon and announced that lie had checked his
reckonings and that they were but slightly off their
course and somewhat ahead of their time schedule,
rather than behind. Making a minor correction in the
setting of the compass, he told Roy that he wanted to
lie down for a short while to get a little rest, and returned to the cabin.
Roy had plenty of time in which to think while the
professer rested, and as the distance to Munan became
rapidly less, he thought more and more on the seriousness of their mission.
Still the voice which had
brought them kept intruding on his consciousness. He

began to believe that there was some thought transtercnce connected with this, for he simply could not shake
off the impression of the voice. It was now somewhat
différent than when he had heard it over the video;
then it had been sad and pleading ; now it was confident,
cheering. But it retained the charni, the golden quality
which had first interested and captivated him.
When the prof essor returned. night had long since
fallen and only a few hours of the trip remained. 1 le
advised Roy to get some sleep himself, saying that he
would remain at the controls anywa}- until they landed.
Roy was too excited, however, and occupied the seat at
the professons side for the rest of the journey.
At last only a half hour remained and soon, directly
ahead, they made out a faint speck of light which grew
rapidly in size until it was finally discerned as the lights
of a city in the distance. Again the Pioneer arose until
an altitude of about fifteen thousand feet was attained.
Ail lights were •extinguished, with the exception of tlie
small ones in the instrument case, and soon the.v were
directly over Munan. The time was exactly two by
their chronometer as the vertical descent commcnced,
and in a few seconds the}' made out the outlines of the
island.
The city itself occupied only a small portion of the
island's surface. The remainder of its area was in
darkness, with the exception of scattered groups of
lights which probably marked the locations of farms
and mines. Shortly, they located two tiny spots of
green light in one of the darkest spots on the island.
"Your friend certainly kept her word," said the professer, as he maneuvered the Pioneer to a position directly over the two green beacons, which appeared to
be about three hundred feet apart. "The neutralizing
wall must have been out of service ail right, and there
are the green beacons as big as life."
Swiftly, but without a shock at landing, the Pioneer
dropped between the two guiding lights and came to
rest as the professer opened the switch.
V.
WITH his puises beating madly, Roy rushed to
the manhole, which was the only exit, as well
as entrance to the Pioneer. He desired to be
the first to set foot on the soil of Munan, but the professer stopped him as he began to unfasten the clamping bolts.
"Not so fast," warned the professer. "We are not
sure whether we will be met by friend or foe. Possibly the enemy lias learned of your friend "s plans and
bas only allowed us to land so as to make awa}' with us
before our world can be warned again. We had better
go out armed. Better to die fighting, if we have to die.
And if we are met by friends, it will do no harm."
"Professer, you are always right," admitted Roy, as
the professer went to the locker where he had stored
his weapons.
He returned at once with two small, pistol-like contrivances, one of which he thrust into Roy's hand.
"This," he said, "is a very ancient weapon. In fact,
this device is one of those which contributed in brînging about the conférence of the Powers in 1950, resulting in the disarmament and consolidation of the varions
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peoples of our world. This device projects the disintegration ray which immediately destroys entirely any
animale object at which it is directed. Just press this
little button and the ray shoots forth, but be sure you
have it pointed in the right direction. I am sure that
this is just as effective now as it ever was, but we do
not know what sort of weapons we may have to combat here. But I suppose we are as well preparcd as we
can be, under the circumstances."
The arm was examined curiously by Roy, who had
ncver seen one before, except in the muséum.
Unbolting the manhole cover and swinging it open,
the professer courteously allowed Roy to leave first,
knowing that hc was extremely anxious for this honor.
They stepped forth into the darkness—even the grcen
lights were now extinguished. Cautiously they left the
Pioticer and advanced into a clearing which was dimly
visible by the faint light from what few stars were out.
Weapons in hand, they waited breathlessly.
Suddenly a voice spoke, clear, sweet, compelling.
Roy's heart seemed to leap and turn over in his body.
It was the golden voice of his dreams, and very softly it
spoke the words of welcome which he would never
forget.
"Dear, brave strangers from The Outside. I was
sure you would corne. Roy, I have been sending my
thoughts out to you for the better part of twelve hours.
Several times we were almost en rapport; never quite.
Professer, I know you will not fail in this great undertaking. I thank both of you with the deepest gratitude.
Pollow me to our hiding place, where we shall meet the
rest of my group and find a haven for your aero, and
rest for yourselves."
While speaking, the girl of the golden voice approached the two until finally she stood beside them.
By this time their eyes had become more accustomed
to the darkness, and they made out the dim outlines of
a small figure, evidently cloaked in some dark material.
The features could not be discerned even when she
stood directly before them, but the voice of their welcomer thrilled them both.
She grasped Roy's hand, and at its touch his body
tingled from head to foot as from an electric shock.
Surely the possessor of this tiny and delicate, although
firm, hand needed assistance and protection, he thought
as they were led in silence towards the edge of the
clearing, where the tree-tops were faintly visible against
the almost black sky. As they neared these trees there
was a slight rustle ahead of them, and a masculine voice
spoke out in a very low tone :
"Is ail well, Thelda?"
"AU is well, Ramon. You may light your torch," she
replied, and with that there was a click and the beams
of a hand light revealed the way ahead through the
forest.
For a short way they traversed a heavily wooded
space and soon, after emerging from the woods and
climbing a slight grade in the opén, approached the
base of a sheer vertical cliff of stratified rock. Feeling
along an entirely smooth and unmarked section of this
wall, Ramon, their guide, soon found the dépression
for which he was searching. At his touch, a section
of the solid stone swung back, revealing the entrance to
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a long, unlighted passage. They entered and silently
the stone door swung to behind them. With the way
lighted only by the beams from Ramon's torch, they
followed a winding passage for a considérable distance
and finally reached a large circular cavern, which was
so brilliantly lighted as to dazzle them temporarily.
Their guide led them directly to a large council table,
around which were seated some thirty people, only
about six of whom were men. As they reached the
group, ail eyes were focussed on the strangers, but
Roy's eyes were only for the girl at his side. She
threw off her cloak as she turned to the council table,
and there stood revealed in her transcendent beauty.
Even the professer gasped : Roy stood spellbound.
Although small in stature, her slimness and the erectness of her carriage gave her the appearance of greater
height. Vibrant with life, her face was turned partly
towards Roy, so that he was enabled to study the perfect profile intently. Fluffy red-gold hair seemed a
fitting halo for the piquant oval of ivory creaminess
which was her face. Large, golden brown eyes, wide
set beneath perfectly arched brows, with their expression of sadness and innocent appeal, belied the firmness
of the small chin, the sauciness of the very slightly upturned little nose, and the sweet promise of the rosy
lips, now barely parted in excitement.
The words of her présentation of them to the assembly were unimportant to Roy's cars; the voice and "the
girl herself held him in a trance. To him she became
the "Golden Girl" at once. Her mellow voice ; her
golden coloring; the bcautiful spirit revealed by her
spoken thoughts ; ail contributed to this impression.
Thelda, her name might be; but in Roy's innermost
thoughts she would always remain the "Golden Girl."
Then and there he resolved that, whatever the cost, he
was going to win this girl for his wife and take her
from this terrible island to his own home.
"People," she spoke to the assembled listeners, "these
are the two of whom we learned so much through the
visit of Thandar to 'The Outside.' This man," turning
to Roy, "is Roy Hamilton, to whom I made my plea
on the night when we disrupted the videophone system
of The Outside. This man," nodding in the professor's direction, "is Professer Nilsson, the famous scientist of The Outside, in whom we have placed our hopes.
Both, as we ail know, are brave, courageous men, and
I am sure that our confidence has not been misplaced.
May the Suprême Power, in which we few of ail Munanese believe and trust, be their guide and protector."
Thelda then sat at the head of the council table, and
her glance met Roy's. A slow flush enheightened her
beauty and told Roy that his feelings were at least
partly returned. Frankly the eyes of each appraised
the other.
A handsome and imposing man, who sat at Thelda's
right, arose and addressed the strangers :
"Gentlemen, I am Landon, Thelda's chief adviser,"
he spoke. "Our dear leader has brought about your
coming to us. Like her, we can not convey to you adequately our gratitude for your noble response to our
appéal. We thank you in the name of mankind, which
is ignorant of the fate with which it is threatened. For
ourselves we care not. Many of those here may lose
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their lives in this undertaking. One lost his life tonight in contriving the power house accident which
closed off the neutralizing wall for a half hour to permit your entrance. We have terrible powers to combat; but we feel sure that, with the help of you two,
we shall succeed. After you have obtained the rest
which you so badly require after your arduous journey,
I shall again call the council together and our entire
problem will be placed before you. Our workmcn have,
by this time, transported your aero to an adjoining
cavern, and we believe that you will find yourselves
more at home in your own quarters than in any we
could provide. We shall now disband until tomorrow
and allow you to return to your aero."
With Landon's conclusion, ail members arose from
the council table and crowded around the two strangers,
introducing themselves, and overwhelming Roy and the
professer with thanks and with wishes for a good
night's rest. These people were a remarkably striking
looking lot ; the men were physically very powerful and
of classic and dignified features; the women, though
slightly smaller in stature than those of the outside
world, were far more beautiful, with a loveliness that
was almost elhereal in character. None could compare with Thelda though ; and, as he and the professer
were led to another passage by Ramon, Roy kept his
eyes on her until she was lost to his view.
They found the Pioneer reposing on the floôr of another huge cavern similar to the first. Ramon cxplatned that an opening to the outer atmosphère had
been provided at the top of this cavern and that this was
of sufficient size, though hidden by underbrush which
grew at the top of the cliff, to permit of easy entrance
and exit for their aero. How the Pioneer had been
transported to the spot, he did not explain. This
cavern was unlighted, and they were left at the maiv
hole of the aero in darkness as Ramon departed with
his torch.
Entering and flooding the Pioneer with its own light,
they soon disrobed and. without further discussion,
sank into the deep sleep of utter exhaustion.
VI.
ROY awoke at one, by his watch ; nine o'clock in
the morning by Munan time, he remembered,
• and set his timepiece back accordingly. Finding the professer still asleep, he dressed quietly so as not
to disturb him and set forth to investigate his new
surroundings. He stepped out from the Pioneer and
found the cavern in which she reposed dimly alight
from a circulât opening high overhead, through which
the light of day was admitted, and through which it
would be necessary to guide the aero when they left.
He returned for a pocket torch, and started down the
passage through which they had entered this cavern.
When he reached the large council chamber, he found
it as brightly lighted as previously. On the far side of
the cavern he observed a sort of raised dais on which
there was a smaller table than that about which the
company had assembled the previous night ; also several
easy chairs, one of which was occupied by none other
than the Golden Girl, who was busily engaged with
several books and a large map. At sight of her beauti-

ful head bent over her work, his heart again behaved
unaccountably, and he approached silently, almost
reverently.
When within a few feet of the dais, he spoke. "Good
afternoon, fair lady. Or rather I should say, 'good
morning.' "
Somewhat startled, for she had been so absorbed in
her work, that she did not notice his approach, she
raised her head. When she saw who it was, she smiled
and replied, "Good morning, Roy. I hope that you are
now refreshed after a good sleep. And you must not
mind my use of your given name. That is our custom.
You are to call me Thelda, too."
Again, when their glances met, there was that indefinable something which passed between their minds and
told both that a close bond existed. Each was momentarily confused, but Roy seated himseff, as Thelda motioned him to a chair bcside her own, and soon the embarrassed feeling passed. They found themselves at
once discussing seriously the object of the trip from
The Outside, as the outer world was spoken of in Munan. Roy was full of cager questions concerning Munan itself, and Thelda launchcd forth into a discussion
of the subject nearest and dearest to her heart.
It seemed that Thelda had been the only daughter of
one Paul Serano, who had been the leader of the small
group of thinkers who were opposed to the designs of
the Munanese against The Outside. He had been
working on plans for frustrating these designs for ten
ycars. Thelda's mother had died at the time he first
conceived these plans, and Thelda herself had been but
ten years of âge when this occurred. A few months
before the call to Roy and the professer, Serano had
been apprehended by the Zar in an attempt to obtain
certain information regarding the exact nature of the
plans for the conqucst of The Outside, and had been
summarily executed. This left Thelda an orphan,
hunted by the Zar; and the group of faithful adhérents
to her father's beliefs had made her their leader in his
stead. Despite the fact that she was only twenty, she
was well qualified to lead them, because she was not
only greatly loved by the group, but she had worked
with her father constantly since the conception of his
idea and was more familiar than any of the others with
that which had been accomplished. She was compelled
to live in apartments connected with this underground
refuge, as were several others of the group, to escape
the liand of the all-powerful Zar. Luckily, however,
most of the group were not known by the agents of the
Zar as being non-adherents. These were enabled thus
to live normal lives in the city, and ten or twelve of
them were in the employ of the Zarists. endeavoring to
get ail information possible. Thelda's father had been
a scientist of repute in Munan ; the only scientist in the
group; and with his demise the group had become
desperate, for it was necessary to combat the designs of
the Munanese by means of Science. This had necessitated the sending of an emissary to The Outside,
which was accomplished with considérable difficulty.
The emissary had returned with knowledge of the professer and of his friend, Roy, The call to New York
had followed.
By the time Thelda had reached this point in her
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narrative, the two were joined by the professer. Soon
the party was augmented by the arrivai of Landon and
two of the women members of the group, who were
known as Zora and Merna. Zora-was a very beautiful
woman of possibly forty years of âge; nearly that of
the professer, thought Roy, as he noted from the
corner of his eye that she and the professer had engaged in earnest conversation.
Thelda and Landon decided that it was not necessary
to call a meeting of the council, but that the entire
situation could be discussed immediately among themselves. Landon was requested to give to the two
strangers the entire story in as few words as possible.
This being agreeable to ail présent, the six proceeded to
the council table, where a map of the island and city of
Munan had been laid out.
Roy and the professer examined this map closely,
noting that the island was roughly elliptical in shape,
about seventy miles in length and about thirty miles
across at the widest point. On the map, surrounding
the island at a distance of some five miles from the
coast, was a broad red line which Landon explained
represented the neutralizing wall. The city itself occupied only one end. The rest of the island, which
was of volcanic origin, consisted of part mountain and
part level land, a small portion of which was covered
by forest. The caverns were located almost exactly in
the center, and were under the surface of a mesa-like
projection of the largest mountain, which was known
as Leyris.
"Friends from The Outside," commenced Landon,
"there is much to be donc within the next twenty days,
if the designs of our accursed people are to be circumvented. For this reason I am going to make my story
as short as possible.
"Beginning with the founding of Munan and leading
up to the présent time, I need not tell you much more
than Thelda reported over your videophone System.
That conversation was very difficult of attainment, for
none of us fully understood the opération of the apparatus which Paul had perfected for this very purpose
before his death. However, we did paralyze the terrestrial video System as you know, and Thelda did get her
message through.
"Munan was conceived in hatred, and the descendants
of those original two thousand have handed down that
hatred of The Outside, which gradually intensified
through the âges. In each génération there would be
a few who, like ourselves, were born with the love of
mankind in their hearts, but as quickly as these were
discovered by the Zar they were killed off in cold blood.
Thus, by a process of enforced évolution, there was
developed a race of cold-blooded créatures who call
themselves men and women, but who are in actuality,
fiends incarnate. There has been practically no internai
strife, because the Munanese has a single-track mind.
His venom is ail directed against The Outside. Such is
the power of évolution. Our group is entirely différent.
In ail évolution there are reversions to types, which
types may have been remotely located in the roots of
the family tree. We are those reversions; thank the
Suprême Being. We were born with love in our make-
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up instead of hate, and none of the early training could
remove this love.
"Zar Taled the fourth, our présent despotic ruler,
decided about fifteen years ago that the time for the
conquest of The Outside was nearing: He set the date
for February twentieth, 2406. Meanwhile ail efforts
of the inhabitants, excepting those in pursuits necessary
for the business of living, such as food production and
the like, have been expended in préparation for the
great event.
"The time is approaching rapidly and ail is in readiness. Ten thousand aeros have been constructed; each
is capable of carrying ten men and a cargo of ten tons.
Thèse are stored under heavy guard in the Zar's arsenal
directly on the other side of Leyris. They are the product of the not-to-be-despised scientists of Munan, and
are very speedy and powerful. The secret of their
motive power is known only to a trusted few ; but we
do know that it is from an inexhaustible source. These
aeros, like your own, have no external wings or propelling mechanism. Unlike the Pioneer, though, they
are provided with an impregnable means of defense,
and a horrible and inescapable offensive weapon. They
can be made invisible!
The mines of Munan have
yielded metals and chemical éléments unknown to The
Outside, and from these our chemists have compounded
a substance similar in consistency to the house paint
of ancient days. This substance, when applied to its
surface, renders the métal munium invisible. The Zar's
aeros are constructed of munium and will be painted
with this compound. Thus the aeros and ail they contain will be absolutely non-existent as far as human
vision is concerned. What avail would any of the
energy beams of The Outside be against an attacher
who could not be seen?
"The offensive weapon is also a product of our
chemists. It is a highly concentrated liquid which has
the property of completely disintegrating any object
with which it may corne in contact, excepting only the
métal crysinum. The ingrédients of this liquid are
found only in Munan and are extremely rare, even
here. Two hundred years have been spent in accumulating a sufficient supply and storing it away in crysinum
containers. One drop of this liquid on the Pioneer
would utterly destroy it and ail within it. A crysinum
bomb weighing less than one hundred pounds, dropped
from the sky on your city of New York, would entirely destroy it with ail of its inhabitants, and ail within
a radius of thirty miles besides. Do you sec why we
warned you and sent for you?
"The centuries old plan of the Munanese is this : On
the day appointed, ten thousand aeros, rendered invisible, are to set forth. Each aero will carry a crew
of ten men and a cargo of two hundred of the crysinum
bombs. Two thousand of the aeros are to head for the
North American division, twn thousand to the African
division, two thousand to the European division, and so
forth. Each fleet is to spread out over its particular
area, destroying the principal cities and industrial centers. No quarter is to be given ; in fact none could
be asked, since the inhabîtants would not have the
slightest idea of the cause of the destruction, nor where
to suc for quarter. After the wanton destruction of
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ail of the great cities and probably eighty per cent of
the population of the globe, the Munanese intend to
take possession and start the foundations of a new
civilization in accordance vvith their own ideas.
"The small group you saw in this chamber when you
arrived, with a few workmen who were taking care of
jour aero, and your two selves. are ail that stand between The Outside and this dreadful catastrophe. Possibly we shall fail ; but we have every confidence in
j'ou. Professer, as the onh* man who can avert the
holocaust; and in you. Roy, as a valiant supporter of
our cause and of the professer in his part of the work.
That is ail."
VII.
AT the finish of Landon's talk, Thelda had bowed
lier head into her arms, which had been folded
■ before her on the table. Roy sat in stunned silence, while the professer drummed nervously on the
table top with his fingers, staring at Landon the while.
Finallj- the professer started shooting rapid-fire questions at Landon, and Thelda straightened up with interest, though her eyes were brimming with tears. Roy
wanted then, more than anything in the world, to take
her in his arms ; to comfort her and cheer her. He had
the utmost confidence in the professor's wizardrj-,
"Landon," asked the professer, "you say these invisible aeros are stored in an arsenal directly across and
on the other side of this mountain?"
"Yes, that is correct, Professer, but this arsenal is
under heavy guard. you must remember," replied
Landon.
"Have you any samples of the métal crysinum and
of the deadly liquid with which the bombs are filled?"
"We have several articles constructcd of ciysinum
but the liquid lias never been seen by any of us.
In
fact, so great is the secrecy surrounding the production
of this liquid that the chemists engaged in the work
have been kept isolated bj" the several Zars for centuries. The secret lias been handed down through the
générations of this one family, who have ail been
chemists."
"Have you knowledge of the exact location of the
storage vault of the crysinum bombs, Landon?"
"We have a suspicion that thej- are stored in caverns
similar to these, under the arsenal on the other side of
Lej'ris. Even now, one of our number who is employed in the arsenal, is investigating this very point.
She may be discovered as a spy at any time and executed. When Doreen, for that is her name, joins us,
j'ou may question her yourself, Prof essor."
"Very good, Landon. Now you might enlighten me
on just one more point. You say that Paul Serano, before his death, had developed the equipment with which
you paralyzcd the video and made the call to Roy. Is
that equipment still in existence?"
"It is, Professor. It is located in a smaller cavern
only a few steps from here. I will show it to you."
At this the professor arose and followed Landon
through another winding passage, up a flight of steps
eut into the stone, and to a small compartment fitted
out as a workshop.
As he examined the various
mechanisms in this room, some completed, others only

