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A azin lyEasy ay
to etinto ELECTRICITY

Don’t spend your life waiting for $5 raises in a dull, hopeless job. Now
forever . . . say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. Let
me show you how to qualify for jobs leading to salaries of $50, $60

. «and

and up, a week, in Electricity —
amazing way to train, that makes you a practical electrician in 90

OT by correspondence, but b‘f an
a

ys!

Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine!

LearnonActualElectricalMachineryinQODays

ACK of experience
—ageoradvanced
education bars no

one. I don’t care if you
don't know an arma-
ture from an air brake
—I don’t expect you to!
It makes no difference!
Don’t let lack of money
stop you. Most of the
men at Coyne have no
more money than you
have, That's why I have
worked out my aston-
ishing offers.

F

Employment Service

Many of my students earn
a good part or all their living
expenses and should you need
this assistance we will help
you. Then,in 12 brief weeks,
in the great roaring shops of

e

Coyne,I trainyouasyouneverdreamed
you could be trained...on one of the
greatest outlays of electricalapparatus
ever assembled ...real dynamos, §

Prepare For Jobs
Like These

Here are a few of hundreds
of positlona open to Coyne-
trained men. Our free em-
ﬁloyment bureau gives you

fetime employment service.

Armature Expert
$50 & Week and v
Substation Operator, $65 uWeeg
Anto Electriclan
$60 8 Week and up
Inventor Unlimited

Manlunme‘gonﬂgveerk .

eek @D

Service Station ?)wner i
$60 8 Week and up

Rad!lo Expert, §60a Week and up

" Now In Our
New Home

‘Thia is our new, fireproof,
modern b om e, wherein

engines, power plants, autos, switch- & tads We now have
boards, transmitting stations...every- acs deveted to the ex-

thing from doorbells to farm power Y,
and lighting...full-sized...full opera- B3¢
I

tion every day!

CO

500 S. Paulina St., Chicago

Nota Correspondence
School

Learn by doing...all real
actual work...building real
batteries . . . winding real
armatures, operating real
motors, dynamos and gen-
erators, wiring houses, etc.
That’'s a glimpse of how
we help to make you a prac-
tical electrician, and fitting
you to hold big jobs after
graduation.

Jobs, Pay, Future

Don’t worry about a job.
Coyne training settles the
job question for life. Big
demand for Coyne trained
men. Qur employment de-
partment gives you lifetime
service. Two weeks after
graduation, Clyde F. Hart
got a position as electrician
with the Great WesternR.R.

]
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e :
ELECTRICAL SCHOOL ;
H. C. LEWIS, President, Dept, 76-02 |
Established 1899 :

at over $100 a week. That’s not unusual.
We can point to many Coyne men making
up to $600 a month. $60 a week is only the
beginning of your opportunity. You can go
into radio, battery or automotive electrical
business for yourself—and make $3000
a year and up.

Get the Facts

Coyne is your one great chance to get
into electricity. Every obstacle is removed.
This school is 29 years old—Coyne training
is tested—proven beyond all doubt—en-
dorsed by many large electrical concerns.
You can find out everything absolutely free.
Simply mail the coupon and let me send
you the big, free Coyne book of 150 photo-
graphs...facts...jobs...salaries...oppor-
tunities. Tells you howmany earn expenses
while training and how we assist our gradue
ates in the field. This does not obligate you,
So act at once. Just mail coupon.

Get this [~ _
FREE /
Book ' -.

o
L X _§ B B R B K _§ N N §B_§_JR_J

Mr, H. C. Lewis, Pres,
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. 78-02
$00 §. Paulina St., Chicago, I1l.

ear Mr, Lewls:
‘Without obuﬁsuons gend me your big free catalog and all

detalls of Free Employment Service, Radlo and Automotive
Courses, and how many *earn while learning.” X under-
stand I will not be bothered by any salesman,
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In Our October Issue: In Our Next Issue:
THE WORLD AT BAY, by B. and Geo. C.
Wallis. (A Serial in Two Parts) Part I. Inter-
planetary stories always seem to please our read-
+ The Menace of Mars ers. The appllication of the fourth dimension, in
: . . this story, enables the travelers to make the jour-
i By Clare Winger Harris 582 ney to the moon and back and around the earth in
an astoundingly short space of time. Our new
author has given us a carefully studied out treat-
ment of the subject of interplanetary travel,
To the Moon by Proxy cleverly interwoven with romance and human

, 508 psychology.