partly so, he commented to Landon regarding the stone
steps they had just mounted. These were considerably
worn as if by long usage, and Landon gravely explaincd
that the caverns had been the refuge of similar fugitives
for centuries.
"It is a pity that Paul could not have lived to complété his wonderful work," remarked the professor in
admiration, as he examined some of the results of
Serano's labor, "but I do see a faint glimmer of hope
here. For one thing, here is a beam-transmitter not
unlike some of our own, and after I master its workings. we may be able to find good use for it."
When they returned to the council chamber, several
others of the group had arrived, and the professor sat
at the table and addressed them :
"Friends, I do not want to seem officious," he said,
"but I believe it will be to the advantage of ail concerned if vou will give complété authority to me over
ail activities of the group from now on. I see a vague
basis for hope, but our work must be done with the
greatest care, or failure will be the resuit. Will this be
agreeable?"
Thelda answered at once, "Indeed it will, Professor.
I am sure that ail here will agree now, and I can vouch
for the rest. We trust you implicitly and I, for one.
feel cncouraged already. Do the rest of you here
consent ?"
There was a chorus of assent, and the professor asked
at once, "Where is Doreen, the lady member, who, you
stated, was employed at the arsenal ?"
"Here I am," spoke up a young woman who had just
entered. "Any questions you would like to ask me, I
will gladly answer to the best of my ability, Professor.
But I must leave for the arsenal very shortly."
Doreen and the professor drew aside to a settee and
conversed animatedly for several minutes. Roy saw
that Zora watched this procédure closelj', and he
chuckled to himself. When the professor returned to
the council table, he stated that he would like to havt
some private conversation with Roy. Not that he had
any secret plans, he explained, but that he wanted Roy's
advice on something he had in mind before putting it
to the rest. Naturally there was no objection, so he
and Roj' retired to Serano's workshop.
"Roy," he said as they entered the room, "this is
even more serions than I had contemplated, and although I have an idea forming in mj- mind already.
there is one big obstacle which may block the successful
carrying out of our plan. The young lady I just spoke
with told me that she is confident that the supply of
the deadly liquid and of the crysinum bombs is in one
great chamber immediately beneath the arsenal. She
has. however, been unable to locate this chamber, and
is now fearful of entire failure, since she has been
under more or less suspicion for several days. It is
absolutely necessary that I obtain a sample of this
liquid ; also that the précisé location of the supply be
determined. One possibility is suggested by another
statement of Doreen's. She told me that Pietro, the
commander in charge of the arsenal—a man with a
viciousness of disposition not exceeded by any of the
Munanese—has a soft spot in his heart for Zora, who is
employed in the Zar's palace as tutor to his children.
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She suggests that, through Zora, this information might
bc obtained."
The professer flushed as he repeated the last words,
much to Roy's secret delight. "Well, how do you think
this could be arranged ?" asked Roy.
"By the usual power of woman over man," he replied. "The trouble in this case is that Zora lias repulsed him for years. Besides, she is under constant
surveillance in the daytime, when in the Zar's household. I hesitate to approach her on the subject, as I
consider her a very high type of woman and she might
seriously resent the suggestion. What do you think?"
"But," Roy answered, "we are ail in this thing to the
bitter end, and I am sure that she, as well as any of
the others, will do anything that might be necessary. I
eau see your interest in this admirable woman—as you,
no doubt, can see mine in the glorious Thelda. But we
must not think of personal preferences now. My advke is to put it up to her at once."
They reentered the council chamber, and the professer called Thelda, Zora, and Landon aside to talk
over the matter. To his surprise, Zora did not oppose
the plan, although she made it plain how répugnant it
was to her to be compelled to change her attitude with
respect to Pietro's suit. She felt, however, that she
would be able to act the part. Knowing how important
such a move might be, she did not hesitate. It was
decided that she would return to her duties and again
take up her normal life in her city apartment, using
her own judgment as to the best means of ensnaring
Pietro and inveigling him into a disclosure of the desired information. It was with the deepest regret that
the professer completed the arrangements and, as a
final précaution, he provided Zora with one of their
ancient hand weapons and taught her how to use it.
Zora felt that at least a week would be required for her
work, and the portion of the group which Was assembled bid her good bye and good luck when she left.
The professer accompanied her to the end of the passageway and did not return for some little time. What
took place between them at this parting will never be
recorded, but when he returned, he seated himself at
the council table with the most serious mien he had displayed since their arrivai.
VIII.
AFTER Thelda, Landon, Roy, and the professer
had partaken of a satisfying luncheon in Thelda's
- apartments, they returned to the council chamber. The professer and Landon repaired to Serano's
workshop where they spent the afternoon, thus leaving
Roy and Thelda together. This suited Roy exactly,
and did not seem to be unpleasant to Thelda, either.
She spent the time showing him through the various
Connecting caverns of the underground refuge, and the
sevcral luxurious living compartments which had been
hollowed from the solid rock. The permanent dwellers
were mostly in their living quarters, and Roy became
better acquainted with these during the several visits
they made. More and more was he impressed with the
beauty and the sweetness of the women of the group.
They far outshone the beautiful women of The Outside, not only in physical perfection but in mentality as
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well. lie soon observed that much of their conversation was perfunctory, and seemed to be only a médium
of establishing contact for an actual interchange of
thoughts. When he rcmarked about this, Thelda informed him that his surmise was correct; that thought
transference among the group was a common accomplishment; that it was a development of their own mentalities and was not shared by the Munanese in général.
This amazed Roy and to him accounted for some of
the sensations he had had of hearing the golden voice
when he was still thousands of miles from Munan.
What if Thelda was now reading his thoughts? If she
were she must already know that he loved her. It must
bc then, that she was not unreceptive, since her actions
were very friendly, even affectionate, True, this might
be due to her gratitude to the two strangers for their
response to her plea for assistance. Try as he would
he could obtain no inkling of what was in the mind to
which his own must be almost an open book. But his
résolve to win this glorious créature did not abate in
the slightest degree.
That night when the council assembled, Zora, Doreen,
and Ramon were missing. They had anticipated the
absence of the courageous Zora, but the non-arrival of
the other two caused considérable uneasiness in the
group.
Thelda, in calling the meeting to order, advised the
members of what had been donc thus far. Unanimous
approval was given of the acceptance of the professor's leadership, and of what he had already accomplished. The professer then arose and addressed them :
"Dear people. I am not ready as yet to give you any
real hope ; but I can say that my research thus far has
been succcssful, and that if your dear comrade, Zora,
succeeds in her mission, our hopes will be strong indeed. The time is very short, but there is nothing which
can be donc outside of that which is now being attempted. It will be necessary for Roy and myself to remain hidden away here with those of you who are already forced to résidé here permanently. I know that
this will gall the adventurous spirit of my friend from
The Outside, but it is absolutely imperative, for if
either of us ventured forth into Munan and were recognized as strangers and captured by the Zar's police, ail
of our plans would be brought to naught.
"This afternoon, with the aid of Landon, who provided me with samples of the métal crysinum, I have
learned several things of value. As you know, crysinum is as transparent as crystal, as hard as steel, and
as light as aluminum. Today I have, in your deceased
leader's workshop, succeeded in making a chemical
analysis of this métal, also in determining its electrical
and mechanical properties. I have also cohstructed
several vessels from this material ; retorts, beakers, test
tubes, and thistle tubes, for use in analyzing the deadly
fluid when we obtain a sample. The most important
work of the afternoon was the construction of a réceptacle of crysinum which may be used for obtaining the
required sample with safety. This receptacle must be
placed in Zora's hands at once, and I would like to have
a volunteer to carry it to the city without delay."
Tvvo-thirds of the assembly volunteered at once, and
the professer chose the young woman Allayne and the
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man Theron to accompany her. Both were residents
in the city and, so far, had not been under suspicion.
Allayne was well acquainted with the location of Zora's
apartment, and Theron was physically well able to protect her from any ordinary danger she might encounter.
When these two left, the professor continued ;
"What we would like to do is to obtain one of the
crysinum bombs from the Zar's storage vault, load it
and our entire group into my aero, rise vertically ten or
fifteen thousand feet and destroy this island by dropping
the deadly bomb from the aero. The group could then
proceed to The Outside at Icisure, since the destruction
of the city and its power houses would forever remove
the neutralizing wall. Unfortunately, this is impossible,
since the size and weight of one of the bombs is entirely too great to permit of its successful removal from
the heavily guarded secret storehouse. Our next best
hope is to obtain a small sample of the compound, with
the idea that I shall be able to détermine some means
of destroying the entire supply from a distance. That
is the reason for Zora's distasteful assignment, and
that is why I have sent Allayne and Theron with the
crysinum receptacle. Let us have hope."
When the professor finished, there was a babble of
excited voices. Ail seemcd pleased with his progress
and ail were considerably encouraged. As the evening
wore one, the uneasiness over the continued absence
of Ramon and Doreen increased. Surely some misfortune must have overtaken both. Ail that could be
donc was to hope and pray that they had not been apprehended ; that the safety of the remainder of the
group had not been endangered by their capture, if
captured they had been.
It was very late when Theron and Allayne returned,
and their report confirmed the worst fears of the group
regarding the two missing members. Doreen had been
arrested in the arsenal and executed by the Zarist
troops, after being tortured savagely in an effort to
learn of the whereabouts and identity of her accomplices. The brave girl had steadfastly remained silent
and finally died a noble martyr to the cause she had
espoused. Ramon had been killed outright by a police
officer, when he was discovered in an attempt to carry
away some records from the administrative offices of
the Zar's "Council of Five," where he was employed.
In sadness was this news received by the group. The
report of the successful meeting with Zora did little to
cheer them up. As yet Zora had been able to do nothing ; the turmoil caused by Doreen's discovery made it
unthinkable to approach Pietro in any way.
For several days Roy was in a misérable state of
mind. The professor spent practically ail of his time in
the workshop, and Roy felt absolutely useless as an
adjunct to the group. What made him feel still worse
was the fact that he was being studiously avoided by
Thelda. She addressed him pleasantly enough when he
saw her, it was true. But he found it impossible to
engage her in conversation alone. She always made
some excuse to get away, and the little intimate talks in
which they had engaged on the first day could not
be repeated. After the fifth day he became morose
and uncommunîcative, spending the greater part of his
time in the Pioneer. Little as he saw of the professor,

he spoke very little to him when he did see him.
Finally the professor, busy as he was, noticed this,
and took Roy to task one night when he returned to his
sleeping quarters. "Roy," he said, "do not let this
thing break your spirit. What is tormenting you anyhow?"
"Well, for one thing," was the response, "I am about
as much use around here as two tails would be to a dog.
Why was I ever chosen for this expédition ?"
"That is not the only trouble with you my boy. Do
not think that I am unaware of your love for the little
leader of this group. And do not feel discouraged at
her actions. The little girl is aware of your feelings
towards her, and is only taking some time to make up
her mind as to what to do about you. I have observed
her closely several times, and am confident that your
feelings are reciprocated and that ail will be well. Give
her a little time, and do not give up hope. As to your
uselessness ; what is anyone else in the group doing ?
Outside of my own efforts, in which I do not now need
your help, the only other work for the cause is being
donc by Zora. I am becoming much worried at her
silence. We have only slightly over a week left. So
forget your grouch, my boy. Get a good night's sleep,
and you will feel better in the morning."
Acting upon the professor's advice, Roy turned in.
In the morning he stepped out of the Pioneer with
more confidence than he had felt in several days. If
he could only get out into the sunshine, he knew that he
would feel différent.
IX.
MEANWHILE Zora had been having her
troubles. She dared not approach Pietro directly, for this would be certain to arouse his
suspicion. Instead, she carried on her work in the Zar's
household as usual. Evenings, attired in the most attractive gowns and looking her absolute best, she frequented the hôtel, where she knew that Pietro was accustomed to dine. On the third evening he encountered
her in the lobby and stopped at once. A change in expression came over his cruel face, the admiration and
tenderness in his demeanor made him appear, for the
moment, almost human. As he addressed her, Zora
did something she had not done for years. She greeted
him civilly and with a half smile. Thus encouraged.
Pietro begged her to dine with him. Not wishing to
overdo her part, she refused, but after an hour's insistent pleading on his part, she compromised and
agreed to meet him for dinner the following evening.
With triumph in his eyes, Pietro left her. She returned to her apartment, there to do a little gloating on
her own part. It had not been a bad night's work, she
thought.
The following evening Zora appeared at Pietro's
hôtel, ravishingly gowned, and a picture of mature
beauty from the top of her exquîsitely coîffured head
to the soles of her modîshly shod feet. Pietro was
speechless with admiration at first, but eventually recovered his equanimity and proudly led her to his table
in the dining room.
Dinner was a success. Zora was friendly, but not
too much so. Pietro was as îf enchanted by his com-
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panion's nearness. He was exultant, too, and pressed
his advantage to the utmost. He begged her to accompany him to the opéra after dinner, but she refused.
She cleverly turned the conversation to the subject
nearest and dearest to his vain soul ; his high position in
Munan, and the arsenal of which he had complété command. Zora feigned great interest when he boastingly
told of the importance of his work, and, insinuatingly,
she flattered him until, in his vanity, he finally offered
to takc her to the arsenal and show her through it,
This was the identical thing for which Zora had maneuvered, but she did not display too great enthusiasm,
and consented to visit his stronghold the next evening
only after considérable persuasion from him. Pietro
informed her that he could do her no greater honor;
that lie was risking his position, perhaps even his life,
in thus violating the strict order of the Zar that no outsider was ever to be admitted to the arsenal. He
thought that, in thus impressing upon her the risk he
was running for her sake, she would reward him by
further softening in her attitude towards him. Little
did he realize the purpose behind her acceptance of his
offer. Little did he realize that he had been tricked
into making this offer.
Next night Zora appeared at the hôtel as usual, but
this time she had with her and hidden in her clothes,
the hand weapon which the professer had given her, as
well as the crysinum receptacle which he had sent.
After dining with Pietro she was taken to a small aero,
which left from a landing stage on the roof of the
hôtel. In a few minutes they had reachcd the gâtes
of the arsenal, where they were stopped by two huge
guards who menaced them with leveled weapons. At
a curt word from Pietro, they lowered the weapons and
allowed the two to pass, muttering disapproval. With
a growl, Pietro warned them to be silent, on pain of
death, and with that they entered.
Now was Zora's opportunity, and she used ail of the
féminine wiles at her command to further put the braggart at her side under her spell. She succeeded admirably, for Pietro took her from one end of the arsenal
to the other, explaining to her eager ears ail that was
seen. Finally they had completed their inspection of
ail buildings on the surface and Zora's heart fluttered
wildly as they neared a blank métal wall at the far end
of the remotest building., Hesitating for a moment
as they faced the wall, Pietro was about to turn around
and leave. Something had told Zora that the secret for
which she searched was hidden behind that blank wall,
and for a moment she leaned her body close to Pietro,
the fragrance of her breath on his face, her eyes bright
with expectancy. With a shrug of décision, Pietro took
a small instrument from his pocket and placed it close
to the métal wall. There was a stream of crackling
blue fire between the instrument and the wall and suddenly, before their eyes, the partition had vanished,
disclosing a spiral of steps eut into the solid rock and
leading downward. He produced a light and again
presented the instrument to the point where the métal
wall had shut them off. Again the crackling flame and
the wall was in place, closing them off completely from
the room they had just quitted.
As they descended the winding steps Zora counted
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them carefully while Pietro was informing her, with
the greatest solemnity, of the unheard-of privilège she
was being accorded. Only five persons in ail Munan
knew of the whereabouts of this hiding place, he told
her. Only the Zar and he were in possession of means
of entry, and his life would surely be the penalty were
the Zar to learn of this visit. In convincing words,
Zora assured him that she would never divulge the fact
of the visit to a soul in Munan, making the mental réservation that the professer was not of Munan, therefore that she could tell him without breaking this
promise. After counting one hundred and thirty-two
steps, Zora followed Pietro into a huge cavern similar
to their own council chamber but much larger. Here
were stored the ncarly two million crysinum bombs,
and a vat of the liquid which they contained. Here
was the chance for which Zora had worked. She must
not fail! Pietro told her of the terrible effectiveness
of the bombs, and of the difficulty in producing .the
liquid content. With the fanatical fiuency of the Zarist, he expanded upon the conquest of The Outside
which was so soon to corne.
While he talked, his greedy eyes devoured her and
suddenly, with no warning, he had leaped to her like
a wild animal and, extinguishing the light he carried,
had her in his arms and was crushing her to him with
brutal strength. Zora struggled frantically and finally
squirmed into a position where she was able to draw
the professor's weapon from the folds of her gown.
Breathlessly she held it against Pietro's writhing body
and pressed the button. There was a purple flare which
lighted the entire cavern momentarily, and Zora lost
consciousness !
X.
THE eighth day had passed and still no word from
Zora. The group was becoming panic-stricken
and the professer, although deeply worried and
heartsick himself, was endeavoring to calm and reassure them. For three days the members of the group
who lived in the city had been unable to learn of Zora's
whereabouts. She had not been seen, either at her
apartment or at the Zar's palace during that time.
Further than this, it had been reported this last day
that Pietro had disappeared, and the authorities were
at this moment searching for him. A strange woman
had been seen to enter the arsenal grounds with him,
but neither had been observed to leave. Possibly, even
now, the authorities were searching underground passages for the two. The situation never had seemed
more serious.
Roy had been avoiding Thelda for several days. as
she had avoided him, though it hurt him greatly to do
this. Now, in this hour of darkness, she turned to
him for comfort and he was overjoyed. They were
seated apart from the remainder of the group in solemn conversation, when ail were startled by the shrill
cry of a féminine voice from the passage and Zora,
haggard, worn, and bedraggled, burst in upon them.
Thrusting a small métal cylinder into the professor's
hand, she cried, "Here is the sample," and collapsed in
a heap at his feet. Tenderly he lifted her limp body
and, in sudden abandon, pressed his lips to hers. Realiz-
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îng ihat he had betrayed himself, he flushed to the
roots of liis hair, relinquished lier to the women, and
rushed off to the workshop with the crysinum cylinder
which she had handed to him.
No time was to he lost as the excitement in the city
might well lead to their détection. Frenziedly the professer worked in the laboratory, with Roy and Landon
drafted as assistants. At last Roy was doing something to help and he was happier than he had been since
the first day. Soon Thelda came to the workshop with
Zora, who had been revived by the kind administrations
of the women of the group. With a fond glance at the
professer, who returned it with some embarrassment,
she told her story :
"Professer, you must go right ahead with yonr
work," she started, "for I am a hunted woman now and
there is a chance that we may be discovered, though I
am pretty sure that I left no trace in coming here.
It was necessary for me to dispose of seven Munanese
with your marvelous weapon, but as they are utterly
destroyed, leaving no tell-tale bodies, the chances that
my escape can be traced are fairly remote. If no others
saw me, we are safe."
With great rapidity, she told her story up to the point
where she had struggled with Pietro in the underground storeroom. Ali listened intently while the professer proceeded with his first test of the deadly fluid.
Great was the care with which he handled the small
cylinder which Zora had brought. He spread on the
floor a sheet of crysinum about four feet square, then
directed Roy and Landon to bring him as large a loose
stone as they could carry from one of the passageways.
The two men struggled back with a block of stone
between them which must have weighed close to two
hundred pounds. This they deposited on the sheet of
crysinum in the center of the room. Ail stood aloof
at the professor's bidding as, carefully, he allowed one
drop of the precious liquid to fall on the surface of
the rock. As it struck, there was a slight pufï of
yellow vapor at the point of contact. They watched
in astonishment as the vapor quickly surrounded the
stone with a venomous sputtering. Immediately the
rock began to shrink in size and, in less time than it
takes to tell, the large piece of solid granité had coinpletely vanished, leaving not a trace on the surface of
the glistening crysinum sheet.
The onlookers let forth a simultaneous gasp as the
last of the rock disappeared, looking at each other in
wondering realization that the properties of this fluid
had not been exaggerated in the slightest degree. Zora,
as soon as she had recovered from the surprise of the
sight, continued with her story, and the professer went
on with his experiments :
"When I recovered consciousness in the underground
chamber, I realized that I had lain there for a long
time. Now I know that it was for nearly seventy-two
hours. I remembered what had occurrcd. Hearing
no sound, I felt around for Pietro's body, but could
not find it. However, I found his torch and, as I flooded
the cavern with light, I saw that there was no body
in sight. Near the spot where I had lain in a coma,
I found ail of the métal articles his pockets had contained. including the instrument with which he had

obtained entrance to the spiral stair. I could not then
understand what had become of him—whether he was
still alive and had left of his own accord, or whether
his dead body had been removed by others. At any
rate, I did not forget what I had corne for and, advancing to the open vat of the deadly liquid, I filled
the little crysinum cylinder carefully.
"Then I appropriated the instrument which had belonged to Pietro and cautiously crept up the spiral
stair. When I reached the métal wall, I listened intently, but could hear no sound. Placing the instrument near the wall, as I had seen Pietro do, I located
a small switch or push-button on its side. This catch
I pressed. As had occurred when we entered, the
crackling flame appeared and the wall vanished. I
stepped into the room through which we had passed,
and found it deserted. It was still night and I extinguished Pietro's light. With a palpitating heart, I
traversed the length of the building and stepped into
the open air. Keeping in the shadows as much as I
could, I finally came to the gâtes without having been
discovered. My problem now was to get out, and I
racked my brain for means of doing so. Only the two
guards were in sight and they paced to and fro before
the locked métal gâtes. Finally I tiptoed close to the
bars and addressed the nearest guard softly. He drew
over to the gâte, and I tried to convince him that
Pietro had sent me out alone. He called the other
guard at once and both leveled their weapons at me.
There was nothing for me to do but point your weapon
at each in turn and press the button. As a purple ray
shot forth twice in rapid succession, both bodies stiffened, emitted a purple aura for a moment, and disappeared into thin air as we have just seen that stone
vanish. Now I understood what had become of Pietro
and I was glad—glad. It is horrible to feel that way,
but I could not help it.
"Luckily the nearest guard had been very close to
the gâte, for, with his disintegration, there fell to the
ground the bunch of keys which had swung from his
belt. These were within my reach and, thrusting my
arms through the bars, I obtained them and let myself
out, re-locking the gâtes behind me. As I ran down
the hill from the arsenal, I plumped straight into the
arms of four of the Zar's police. Eluding them, I
continued at the greatest speed of which I was capable. Apparently they wanted to capture me alive,
for they did not discharge their weapons. The first
gained on me, then the second and third, and in turn
I was forced to dispose of them with the disintegrating
ray. I had become exhausted, but I kept on running
until I reached the entrance to our retreat. I thought
that I had lost my fourth pursuer but, just as the
stone swung aside for my entrance, he crept up on
me from the underbrush. That was when you heard
me scream. Luckily, I was able to get the professor's
weapon into action again and I disposed of him as I
had of the others." She shuddered at the memory of
the wholesale slaughter.
Ail were much excited over her story, especially the
professer, but the two women left at once so as to
permit the professer and his two assistants to continue with their work.

THE GOLDEN GIRL OF MUNAN
Zora's narrative was later içpeated to the assembled
council, who now numbered but nineteen, excluding
the three men who were hard at work. Several had
been killed that day in the city. during the excitement
which followed the discovery of Pietro's disappcarance
and of the open entrance to the secret vault under the
arsenal. The disappearance of the two guards and
four of the Zar's police had given the impression that
a great conspiracy was under way, and the Zar was
exccuting suspects right and left. The professer would
indeed have to hurry.
XL
TWO days and three nights the men worked almost
incessantly, alternating between the workshop
and the Pioneer and only obtaining occasional
snatches of sleep. During this period none of the
group dared leave their hiding place. Thelda and Zora
became constant companions. Before long, both had
admitted privatcly their love for the two strangers
from The Outside. Thelda ruefully thought of lier
avoidance of Roy and the reaction which it had produced. She had donc that after the first day for the
reason that his thoughts had told her of his love, and
she had not been sure of herself. Now she realized
that she loved this young man and could never live
without him. But she was no longer able to bring his
thoughts to her mind, for there was now a misunderstanding between them. She lived in constant dread
that her treatment had killed the love which had at
first existed. Zora's feelings were of a much calmer
nature. She was serenely confident, and happy in the
love which she felt sure was returned.
In the meantime, Roy was much too busy to have
constant thought of Thelda but, strangely, the golden
voice intruded itself upon his consciousness at the most
unexpected times. Succcss had crowned their efforts,
and on the morning of the third day, the three tired
men burst forth into the council chamber with a shout
of triumph which brought ail members of the group
on a run.
"Folks, we have the solution," the professer exulted
loudly. "Listen. Get ail of your belongings together
at once and carry them aboard the Pioneer. We are
ail going to The Outside to finish our lives in peace
and happiness. And we will destroy this misérable
island as we leave."
There was a shout of joy as ail gathered around to
hear the détails. At that moment there was a crash
at the entrance to the main passageway. Their retreat
had been discovered by the Zarists !
"No time for explanations now, people !" cried the
professer. "Get everything you wish to take with you
and stow yourselves away on the Pioneer immediately.
The entrance stone is some ten feet thick, and should
resist their efforts for a long enough time to permit
our escape. Evidently they have not learned the secret
of opening the door. But hurry."
The group scattered in ail directions as the crashing
at the entrance continued with increased violence. Soon
there was the sound of automatic rock drills from the
passage, but ail, except the three men were already
alioard the Pioneer. With a sudden terrifie jar and
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a yell from the attackers, the stone door came down
and they swarmed through the passageway. Roy, Landon and the professor had remained behind to see that
ail reached the aero safely. As they retreated towards
the passage leading to the chamber in which the
Pioneer rested, the enemy streamed into the council
chamber in great numbers. Roy and the professor
shot forth the purple rays from the hand weapons time
after time, bringing down many of the Zarists and
temporarily stopping the rush.
Landon recklessly
hurled himself into the massed troops and was down
at once. Seeing that nothing could be donc to save
poor Landon, Roy and the professor ran for the aero
and just had time to get the entrance manhole bolted
from the inside when the attackers entered the second
chamber. In a flash the professor was at the controls
and the sphere started revolving as the enemy swarmed
around the aero. With a great rush, the Pioneer
arose, straight as an arrow, for the circular opening
far overhead and they were in the sunshine. rising at
terrifie speed.
XII.
WHEN the altimeter indicated thirteen thousand
feet, the professor turned the controls over to
Roy, instructing him to keep the Pioneer hovering in its présent position. He pulled a lever which
uncovercd ail portholes in the bottom of the aero, and
as he rushed back to the salon, he cried to ail of the
excited group to watch the scene below through the
glass covered openings. Ail complied immediately.
kneeling on the floor about the several windows. The
professor uncovered a small mcchanism which had been
installed in the salon, and started manipulating its
controls as he peered through the telescopic sight.
"Watch Leyris now, folks," he shouted, and as they
turned their eyes in that direction, there was a hum
from the machine which the professor was operating.
A faint ray, like a beam of sunlight which might have
been reflected from a mirror, shot earthward. striking
exactly at the last building of the arsenal, which could
be seen as a small object far below.
Immediately there came a violent upheaval at that
spot and a heavy yellow vapor poured forth from the
point at which the ray had been directed. This yellow
vapor crawled swiftly over Leyris like an octopus surrounding its prey, and the mountain melted away beneath their eyes as had the stone in Serano's old workshop. The vicions yellow vapor continued to pour
forth as from the crater of a volcano, and ail in its path
went the way of the mountain.
Munan was overtaken by the fate it had decreed for
The Outside. None could escape. No quarter could
be asked. None could have been given. No pity
stirred the breasts of the little groups watching in awestruck silence.
When the vapor reached the city, tall buildings sank
into the yellow turbulence like pillars of ice undermined by boiling water. The population could be seen
swarming into the océan like a rippling massed formation of army ants. In five minutes ail that remained
of Munan was a seething mass giving the appearance
of ebullient sulphur. This rapîdly disappeared into the
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depths of the Pacific, leaving in its wake a foaming
had become accustomed to the new order of things.
swirl, which drew down with it the last of the snrvivors.
In little knots they gathered on the several settees in
Gone were the invisible aeros. Gone was the deadly
the salon and cabin, there to discuss plans for the
fluid and the supply of crysinum bombs. Gone was
future, which, for the first time in their lives, seemed
the race which hated the world with so great an intenbright.
sity that this same fate had been planned for billions
XIII.
of innocent and unsuspecting victims. Gone were the
results of centuries of misdirected mental and physical
THE professer proceeded to the control room,
where he found Roy anxiously awaiting him.
effort. The Outside was saved !
"Well, it is ail over, my boy, and our dear
ïhe various groups around the portholes reacted sudold
world
is saved," said the professer in a tired voice.
denly; some jumped to their feet and shouted for joy,
"Let me have the controls and we will start for home
others among the women sobbing in hysterical relief.
Slowly the professer arose from the ray generator and
at once. If ail goes well, we will be there in time to
get to our own familiar beds by midnight, Washinglooked for Zora. She came to him immediately and
ton time. Do you realize that it is now only eight
thanked him with tear-dimmed eyes, and the others
a. m. Munan time? That attack on our retreat was
crowded around, embracing him in their joy and praising him as the deliverer of mankind and of themselves
intended as a surprise at dawn. Fortunately none of
our number had been able to sleep on account of the
from a most terrible fate. After what they had just
witnessed, they could visualize more clearly than ever
excitement and ail could thus préparé quickly."
"Yes, I noticed the time before we left," replied
the awful destruction which had been prepared for The
Roy, who was still shaken up because of the destrucOutside, ând their thankfulness knew no bounds.
Disengaging himself, the professer addressed the
tion of Munan which he had witnessed in the périscope.
"But, Professer, I do think that you should get some
group, which was crowded into the little salon :
rest at once. You know you not only worked harder,
"Dear friends, we have accomplished what we started
out to do. We should be grateful to the Suprême
but had considerably less sleep than poor old Tandon
or myself these past few days. You must be worn out."
Being who has aided his humble servants in saving
"I am pretty well exhausted, Roy," he responded,
the world at the expense of Munan, the accursed.
There are only twenty-one of us left now, with poor
"but another twelve hours will do no harm. Besides,
Tandon gone. Though we are somewhat crowded for
I feel a personal responsibility for those dear people
sleeping accommodations, you will be able to make
we are taking back with us. You may relieve me at
the controls if you wish, but I want to be here ail the
yourselves fairly comfortable on board the Pioneer for
time. I could not sleep now if I would."
the comparatively short journey ahead. With your
consent we intend to return to New York in the
He took the controls from Roy and headed for
home, bringing the speed of the Pioneer to nearly six
shortest possible time. The neutralizing wall has now
hundred miles an hour. Softly Roy closed the door
left us forever, along with the island of Munan, and
as he left.
we can départ unhindered. We shall arrive at our
destination in twelve hours. Afterwards I will tell
Seeking out Thelda, he found her alone in the tiny
you the story of our labors for the past few days and
galley, examining the cooking utensils with deep
interest.
how this destruction was accomplished. For the prés"I knew that you would corne to me, Roy," she
ent, suffice it to say that, in the experiments with
whispered
as he closed this door also and sprang to
crysinum and the deadly liquid, I discovered that a
her side. "Oh, my dear, why have you been so blind,
stream of electrical impulses of a definite frequency
and why have I been so uncertain? Your mind spoke
would cause a reaction between the fluid and the enclosing métal which would start the destructive action
to mine long, before you had even reached Munan,
long before I had even seen you. I knew then that
and render the métal no longer a résistant. The rest
you were destined to love me. I think that I have
was easy, since we had available the small beam transmitter which had been constructed by your deceased
loved you myself ever since I first heard your voice,
which was over the videophone."
leader. This I was able to modify so as to produce
the required frequency, a ray of which you saw pro"Thelda, dearest. My wonderful—golden girl," was
ail that Roy could say, as he folded her yielding body
jected to the spot which Zora reported as the location
to him and their lips met in the first kiss. No further
of the supply of crysinum bombs.
words were necessary—their minds were now in close
"Now tell me; do you ail wish to return with us
communion and to each was revealed the perfect sinto our home and there take up peaceful lives as inhabicerity and deep affection of the other.
tants of our world, which nevermore will be 'The OutThe Pioneer sped swiftly toward what was now to
side' to you? Or had you rather be landed in some
other location less thickly populatcd ? Roy and I have
be the home of both. There, high above the Pacific, as
Roy and Thelda continued in their embrace, the sturdy
both grown to love you ail during the short time we
areo carried another happy pair.
have known you and we hope to have you always
Forward, in the control room, the professer had just
near us."
turned his beaming face to gaze into Zora's adoring
Enthusiastically, ail decided to make the city of the
eyes. They smiled in complété understanding, and
strangers' choice their own future home, and to retwo more pairs of lips met in a kiss of real love.
main together as a group, at least until such time as they
THE END.
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OUR

OLDEST

Editor, Amazing Stories;
Gentlemen; 1 have bcen a reader of your magazine
for the past four or five months and thought l'd drop
you a letter (typed for me at the office of a friend).
to let you know what your oldcst reader thinks about
Amazing Stokies. I think I can lay claim to being
your oldest reader, because if I last three more ycars
l'U be 100 years old, and I rallier think l'il live to
bc 100. And it is my hope that if I deserve any kind
of a heaven, it will be a place where I can learn to
know ail the mysteries that stretch in an endless vista
before the limitcd sight of us mortals.
First of ail, let me disagree with one of your correspondents who coniplains about the quality of art
work and the paper in your magazine. Your cover
designs may not bc artistic, but they have a kick to
them, and that's what I read the magazine for—the
kick. As to the paper being cheap, you should know,
but it suits me fine. At my âge it is hard to read much.
Many magazines have a smooth, shiny paper,
and with the strong light I have to use it
is almost impossible to read them without a
headache. The dull finish of your magazine
does not glare under strong light, and anyone who lias any regard for liis eyes ought
to apprcciate this fact. The only improvement I could suggest would be to use a blacker
ink.
I have always lieen a voracious reader of scim
entific fiction, and it bas been during my lifetime that many of the great scientific fictionists
have doue their work. When I was
a boy, long before the Civil War, I
travelcd 300 miles on horseback
to see a "flying machine" that a
mechanic was building at Troy,
New York. He had been getting
"funny writeups" in ail the papers
in the country for bis crazy
notion, and his delight was
pathetic when I actually expressed confidence that
some day men might fly.
I hclped him with the machine for some weeks, but
we never were able to get
it ofï the ground. It was
finally wrecked in a gust of wind. The
world was not yet ready for aviation.
In those days the idea looked as crazy
as a trip to the moon does now.
During the Civil War, inspired by some "fool story"
by a wildly imaginative fiction writer, several of us in
the Union Army wanted to drift over beleagured Vicksburg in a "fire balloon," as they were called in those
days, for the purpose of drawing maps of the fortifications. Although we oflered to stand ail the expense
oursclves, permission was not given. The Union générais feared that the attempt would set the army up
for ridicule before the nation.
Having lived through a period of tremendous development of the sciences, I am impatient with those
short-sighted individuals who object to a scientific story
because it is a little ahead of present-day knowledge.
These things will ail corne, in some form or other, and
even I may live to see them. I should like to wander
from star to star, drinking in the beauty and the awful
solitude of the airless spaces. Tve had a lot of fun in
my 97 years of life, and when I have to shuffle oflr.
if l've been as decent to my fellowmen as Tve tried to
be. Fin going to have a lot more fun.

READER

As far as Tm concerncd, you don't have to print any
more of Jules Verne's writings. They were far advanced in his time, but science lias caught up with so
much of what was only fantastic fiction in Verne's time.
that it is always a disappointment to read Verne's stufï
again, after ail these years. But as to H. G. Wells,
although 1 have read ail his published works, his style
is so lucid—his plots are so delightful—and his imagination is so penetrating, that it is a constant delight to
read his works over and over again.
In the February issue I got a lot of enjoyment out
of Baron Mùnchhausen's scientific adventures. I was
surprised that you had not published anything before
by Mr. Gcrnsback. Ile is an able and finished author
and you ought to contract with him to become a regular
contributor before some other magazine grabs him.
There is more plausible science in this story than in
most. The illustration on page 1060 was very well
donc. What tickled me is the
rhéostat on the barrel head. It
sure reminds me of the old-time
■ vhay-wire amateur station. My
grandson
had one back in 1910
■
or '11 and he and I had a lot
of fun making the nights hideous. He has boys of his own
now and seems to be getting
old, because lie says he hasn't
time to read Amazing Stories.
But his boys are coming along
and seem to have the right stuff
in them. They can identify trans formées and condensers and things like that
by their pictures already.
In a few more years they'II
be regular readers of yours.
"Four Dimensional Surgery" by Bob Oison is a much
better story than the one about the
roller press which you printed not
long ago. Not only is it so plausible as to he almost convincIn the Octo- ing, but it is as tense and
ber, 1927 Issue,
«e published the
photo trspb of onr thrilling as any wild west
yonngest reader. The blood and thunder yarn. It
above Is a photograph actually had me hanging on
of our oldest reader, and
a letter whlch he sent us. to the chair to resist the
ether drift.
"The Fighting Heart" is a whimsical and entertaining yarn. Not only that, but it ought to satisfy those
who yearn for the literal truth, because it is not only
possible but practicable. Back in the stone âge men
used to eat their enemies' hearts in order to acquire
their courage. Their imagination did the trick then.
If now men can acquire a fighting heart by surgery,
even if the surgery is imaginary, then it will be just
as effective now as it was in the stone âge.
"Smoke Rings" is another very convincing story.
Everyone knows that whirling rings will travel much
further than ordinary puffs of gases or air. Why
doesn't somebody experiment along the lines suggested
by Mr. McLociard?
I am a very religious man, I know that in a few
more years I will have to turn in this old worn-out
châssis for a new celestial chariot. Without being
flippant about it. I expect that some living entity of me
will keep on going and cannot die.
E. E. Twicgens.
Box 344, LcMars. lowa.
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SÛME of our rca<lcrs probably remembor thc exhibition of thc Dr. Frank O'Hrien collection of
Hcadlcs diine novels at thc New York Public
Library a ycar ago. 1 hese had a great circulation in
thcir timc. They were largcly of the adventurous type,
and were liy no mcans to bc considercd as unworthy
of attention, because many of them showed genuine
nicrit. A publisher, Frank Touscy by naine, started a
sort of rivalry or following up of the Beadle novels by
a sériés of publications of stories, also of adventure,
and designcd for boy readers, which, under varions
naines, were sold for the price of five cents each. Such
titles as the Five-Cent Library or the Nickel I-ibrary

Thi* is • portrait of
La Senarcna, who
waa a man at once et
créât Indostry and
elvld Imagination. IIInstrationa glven arc
Inlended to contrast
the autbor's imagln a r y atructurea of
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was given to them by the publisher. They came ont
once a week, and each one had a picturc—wood engravings were used in the olden days—of an épisode or of
some object froni the story. A number of these stories
were written by a prolific author by naine of Lt
Scnarens, who wrote under thc pen name "Noname.'
l'-ach story ran perhaps 25.000 to 45.000 words and the
author at lirst wrole them in long hand, and saw them
through the press. each one in the allotted seven days.
lt would bc hard to find a record of how many he
wrote.

!

What interests us in the stories is thc fact that he drew
on his vivid imagination and describcd many things
which were reckoned as absurd and impossible in bis
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In ihe above Is staown Mr. Senarens" Idea ol an armored car used
for attack or defenae. It wlll be
seen how dosely lt cornes to the
Caterpillar tank used In modem
warfare. It 1s a matter of surmise
how many of our readers wlll
notice the wrong position of the
lag.
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Our author shows above a very Interestlng
motor sied, drlven by a propeller wheel
at the stern. At the rlght is shown a
more modem version of the self-propelled
sied, in which the aerlal propeller does
the work. It is a question really whether
Mr. Senarens' idea is not better.

days, but which we can no longer regard as such,
the simple reason that many of them have been realized.
We give a few examples of the old wood cuts, with the
modem successors or realizations.
He was born about 65 years ago and died recently.
Mail robberies seem to have been in order in the
nineties of the last century, so one of his charactcrs,
who figured in a number of stories, appears as the inventor of an arraored and armed magnetic carriage,
which was to be used for transporting mail. Here we
have a steam-propelled vehicle with an armored turret
with guns protruding to protect the mail from robbery.

■■mm

Again we have an armored steam automobile, also suggestive of the steel-clad cars of the présent daj- which
are used for transporting money. This was conceived
by the author some 35 years ago. So we find Frank
Reade, Jr., one of his stock characters, protecting the
United States mail. Another of his characters, Jack
Wright, figures as having a sort of Icttcrs of marque
and goes off to the Western Prairies to fight the stage
coach robbers, "road agents" as they wcre termed. Both
of thèse affairs bring us very close to the Caterpillar
tanks of the World War, with turret and guns.
Many of us have seen ice sleds driven by power. A
spikcd wheel is revolved at high speed and in contact
with the ice biting into it, drives the sied along at high
speed, but our young friend, Frank Reade, Jr.. cornes
Below Is shown one of Mr. Senerans' ships
capable of traversing ice or water, contrastée!
with a very modem idea, where we find a
"shoulder of mutton" or Marconi rig vessel
embodying more modem ideas.
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Belov lg staown gn armored tnnet car whlch
mickt manacc to ttanspoit bond*, œoney and
Bcaotlable accnritlea evcn tbrougn tbe strccta
af anch clUca aa New York and Chicago. Xt
rcally looka more aecnre and more efficient
than the modem one ghown on tbe rlght in
direct comparlaon wlth It.
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ont with what he calls an "Electric Snow Cutter," a
sied propellcd liy a rotating spiked wheel. Exactly
where the elcctricity conics in is not clcar, but the picturc of Keade. Jr.'s vehicle suggests that it is going at
high speed, and racing with Eskimo dog teams. These
are only a part of Scnarens' very wondcrful eiTorts, the
fruits of what may he callcd a mechanical imagination.
He descrihed the Deep Sca Diving Bell of almost modem construction, a Flying Boat, an airplanc, or rather
several airplanes, a steam man that pullcd wagons, a
steam horse that did the same, and submarines.
In looking over the pictures of these conceptions, the

•
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industrious author appears as a truc predictor of mechanical progress. In Science and Invention, of
Octoher. 1920, a numher of Senarens" "inventions"
wcrc rcproduced.
It is in order to ask what has made them possible in
the présent day, why were they not carried ont in the
early nineties when they were published? It is fair to
say, that it was the invention and perfection of the internai combustion engine that hrought so much of our
author's ideas into life and realization. Ulysses, to conceal his identity from the cyclops whom he had blinded,
called himself "Outis," meaning "no one." The American Jules Verne concealed his naine under the title,
"Noname."
The centennial of the birth of Jules Verne is but a
few weeks back of us, and it seems fitting to show at
this time that we too had a Jules Verne, a man whose
industry in turning ont reams of copy was as remarkahle, as was his ingenuity in cvolving the strange machines, prototypes of so much of the présent, out of his
imagination, though he died unheralded and practically
unknown.
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In tbls department we shall dlscusi, every month, toplcs of intereit to readers. The edltora Invite correipondence on ail subjecta
directly or Indirectly relatcd to the stories
thlatime
magazine.
In case
a spécial Personal answer is required. a nominal
feeappearlnc
of 25c to in
cover
and postage
is required.
HOW SCIENCE SIC
Editât. Au..zi.so Storifs:
Sincc you arr good enough to invite discussion
from your rraders. 1 accent the implicit invitation in the spiril of the Irishman who watchcd
a brawl; "Is this a privalc lighl or can anyonc
get in?"'
First of al], I wisli to congratulntc you on
opening up wliat is almost au uncxplored and
unexploitrd lirld of fiction. 1 bclicve that the
dcfects in your material arc due not to any
faulty editorship but almost wholly to the fact
that very few novelisls and short story writers
have as ycl lurned to the marvelous possibililics
opened ui* l»y modem science. Any cdilor would
be forced to Iran very heavily on thr support
of a merc handful of writers. 11. (î. Wells and
Jules Vrrne being of course the leaders, in editmg such a prriodical. May your venture stiinulalc scores of young scientists to try their hands
at fiction! At présent very few men of science
can wrile fiction and very few writers of fiction
know anything about science.
Tliat being so, inany writers who strive to
• Stound their readers arc lamentably weak in
their facts. Thev deal ,,vaguely with unknown
•'rays" and "5UDslance8 and "fourlh dimensions" in a way that betrays much ignorance of
pbysica. Compare, for eaample, Mr. Wells'