DS THE ANANIAS GLAND, by W. Alexander.
What determines the extent of our truthfulness?
It might very well be glandular action of some
The Skylark of Space ls(tmtfl SME. Ale)i,arigg: 2?5. glive;]t u; ls;v.era:htimusual
. ories of psychological import, and in s very
(A Serial in Three Parts) Part 111 short story he cleverly works up an idea of ex-

By Edward Elmer Swmith, in collaboration with treme interest.

Lee Hawkins Garby . 610 THE PSYCHOPHONIC NURSE, by David H.
Keller, M.D. Instead of contenting himself with
the conception of new mechanical labor-saving de-

. vices—generally involved in the human scheme of

Reprisal life—Dr. Keller always goes further. He gives us,

. in a perfectly natural manner, the ultimate psycho-

By Thomas Richard Jones 637 logical effect of his mechanical innovation or inno-

vations, on the human being. Though he never

destroys—or even temporarily puts out of com-

. mission—his newly developed apparatus, we are

The Voyage to Kemptonia glad, when wef finish the story, that we are still
a little ahead of the invention.

By E. M. Scott 642 | THE EYE OF THE VULTURE, by Walter

It is an established fact by this time that

Kateley.
the human eye is limited in its vision of the colors
of the spectrum, just as the ear is limited in its
range of sound appreciation. And just as the
power of vision varies among people, so it must

Our Cover

this month represents a scene from the storly in this issue
entitled, “To the Moon by Proxy,” by J. Schlossel, in which
Emil’s “proxy,” in his final test before he is sent on his
trip to the moon, meets the lion in combat, on equal
grounds. Shorn of every bit of clothing by the fury of the
king of beasts, the strange being looks like an armored
soldier astride the lion,

differ much more drastically from that of animals,
birds, insects, etc. A bird, for instance, may not
see all we do; on the other hand, many things
within the bird’s visual range, may be completely
out of ours. In this story, a number of theories,
novel and interesting, but seemingly founded on
scientific grounds, are introduced.
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KEROSENE LAMP

We get you ready— A Plain
We get you the J OB — Dollars and Cents
We raise your pay, ~ Proposition

[ Our training-and-employment’
OR NO COST. contract- shown above takes the
» gamble out of home-study. If you
»NO wonder the Electrical Industry continues to boom,  happen to be earning $30 a week

regardless of hard times or unemployment in other  now, you can actually buy a posi-
lines! For Electric Light and Power has become an abso-  tion paying $45 a week (or more)
lute necessity in factory, home, office and farm. It turns  or no cost. That means you pay
our machinery, supplies us with a thousand comforts and  less than $1.50 a week for a short

Training P'epafed by luxuries like Radio, Telephone, Autos, Airplanes, Washing time, and we must raise your earn=

CHIEF . Machines, etc. This is the Electrical Age, and a hundred mil-  ing capacity at least §15 a week, or

ENGINEER DUNLAP  lion of us gladly pay a tax to Llectricity every way we turn,  the small cost will be refunded.

e S e That’s the kind of business to get into. Especially if your =~ We have made this agreement

from America’s greatest  present work is hard or monotonous, underpaid or without ~ With over 50,000 men ig the past

corporations and future. There are ALWAYS fine positions open in Elec-  four years, and if you’ll mail the

Universities: tricity, ALWAYS big salaries paid, ALWAYS wonderful ~ coupon I'll be glad to do the same
General Electric Co.. chances for advancement. Because Electricity today  for you.

i Allis-Chalmers Co. reaches out into all building and manufacturing and trans- :_C-!;'_f—E__‘--—D--I--l’;-—'-l-l;-:--:

C"Ei?;::‘gzhh portation lines, and there’s a mighty call for Chief Elec- ! Tfig AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept.E 1264

e tricians, Engineers, Draftsmen and Experts—at $50 to 1 Drexel Ave.and 58th St., Chicago i

Western Electric Co. $100 a week ! Pleasc send me, without cost or obligation, I

Cutler- Hammer Co : ! more details of your Job and Raise offer.and |

g N 5 . . . - I facts about the great Electrical Industry,

American Telephone & The way to get one of these wonderful jobs is easier than 1 I

Telegraph Co. you think. If you are genuinely interested in Electricity, : P :

Mass. Institute of Tech, if you are willing to devote a part of your spare time to get- § T 1

tumbia Universi ting ready—even if you have only grammar-schooling—get 1 !

(':o Gl TRl g in touch with us at once, and we’ll tell you how we can guar- | Street No. :

(and many others) antee you a job and a 509, raise or no cost! 1 1

: [0 State. . coesmacnacann :

Dept. E-7294 Drexel : i . !

The AMERICAN SCHOOL R0 sai seee Chicago 1 ase.... ocusetionoroooorrrreeer. !
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Extravagant Fiction Today

Cold Fact Tomorrow

NEW AMAZING FACTS

By HUGO GERNSBACK

NE of the amazing facts of progress is that.in
very many instances, science develops a goodly
amount of inventions which were never even
dreamt of by the most imaginative type of fiction
writers. Science has the trick of springing con-
tinuous surprises, which very often are far more
amazing than the most amazing piece of scientifiction.
Not long ago, the Kodak people announced a brand new sys-
tem of colored motion pictures. Now colored motion pictures are a
novelty no longer. They were usually produced by means of
ordinary films, hand-painted, or colored by other processes. The
wholly astonishing thing about the new Kodacolor process, how-
ever, 1s the fact that the film is black and white. The light that
strikes the film is white; yet, we get the most gorgeous colored
meotion pictures imaginable and entirely true to life in all of the
colorings. You will seesthrown on the screen a bowl of goldfish
in the most marvelous colors imaginable; and yet, the film itself
is in black and white. The process in which the final result is
achieved is intensely interesting, and is the subject of a detailed
article, fully illustrated, in the October issue of SCIENCE AND
INVENTION,

Suffice to say, the process is made possible by embossing the
film lengthwise in such a way that the film itself becomes a mass
of lenses, which are microscopic in size; yet which provide
an entirely new optical system by which the final colors become
possible. g
Here then, is another invention which would have been de-
nounced as extravagant fiction only a few short years ago.

And when we come to television, which has been the favorite
subject for exploitation by our scientific writers, we are no
longer astonished, because this imaginary television has now
hecome an accomplished fact. The marvel of present television,
crude as it is, lies in the fact that it is given by a revolving disc
with a few holes in it, which faithfully brings a distant event to
us, by wire or by radio.

But even few of our scientifiction writers thought that it
wotld ever be possible to transmit color television; yet, recently
this also has been accomplished by Mr. Baird of London, with a
comparatively simple system. All Mr. Baird does is to divide
his television disc into three parts, then he covers the spiral holes
with red, blue and vellow transparent strips and exposes his
subject in the usual way. He thus transmits impulses in various
intensities, due to the color ranges. At the receiving end, we
have a duplication of the transmitter, with a similar disc, and
as we look at this disc in a darkened room, we obtain actual
televisien images in colors. So here we have another great
scientific triumph, which was not expected for at least fifty
vears.

Again, our best scientists, who seem to know all about tele-
vision, predicted only last Fall that outdoor scemes could not

be transmitted by television for at least five to ten years. They
contended that it would not be possible to transmit anything
better than a human face or a moving hand by television im-
pulses. Yet, only last July, the Bell Telephone Laboratories
sent out television images of a tennis player, while he was play-
ing in broad daylight. So the time is not distant when it will
be possible for us to witness a ball game a thousand miles away.
Nor will it be long before every radio enthusiast, sitting in his
home, will be able to see a prizefight, in all its interesting and
brutal details, while it is being fought.