ES SHOULD BE WBITTEN-THE NEW FIELD OPEN TO AUTHORS
of your stories as "The Red Dust," "The Grecn
Martians with the Martians of almost any other
imaginative wriler. Mr. Wells knows nis asSplotches" and "The Second Déluge" show a
similar scientific fecling for cause and eflect.
tronomy and créâtes créatures fitted to the arid,
cold and bleak planct, light of air and of grayity;
Près ton Slosson, Ph.D.
where others invent hunian beings or animais
L'nivcrsity of Michigan, Ann Arbor.
totally unhtted to ^lartian conditions. His
Lunary |>lants and animais are such as might
(With regard to the opening suggestions in
your letler, we think Amazi.nu Storiks is doing
acutally exist in cavcrns of the moon. Scicntific
ils
part in dcveloping new authors. There cerfiction does not have to corne within the range
tainly is enough in science to inspire anv
of possibility, but it should be plausible and
amount of good hetion. NVhatever one may think
not contrary lo any known fact» or natural
laws. Purely fanciiul stories mighl bctler be
of the ignorance of science on ihe part of
authors, tnc demand for stories of the type we
ranked as romances or "wcird taies" (ail very
airn to give, should inspire them with the desire
weM in their place) than as "scientiliction."
to study natural science for the i»ur|»oses of their
The best formula for scientilic fiction would
be "An imnginary hypotliesis carried out with
work, The much discusscd Mr. Wells kceps very
rigoroxis adhérence to probable conséquences."
straight on his science and combines with il,
an atmosphère of rcality, so that even in the
Thus Wells assumes the indefinite concentration
wildest flights of fancy. a feeling of the tmthof capital in his "When the Slccncr Wakes;"
a new growth-food (possibly a glandular exfulness of the story is evokcd. "The Red Duat"
and "The Cîreen Splolches" were quitc impreatract?) in "Tlie Focd of ihc fîoos;" the dissive, and the thing to be observed in them is that
integratiun of the atom in "The World Set
in both of them. (hcrc was character drawing,
Frerbut once his hypnthesis is acknowledged,
that which happens is what might happen under
The characters of the Indians and of the contrasting scientists are particularly well portrayed
such circumslances. The same may hc said of
and
in "The Red Dust." an imaginary character
Conan Doyle's "Lost World"—granted an isoin an imaginary world. is portrayed as if he
lated tropical plateau, forms of reptilian life
rcally rxisted -EDlTOR ]
elsewhere eatinct might well be preserved. Such
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A CRITICISM OF "THE DISIRTEGRATIHG
RAT" AND OF "BARON MDHCBHAUSEN"
Editer, Auazing Stokies:
t
I have just finished the l'ebruary issue of
Amazinc Stokies and have a fcw rcmarks concerning certain stories a]>|>earing (herein.
In The Oismteorating Kay by David M. Speaker,
the aulhor remarks thaï the aloniic wcight ol an
elcment dépends upon the numlfcr ol cleclrons
l»er atom. As a matler of fact, although it is true
thaï the greater the iiuml>cr of électrons the
greater the atomic wcight, this is mcrely incidental,
since the greater portion of the mass of the atom
is concentratcd in the proton. The ratio of the
mass of the cleclrons lo the entire mass of the
atom is onc lo eighteen hundred and therefore
negligihlc. I-'nrthermorc he states that the atomie
numl>er is eqnal to the number of électrons per
atom. Jlowcvcr, the numlier of électrons per atom
is tiriee 'hc atomie miml>er. Ile quotes silver as
having forty-^even électrons when, as a matler
of fact, silver lias forty-seven atmosphcnc or valence
électrons and an equal numlicr of nncloar électrons, or a total of ninety-four. Maturally there
arc an equal niiml>er of protons. Another thing:
removal of au électron from a mercury atom would
not produce a gold atom; it would rcsult in a
Ilg-f- ion. 1 wonld suggest thaï .Mr. Sjieakcr rcad
the chanter on atomie structure in (ietmau's OntUnes of Throrctiral Chcmistry beforc attemptmg
another story on atomie structure.
In the Harofi M imchliausen I notice you say
that an object placed above the gravity screen and,
losing ita wcight, remained suspendrd in the air.
You ahould, and probably do. know In-tter th.m
that. The column of air al*ovc the scrcen wonld
losc ils weight, and the pressure of the air on ail
sides would l>e snfficient to send it hurtling into
space. l-or that matter, the ccnlrifugal force of the
earlh wonld produce the same resuit, and any ohjcct
placed aliovc the screen would follow the same
procédure as the column of air.
One more knock: Although 1 am an ardent admirer of II. O. Wells, 1 must say that Pollock and
the Porroh Mon has notbing scicntihc or even
pseudoscientilic in it and therefore has no place
tn your magazine. It is a good story, but it is
decidcdly ont of place.
In conclusion, let me say that I should likc very
rauch to sec this letter or an acknowlcdgement of
it published in your discussion column.
John A. Thomkins.
Slillwater, Oklahoma.
THE AlfSWER OF THE AUTHOR OF THE
"DISINTECRATING RAY" TO JOHN A.
THOMKINS
Editer. Amazisg Stokies:
I have rend Mr. Thomkins' letter with great
interesl and admit lhat hc is correct in many of
his statemrnls. Ilnt m y story is not inlendcd to 1*
used as a text l«ook on atomie structure. Ils
purpose was mercly to suggest the iK>ssiliility of
eventnal atomie disintegration. Therefore. the
atresscd |>nii»i was not ihc atom itself. but the
means (epsilon ray) of causing it* ilisintegration
and the transmutation of one élément mlo another.
For this reason, using a story teller's license, 1
took the Ii1»eriy of simplifying the nctual atomie
structure in order to clarify the cxplanation of
the ray's nctimi. This is the main jioiiit which is
rcsponsililc for Mr. ' Thomkins' crilicism and which
he has not mentioncd in his letter. Of course, the
atom does not mercly consist of a proton with
several cleclrons whirling around it (as I assumed in "The Disinlegrating Kay" for simplicity's
■akc), l>ui of a nuclcus consisting of many protons
and électrons with an exccss of the former which
is neutralizcd l»y an equal number of planelary
électrons which revolve around it (the nucleus).
Ilut so far as the action of the ray is concerned.
the neutralizcd protons and électrons in the nucleus
arc not cousidcred. Conscquently, in the story, 1
just assumed lhat the atom consists of a protonic
nuclcus with several planctary électrons.
As regards the relation of the atomie weight
to the numl>cr of électrons. 1 did not say lhat the
atomie weight actnally depends on the mimher of
électrons, but that the greater the num!>er the
greater the atomie weight. This stands to reason.
for since the atomie weight dépends on the protons, an élément having a greater miml>cr of cleclrons than another one will necessarily have a
higher atomie weight as there will be more prolom
in ils nuclcus.
] believe that Mr. Thomkins is in error when
he states that "the numî>er of électrons
atom
is hvire the atomie numl»er." For an answer I
refer him to the élément uranium. This substance
has an atomie weight of about 23H.2 and an
atomie numlicr of 92. Since according to some of
the latcsl théories regarding atomie structure it
has Ik-cii concedcd that the atomie nunil»er roughly
represents the immlier of positive charges or protons. then if Mr. Thomkins is correct the atomie
weight of uranium shonld bc 184 inslcad of 238.2
as the number of électrons is the same as the
number of protons. In the same way the élément
silver does not as hc says bave an atom of 94
électrons allogcther, but onc of aliout 108, as he
can readily observe by referring to ils atomie
weight. There arc a few elementa in wbich the
total numlicr of électrons ia twice that of the
planctary électrons, but they are very few and
not enough to makc it a général rulc. The best
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examples are to be found fairly low in thc scale
of atomic numbers and are represented by hélium
and oxygen. Hélium has an atomic number of two
and an atomic weight of four; the atomic number
of oxygen is eight and its atomic weight is 16. But
the higher one ascends the atomic number scale,
the greater bccomcs the différence between the
atomic weight and twice the atomic number. As an
cxample 1 may quote the élément thorium which has
an atomic number of 90 and an atomic weight of
approxiraately 232.
Mr. Thomkins may bc right when he states that
"thc rcmoval of an électron from a mercury atom
would resuit in an Hg plus ion" but 1 am not
quitc convinced. I haye yet to sec the meta!
which can remain in an ionized staie out of a solution. While such a thing may bc possible from a
thcorctical viewpoint, it is extremcly doubtful if
an élément so placed could long retain an extra
proton without either losing it or clse having it
neutralized by électrons in the air. \Vhile_ I admit
thc latter is very probable, yet I see no rcason why
the proton should not leave thc atom with the rcmoved électron, as the ray is constantly removing
any other électrons which might neutralize it.
Certainly, whichever happened, the mercury would
either definitely change to gold or else return to
its original state, but it would not bc an Hg plus
ion. Howcvcr, this point is ralher doubtful, but I
would like to point out that il is just such doubtful points as this lhat coustitutc the différence bcIwccn a Scientifiction Story and an accomplished
fact.
I may add lhat I havc inspected the rcference
suggested in Mr. Thomkins* letter and find that
the chaptcr named. touching only very briefly on
the subject of atomic structure, is rather inadéquate. . In addition to this the book was printed
in 1913 (at Icast thc copy I saw was) and I certainly would not rccommend it as a source of information on a subject about which new facts
arc belng discovered yearly. A more recent and
raost interesling book on the subject is by Benjamin Harrow and is, I believe, called Thef
Romance of the Atom.
However, as présent clay knowledge of atomic
structure is still rather vague, Thc Disintegrating
Ray should not be taken too seriously. It is possible that within the next ten or lifteen years
new discoverics will prove our présent conceptions
of the atom to be. inaccu rate.
I wish to thank Mr. John A. Thomkins for the
interest he has taken in my slory.
Sinccrely yours,
David M. Speaker,
3852 N. Smedley Street,
Bhiladolphia, Pa.
(We give the comments of a dislinguished chemist
below,
"After reading Mr. Speaker's reply to hls critics,
Mr. Thomkins and Mr. VVait, we are inclined to
agree with the former in most particulars. The
cases wherc thc atomic weight is double thc atomic
number are fcw, and arc confined to the éléments
of low atomic weight. His assumption of a simpler atomic structure than the actual seems iustihable for fiction purposes. On thc other hand,
Mr. Thomkins is right in saying that the removal
of a planetary electron from thc mercury atom
would leave a positive mercury ion. As to Mr.
Speaker's stalement lhat ions are not known to
exist outside of solutions, why not refer him to
the experiments wherc a trace of gas is introduced into an evacuated tube and is then truly
ionized by thc discharge across a pair of plates
at high potential différence. Air in fact can be
casily ionized througb contact with any radioactive
substance.
"The understanding is that protons are virtually
impossible to remove singly from the nuclcus of
an atom, owing to their presence in the nucleus,
where they are much more firmly bound together
than are the électrons circulating in the outer
orbits."
As far as our friend the Baron is concerned
you have made rather a good point about the
gravity screcn. But whether the air lost its weight
or not it would be acted on by thc surrounding
atmosphère. We might imagine that the gravity
scrcen only alïccted solids.—EDITOK.]
NULLIFYING GRAVITY
Editor, Amazinc Stories:
I am sending in this clîpping which I took from
the Clcvcland Plain Dealer, tninking it would bc
of interest to some of your readers.
"NEWAKK, N. J.. Dec. 10—(AP)—Thc invention of a machine by which the force of gravity
is neutralized, was annonneed today by liernays
Johnson, a radio enginecr, who claims that if the
machine can bc developed to a commercial stage,
air flighls from New York to Paris can be achicved
in five or six hours.
"At his laboratory on Broad Street, Johnson said
he had actually suspendcd a miniature plane in the
air by neutralizing gravity, and also that he could
suspend a SO pound wcighi in the air."
In the November issue the Astounding Diecoyeries of Dr. Mentiroso was very good. This
clipping brinps out thc fact that gravity can bc
neutralized as was donc in this story. I would he
glad to see more stories by Jules Verne. I havc
read Amazinc. Stories since xt came out and can
find no fault with the magazine.
J. W. Hackny.
[Ali we can tell you about the clipping which
you have sent us from tht Clcveland Plain Dealer,
is to advise you not to believe a word of it. Wc
do not say that no way of affecting gravity will
ever be discovered, but any such prospect is cxtrcmely remole.—EDITOK.]

They make

*6,000
a year
The facts prove that
YOU can achieve
Success in Radio!
Radio News wrîtes us:
"In looking over the dealer mail received
in the last three months we find that the
average income of ail dealers who gave
us their income figures, 38 in number,
averages more than $6,000 a year."(
(Signed) C. W. Emerson
RADIO NEWS
Why don't you think this over and
say to yourself, "These dealers are
no smarter than I am. If I knew radio
thoroughly, I could make that much
and more. I know that the Radio Institute of America is America's oldest
radio school—that it gives the finest radio instruction obtainable anywhere, and tbe finest and fullest radio
equipment.
"1 know that RIA is conducted by
the Radio Corporation of America
and is backed by General Electric and
Westinghouse—that their course ta
radio is complété and entirely covers
every phase of radio, including operating, broadeasting, in fact everything in radio. I know that I can make
progress because everything is told
so clearly. I can get this instruction
at home, and préparé for success in
radio without giving up my présent
job. I can study when I please and as
long as I please. With the tremendous
opportunities opening up in radio
today, I certainly can't
pass up this opportunlUDIO IWTTTUT»
ity to learn more about
the RIA course. Here's
one coupon I will clip.
I want the full facts."
Tear out the coupon and mail it now.
RADIO INSTITUTE OF AMERICA
Dept. H-6 326 Broadway, New York City
RADIO INSTITUTE OF AMERICA. Dept. H-fi
326 Broadway, New York City
Dear Mr. Duncan:
Please send me your new catalojt. 1 want to
know more about your new radio course.
Name...
Address.
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TX/TOULD you like to work on
• • real crime cases? Would YOU
like a life full of e*citemenl, mystery, thrills,
rewards, world travel with an unlimited expense account and big pay? Would YOU like
the prestige of having police chiefs. judges,
lawyers, big officiais and even foreign governments steking your services ? Would you—yes.
en just mail me the coupon
below and let me tell you HOWI Understand
—your mailing me this coupon doesnot obligâte nor involve you in any way.
I Can Make YOU a
Finger Prlnt Expert
I bave trained hundreds of men now prominent
In the Profession. There's Hany Passno.
Chief of the lowa State Bureau. He had no
previous experience—no collège or high school
éducation. He was just a country photographer. I trained him. I can do thesame for
YOU. You may study rigbt at home in your
spare time.
Right NOW ia the time to start. More trained
men are needed. Big positions are now open.
Here is your opportunity to becorae a real
Finger Print Expert. No man is more highly
respected—more aought after. Even Krngs
and Queens have honored the finger print
expert. Salaries are high. and the rewards
fréquent, let alone the excitement and thrills
lhat will be yours daily.
The Confidential Reporta
No. 38 Made to Hu Chief
Write me today. Have me eend voo my FRHE Book
teUtng what I bave done for others—man just like
yoa.
Yes, you
and FREB
If 1 henr
from you right away
l'U
also
Sscreteend
Service Opérât
or—the
No. 89"Confidwntitd
Made to Nié Reporte
Chief."
Mail coupon NOW I
T. G. COOKE, Près.
Unlverelty of Applied Science
1B20 Smnnyslde Ave.. D«t A-119 Chicago, ni.
Dnlverslty of Applied Science, Dcpt. A-119
1920 Sannyslde Ave., Chicago, I1L
Centletnen:—Wlthont
anyOperator
oblljratlonNo.whatever,
send
ma tbe Free Reports of
88 and your
oew. full y lUustrated Free book on Finger Piints.
Name
Addreee.
■ City and State*..
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THE HORIZON LINE ON MARS—"TEN
MILLION MILES SUNWARD"
Editor, Amazing Stories:
I have bcen reading your rcmarkable magazine
for over a year and feel 1 raust send you this
letter ont of appréciation of what I think oi your
publication. I do not intend to start any criticism
of any kind of your stories. 1 ara not scientihc
enough to do that, altbough ï do somc gcnuine
thinking as I read the scientiliction stories you
feature. Some are possibly far-Cctched, however,
they are ail written in the light of prophecy and
hundreds of years from now in perhaps varied
ways will be facts. A hundred years ago even,
what would people have thought of an author writing a story of music and speech being sent hundreds and thousands of miles with the ether as the
sending mediura? Easy to answer that question.
"Stonc crazy!"
The purpose of this letter is différent to most of
the ones sent you. You are to act as arbiter in
a dispute I have had with my friend.
In discussing existence upon another planet to
be spécifie, Mars, we disagree on one point. My
friend argues that the horizon line there would
seem no farther away tban on the carth because the
différence in the planct's sjze would be relative,
therefore no différence could bc noted. I maintain, however, that as Mars is alraost half the size
of the earth the horizon line in that planet would
nppear to bc almost twice as close as in our earlh.
Distance toward the sky line in any direction
would fie reduced, almost half of what we would
observe on earth/ Am I right or not?
On another question we seem to agree. Mars
being almost half the size of the earth, gravitation
is almost twice reduced or a person's weight would
be nearly half that on carth. My friend argues,
and I agree, that nature is nature no matter what
planet you may be on. You cannot live coutrary
to natural laws. However, being on Mars from
another planet, the carth, one would find nature
not the samc. Natural laws on Mars and natural
laws on earth are not identically ihe same, altbough
nature exists there as il does here, the différence
being in the construction of the two worlds.
Therefore, Mars would be outside of the natural
laws of Mars because he is not subject to them
but to thosc of fais planet. For rliat reason nature
on Mars would procccd to adapl him to her conditions. llis body would soon change in shape until
he would be conforxned to gravit.itional pull there.
The molécules and atoms of the body would become more widcly separated due to gravity being
less. In due time he would not look like a terrestial being, but would he made over to the laws of
nature existing on Mars. If he continued to be
an earth man in ail respects he would be living
out of nature, or coutrary to it rather as it is
found on Mars; he could not possibly do it is
my contention as wcll as my fricnd's. What say
you ?
With regard to the story T.'n Million Mites
Sumvard in the March issue, in which you said
something was wrong, I have an idea of my own
in that regard.
The rotation of the earth was slowed up from
365 rotations in a year to 314 by displacement of
weight in the Caspian sea, to uscape the cornet.
If the rotary speed of the earth was slowed up to
that extent it would circle gradually nearer and
nearer the sun at cach révolution until it would
be drawn into the sun instead of establishing a
new orbit it seems to me. The carth and other
planets revolve at certain regular speeds around
the Solar center. If this speed were iucrcased
very much the varions planets would tend to fiy
off into spacc at a tangent and nircle farther and
farther from the sun. Therefore why is it not
true of the contrary? Centrifugal force miist bc
balaneed to the right point to keep the planets in
their respective orbits. If it is unbalaneed from
some cause they would fly off farlher from the sun
or doser as the case might be.
It seems to me that a terrifie jo'.t would be nccessary to slow the earlh's rate of rotation instead of
added weight at a certain point. However, 1 may
have missed the point cntirely in this discussion.
Ross L. Brallcy,
617 W. Washington St..
Oklaboma City, Okla.
P.S. I am hoping you will print this letter in
your "Discussions Column" as some might be interestcd in my rcmarks, and I wish to see who is
right or wrong in my argument about Mars.
[The horizon distance is given by the point of
tangency of a straight line, starting at the observer's eyc and tangent to the earth's circle. The
great circle of a sphere is the one with its radius
as the radius of the circle. In ether words, it is
the largest circle lhat the section of a sphere will
give. The plane passing through the center of a
sphere déterminés the great circle and it follows
from the above, that the smaller the radius of a
sphere is, the nearer will the horizon be to the
observer. The horizon of Mars will he very much
nearer to an observer on that planet than would
the horizon of the earlh be to onc on our sphere.
Gravitation would cerlainly be less on Mars than
on the earth, as it would be very much greater on
a planet many times larger than the earth. lie
would not carry his weight on earth or with him,
as a présent to Mars, but his weight on that planet
would be due to ils action and bave nothing to do
with the earth, except in an absolutely infinitésimal
degree. As regards the flooding of the Caspian Sea,
we have nothing to add to Professor Luyten's interesting explanatory note.—EDITOR.]
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The
FUTURE
by
Professer A. M. Low
"THE FUTURE" is one of the most
remarkable books of the âge. Professor
Low, the author, is a scientist of international réputation, also an expérimenter
and inventer in the many branches of
science. This book written by him has
aroused wide-spread interest. It deals
with the world of the future, certainly an
unusually absorbmg subjcct. Written in
the popular, non-technical fashion, "The
Future" reveals the many advances and
changes that are in store for humanity in
a new life to corne.
This book has received favorable comment in book reviews the world over. Do
not neglect to read this treatise on the
future by Professor A. M. Low. It is a
literary treat for everyone.
Mûil your order now! Dont watt, every
body is reading this remarkable book.
Price—$2.00
Exp*rlrn«iiter Publlshlng Co.
23« Filth A»»., N.w Y or*. N. V.
Gentlemen; Enoloeed find.. .check or . money order
(ohccX whlch) rorS2.00- Klndly send me a copy of
Prof. A. M.Low'a new book '.THE FUTURE".
Marne
Addrcaa
City
State
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anything else previously used for this
purpose.
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Logan Bldg., Mitchell, So. Dak.
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A KIlfD LETTER FROM A LADY FR1E3TD
AND READER
Editor, Amazing Stobies:
f Have just completed reading your March issue.
I am nol compétent to criticise the scicntihc aspect'
of any story, baving learncd ail 1 know of science*
from those same storics. Howcver, it strikes mel
that W. F. llammond's story Lakk-Dal, Destroyer
of Soûls, while very entcrtair.ing is certainly just
a little absurd.
It is truly said of Mr. Wells that one of bis
greatest arts in writing is to make bis story seem
so realistic. But Mr. Hammond would have us
believe that it is logical for every little thing to
work out so highly "■coincidentally"!
So, just at the moment he is being discussed,
Lakh-Dal sends his first warning. Then Errell
almost at once hccomcs almost omnipotent—takes
charge of his father-in-law's business, and imrocdiatcly displays several liitherto unheard of
talents, among them the not inconsiderable one of
speaking fiuent Chinese; and also wc tind he bas
even spent a ycar in the same Temple that LakhDal had served in ï
And ail he had to do was to go to the téléphoné, in order to learn instamly wberc the "friend
incarnate'* (yes, tbat's tbe way it was printed! But
we ail know typographical (is that correct?) errors
occur in the best regulaled publications) was installed.
*
Now, I ask you—isn't that rather hard to swallow? Even ticlionally?
*
Rut I will frankly admit I enjoyed the story,
and such things as I found to object to are such
things that Mr. Hammond will no doubt soon overcomc, as I think you said he was a new writer,
I am one more of Mr. Wells' admirers. There
has already been said so much, both for and
against him, that I will say no more beyond the
mere statement, "1 like bis work."
The only fault 1 find with Hicks' Inventions is
that they smack a little strongly of "slap stick"
comedy, which is rather oul-dated.
I did not care al ail for Robur the Conqucror,
but am very much inlerested in The Masler of the
World. I am not foolish enuugb to suggest any
criticism of Jules Verne. It is_ just that J, personally, did not care for the first of these two
stories.
There are few of your slnries that I do not
care for. One of them was about the now famous
Dr. Mentiroso. And that was because I was not
able to understand more than a dozen words of
the entire story! Ail I can say is, I got the
"drift" of it. The détails entirely escaped me.
But I do not wonder at it now, since reading ihc
innumerablc discussions it bro ight forth !
1, too, hope some day to be able to see tbe
Amazing Stobies issued at Icast semi-monlhly, as
I read it so quickly, and it is the only magazine
that I have ever found that satisfios my craving
to learn, and docs it in a way that keeps one
always interested.
Each month 1 Write your "Oucstions" in a note
hook, together with the answer to each question,
as I find it in your pages, and each set of them is
my tnonlhly "lesson. VVho can say that after a
lime I will nol bc "scientifically edncated"?
1 am strongly in favor of calling your magazine
"Scientifiction." for is that m t what it is? And
certainly a publication that ad vocales and leaches
progress and advancemcnt far beyond what we
have now, should not hcsilate at the mere coining
of a new word, especially one so apt as that one.
It wonld take our loved periodical ont of the
spcclacufar-sceming class and give it a more
suitablc title and dignity. You would be surprised at the number of pcoplc that turn up their
more or less ignorant noscs at it, mcrely because
of the name, and call it "trash" when some of
them 7 know are not mentally capable of understanding one o( tbe simplest stories between its
covers. As you can see, this is rather a sorc point
with me, as I do nol read trash, either in bocks
or magazines, and f'm willing to scrap with any
tnisguidcd person who calls my favorite magazine
trash, merely because of ils name and the undeniably "passionate" colors of its coverl
Wel), l've writlen Mr. Wastebasket a rather
lengthy letter this lime, but 1 Oo not rcally expect
you to clutler up your columns with it. 1 am
only a comparalivcly uneducated young (is Iwcntysix young? Thank you!) wife and mother of two
baliies, so about the only chance 1 get to travel
beyond the four walls of my home is when 1 pick
up your magazine.
Ah, but then I travel indeed! For I journey to
Mars and Venus, with side trips lo the Moon,
and down to the hearl of the earlh, yea. even inlo
the fourth Dimension! And who could do more?
I have no doubt that when lime and grcaler resources allow Amazing Stobies to be improved,
it will he donc. Until then, I will be pcrfeclly content with ils présent condition.
Mrs. II. O. De Harl,
Andcrson, Ind.
(This very inleresting letter is front a member of
the fair sex and she gives an interesling lot of
criticism. As regards the "friend incarnate," we
can only accédé to your point cf yiew about errors
occurring. Only tliosc engaged in actual production of works of literaturc rcalizc fully the impossibility of avoiding typographical errors.
We rather enjoy your admission that you had to
enjoy Lakh-Dal. Of course, the story was improbable, but it was cxtrcmely good in the telling,
and it is based on what rays may do in the future.
It is creciselv ravs which have worked some of
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Aviation?

Read this Answer front
AWbrld Famous
Trans Atlantic Pilot
AVIATION is waiting for no
one! Plane production today is (en (imes what it waa. a
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the miracles of présent day science. The X-raya
pcnctratc the human body and have revolutionirei
surgery, and radio dépends on ether waves or some
kind of rays cmanatmg Irom a center and wbich
may very justly '>e tertned rays. The rays of
lights affecting silver salts have made photography.
So you see what important things they are and
how fruitless it is to sav thaï they will never do
tins, that. or the other thing. The fault you fini
with "Hicks" Inventions" is one which many people find with Charlie Chaplin; yct we sec how
popular that exponent of the silent drama is. Hft
is snpposed to I)e the niost widely known man in
America.—FDITOK.J

TheTfunniest comlc in America.'Smatter
Pop? will keep y ou in stitches from the
moment you opcn it until you bave read
and reread evcry page Unie and timc
agaiu. Fifty full-pagc comics in this
édition or 'Smatter Pop?—llundreds of
rcal laughs. C. M. Payne sure knows
how to get under your skîn and bring
out every laugb in your systcm.

Meet \"Pop," "Dcsperate Ambrosc," and Pop's lîttle
family. They can make you laugb when evcrything
clsc bas failed. Ask your newsdealcr or, if hc can't
supply you, fill in the coupon and mail to us. The
funniest comic ever written. ' Don't miss it I Get your
copy now I Barrcls of FUN !
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FALLACIES IN "RICE'S RAY'*
l: dit or, Amazing Storif.s:
Evcn student engineers enjoy Amazing Sto*iz$/
Ves, sir, they are worth reading!
1 jusi linished reading Hier's Ray. by llarry
Martin, in the current isstie of the magazine. I
cnjpyed tlie slory a lot, but therc werc what 1
believe to be several fallacies in the science cou*
laiiied thercin:
l'irst, when the ray ]>ointed in the direction o»
the sun, it immcdiately hopped ont of tbc window.
C^. K. But it should have waited either eight or
sixteen minutes: eight if the gravitational force
traveled at infinité velocity, and sixteen if it
Iravelcd with ther speed of electromagnetic vibrations. i,e. 300,000.000 ntclcrs per second.
Second, the reHector, when hooked to the spring
. dynamometer, pulled in the direction of the sun
until the "ropes were as tant as tiddle strings."'
; If that were so, l think the refleclor would have
been a lot heavier on earth than it was assumed
to lie. according to the description of it. But. on
i the other hand, if the ray was shot out towards the
sun, why did not the gravitational force of the
. sun. when once given an avenue, corne nght down
"'and show itself on the earth itself? The earth's
orhit should have been decidedly abandoned. to
I say the least.
4 Third, there were plass Windows on the ship.
= \\'hat allowancc, if any, was made for contraction,
f when the ship met up with absolute zéro of temt per.nlure? (if wc assume that it did mect with abl soluté zéro, and not a high degree of beat, as one
.* présent theory claims ... in which case the whole
ship would not only have expandcd, but probably
mclted).
il l onrth, on the ship's first Irip with the author,
! who figures as the teller of the story, the ship
. crossed the Colorado River at a height of 50 miles.
| l.aler, mention is made of the time when they
• entered the earth's atmosphère. But the atmosphère
extends a few hundred miles up, doesn't it?
î Fifth, the travclers ate twice, talked a bit .and
thus passcd twenty-four hours. That was rallier
a quick day, wasn't it? Didn't they sleep?
<1 Sixth. don't range limiers of the présent time
work with the inverted prisin method ? Military
unes do. anyliow. and I think that's the type with
which Captain Rice would have been familiar.
? Seventh, mention is made of "as soon as day. light appeared" (on X'enus) . . . wasn't I led lo
• understand, from the story .1 Co/i/mbi/s of Space.
by the aslronomer Garrctl 1'. Serviss, that on
X'enus one side is always daylight. and the other
side night? ï even recall menlinn in that story
that the people on X'enus slepl in dark rooms.
Eighth, while in space, a cup of collee that was
placed on the table too quickly gave rise to the
situation that Ihc coHce left the cup, and settle-i
as a globule, slowly. X'ery good! But why were
no pcculiar elïccts noted when the men ate. or
when they drank that collee? XVhy didn't the
coffce travel down the nesophagus just as slowly?
Ninth, with refereucc lo the radio, wouldn't it
have been THE opportunity, if ever, of iinding out
whether any messages zicri' being sent from one
of the other planets?
J Tenth, and la st. they startcd the propcllcr at
the upper limit of the atmosphère, because thej
could makc good speed on account of the slight
résistance of the thin air. This is a sad ncglecting
of the law of action ami réaction.
IX'ow. with this olï my chcst, Ict me congratulai'4
the author on the slrikingly new anfl original Î'Ict
of liaving gravitational force trave! on a conductor of zéro electrical résistance.
The ahove ileins arc slight, evcn if nutnerous,
ami did not in any way detract from the value ol
the story as a worth whiic picce of scientifiction.
Rut it (îoes go to show that a scicntifiction author
must bc extremely careful with his science.
l'hilip M. Zimmerman, I.E. '29,
464 Montclair Ave.,
Bctblehem, Fa.
[In the first "fallacy" jiointed out by you. you
probably failed to recall that the original démonstration of the power of the ray. docs not tell how
long Ihe ray was pointed to the sun. Inasmuch as
the sun's gravitational influence upon this earth is
constant, the very moment lhat the ray is turned
in the direction of our solar body, Ihc ettect would
bc fclt. This cfTect would increase as the ray
approachcd the sun, until having rcached the sun,
the force is at ils maximum.
In the second "fallacy," so indicated by you, no
information is given concerning the weight of the
rcflector, nor can one présumé that the reflector
would have had to be much heavier. Ferhaps thearth's orbit was changed slightly when the effect
of the ray became apparent. The earth's orbit i»
likewise changcd when a baseball is thrown into
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DEAFNESS — THE MEGA-EAR-PHONE
"Thire nrr manu pood thlnp.t fn hc heard"
A < Viinfirtahlr. Invblblr Fkir lïevlrf (N'ot lUibber):
ffUevt* <'ATARUHAl.
Stoi* lle*d
N'oIh»^. Mukn* wotcIh morr iilatnly unilpreUKid.
An rHIck-nl KiiNtlIfutc for Huntnml or I>oBiroycNl Vjit Dmm.- Immédiat» RmuHs.
HlxutraudHixtklH cm Hnjucsi
THE MEGA-EAR-PHONE. 407 OtN BM*.
0«pt. Am-4, ICtli A Samsan Sta.. PhlCa., Pa.

thf air. Hoth Inxlifs attrncl each othrr, but the
«lillcrfiice in pull is *o great that the cilccl on the
earth is infinildy 5mail.
An&wering your thinl "fallacy," there is no
reason for making allowances (or the coniraciion or
expansion of glaxs Windows. \N hilr »t >s trne that
the ship was m an atmosphère of absolute zéro, it
was likewi^e in a vacuous space. and a xacuum
does not conduct heat. 1 hc radiai.l beat of the
Min (if we hold the wave theor> ) wonld then
affect one aide of the ship and wonld beat that
vessel. The métal of the vessel woidd coiuluct the
heat. Ilere. then, we have a rare combination, a
non-conducting space. a source of radiant energy,
absolute zéro, and a body atiected on one side by
the heat and on the opi»ositc or shady side by the
absolute zéro. What happens wheu thcsc forces
meet remains for our acienlihc fiction writcrs.^
Kcferring to your fonrth claimed "fallacy," we
helieve that the writer was récapitulaiing l>ecause
just beforc that he mentioned an altitude of 800
miles.
The fifth is not a "fallacy," the occupants of the
ship probably did a great many other things liesidt-s
eat and Blcep. These, bowever, arc common everyday occurrences and do not necessarily have to l>e
mentioned.
In the sixth "fallacy," it ia advised that the
autbor dors not claim the use of the range tinder.
If you will refer to his article again, you will note
tbat fac calls the instrument a range hnding held
glass.
Sevcnth, it is purely a différence of opinion.
Venus may or may not baye daylight on one side
and night on the other. The planrt is so cloudy,
that our observations do not permit of a definite
assertion to the ofïcct that it does or does not
rotate on its axis.
iLightb, there is an error hcrc. but not on the
part of the author. You will lind it quile casy
to swallow a cup of coliee or eat a picce of candy
even while standing on your head. In this event,
you are deliherately defying gravity. \ ou must
remcmher that the fond is movrd tbrougb the
aesophagus greatly by muscular action.
Nintb, yes—the space flyers missed their grealest
opporlunily by not tr>ing to fntercepl messages
from other plancts. The ray was even pointed to
Jupiter, but no attempt was made to use the radio.
l'enth, while there is no mention made of a
fealhering propeller, they might have used one
of this type, which would givc a grrater thrust in
raretied atmosphère.
We anpreciatc such inlercsting criticisms, as they
prove that storieB in this magazine do stimulate
thought and make readers compare known facts
with fiction.—tDlTOR.J
ASSOCIATES WAWTED IN LABORATORY
WORK
Editer, Amazinc Stohies:
The Stranger! When he speaks of your faults
you shrng your shoulders and say: "Ile is no
friend of ours."
The Stranger! When he praises your ways you
look at one another and say: "lie flatters us, hc is
no friend of ours."
The aliove is not original, 1 quotc it merely lo
show that I am fully aware of the fact that you
can only, with an effort, prevent susnecting me of
trying to "whcedlc" something oui of you, tbough.
a way, that is just what I want to do. l'm
frank abont it.
To begin with, I will try to give you a word
painting, not of my exterior, but of the complex
array of motives, mental habits, and in a word, my
socalled "intellcctual" life. (1 feel templcd to
add, "if any.")
My father's name was Dietrick, my mother's name
Hess, and from this 1 takc il for granted that 1
am of (ierman-tnglish «lescenl: It is certain lhat
1 combine stubborn détermination, with practicalness.
Most of my movements arc governed by instinct
(not impulsivcness) for 1 am a slow poke at reaBoning, though 1 do plan things far in advance, but
such plans arc never tixed ones, they are always
subjcct to change for the l>etler. Neither do I
delil>erately plan to use certain materials for particular pnrposes, I "Ihrow my miud in neutral"
and wander around till something "registcrs".
then it is easily fitted into its mo*il usefiil place,
though it in turn may Ik* almosl instantly discarded should better material "rcgister" afterwards. lo sum it up, I am an instinctive mechanic.
I am a ?>ook lover, nalurally prefer fiction for
major part of my rcading, the author is of no importance whatever to me, the characlcrs, "plot''
and "contimiity" of the story, in other words,
the slory alone connts. True, sonu* atithors writc
"goo<l ones" .>11 of the lime. M y list of them m
the order of their importance (to mr) is as (ollow«:
"Artventure." II. Heillnrd-Jones. Koliert Morganson, Morgan Kol>ertson. Hcx Heaoh, J. London.
Henry Oyrn. Zane <îrey, llarobl llimlloss. 11. 1».
Wright, and many whom I have eilher forgotten
or never notlced. In humor, (îeorge l'itch stands
ont aliovc them ail. Mark Twain, Itooth l'arkmgton, and many more I can'l rccall. now. "Mystery,"
111 never forget S. K. White's liook of lhat name.
Conan I bivlr, Sax Khomer. A. H. Kcrve. A. h.
Apple, and many morr whom space will not permit. "Scientific Fiction." my great delight! Kdgar
Kice llnrrmighs, (îeorge Allen Kngland, Jules
\'crnc. (larretl I'. Scrxiss, and ail loo fcw others.
Uni outstanding from ail others though many of the
other stories are the l>csi of their type, stands
ihp sfnrv whnse anlhor I havr fnn'ntten. bnl thr

§tep Into

AdwrUure
Thnlk.
BigMontj

The Game for
Dann^lbung
Men
Are yon a red-bloodad,^
. daring he-man? Do
yon crave advontore,
popularity, admiration,
and the applaose of great
crowdsîThen why not
get into the Aviation Indostry—the greatest adventure since tirae began
—the greatest thrill ever
offered to manî
Thlnk what Aviation offer» you. The pralae and
plaadlta ol tie multitude. And ■ chance to (et In
on the ground floor where rewards may be onllmltedl
Aviation ia growing ao ewiftly that one can baidly
keep track of ail the aatonlshlng new developmenta.
Air-mail routea bave luit been extended to fora a
vaat aarlal network over the on tire U. 8. Many Commercial Alrilnes and airplana factoriee are now btlng
organlzed. Men llke Henry Ford are Inveetlng milliona In the future of commercial Aviation for they
eee lia great pooalbUidca.
Easy ta Get lato ATlatloa By
This Home Stndy Metfaod
Cet Into thla thrllllng
profeeaion at once while
pick vouai
the fleld ia new and uncrowded. Now — by a Flying aoai
unique new plan—you can Alipiane Instructor
quickly eccure the baalc Alrplane Englneer
and preparatory tralning Airplane Repairmaa
at home, in apare tiroe, Alrplane Aaaembler
Euperta wili teach you the Alrplane Mochanl dan
eecreta and lundamentals Airplana Inapector
of Practical Aviation— Alrplane Budder
give you ail the inslde Airplane Saleeman
facta that are eaecntial to Exhibition Manager
your auccves. And. the
Contracter
etudy of Aviation by thia Alrplane
Alrplane Motor Expart
remarkable method ia al- Airplane
Dealgnex
moat an faadnatlng aa the
actual work 1 tadl.
Bookl
conpon
for cor new
frr«Benfl
book.
Just out—Qppor»
runities in iha Air-plan» In^i'sf rw. It la vtully iDterast11a.
X e a rom
anoe thla
and
tellereada
vou Uthlnga
about
iiatonlablDg
profORlon
you
never even dreamed of.
Write for your copy today.
AMERICAN 8CHOOL OF AVIATION
BMl MlBfclgBa ATB*« Dorptaail-A Chî—mm
AMBRICAN BCHOOL OF AVIATION
9€Ot Ml«hl«an Awo.t Dopt 9M-A , Chloago, III.
Wlthoul obUgadon, pleasc «end me your FREE book,
Opporlunùt) itl/uAirùlanr Iruluslry. Alaoinlormatioo
about your Hume Sludy CouxbgId Practical Aviadoa.
Niitns_
1
City—

Slaf^

"1

280

AMAZING STORIES

Sll.

INTUMATIOMAL
CORNOPONDEHCC
"Tkt L'mImtmI
VotMrillr" SCHOOLA
Bn 7137-C. Snatw. Puu.
Wlthout «Kl or obUollou, bIum MDd ma ■ eonj of
JOUI
ur booUrt. "Wbo Win
Why." «ad full partlaalmrs
■bout
oui Uu aubjtot btjmt wklck I brro mikod X:
BUSINESS TRAININB COURSES
] InduatrUl Mint«om«at
BBiuIjmii Cormpondaiioo
iPonaiuMl >toau*0MM
Sbow Cud ud 8 In
ITraBc Muuioumt
LoUarld#
j ArcotsUnc
gnoçjb^Udl^pU..
Crtfhlng ud C.P.A.
]CmI AocouadAf
B^Jwv U>U Clark
I Booàkeeplng
Oonaon Bcbool BubJacU
J H»lt—aMhfe
Hlrk BcBool BubJacU
1 B«cr»tarUl Woffe
Marmilno ud Book
ISnm.n QFnnh
Illustrât or
] AdnniilaA
□ Cuttxnlnr
TECHNICAL AMD IHOUSTRIAL COURSES
El ad rirai |
Arebltoct
Eladrlo UfbUaa
ArthltarU' BloaoftaU
Maebulesl Enf l«aor
Contrsctor
ud Bulldor
Maahanlrnl Drmfluu
Anbltactursl
Drâfumu
Machina Bboo Pnetico
CoDorats
Bullder
BcUroad Poalllona
Struotunl Enrloaar
Ou
Eu
Isa
OoaraUnr
Cbamlauj n Pharascj
Clall KulDCOT
AotoTDnbfla
Work
BoTTarlns
_— ud Uisolu
,:M Airvlua
Knsloaa
MoUUny. aMlBlU
Q MIUbc
□^çrtauHgr* ud Poullsy
l □ Badlr
NlM
•troat Addraaa.
CUT
sut»
Il aaa raatda ha Canada, a and lk(a ronron (a tka /nlarnaliaaat Ovraspondanu SckaMa Canadlan. UmUM. ifaUraU

ES
MO«*
our
a
lo beflutiful
proportions
9*
wnilc you slecpf
MniTp» nosE awuster j
is SAFE, painlcu. comfoitoblc. j
Spcedv, permanent reiults guar- [
ancecd. Oociors pvaise i«. No]
QwU iisSul métal co harm you. Small co«.
Po« ina Write for FREE BOOKLET aeron-atua
ANITA ca*;
*** AMTA
Hr*A*n. M, 4.
■ %»14.ht
nt(«n KourMtos
srlth
(ht
auld
wBtch
larnaUedsoltd
œoTPmrol.
ud
JUBlud.
BCCBMÉM^MMgaiMtadÉ
rc»r*tagliïl
CBM.WumMMT
rhutn, ^ ^
■>■■■■!■■■■■ml•,
ItMiWar.
'ri
r.i^^^^a^aaa.
Baal

a tory whoae title, Blupkimtr't Plalraa, I hope
tbc wortd «ill rcmember as long and longer than
1. It is a masterpieee among deeidedly unusual
stories, it was tcchnically correct, absorliing, and
tbe helion content was as small as possible, considering tbe topic, wbicb is tbe most Irallltng in tbe
world, and no doubt always will bc, the buman
clément, of a fanalical archcologist destroying
what hc could not assimiliate in bis own mind,
rather tban Ict other peoplc alone to maire their
own desliny, was only loo tragically truc.
(4??)
Wbicb brings me lo the point of this lettcr, I ara
23 years of nge, marnagr btologically impossible,
bave a large but well conlrolled imagination, a S
acre farm, wilh one acre in cultivation, a good
microscopo, balance, and quitc a quantity of
chcmical anparaliis, some Chemicals, International
Library of l'echnology, set of test book s on
cbemistry, and three otber odd volumes on same subi'ect, and bave only started to absorb bnowledge.
am well enougb cducated to understand how
utterly insignibeaut my présent store of knowledge
is, and that strive as I may, 1 can never Icarn ail
there is la Icarn, but I must and will be satisfied
witb the "playing ■ poor hand well" to quole
from a popular advertisement.
(1
What I wanl, is to gel in louch witb from one
to three (1 to 3) men or boys, who are interestrd
in science for science sakr. who are mislils working for an employer, who spend tbeir spare time
and rooney experiraenting for the pleasure of the
tbing, not wilh the hope that they will accidentally
make a fortune to reward their labors, I want
cfaaps who would consider being free lance e*periraenters in the real sense of the word, who will
tfarow in wilh me to raise our own living, sell as
much as possible lo raise funds for further exEeriment naterial. and will agree belore they come
ere to do just that. It will l»c a ease of "one for
ail. ail for one", each fellow to follow bis own
line of inquiry undisturbed by tbe otbers, sociability
being the only charactcristic that we must ail
possesa if we are to get aloug witb each otber.
(2
In other words, I waflt lo organize a small research station, wberc any imaginable line of «ork
may be followed oui lo the besl of tbe investigator's ability, équipaient, etc.
(3
My motive in doing this is purely sclfish. 1
will thus bave help growiug my own living, help
occasionally witb my own experiments, and whal
is most valuable, an interrstcd listener for a new
born idea, who will be aMe to belp talmlatc the
points for and against the idea, and perhaps be
of considérable aid in supplying information that
would otherwise be costly in time or money, or
bolb.
Where do ynu come in? Well, I am slruggling
to make a "go" of il. on this farm, in which every
cent 1 possessed, is lied up. You come in (providing you décide lo) in bringing mysell and these
otbers logelher; How? Well, 1 leave that to you.
Vou publisb three magazines tbat 1 know of.
Radio \ews, Armuimj i'toriej, and ^"ciriiff and
Invention.
When I lived in the city, I kept pretty good
track of thiugs tbrougb these magazines, and
Popular Science, Popular Mechanics, S ci* ni ! fie
American, Radio ll'orld. Radio Broadcast, Popular
Radio, and other sources.
I rcmember when you usrd to bave an expérimental chcmical sunpfy denartment in your t.. 1.
Company catalog. 1 have bought radio parts from
your Rasco bouse, and know tbat you olluw quitc a
bit of space in your magazines to tbc pnnling of
readers' lettcrs. Hence, is it asking too much of
you to ask you to devote a few lines in the readers
column of AuxziNC Stohes. to bringing me and
the otbers together?
To su m it up tbeo, my plea is for belp in
getling logetber an independent expérimental
station, your part to be the putting into the
public view of my desire lo get in touch witb
chaps who are of my caliber, who waul the opportunity to follow their own inclinations undisturbed, and live hcallhily and well while doing so.
I leave it to you how to best do this; you know
your own gamc far better than I ; what t Write is
merely a suggestion, I have raarked the three
paragraphe in this lettcr. Whctber you use tbem,
or any part of Ihem. entirely rewrile a spécial
article, or just refuse to consider this letter at
ail, is for you to décidé.
A final word. flattery not intended. I have really
enjoyed whal few of your éditorials 1 have rcad,
your viewpoint is a welcomc change from the
usual serious technical manner in which the majority of éditorials are written; some folks scem to
have lost or at leasl supprcsaed their sense of
faumor,
I am enclosing a self addressed envtlope. Please
drop me a line. letting me kuow wht-lher or not
you are interested. I in lurn will lie only too gïad
to answer auy and ail questions you consider
necessary, Personal or otherwise.
Yours for the better serving of. the Gcnus
Homo.
l-.arl Hess,
Mclntyrc. l'ia.
(This letter tells ils own story. The writer could
get in touch wilh some of our correspondent», who
write us about the Science C lub. Our Discussion
Columns will hrlp bim to tind others interested as
he is.—tDITUH.J

Sprinfi Edition
Radio Listene^s,
Cuideand CalIBook
w QportrtJy,

M
mV

)
ôl
r-à&««wt;n
// Chrcricle
cfiïâdicPrcgress
A COMPLETE LOC

BOOK
)
No Radio home
i» complété oilSout a eopy of the
RADIO LISTENERS' GUIDE and
)
CAIX BOOK. Nor
can any Radio "fan"
well a/Tord to be
wilfiout thia remark■blc magazine. For
the hwne, the complété log of ail Radio
Receiving Stationa la an
invaluable aid. Thia log
■a reviacd and brought up.
tomate quartwly. It givea
the rail lellen of the atationa,B-'wga,
the Power, the
wave
,wnfth.
w«»t
Jind the«IKovner.
Surely ihi* u valuahle inlormAticca for every Radio
home.
To the Tan" the RADIO
USTENERS" GUIDE and
CALL BOOK ia a chiofiicle
of ail the lateat devetopmcnla
of the Radio world. New circuila, new principlea. power
amplifiers. current aupply déviera—each of theae important
topica is thoroughly treatcd in
the RADIO LISTENERS'
GUIDE and CALE BOOK. The
pagea of thia remarkable magazine are replete wilh circuit diagrama. and conatructional data on
every aubjcct of intareat to the
caperinaenting "FAN "
Ovmr tOO Pagat
Fully lllutlralmd
Largo Magauino Slto
AT AU. NEWSDEALERS
,OR MAIL THIS COUPON
THE 50c. cor r
CONSRAD CO., INC.
230 FUth Ava., Naw York, N. Y.
CONSRAD COMBANV. INC.
23* nfth Avmu*. New Toefe. N. V.
flenUrmen: Rneloaod la Sue. Klndly «end me n 3?
eopy ot IIAUIO LISTENERS- OUIUE and
( AI.L DOOK.
Name.

nty

State.

AMAZING STORIES
HOW TO JUDCE SCIENTIFIC STORIES—
CR1TICISU OF "THE DISIN TE GRATIN G RAY"
Editer, of Amazinc Siosies and its readers:
A year ago I bought my hrst Amazino Stobies.
Hver alnce then I have becn trying to décidé
wbether the magazine was plain trash, or whether
it was really a solid type of literature, with a
few poorly written pièces in it evecy few issues,
whicK made îf appear cheap.
I am slill at a loss to know just what standard
I should set to judge the book by. I rankly, 1
think the cover designs, while they do attract some
pcople, give the magazine an extremely large
handicap among the belter monthly publications.
My greatest trouble bas been to convince my family
that just because they could not gel much trom
the stories was no sign that they were ail trash.
Very naturally, one traincd iu science and the like
will "be able to understand ten fold what the average non-scientific person could gct. Most of us
care little for stories written in Greek. We don't
understand Greek, and so it ail means very little
to us. To me. that is the trouble with the average
person who tries to read Amazino Stobies wilhout
ever. baving had any science. It is ail Greek to
them—no sense at ail, and so they say, punk,
senseless, not worth the time. Franldy, some of it
is not worth the lime. On the other hand, when
such authors as Wells, Verne, and men of similar
literary rank are tound among the authors. it
looks as though there was reason to believe that the
stories were at least well balanced with stable
stuff.
I am in favor of tbc elforl to establish this type
of literature. By careful sélection of stories, a
large amount of rcal science may be subconciously
instilled inlo the public mind,
l'ersona! criticisms of stories I believe to be a
rallier useless waste of time. Every one has an
opinion, and if the opinion among men did not
differ, we ccrtainly would get no progress. The
tirade of abuse handed out (o this or that author
by parties, who have never tried to equal the
thought put into the story they try to tear up, is
not only silly, but is in no way conslructjve, as a
mie. It is simply this or that opinion that this
or that was not exactly righl, when the name of
the magazine gives license for a large strctch of
imagination.
There is only one just criticism, I believe, for
a story. If there is in the story anything that
Icaves a scientifically wrong impression, I believe
that it should be critieized in order to correct the
wrong impression. I have in mind a story in the
February, 1928, issue of Amazing Stories. A
certain story concerning a professer who bad invented a machine for transmuting one elcment
inlo another, mercury to gold. This story gave
the impression that the only thing that had to be
done to change one élément into another was to
knock off électrons from the atom. Mercury does
have an atomic number of 80, and gold is 79, but
that does not mean that the only dilference between gold and mercury is one clectron. _ Gold
weighs 197, and mercury weighs 200, which indicates that there are three more protons, and
three more électrons in mercury than in gold. To
forra the regent métal from the only liquid métal
one would have to not only knock off one planetary
clectron. but he would have to remove two binding
électrons and three protons from the nucleus.
The story was good enough, but the impression of
the structure of the atom was not what has been
prctly well proved to be true. Atomic numbers
do represent the différences between différent atoms
as far as excess positive charge on the nucleus
goes, and thercforc the number represents the
planetary électrons, since the atom is electrically
neutral. Sincerely,
Robert A. Wait,
Decatur, Illinois.
[Refer to page 274 for rcply.—EDITOK.J
A QUESTION ABOUT THE EARTH'S ATMOSPHERIC FRINGE—WAS THE BARON CORRECT?—NOTES ON OTHER STORIES?
Editer, Amazing Stories:
After reading some of the things in the discussion column of Amazing Stories, I thought
I might say something, though 1 doubt if this
will bc printed.
In the last two issues you have published
Baron Miinchhausen's Scientific Advenlures, which
I think is going to be about the most delightfnl
sériés that you have ever published, Rersonally
I like the humor of it, and I do not consider that
its humor detracts from its interest at ail. l'icase
kcep it up.
liowever, there is one thing that I would like
explaincd: In the second of the séries the Baron
tells Alier about the sight of the earth from the
moon. He speaks of the fringe of light that the
sun throws Ihrough the earth's atmosphère. Ile
says: "This pink fringe is not exactly uniform
in thickness; it is thickest ncar the earth's pôles,
thinnest near the equator." Then he goes on:
"The explanation is that the terrestrial atmosphère, due to the centrifugal force produced by
the earth's rapid rotation, tends to throw the air
outwards from the equator. It is thereforc 'thicker'
there."
Isn't this contradictory? Isn't the fringe thicker
ncar the equator, any way? I may be wrong, but
this is the only way I can see it. Am I right or
wrong?
In the February issue I liked especially Four
Dimensional Snrgery. It was a very clever story.
The Disintegrating Ray was very good, too, but it
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Don't Miss the New Edition of Amazing Stories Quarterly
Readers of the AMAZING STORIES MONTHLY can lind many
hours of pleasant reading in the NEW, BIG ISSUE OF THE
AMAZING STORIES QUARTERLY. Off the press in a few days,
this issue vies with the last in an effort to surpass. Taies by worldfamous authors. The same kind of exciting narratives that have so
pleased you in the past. Stories of the future, of weird happenings—
startling adventure. of other worlds and of other people.
BE SURE AND GET YOUR COPY
OF THE NEW SPRING ISSUE
THE SOC COPY
At ail newsstands, or ivrite direct
EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO., 230 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y
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was too short. The idea around which it was constructed, however, was very good. The Fourtccnth
Earth was good, but I can't for the life of me sec
how the mere grasping, in the haml, a dise could
change ? human from one sphere to anoihcr.
lielow the Infra Red in the Decemher issue was
much more logical. Tbat was a fine story. The
Fighting Hcart was a tairly good story, but 1
don't quite understand why it should be in Amazing Stories. It was not amazing, surely. It was
entirely too obvious to be that. Smokc Rings i
think is a fine example of a very short story of
scientifiction. It was clever and wcll written.
The Revolt of the F c de strions was constructed around a good idea, but it was too
much drawn out. I found it most interestiug,
however. 77i<r AI aster of The li'orld I have not
read yct; I have been waiting for its conclusion
in the Fcbruary isuc, but I am quite sure 1 shall
likc it. And now 1 corne to Pollock aud the
Porroh Alan by H. G. Wells. I like Wells very
much, but I do not see bow this story is scieniific
in any way. It narrâtes merely how superstition
may work on your mind. I thought the latter part
of the last paragraph especially wcll written, Hul
that story is surely not scicntiiiction.
March issue: In the first place I think the
covcr is absolutely monstrous. It is hideous, absolutely unworthy of the magazine.
I liked the éditorial on thinkiug, very much;
indeed I find ail your éditorials interesting. Tcn
Million Miles Sumvard was most engrossing. It
was extremely wcll written. Lakh-Dal, Destroyer
of Sonls, was gripping. It had me going from
beginning to end. Sub-Satcllite was interesting,
too, but I don't think Javis' will should bave been
brought in. Of course this is only a matter nf
story tell in g, but 1 thought the suspense brought
about by the rcaders* anxiety on that score was
rather superfluous. Jack Javis was entirely misplaced. IIis father was the hero, so why bring
in the suh-plot? Don't you think it rather overbalanced the main story? And it certainly didn't
make the reader wish for Javis to return, in any
greater degree, for the simple rcason that Javis,
Jr. was misplaced. Asidc from that I liked Ihe
story. The Flowcring of The Strange Orchid
was very good, and well written. Ai ut I didn't
like the drawing at the top of the page, because.
it made the story entirely too obvious. Any intelligent reader could tell at a glancc what the
story was about, and when he rcad the Unes under
it (and the temptation was too great to conquer)
he could quite calmly turn over and sklp the story.
In your Annual you published a story called
The Face in the Abyss and you promised a scquel.
Where in the world is it? i've been waiting,
and I imagine others have too. When will it appear?
Hurry up.
James Whiting Saundcrs,
104 Cedar St., Kosemont,
Alexandria, Va.
[The effcct of centrifugal force on the atmosphère
of the earth would tend to make it thinuer at the
equator than at the pôles. The denser air will
presumably have more effcct on the transmission
of light (han would air rarefied by centrifugal
force. The lerms thick and thin must be taken
as referring to density rather than to space occupied. Therc is a lot of science in Pollock and
the Porrah Man. It is an interesting study of
psychology and is a truly scientilic story. The
Face in the Abyss is to have a sequel, and Mr.
Merritt promises it at an early date.—EDITOK.Î

A YOUTHFUL ADMIRER OF OUR EFFORTS
Editer, Amazing Stories:
Ifccause I am only nine ycars old îs no sign
that I can not read and understand Amazing
Stories. I have almost countcd the days uutil
the ncxt issue of Amazing Stories would corne
out ever sincc I got my first issue.
A friend of mine and an eneyelopedia of mine
arc the oncs that started me on Amazing Stories;
it happened tbus.
One day I was reading an article about Mars
when 1 came upon the following sentence:
"Indeed, the novelist, H. G. Wells, in hîs book.
'The War of the Worlds', imagines the Martians
in the form of very intelligent cuttlefish."
You may indeed imagine how much I wanted
to read "The War of the Worlds" after reading
tbis as I was grcatly interested in astronomy.
A few days later I was up at a friend's house
and we were talking aliout good stories when he
suddcnly pulled out the August issue of Amazing
Stories and said; "You ought to read Amazing
Stories, they're keen."
The stories 1 likc in the August and since are
The IVar of the IVorlds, Around the Univers*', A
Story of the Stone Age, Bclow the Infra Red.
The Country of the BHnd, The Cornet Doom,
Rice's Ray. The M aster of the IVorld, The Revoit
of the redestrians, The Fourtccnth Earth, and
Snxokc Rings.
I have just finished the Fcbruary number, so I
will sign ofî.
Stark Y. Kobertson,
214 Rosewood Ave.,
San Antonio, Texas.
[Nearly a century intervenes hetween the birthday of this correspondent and that of our oldest
reader, whose portrait we give elsewhere. We are
getting so many kind letters from our younger
readers that we could open a .spécial section for
their communications.—ED1TOR.J
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OUR F1ELD OF WORK AS VIEWED BY A
COLLEGE PROFESSOR
Cditor, Amazisc Sioaits:
tonceruing Amazinc Stobîfs, it is your opportunity l<» makc it the hrbi and outstanding
journal of scienliliction. Il must l»c rrmrmScred
thaï scienliliction is. primarily. an art. and an
artist's liccnsr mn-t l>c allowcd it» creaiorv. ilut
whal is scient ihetion ? lo my mind il conftists
of the i»o>tulation of some new circumstancc or
situation in our phystcal environment and the
working ont of the implications for humanity containcd in the iKtstnlated change. And thu art of
scicntifiction cemsists in the skill wilh which these
implications arc worked ont. The weakncss with
mosi of your stories is that they accomplish litlle
more than the firsl of these undertakings. simply
the mapping ont of .a new situation, without Iwthcr»
in^ to work out the implication. Onginality in
scicntifiction is imjH)Ssil)Ic any more, so far as
»hc major iheme it conccrned. G. Pcyton WertenIiaker's two stories. 7 he Man From the .-Itom
(Amazinc. Stories I, 1926. p. 62-66. 140 147) and
77ir C'oPnintj of the Icc (ihid, p. 232-2.*7. 288),
plumb the extreme depths of possible human expérience. Thcre is left only to work oui the détails. I dimbl. firsl. whether really good scicntifiction can be prodneed in works of less than novel
length, it lieing im|>ossible to work out adcquatcly
at lesscr length the implications conlained in a new
situation. Wells* ll'ar of the H'orlds is a suprême
examplc of great scicntihction, duc to the skill and
carc with which the détails are displayed. Murray
Leinster in his siories of llurl come> ahout the
nearest lo nroducing adéquate scicntihction in short
storv length.
My suggestions for your magazine folîow:
1. Makc Amazinc Stories T1IK journal of
scienti fiction.
2. Whcrr stories are rrprints, give in the introductory paragraph the date, the place, and something of the circumslance» surrounding their original
publication.
3. (iive at the end of cach volume an index, by
aulhors and litles. of the stories contained in
tbat volume to fncilitatc future référencé.
4. C'ut oui détective and bumorous stories.
5. fut out your quesnonnaire. Il bas no place
in a journal of scicntihction; save it for your
Science and Invention.
6. Stop try in g to lie up your stories with
reality. Scicntifiction is a self-sufficient art.
7. Don'l aitcmpt lo S|>on»or "science clubs".
They, too. have nothing lo do with scicntifiction.
8. Condense your "Discussions" colutnn lo really
signihcanl crincism and comment. Don t gratify
the désire jnst to sec onc's writing in prinl.
9. Crcate a department of criticism. to contain
crilical, bibliographica). and historical notes on
scicntihction. Votir onc journal canl liopc to
publish ail tbc scicntifiction. Thereforc. help your
readers to furlhcr oxtend their acquainlancc with
the lield. llovv many, for instance, know thaï
recently the Saturday llrcning l'ost ran a hrsl
class pièce of scicntilictiuti by Conan Doylc. \N e
know in a <Iim way thaï l'oe. \>rne. and Wells arc
the classical ligures in scientificlion, but the détails of the dcvelopmcnt «»f the art arc unknown
lo most of us.
Mclville II. Match..
Assistant l'rofessor,
Department of Zoology,
L'niverstly of Washington.
Seattle.
[THis louer is one of the many which tell their
own story so clearly Chat they almost debar cornmenlary. We must say thaï we agrec with yoti
in the idea of the value of détails in stories. V our
suggestions are quilc inleresting, but ol course our
work has to bc guided by the désire !<» plcase a
very large and varie»! circlc of readers. It would
not do for us to l»e too resiricted. As regards the
reality jn stories. you certainly cannot complain of
that .affecting our literature. We do like to feel
however. that there's a («ssibility that most extraordinary things clescribcd may possildy be carried out to some extent, perhaps in the distant
future.—K DM OK]
AMAZIWG STORIES IN INTERLAKEN
R dit or, Amazinc. S tories;
l'or almost a year now I have followed your
monlhly issues with great delight. the sole regret
l>eing that your publication did not appear oftener
than monthly.
I sailed for Europe early in Junc, too early to
get your june number, and the missing of it was
a source of regret, and a reason for anxiously
searching every newsstand I encountered in I-ondon and Paris for a June copy. Afler looking
arnund Hrussels and .Amsterdam wilhout running
across one, I gave up and it was not until the
l'ourth of July in the liitle town of Inlcrlaken,
while strolhng down the street I saw the desired
and forgoltrn Jnnc copy so prominently displayed
that l gladly paid the required 50 cents and relired
for the resl of the day, regardlcss of Swiss mountain scenery et ol.
Kay Whiltaker.
Kansas C ity. Mo.
(Switzerland is now vindicatcd. The combination is interesting. The town of Interlaken wilh
the tbree great mountains is the background hetween Lake Thun and Lake Rrienz, tbc American holiday. 4th of July, and the June numlier of
Amazinc Stories in Europe certainly made an
interesting combinat ion.—l'.DITOH.J

These Men Tell
How Tliey MaKe
^550 to ' 450 a nwuUi •
"i Hgidlcr
$350 a Month
"I feet proud of my «ureesa lû
Radio
M y taprolU
ing the to
Iuaidate.
two mont
a mouduxntA
to BTOO I ani maklng good and
I have not Itnlahed my N'.R.K
course yct I am grateful for
your
to datetralnlng
and lookand^coopération
forwara to «tlll
htgger inirceM wheo I jrraduttto —Clarence HefTetooget.
Temple. Penna.
$450 a Month
"I want to aay a tew word« la
appréciation
benent* recel ved from «f
yourthetrolnlng
la
addition to my roguiar work la
whal I bellove to be the lanree:
and b«t equlpped lUdlo Shop
In the Southwest, I ara now
opérâtIng KOFI. I am proud
of the fart that I InmaUed and
Sut
KOFI
on the airtheN'.R.I.
wlthout
elpof
anyoneexcept
__ l am averaglng B450 per
month."—Frank M. Jone|B. 922 Ouadalupe St.. San Angelo,
Texas.
ni Help You to
Become A Radio Expert
Trainod men orc nooded for this
new live-wire industry- Bif?
and lit Ile fortunes are coming
ont of Radio every year. Ciel
your share of the profits. This J. E. 8MITB
rtmam
field is your bigchance. Don't
miss it. My book "Uich Rowards in Radio";
tells you where the big jobs are and how you
ean quiekly qualify as a Radio Expert.
I Wiîl Train You At Home
In Your Spare Time
Two mont ha from now you ran be iiiuking $10. $20.
$.'10 n week on ihc Mde. Many of m y students do il.
Thaï will pav your (uition and hwcII your b.mk arrount
too. I teacn you to bogin making money almost the
firat week you enroll. (i. W, Page. IS07 21j»i Avenue I
NaMhvillo. Tenu, made $0.T.j beforr gra»luatirig. In six
la twrlve monthn you ean be a graduale Hadio Expert.
Your aparc time is ail 1 aak you to give to my rouraa".
Six Big Outfits of
Radio Parts Given
Not tqys but re:»l parts. You can buihl npproxima tely
l'M) «litTerent rirrutls wilh them. TIum kinu of tmining
give?' you pranical experienro while learning. It showa
up in your pay envelooe. I am ho sure tbat my trainiag
will put you aiiead that 1 agree to give your money
bock if you are not aatisficd upon complot ion.
Investigate Without Cost
Whal othors have done and are doing is proof of wliat
.vou ran do if you try. Do you want more niow> ?1
Sure you do. enougb to gct the goo<I things of life.
Radio will give il to you.
This 64 Page Book FREE
Send thccoupon loracopy. Menfrom Ki lo 50 «ithout
Radio cx|>erienre or full
Tanini.tr scliool éducation
have found succe».» in Radio
thru this book. 1 will send
you a copy without the
Biightest obligation.
J. E. Smith Président
kDepL 6-KZ, Nati*ni]
»o
Rtdio Initihite,
VulÛBtlea. D. C .

J. E. Smith. Pmldeat
Dept. *-\2 National Radio lottltut*
Waahlogton,
Dear
MrinSRadio.
mitD.h; C.Rend
a ropy In
of Rcltlnti
your book
Hrwnron
I ammrtntrrmted
ahoad"Rira
and
wanl lo know ull aboul Radio monry-makln* onportunlllet
and aboul your pracilral woy or toaphln* wïih .1. bli ouima or Radio part" I undrraland ibl" rpquMl dora nnl
ohllaate me In ihc leaflt.
N'uuie
Address
c
^y
8 ta te
Occupation
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POPULAR.
MODERN

i

MOVIE

1

NOVELS
CREATEST OFFER EVER MADE
Takà lAdoantage of
This Amazing
Bar gain
Eight full size booka
for one dollar. Never
bcfore ha» an offer of
thi» kind been made.
Only quantity production permit» ua to make
thia aatounding offer
now. Take advantagc
of it while you have
the opportunity. Needleaa to sa y theae modem up-to-date movie
Kit» cannot last long
at thi» trcmendoua bargain price. Each book
containa at leaat two
color "atilla" of an
actual acene from the
photoplay. Don't heaitate. Mail thia coupon
now.
Evcry atory
baaed on an actual
moving picture triumph. The greateat
book bargain of the
âge-

An Addition To
Tour Library

^
Tilles of This
a
Tremendous Bargain Offer
1. New York
2. The Campus Flirt
3. Afanost a Lady
10. Sensation Seekcrs
11. The Rambling Rangers
12. Don't TeU the Wife
14. Tracked by the Police
15. Tell It to the Marines
19. Irrésistible Lover s
20. The Cohens and Kellys
In Paris
21. The Divine Woman
22. Jazz Mad
23. The Crimson City
24. You Can't Beat the Law
25. Tillie's Punctured
Romance
26. Forbidden Hourg

\>

8 BOOKS FOR $1.00
Tour Choice

J

Theae books will
be a worthwhile
addition to your
library. You will
find many hours
of truly enjoyable
reading in each
beautiful volume.
Printed on fine paper with large clear
type.
Beautiful
colored covers of
flexible durable material. These books
are
undoubtedly
one of the greateat
values ever offered
at this amazingly
low price.

Write Novat Don't Wait l Thia bargain cannot last long at thia price
CONSRAD COMPANY, INC.
230 FIFTH AVENUE
NEW YORK, N. Y.
CONSRAD COMPANY. INC., 230 Flfih Avenu., N.w York, N. Y.
Gectierocn: Enclœcd find $1.00. Kindly send me ihe booka listed by numbcr herewith;
Numbent.
N aroc.
AddrcM.
City....

.St»te

FREE-Radio Catalog
Ta OmUn New.. lllustraled 1028 WbolcmJc lUdlo
CruJcr Rlvce low
. '«t prtces on arccwrnitw. KltR. parka,
tmnM. and arts. Fcaturee maatrr-tmkli Hinxlo control radk;
for boih baltrry M anO aJi doctrtc opcrutJon. Full
abowlng of 'A" and H FOlminau** and LhouiaiKta of
oihr* Rreat vahiŒ. Write on buBlnew leuerbcad for
thki freo book loday.
Hamilton-Carr Radie Corporation
m W. l«ha Stmt
Dept. JC
Cblca».. Bl.

JOÏf
AHk any mrmbor, or send for free aecrot ordcf booklct.
Uiiual.
and «rreifl
KrantoO rayNlrrlcu.
to Indrprndent
F mi.* ore*nlnln»vl
KHtubllMhcdPhartrra
Cluba.
R. E. FITZ-GIBBON
De pl. AS-6-28 I lt3 Vermont Ave. Washlnftfoa, D.C.

Travel for "Uncle Sam '
RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS
MAIL

CARRIERS

$1700 to $3000 Year
SeeJrour country on governmenl pay
MEN—BOYS. 17 UP SHOÎM^EDl,ATELYrON
StemJy Work
No Layotfa
Paid Vacation»

FRANKLIN INSTITUTS
^ Dept.
R#chP«t»r.
( .Vi>D1M.
ronnmum
u f/h V.N.V.
S Gorrmmmf)
£Plm: Uuah U> me wltJiout chargr. (1) Sprrlmcn
Rallway
Cterk
ronrhln*
lonnonfl: (2)pcwHlona
FREE
—' 32-fMiao IxHik dearrlblnK U H govenunrnt
G open to inrn acd women and full ponicuUtn) leliln? bow
C to gel ihg'in.
I VN&me
/ Addrm.

STATKMENT OF THE OWNERS1IIP, MAN
a(;ement. circulation, etc., kk
QUIKKI) IIY THE ACI OF CONGRt.S.S,
OF AL'GUST 24, 1912,
Of Amazinc Stoiifs, publishcd rnontbly at New
York, N. Y., for April 1, 1928.
Staïc of New York,
Cou ni y of New York, ss.
Ilctore me, a Nolary Public, in and for the
State aud county aforeKaid. i>ersonally appcaretl
Hugo Cierusback, who, havmg been duly sworn ac
conling to law, déposé* aud aay» thaï he is thr
editur of the Amazinc StoRies and that thr
following is, to the best of bis knowledge and l>c
lief, a truc siatcmeiit of the owncrship, management
(and if a dady paper, the circulation), etc., of thr
aforesaid publication for ihc date shown in thr
al»ovc caption. required ?»y the Act of August 24.
1912. rmlmdied iu section 411. Postal l-aws and
Kcgulations, printed on the reverse of this form.
to wit:
1. That the names and addresse* of the pub
lisher, managing cdilor, cdilor, aiul business man
agers are:
Piiblisher, Expérimenter Publishing Co., Inc.,
2J0 Fiflh Avenue.
Kditor, Hugo (iernsback. 230 l ifth Avenue.
Managing Editer, Hugo Gcruslkick, 230 liith
Avenue.
llusiness Manager, Charles E, Roscnfelt, 230
Fifth Avenue.
2. That the owner is:
Expérimenter Publishing Co., Inc.. whose stockholdcr* consist. of: Hugo (iernsback, Sidnev Ciernskack. KoUrt W. DcMott. Dr. T. OXonor Sloanc,
II. W. Secor. I. S. Manheinicr, ail of 230 Fifth
Avenue, New York City. Mrs. Catherine Major,
545 West 158th St., New York ( ily. M. M. Finucan aud L. F. McCIure, bolh of 720 ( ass Street.
Chicago. 111,
3. lhat the known bondholders, mortgagees. and
othor securily holders owning or holding 1 per
cent, or more of total amount of >>onds, morlgages
or olher securitics arc: NON t.
4. That the two paragraphs ncxt above, giving the
names of the owners, .stockholdrr*. and sccunty
holders, if any, contain not only the list of stockholders and securily holders as they appear upon
llic book* of the company but also, in case* wbere
the stockholdcr or securily holders appears upon the
lxK>k* of the en m pan y a* truster or in any olher
fiduciary relation, the name of the per son or corporation for whom such trustée i* acung. «s given;
also that the said two paragraphs contain statcment* embracing affiant"* full knowledge and l<lirf
as to the circumstances and conditions under which
stockholders and securily holders who do not apCear upon the lx>oks of the. comi>any as trustée,
old stock and securitics in a capacity other than
that of a Imna fuie owner; and this atTianl has no
reason to l>elieve that any other person, association,
or corporation has any interest direct «»r indirect
in the saûl stock. Iwnds, or olher securitics lhaa
was so stalcd by him.
II. r.KKNSI1ACK.
(Signature of Editer, Puhlishrr.)
Sworn to and subscrilxrd bcfore me this 29th day
of March, 1928.
JOSEPH II. KKAUS.
Nota r y Public.
(My commission expires March 30. 1929.)
(SEAL)
SOME THOUGHTFUL CRITICISMS
Editer, Amazing Stories:
lîcing a rea<lcr of Amazing Stobifs since its
first issue, nlihough a silcnt one. 1 find it nccessary
lo dis|)osc of such opinion* in |hc way ol crilici*m
as have accumulatcd in the past two years. Most
of my rcmarks concern some parlicular point rather
than any one slory. A* I note that some corre
spoiulcnt* douht the ability of olhers ol u* aell
appoiutcd critic*. 1 will follow the cxample of
your corres|»ondeiit, Mr. Muldleton, and présent
such credentials as a scientilicliou cr»tic as 1
possess. l'irst I am a professioual ra>lio service
man and set builder. Second 1 have had expen
cnce in an amateur way in chemi-try, physics and
astronomy. Third I have worked for two years
in a library iu a mnior capacity. aud bave pickcd
up some slighl knowledge of liook.s and .iulhors.
The lirst point to which 1 would Jike to call
attention is the suggestion in the présent issue to
have a scientificlion story dealing wilh modt ru
science from the vicwpoint of a médiéval mind. It
seems to me that Mark Twain*' .-/ C uiiMcclit'ut
l'cintre in tin' Court of Kinn .*lr//iicf envers thi*
gre und fairly well. The cinéma of the s.ime nume
is more up-to-date.
A suggestion that I would likc to make is thaï
Mr. Paul stick more closcly to his iacts m his
illustration*. The cover ilhistrating ! hc Moon
l'ool is an examnlc of his non-observance of this
point. Ouuting from the slory the description ol
tho dwarf*. "The drawf's face was as while as
Olaf's . . . fcaiurcs clean rut and noble, almcst
clnssical. . . . The giganlic shouldcr* wrre covrred
with a loo*e qrccu fnnir . . ." etc. Thr illustration
shows red skinned and green «kinued dwarf*,
which make a fine picture but a pour illustration.
Anolher point which seem* lo bc coinmon to ail
artists i* the substitution of automatic* for revolver* and vice versa. Also, can Mr. Paul draw
a man that docs not rcsemlilo "Tarrano, the Couquerer ?"
I note that Mr. II. G. Wells cornes in for murh
adverse criticism, some ol which I Iteheve i*
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justificil. It setms to me th»t while he bas grral
imagination in bia writinga of future scientihc
achievemenU, bis machines lor getling these results
arc CTU<le corapartd lo thosc of olhcr writers. For
instance compare bis apace flyer in whicb lus hero
reaches the moon with the onc descrilicii in l'rofessor Serviss" A Colmmbus of Sface. 1 certainly wonld prefer to ride in the laticr. 1 believe
hc bas mode tuo mucb of the invulnerability of the
Martian lighting machine and too little of the
général intelligence of man, Assuming that ortillery had not Tieen aufbciently developed to combat
tbera. of which I am doubtful, tberc rcmam several
expédients, They might lie trapped in mines to be
exploded when they passed over. Another would
be lo concentrate rifle lire, from conccaled marksmen, upon the expused working parts aud through
the eyc-holes to the controlhng brain créature.
Hifles were sufficiently developed at that time to
fire from ranges up to at least a mile, Telescopic
sights could be used. Tberc is a rifle hcrc m
Pittsburgh, in the Carnegie Muséum, of rauch older
vintage which had a very long range. Fersonally
I think that Mr. Wells' best story is H'hcn Ihe
Uleeper II aies despitc bis impractical airplanes.
bfr. Uurroughs seems to be critieized for the
amorous adventures of his beroes. \N hy object?
Is tbis not the fatc of the majority of men? Mr.
Ilurroughs is lo me one of the most interesting of
writers if one disregards such pointa as the manufacture of air from light-rays caught in lanks and
the lieautiful liodics of his Martian folk who tesemble carth-mcn allhough developed from eggs.
The objection to tbe escapes from asteroids seems
to me to lie uncaltcd for. These bodiea are in
their orbits and thereforc must be coped with by
intcrplanclary travclers.
I agrée with you that Jules Veme's stories are
classics. Mis main fault lo me is the over devclopment of one characteristic of his actors. Note
the violence and self-assertion of Robur. the foolish
argument over which the Fnglishman and the
American fighl a duel and the suprême stubbornesa
of the prisoners of Kobur. Tbis is similar to the
over emphasized ignorance of the "Dr. Watson"
or biographer type of character, which most scienlifiction and détective story writers indulge in
dcpicting.
As this communication grow-s unduly long 1 will
sign ofT and let someone clse go on the air Chol
variety).
Kdward C. Johnston,
l'ittsburgh, l'a.
IThis letler speaks for itself. Tbe author expresses his opinion so freely as almost to preclude
any remarks by us. We are glad to gel such communications and feel that a letler coming from a man
of his exiieriencc and altainmeiits, which he so
modeslly présents, is a tribute lo our ellorls. We
will cerlainly consider the suggestion he makes
lor the présentation of a supposed médiéval mmd
contemplating and expatiating on the wonders of
the présent day, when Iruth is proving to be
stranger lhan old time fiction ever was. In regard
tu Mr. Taul. we feel that hc has been a very great
accession to Ihe magazine and this feeling has
lieen expressed by tnany who have written to us.
Ves, we ail make mislakes!—tUlTOK.J
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A New Hôtel Without"UPS"!
ITS NEVER BEEN DONE BEFORE I
One Price for AU the Roome l

COME AND COMPARE !

"P HE twelve-story fireproof
Comish Arms Hôtel, just
opened, has eliminated ail the
hokum of "up" prices. This
convenient and comfortable new
hôtel has only one price for a
single room and bath, $}.oo
per day.
Double room for
two, with bath. $4.50. Remember, there are no "ups."
There's a bath with every
room ; 340 rooms to select from.
Excellent restaurant service at
moderate prices.
Five minutes to Times Square,
five minutes to Penn. Station,
eight minutes to Grand Central,
and near ail Steamship Lines.

Comish Arms Hôtel
WEST 23d STREET, at Eight h Avenue
"NEW^YORK

Jf \Bu Owira
Càf-YdÏÏCan
m

r

0btàiri30Days
"lemonstrâtion

SOME APPRECIATIOWS OF STORIES-A
MONTBLY MAGAZINE WITH A OOARTERLY SUPPLEMENT—THE
FOORTH DIMENSION
Editor, Auazihc Stoxizs;
llaving lieen an enlhusiastic reader of AuaZinc
SroBits since the first issue, and a regular follower of the "Discussions", I would like lo take
part in Ihem.
First, lot me offer my slrongest congratulations
on The Moon Pool. This is, in my opinion, the
best story that has appeared so far. It has ail
the qualifications of an "Amazing" story. Il is
lilcratiire. t nlicisms against it bave l>een voiced
in the "Discussions" but they ail concern themsclves with non-essentials.
Ilcst among the short stories stands The f'iiifaliOH. (And I hope soon to see another contest as
that which brought it to us.) Chose two stories
tower aliove everything elsc that 1 have read in
Amazimc. Stoxiks, and I have read every story of
every issue, with avidily.
1 anprovc of your présent plan of leaving the
magazine a monthly. with the quartcrly supplément. This is undoubtedly the liest that could lie
donc, in view of the many and varying demanda
from readers. and shows good judgment.
ï apprcciate highly the Fditonal section. This
page is oflen more of a feature lo me lhau some of
the stories. This also applies to i'cicncc and Inrenlion and Radio A'rtt-Z.
The illuslrators work is very praiseworthy, and
shows considérable Imaginative etlort; allhough
thcrc arc occasions when he slips up bailly on
détails. An instance; The l'isitation descrilied
women's dress as back lo the Victorian "streetsweeper" style, but an illustration shnwed Ihe
heroine entering the airship in garments of the
vintage of. say. 1922 or I92.I. lîut that is a small
matter; ordinarily the picturcs are very good.
Now, this much-discusscd theme. Ihe fonrlh dimension. 1 am inclined to agrée with those who
claim that time is the fourlh dimension. t For
instance, this magazine has lo have four dimensions. Ilesides the well known three which are
apparent lo the eye. it must also have timr, or
duralion, as it were. or il wonldn't exist at ail 1
That is fairly obvious. llut herc's a further slant

IEE!
USE
YOUR
WXTS/

N£fV

Solve them f
if you

can

•

HÈRE arc 116 pages of eitraordinary puzzles.
Sam Loyd, the master puzzler, haa
devised a new set to try'your mind.
Puzzles of ail sorts, with a spécial 26page section of sdentific puzzles for
the mechanic, the engincer or the man
with a scientific trend of mind.
It is fine fun and excellent training for
the mind.
Cet the Book Now
Sam Loyd'a Tricka and Puxxlea
50c
On a// Newaatands
or Direct
EXPERIMENTER PUB. C0.. INC.
230 Fifth Ave., N. Y. C.

ILEACC
HOBt
POWER
NEW
MOfiE
SPEEO
SPAM PLUG )
Fameux new LynamH* Spxrk Plug eaeee C «at
of every 110 apent for traa. Vacaum Trmnaformar
Chamber producca blg blue-white apark, many timea
atronser
than ordinaryOivea
faint16^0
red mora
apark.power.
Firca atFlraa
200
poonoa eompreaaioo.
20% leaner mixture. Freventa carbon. Firea thro
oil.
you over btlla.
bailt for lifetime
ose. Geta
EifrboISjCat.
writaa:Sturdily
"Over 80,000milea
witboutamisa." Three millloo already on cara.
S END IIHIHEDIATELV
Joatatatamake and yrar of your car and numberof
evUndera. Complété aet Lynamlta l'iuga will bo Mot
abaolutely
FrMaSUUahould
if libéral
Asenta' Propoaitloo
bo
locloded.
Use
80
daya
at ourezpenae. See wbatentircly
amas*
fns
résulta
tben
cithter
acnd you
SI forset
eachandplus
or
returnto ua. You riak nothins.
o 4od n o
AV to
• ' D . prô7is? tso W?bas>i7va^* CmCAOO
Watch . . .
Radio Listeners' Guide and Call Book
(Sommer Edition)
A new iaaue of the RADIO LISTENERS* GUIDE
and CALL BOOK, the aummer édition, will be out
soon. Don't miss thia important call book. Every
Radio Station can be foand lisled in thia accurate.
up-toKlatc lojc. New circuita and lateet trenda of tho
radio world also.
At ait newsstands or wrlte direct
50c. the copy
CONSKAO COMPANY. INC. Ut FVtk A m.. N«w Txrh, N. Y
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Go to High School
at Home
Toc uo wture a high school «lucailon right at bcne
by Mudying thc splmdid nrw counn ircrntly pré1 para) by IDe International Conrspondcnce Schools.
These courses are enuivalent to the courses givt_
la résident high schools. Thcy bave been specially
arranged for mm and women wbo wish to m pet
cofiege mlrance riaminalioos, to qualify for a buslf toi lion, or to make up the éducation they
when lorted to leave school loo soon. A
dipkima is anaided at graduation.
Mail Coupon for Froo Bookiot
INTCfl NATION AL CONRCVONOCNCE OCHOOLS
•si 7I9I-C, Seraiitoa. Ptsns.
Ttlibout coït or •blIsoUoa, oIosm lood Ba rail parUcalan abostf Iho courto ] haro cbackad balow:
□ High Sakaal Coaraa
□ Eagluh
O Cl»il Sarrlca
□ BookJiaaplag
□ Salaauaahip
□ Aecoaatiog
□ Adeartiilag

,

to CetintoUUClBl
rsa tor f rama m méwa.
M
i upbut
a w««li
In CMCtrtcMw
— NOT
cofr««_r« o <•.
by an
amaxlns »ay
«o by
tmmcH
thmt
Laeh of oxpertenec— âge or adraneed éducation bars no
ans.
Ilany
atudenta
eamCorne.
a ifood Our
partKree
of ailEmplormenC
thclr llrlng
expenaea
whlle
attcndlna
Service «111 aaefet you, Learn on actoal Electrlcal Marhinerr lo oe« c.ooo.too BebooL Ton cas atart aay ttma
at Corna. Hall eoaponl
COYNE Electrlcal SCHOOL
rteeee mmmi mm n~>Mm4 nUBB

aa «1—nUHr aad'.•sat

SECRETS!
Thew«>rl«rK
mo*« amarlng
book.Mrdlral
thr "Sllrnt
KrlemJ"—Marrlagr
Gultlr and
Ad*
tl»fr. rncal* hundrrd* of prtrcis hlddrn
fr«m ih« fubllr for cfiiturlcv Kipo»ffl an• Irnt magie, ruriouN ar(<. i-onjurlrig, set reis
cf lover-, uainblrr», monr> • rnakrrs; unitralu
ihe raakei
Forhldden
Cabnla; InrtudrTreaaure
of .M>5terle«.
Way* tuIheWralih.
Dtauly Serrer . ..Manufariurlng
Koniiulai.
Animal
Tralnlng.
and l'Iiarnis. Ten a*loundlng bmiks
lllvinallon.
In en© gréaiTall«n
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in that direction for some of your thinkers: 1
propose lhat if it is possible to have so nuny as
three oT four of anythmg we can namc; it should
then be possible to bave an indefinite number of
the same. And since we know as rnany dimensions as three (or four?) why should we nol
eventually eatend that number (ar beyond our
présent experience? Now 1 expecl to bc roasted
to a cinder (or lhat. if ihis letter ever sees print.1
but no mntter, I shall have "starled somethinf,'
and also "Kxtravagant betion today—cold lact tomorrow" is our molto.
Somelhing along this "multi•<limcnsiona^, line
is to bc found in 11. G. Wells' book Men Like
Gods, which 1 believe would bc wclcomed by
readers of .\mazinc Stoiies, as also would The
Blind Spot, by Austin Hall and II. H. Flint.
I suggest that you make two subscription rates
for the magazine, the extra one to inclmlc the
quarterly: I believe many readers would take advantage of such an arrangement.
I strongly approve of an occasional humorous
story, one cach issue is not too rauch. Hicks' Inventions are excellent examples of their kind.
W. Ivy Parki,
Olenella. Man.,
Canada.
(We were impressed very much, as you were by
The Moon Pool. It is no objection lhat the author
yiclds to his imagination in givmg such beautiful descriptions and the psychology m the picturing of the différent charactcrs is most interesting. If it is read with adéquate attention and
full realization, it will be recognized as a very
valuable pièce of literature. It's hard to aay when
the everyday reader will get much satisfaction out
of the Fourth Dimension. So far, it is the
malheraalicians and cosraologists who seem to dérivé
most enioyment frora it. Taking time as the
Fourth Dimension is hardly to lie admitted, because thc Fourth Dimension in mathcmatics is not
lo I* rcstricted to so concrète an object. It is
rather abstract.
W'e arc glad lo see Mr. llicks commended ty
one of our readers.—EDITUK.]

THE BEST STORY IN AMAZING
V
Editor, Amazing Stobies:
$ I have been reading Amazing Stoiieb since
last year, and I have always kept in mind thc
beat story lhat was ever published hy you in this
magazine. Ferhaps you would be interestcd to
know the most inleresting and fascinating story
that you have ever given us. 1 tbink that the
one J read named On thc Marlian H'ay was the
best that you have exer published. It just made
tme feel as though I was with that hero that
sacrihced his life, and launched his littlc machine
and himself towards the sun to save the big sbip
of spacc.
Olhcr stories were interesting too, and say, you
1
whave some artist, 1 ihink his name is l'aul.
r
noticed, especially. the remarkalde picture bc drew
Aof The Face in the Ab\ss, in the Annual. The
• pictures he drawe of things in interesting stories
• sometimes have caused a person to buy the magazine to read it to sec what it's ail about.
■ I remember, once, two months ago, I was
standing at a newsstand, looking at thc Annual.
and a man behind me happened lo sec the remarkablc picture on the front of it; he immcdialely
becarae interestcd, and after looking through another one on the stand, bc reachcd in his pocket,
and gave thc newsman a half dollar and took the
book.
*> I certainly do like the stories you give such as
The Eledrical Duel, and The Seienlific Adventures
of Baron MHnchhauscn. I also like stories of interÎlanetary travel. such as the latter narrative that
mentioned. There is a critical place in that
story that I must mention. Vou said lhat the
atmosphère was so scarce on thc moon, that if
they jumped loo high, they would enter the
vacuum of spacc and l»c unable to live. This was
quite true; but, if thc atmosphère was so light, the
pressure from the inside of the body without
enough pressure from thc outside would bursl onc
to pièces,
I suppose, by the lime you read this, I will have
thc new Amazing Stobies Ouabtesly, and 1 know
it will l>e good. I will be ablc lo buy Amazing
Stobies more easily now lo see if my letter is
published.
I am hoping that yonr newest magazine, Amazing
Stobies, will bc a great success througbout the
world. I am,
Stuart James Byrne.
2814 S. Western Ave.,
Los Angeles, Calif.
(There was a great touch of heroism in the
story On thc Martian H'ay where the hero of
the story sacrificed his life in réparation for a
former error. As regards ihe clfeci of vacuum on
a living Ixûng, the tissues of the IkmIv are not affected to any susceptible extenl by variations in
atmospheric pressure. A mouse, placed in the rcceivcr of an air pump when the air is exhausted,
dies quictly but does not explode. The sand hogs,
as they arc called, the men who wnrk under foundalion at high pressure in thc caissons, do not shrink
when exposcd to three limes the .ntmospheric pressure on the earth's surface, so there is no danger
of the acculent you de^cribe, happening lo anybody,
who might ever have ihe luck to get to the moon.
— KDITOR]
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CuikJ for ttie future
The day of pcrfected Televuion is fait approaching. Here is a new field—a field in which
there is ail the glory of accomplishmcnt—«Il
the joy of experimenting lhat radio, in its
infancy, a/forded the cnthusiaitic fan.
Many of the greatest tuccetsca of the Radio
Industry are the experimenters of the old
days. They are the onea who. seeing the future
of Radio, and for the joy of developing. devoted their time to experimenting. It is to them
lhat many of the perfections of Radio can
be laid.
And in Televiaion there is tne same held for
those who Uke advantage of it. Grow with
this infant industry, learn ail there is to know
about Télévision. Write today—tend for
"TELEVISION." by H. Winfield Secor and
Joseph Kraua. Complété, up-to-date information on everything that haa taken place in the
field of Télévision, including ail expérimenta.
BUILD AN EXPERIMENTAL
TELEVISION SET
Cmmpldt Irulrurtlwu f.r huUtng mn cvptilmerdml Ht mrt cvrrf./nW in Hit rcmvrSmtk Lmi. "TELEVISION.- U* Un
mmupv^Stnl J.r TELEVISION -0,1,
it irmur apfmrtuntly—fraip il, BulU nmmj
Jmt tkt jlàutt. Ltrnm ail aimtd TtltMtimn.
TUt it m Hi nucftU mpmint up U lucltt ymu.
116 page#—lully illusfaraled—large sise 9*12"
AT-'ALL NEWSSTAND3
OR
WRITE DIRECT
THE

COPY
50e

EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO.
23t FIFTH AVENUE
NEW TORE, N. T.
EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO.
Flfth Avenue. New York. N. Y.
GenilemeD:
FdcIobcn! flnd .'iOt . for whlrb klndly send me
your rom&rkablc book. * "TELEVISION."
Nome
Addrw
<iiy

SUle.
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OPPORTUNITY AD-LETS
This column will appear monthly
in Amazing Stories
Rate—si* cents a word. 10% discount for 6 issues and !0% for 12
issues. Cash should accompany ail adverlisements unless placed by an
accredited advcrtising agency. Adverlisements for less than 10 words
not accepled.
EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO.
230 Fifth Avenue
New York City
AGENTS WANTED

HEALTH

ARVEO POLISHING CLOTH3 sell evcrywhere
for 2Sc. New and improvcd. Absolutely safe
for hands and ail kinds ol metals. Exclusive
territories open to first class agents. Write
for our unusua] proposition. Arvco industries»
Box 147-A, Gosse lie, Michigan.
Men and women wanted to sell subscriptions
in their own communities. Can niake a dollar
an hour in spare lime. Two leading magazines.
Help given to beginners. Write for information
at once. Agency Dcpt. Expérimenter Publishing
Co-, 210 Fifth Ave., N. V. C.
AGENTS, Big profits selling stores 5c candy
spccialties. Colonial Co., 312 E. 33rd, New York,
YOU ARE WANTED TO REStLVER MIRRORS AT HOME. Immense profits plating autoparts. tableware etc. Write for information.
SPR1NKLE, Plater, 815, Marion, Indiana.

QUIT TOBACCO! TOBACCO or SNUFF habit
cured or no pay! $1.50 if cured. Sent on trial!
Write Frances Willard, Box 796, Los Angeles,
Calif.
MALE HELP WANTED
MEN, gct Forest Ranger job; $125-$2Û0 mo.
and home furnished; hunt, fish, trap. For détails,
wrile Norton Xnst., Ic'l Temple Court, Denver,
Colo.
MEN—Big pay working romantic South America. Fare, expenses paid. South American Service Bureau, 14,600 Aima, Détroit, Wich.

you pledge
yourself to «ecrecy we will
teach you the «ecret» of
Real Professlonal

Magic

MISCELLANEOUS
ART
French Novelties for Men. Send 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).
sooss
HYPNOTJSM WINS! 25 casy lessons and 248
page illustrated référencé guide, Ç3.00. "Mindreading" (any distance). Wondcrful, $2.00. Science Instilute, A430, Milwaukee Ave.. Cliicago.
BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
Free Dook. Start little Mail Ordcr business.
Hadwil, 5A.74 Cottlàndt Street, N. Y.
AMATEUR CARTOONISTS: Make Money in
spare time with new cartoon selling plan. Write
SMITH'S SERVICE, Wenatchee, VVash.
Want to make a dollar an hour in your spare
time? Send for full information Agency Dept.
Expérimenter Publishing Co., 230 Fifth Ave.,
N. Y. C.
MAKE big profits with Chinchilla Kabbits.
Real Moneymakers. Write for facts. Box 131,
Conrad's Ranch. Denver, Colo.
CORRESPONDENCE COURSES
Used Correspondcnce School courses sold on repurchasc basis. Also rented and exchanged.
Money-back guarantee. Catalog free. (Courses
bought). Lee Mountain, Pisgan, Alabania.

Movie Supplies and Films. John J. Young,
General P. O. Box 28, New York City.
FORMS to casl Lead Soldiers, Indians, Marines,
Trappers. Animais, 151 kinds. Send 10c for
illustrated catalogue. M. C. Schiercke, 1034 72d
St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

YOUR OWN CORRESPONDENCE STATIONERY. Name and address neatly printed on 200
lettershccts and 100 envelopes, nicely boxed, only
$1,10 poslpaid. Y'ou will be pleased. OBEKMAN COMPANY, Box 1258, Chicago.
DETECTIVES
DETECTIVES Earn Big Money. Travel, Make
secret investigations. Expérience unnecessary.
Particulars free. Write, American Detectire System, 2190 Broadway, N. Y.
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PRINTING OUTFITS AND SUPPLIES

Learn to be a

PRINT YOUR OWN rards, stationery, circulars, paper, etc. Complété outfits. $8.35; Job
Presses, $11.29; Rotar> ,$149. Print for others,
big profit. AU easy, rules sent. Write for catalog presses, type, paper, etc. Kelsey Company,
F-67, Meriden, Conn.

Magician
For the first time in the history of Magic the
age-old.eacredly guarded secrets ol the Mystic Art are being revealed. Now at last you
can learn to be a Real Professional Magician.
Yes, and you can learn this wonderful
art easily and quickly AT HOME. You are
taught the mysterious PrincipUs by which
the Professional Magician works. You ara
taught everything
from wonderful imEarn $250
promptu elïects to
massive stage illuto $1000
sions. But before
a Month
you can study. you
mustsigntheMagiThere's a bifr demand
for Magic enUrtnlncian's Solemn
ment. Magician» get
Pledge of Secrecy.
big
This means that
bell money.
pâte aa Dr.
hlghTaraa
you are getting the
1250 lor a half hour's
guarded secrets of
work.
Unllmftad
opportunitles for yoal
the Magic Profession, Think of ttaatl

SALESMEN WANTED
Sell us your spare t.me. Solicil subscriptions
for two leading magazines in your city. You
can make a dollar an hour casy. Write for full
information. Agency Dept., Expérimenter Pub.
Co., 230 Fifth Ave., New Y'ork City.
SONG POEMS
Song Pocm Writers—Have "real" proposition.
Hibbeler, DI65, 2104 N Keystone Ave., Chicago.
SONG Poem Writers, Write Séquoia Songwriters" Service, Shern.an Branch, Los Angeles,
Calif.
SONG WRITERS

CORRESPONDENCE STATIONERY

r-ï-i

ONE OF THE BIGOEST Mails on earth, ten
cents. Write today. Louisiana Distributing
Service, Dcpt. X, Haï mon, La.
Big Bunch Mail. Year ISc. Catalogues, magazines, Kcntucky Agency, Covington, Kentucky.

SONG WRITERS; Suhstantial Advance Royaltics are paid on publishible work. Anyone having
original ideas for songs may submit poems for
examination and free advice. Wallcr Newcomer, 1674 Broadway, New York.
STAMPS AND COINS
Free. Two Sets Stamps. Approvals. Bullock,
Hôtel Arlington, Hazleton, Pa.
$10 FOR 25c! A choice assortaient of 500 ail
différent stamps guarantecd to catalog over $10,
offered to approval applicants for only 25c.
EDGEWOOD STAMP CO„ Dept C.. Milford,
Conn.

Low Prices
Easy Terms
Write Today
low prices and easy terms. Don't delay. i
Mail the coupon NOW I
'1
Tarbell System, Inc., Studio A-119
g
1920 Sunnyaido Avenue, CKicego» tll> g
Gentlemen: Wlthoot any obligation send me yonr
free Kteratore and information ail about vour wonderful "Tarbell Course in Magic." Alao tall mo about
your Low Price Offer and Easy Payment Plan.
Name..
Adilrea*
.Age.,
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^]he Terfect IVriting Instrument
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Reccivtvl my Inkotrraph. Am
8un>ri»r<l to koow how well I can
write with it. '"he Inkogrnph is
a wondcrful littlo writer. il's my
friend uow fi>r Rood iwnmannhip. I am wrilmK thir lelte»
with it; c;in you tell the UfTerencc between Inkograi, i ami
pen letton»? I * an is my annwcr.
C. R. Fullcr, Paltcreon, Mo.^
I rcccivcd m y Inkoprnph witll
which I am wrltins thi» lettcP.
I have purcha;i<-d at loasl one
dozen
to l»e ink
the pendis.
only onoYour»
t!«at scenu*
Rive®
perfcct satisfaction. I bellcve
you have solvcd the profilent
of the perfcct writmjc inslmment. Dr. Richard T.
MeLamy, Dunkiik, Ind.
The Inkograph i» tmty the
besl i>en I ever liad the plcasure
to use barrinR no price or matee
of pen. after I t. ko into conîiidenuion the luçh price I
usually paid for a Parker, or a
Watcrman
I cannot
how
such a jvn.
low pric<»I
x>en ruxî
as
the InkORranh can bc put on the
znnrkct and rIvc such unusiiul
acrvicc.
Brentwood.Harv«-y
Caiif. L. Winatoo,
In makinR out local rerjulritlons. it is née» ^ury to makc an
oriRinal and two carl>on copie»
on very heavy parer, and the
Inkosmph do**» tfii» t«lcc a»
well as the liardest indcllhlo
pcndl.
an»! i.» inuch
neatermoro
and
the origin-d
i» much
lee.ihle. Win. L. Fortney,
PlacerY-illc. la.
Your InkoRraph Is everything
you statc. It i» just wondcrful,
So ne ml me two more. Arlhuo
Ollcott, Tucker, La.
Cave pen thorotiRh trj-outRncloscd find samplc of work 1
have to perform. Have Ixrn
urinR pcndl. Never «ot entire
naliMaction. Hard jx-ncil makc®
oricinal too pale ami seft peneil
makes poor copy. I am niglily
plcaacd. S. M. Cooper, Inquiry Division, P. O., South
Uciul. Ind.
I found the Inkograph ail you
represent it to fie and 1 was very
well satlsficd with it. I mode a
great
nustakc
I l>ouRht
the
Inkograph.
as when
I <li<l not
takc ont
Loss or Theft Insurance on the
pen. for the pen i» gone. I am
writlng this to ask that you send
me another Inkograph fiy rctura mail, charge» C.O.D. I
can
the Inkograph
veryrecommend
highly to anyonc
whonced»
avery
pen which
will standGeorge
up undexr
hard usage.
D.
Moorc, Columfila, Fia.
It sure has
improved
my hand
writing—I
never
took home
any
medals for penmanship but I cao
alniost zead my own writlng
sincc I got thls pen. M. F.
Johxuon, Medina, Wis.
I want to thank you for tho
relum
of my
Inkograph
which you
repaired
for me.pen,f
fccl
lost without
pen mrather
my ix>ckct.
I prefer itthi»
to
any pen I cvcrcarried piincipally Ixrcause of the e.-iHe with whidl
one can writc with it. not having
to l»c carcful whether vou slide
the pen to the Nortn. East,
South «ir West, it flows frecly ir#
ail directions. Wm. 1J. Brown.
New York, N. Y.
Recei\'edi my Inkogrnph and
samc i» lilling
a long-fi-k want.
Kmdly send two more of the
samc style fiy parcol iK>»t col (cet
ns soon as possible. Théodore
Pricstlcy, Akrou, Ohlo.
ï l>ought one of your pen» a
yenr ago. You sure fimld tlic
bcsl pen on the murket to my
n«)iion. Frank R. Ellawortli,
Fargo. N. D.
I wouldn't take $5.00 for the
peu I am wnting this Ictterwith.
I have a good fountain pen but
don't writc any more with it. I
am proud of the Inkograph and
that I can say this to you and
mean every woid «f II. R. H.
Wilson, bccklcy, W. Va.

GREATEST VALUE EVER OFFERED
NEVER before Has any manufacturer of à istandard wnt*
ing instrument which is guaranteed to jgive pcrfcct sat-1
isfaction, offered you so great a value. Eemember, Ihd
$1000 REWARD
to anybody who can provo Inkograph answers the purpose of both pen and peneil comlhat Ihese Icslimonials wcrc bined. Ils point is fehaped like a fine Icad peneil point and
writes with ink free and easy witheut a miss, skip or blur.
solicite J by us.
Draws
sfeady uniform flow of ink actually jmproves your
Inkocraph htm provcn sosatln- The
Lines (o
faciory and ha» cltçiu*<! considcr- handwriting, IWon't blot, scratch, leak or soil hands,
nblc favorahhr • oiiuncnt am
a Ruler
ciicl<>»in(E iimncy ««nier, plcnnc
Yoii wbd âlrëady possess a standard fountain peni
Without
WMid me Ihn-c in«.re. T. J.
Trow, Travcliujc Cl.dm Agent, will find the Inkograph a most valuablc addition to
smcaring ,
Joplia, Nlo.
smudging or
The Inkot:rax>h fnlly juslîfics your writing equipment, for it will do everything
blurring
the
nll rl.iims voa inakc. I own ji any fountain pen can do and many very important
paper. Writes
Watcrman but Ink<n:mph i» far things which it is impos5ible to accomplish with
with
any
çolor
prefemblc.Calif.
h'rank K. Sargout,
<
Oakland.
of ink.
any fountait) pen at any price.
You have one of the
Mvritln» InstninuMiU I ever
Requircs
rcgarolcsa of jsr»c«*. I ui«; the
Combines the Best Features
lowe«t
nn«I
No Biottet
tbere Is grade
nevep astntioncry
l>lot or scratch
of both pen and peneil, minus tho weak points O.S
The înk drics as fast
bccausc
round smooth
improvcmcnls not found in either.
as you writc, bccausc
ï>olnt. Itofis aitnwondorful
inven- both, plus
Icad peneil smudges, the point breaks and
Son. L. H. Or le y, Albano. Va. îtsThe
tho
flow is fine, çvea
writing soon 23 oblilerated. Most fountain
Olj boy, I am ticklc<l skînny
and faniiona.
to have the Inlcograph, it's a pens skip, scratch, flood, clog, leak, blot, soil
(larling.in taking
1 can now
makc
clothingr. The old styloRraphic inlfl
copie#
onlcrs
nndcarbon
i«end hands and
Patent
drics up, balks, blots, writes hca\->-,
original in ink to factory instcad peneil
flows uncvcnly and is «ever rclîablc. The Ink.
Automatic Feed.
of a itcndlcd shcct. It surcly ouraph
feeds
as
fast
and
uniform
on
tho
flow» over tire paper a» if it waa
Prevents clogging. _ JTo
grease instcad of Ink. No 2Uth page as it did ou the firsÇ
■compUcatcd mechanism to
trouble
at
ail
nnd
a
thing
I
/dean
or gel out of order. A
could not do beforc to trace
Cannot Leak
ycar's guarantee ccrtificate
«tralght lines vcr>' fine and
with
fuit
directions accomelenn. No smcar, no mus» of any
XoE
tînîcst drop of înk will spîll,
kind. It'a just great. Iv. A. hlthough
panics each Inkograph apd is
one filling is sufficicnt to writç
Simm#, Jereey City. N. J.
your
absolutc
protection.
of words, .Will writc ou an^
My Inkograph I» the smooth- thousamls
quality of paper. /
cal
wrltlng
instrument
with
vhich I have ever written. That
An Instrument of
is s-v^-lug a lot. I am a tcachcr
Makes 3 to 4 Carbon
by profetaion. 1 have a $7.00
Refinement
pen and another that cost more
Copies
In appearance, quahty, Workmanship
than the Inkograph, but Inkosraph in better than clthér. It at one time with original in
matcnal it is the cqual of writing
is the greatest Improvcment in ink. Bear down as hard as
instruments which scll for a great dea
vriting instrument» m'ncc the
more.
Ifs beautifully" highly polîshcd
Ilabylonians
rccordcd
theira you like without fcar of bending,
. lity of black, hard rubber, ifs
thoughta
on clay
bible ta with
spreading,
injuring
or
distort
ing
34
Kt.
solid
gold point and feed, safcly
triangular pointc<l rced. John its 14 Kt. solid gold point.
K. Atwcll. Chadwick. N. C.
icrew cap, sclf-filling lever and clip makc
Are
you
a
salcsman?—use
au
My Inkograph is tlic first and
t an instrument of distinctive clcgance and
mako out _ your
only writlng utcnsll I ever owncd Inkograph,
refinement. Each Inkograph is designed
that 1 can usca\vUh plcasure. orders tu ink and TCtam a
and
lînishcd to pleaso the eye and lit the
To bc wllhout it for nny tlmc duplicate for your records,
haud of ail.
would upact my businoaa day. Do you wish to keep
It has always worked ptufeelly. a copy of your pnvato
I have ne ver had any dirticulty
1
You Who Are DissatisfiedWith
with it. Arthur L. box. Ccalcr- corrcspondcnce i —' us»
vlllc. Mlch.
an Inkograph. Do you
Your Fountain Pen
1 am a bank tcllcr. have used
office work which
Try thé Inkograph—remember, ail we ask you
nll kinds of fountain pena but do
requit
os
clcar
carbon
to
do
is
try
it, for if it does not prove thorcan
forsomyeosyand
work I copies?—use an Inkoougbly satisfactory and il it ia pot handicr and
ne verhonestlv
found asaypon
tire les» to writc. You can pick graph. Do you maka
does
not
wrîto
it up any time in any jk «iiion out bi'.ls or sales
femoother and iâ
and writc immcdialefy nnd ail slips?—use on Inko»
not far superior
number» and words will l>c the graph and mako a
to
any fountain
tasne. Try and do It with any permanent priginother tvn. My buddica ail al in ink with
peh you ever
ngree that it ia Ix-st for onr
owncd, whether it
work. O. K. Morlcy, AUcu- carbon copies.
cost $5, S6, $7 or $8.
town. T'a.
You
can
perrcturu
the Ir.kograph
Dcllghled : It «-rites bully— mit any one to
to us and we'll refuad
you have invented a pon that is hvrîte
with your
your mor.cy—uo quesperfection. It is «o mu«°h more
rapld than my $9.00 fountain I uko graph,
tions asked.
pen. I wish you abiindant
That
hard
amooth round
110 stylo
ball-likc
point,which
glide#
succès». S. L. Carlton, Aurora, for
o
£
writing
with cas© over tho coararat
II).
Inkograph
Co.
Inc.
t
affcct
paper and makc# poaaiblo
I am very woll plcaacd with caii
writing in ink a# rapidly
the Inkomy
Inkograph.
It i»for.justI what
93 147 CENTRE ST.
na with tho aofteat lead
I have
l»ecn looking
ha\*c graph point
peneil.
liarl
scvcral
ink
pencila
but
nothNEW
YORK,
N.
Y.
it will
ing likc the Inkograph; It writes as
likc the i»oiut was grcaacd ami it a founmakes
whnt klnd
of tain pen.
Stationery Stores, Drug Stores,
paper. nodilfercncc
it i» fine for shipping
tara.
T. jarrett, Ilarnsvillè, W.
Department Stores, etc., send for
Va.
SAME
DEALERS
our catalog and trade prices.
The Inkograph Is ail thnt you
daim it to l>c. ICmrfoscd imd
SIZE
order fi* two. Robert Hellcr,
Craigavulc, l'a.
The Inkograph,
am
This Coupon Properly Filled Out nec^ssâ'Ty!
75
thoroughly
convmccd. i»I the
Send it today and procure one of the New Improved Inkographs
best writlng instrument I have sy&sg.
SEND
ever used. It is sure, sanc aud
on
a 10-Day Free Trial, with no strings tied lo it. If you prefer
FOUNTAIN PENS
dean
ami always
rcady with
to use.
smaller size with ring on cap lo bc carricd on watcli chain or
1 am very
well plcascd
it.
J. E. Rampton, l'cru^icolu. Fia.
NO MONEY ladics' soutoir, mark X Iicrc □
I Your name and address are suffi- INKOGRAPH C0., Inc., 93-147 Centre St., New York, N. Y.
/ cicnt. l'a y postman SI.50. plus
(•ontlcmcn: You may send me your Inkograph. 1 will pay
/postage on delivery. When remit- postman
AGENTS
$1.50, plus postage on delivery.
tance accompanics order, Inhograph
/ will bc sent postage prepaid. if withiu
Sel! Inkographs, mako bigler profits,
/ten days the Inkograph does not prove Name.
more sales, without investraent.
satisfactory return it and we'll refund
Quieker commissions, popular pricos, /your moncy without further corrcspondcnce. It is because we are sure the Infc- Address.
no compétition. Send for an Inkowill mcet your rcquircments to
graph or svrite for spécial flalej plag /ograph
perfection that makes It possible for us to
atake you so attractive an o2er.
City.
.State.
bocklct.

Drafting, Leomui
:■>
'r- ?

T.
-, .. as
r-sv

JcluaLlg^

J
iree!
to prove you can learn at
Home, in spare time!
We have developed a new simplified, rapid
way to teach Drafting, and we want to send you
three sample lessons wichouccost or obligation. So
you can test your own ability to master this
fascinating work at home, in your spare time. And see
for yourself how quickly and easily you can qualify for
a fine, well-paid Drafting position.

Home'training hacked ivith an
agreement to get you a
DRAFT1NG JOB at a 50% RA1SE
—or money refunded
Here is a word-for-word copy of the Contract which
we bave made with 30,000 men in the past three
years. I shall be glad to make the same agreement,
backed by our entire resources of $1,500,000.00—
with YOU!
^

•v.
Ain

m

ool

Quarantee of Position and
Increased Pay
To
1WE
m find you
saiisfac♦► tory
for\: GL'AKANTEE
ivivilion within
wilbin Isïï
afhTa you
VOU
tlliposition
60 daVS
days afler
finish our complété course of home training in
Drafting;
Aïid, furtfun',
2VVE GL'AKANTEE thaï said position wlll
• pay you a salary of ai Icasl 50% more than
you arc carning today. provided your présent
salary is less than $40 per week;
OR EAJLING TO DO SO. we guarantee to
rcfunjJ'ro you immediatcly the cntirc'amounl
lhafyou have paid for thls training.
Ihreuor
txicnsiun Work

*
*
s
m

m

$50 to $125 a week paid to

EXPERT DRAFTSMEN
Pick up the want ads of any big-city newspaper and you'll see why we urge men to go
Come'
into Drafting. 70,000 fine positions advertised
Into Drafting!
in the past year. Draftsmen are urgently
The ability to read bJueprintâand draw plans is
needed in Building Construction, Manufacturing, in
the entering wedRC to /
si' te the Architectural, Mechanical, Eleetrical, Structural
success in ail building 1
and
and Automotive industries. Get in touch with me, and
linos. manufacturing
I^arn Drafting ]
l'il tell you how you can get one of these fine jobs.
and you'Il bc "sitting
prelty," It's INTERs % S,m
J\
ESÏING worlc and
The American School
Draftsmen are a wondcrful bunch of fel- M
Chartercd 30 years ago as an EDlows.You're bound
UCATIONAL INSTITUTION,
toenjoy thegood-ç
and, like the best résident schools
natured atmosSisî
and
collèges, conducted NOT FOR
pherc of a
r
Drafting office
PROFIT. VVeoffer complété, thorand the conough,
up-to-dateinstruction—pretact it gives
pared by 200 leading Fmgineers.
you with im
Executives and Educators. A
portantand
acunique instruction, built to meet
tivities
BIGMEN.
the spécifications of well-paid jobs
as laid down by employers themselves—yet simplified for ready
understanding by men with only
common schooling.
And we are the first in the homestudy field to recognize the need of
giving a COMPLETE SERVICE
to ambitions men—training plus
employment. Which takes you as
you are, supplies the équipaient
you lack.andlandsyouinthebetter
O. C. MILLER
job you seek. Without risk to you I
Director Extension Work

■Ji.-1

MILLER. Director, Extension Work, The American School
t.D'126 Drexel Ave. & 58th St.. Chicago
i interested to get particulars of your Job and Raise Guarantee. Also
I 3 Drafting Lessons without cost or obligation.

This agreement proves our training does make real Draftsmen. It proves tliat after you
finish, there are rcell-paid jobs available. And you can préparé yourseif without losing a
day's pay or time, without quitting your job or Jcaving home!

Name._
raencai
diool
«i
Dept. D-I26 Drexel Avenue and 58th Street, Chicago

Addres*
Age

Occupation..