. So we see that science is catching up with fiction and predic-
tion rather quickly, and our imaginative fiction writers will soon
be hard pressed for new ideas in order to keep in the swim.

For a number of years, imaginative writers have been busy
exploiting the Goddard rocket. Of course, most of them ex-
ploited the rocket for interplanetary travel. The time seems
close at hand when such a machine will actually be launched.
At this very moment, in Germany, extensive tests and experi-
ments are being made along these lines. The Germans, von Opel
and Sander, have already constructed automobiles propelled by
rockets, which were used both on railroad tracks and the ordi-
nary cement roads. Speeds as high as 160 miles an hour have
been reached on rails, which is faster than any car ever trav-
eled on rails before. And this is only a beginning.

This generation will see rocket-propelled aerial conveyances
negotiating the trip from Berlin to New York in three hours.
In order to do so, the machine will ‘have to fly partially in a
vacuum. The rocket machine will be directed heavenward and
will have to climb up two or three hundred miles to reach the
outer confines of the atmosphere, then it will straighten out and
will begin descending in a great curve, with New York as its
next objective.

Naturally, so as not to freeze and kill the passengers, they
will have to be in airtight compartments. As a matter of fact,
the entire inside of the machine will have to be airtight. The
machine will carry its own air and oxygen and will generate its
own heat.

The interesting point to remember is that at these tremendous
speeds, entirely new and unforeseen things happen. A German
engineer recently pointed out that at such speeds—that is 1,000
miles an hour—the usual airplane wings would be useless. At
such a speed an ordinary hailstone would go clean through a
thin metal airplane wing as though it were shot through by a
high-speed bullet. Consequently, these new aerial monsters of
the future will have to be built of entirely new metals, tougher
than steel, to withstand even the shocks of large dust particles,
which, encountered at a speed of a thousand miles an hour, will
raise havoc, due to their impact upon the machine.

All surprising facts, and as interesting as they seemed astonish-
ing and impossible, only a few short years back.

Mr, Hugo Gernsback speaks every Tuesday at 9.30 P. M. from WRNY (326 meters) and 2XAL (30.91 meters) on various scientific subjects.
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‘By Clare Winger Harris

Author of: “The Fate of the Poseidonia,” and “The Miracle of the Lily”

I

ROFESSOR HARLEY pointed to the
steam that issued with a merry singing
noise from the spout of the tea-kettle, then
designated a glass of water that stood near,
and lastly placed his hand upon a small cake
of ice in a saucer on the table. Turning, he surveyed
the class from over the tops of his horn-rimmed
spectacles. .

“Elementally speaking, they are the same, but they
manifest differently. The molecules in the.case of the

7

former,” he continued in pedantic discourse, “are in a

state of violent agitation, rushing upward and outward.
Their speed is terrific. Now in the case of the water,
the molecular motion is less evident. The temperature
is considerably lower and the molecular orbits are far
more restricted, hence the manifestation in the liquid
state. When we contemplate the last of the three states
of H,O, we find a solid of low temperature. In this
cold, compact form there is still less freedom among the
whirling molecules. Modern science tells us that the
motion of molecules in the case of solid bodies is con-
fined within so narrow a range that we cannot detect
that they alter. their places at all.”

My eyes wandered involuntarily from the kettle,
class and saucer till they rested upon the very attractive
daughter of Professor Harley who occupied a desk two
rows ahead and one row to the right of my own. From
where I sat, her bobbed bronze ringlets as they curled
away from her ears and the nape of her neck, were far
more interesting phenomena

plied. “Maybe I could give you some astronomical in-
struction that would be more interesting than the
learned_discourses of Professor Aldrich.”

“I fear even you couldn’t make it very interesting to
me.” Her words were curt, but her brown eyes were
smiling. “You see I am very. one-sided in my tastes,
and I happen to be greatly interested in father’s sub-
ject, chemistry, I’m majoring in that, you know, and
maybe I could give you some chemical instruction that
would prove more interesting than the learned dis-
courses of Professor Harley!” she added with a twinkle
in her eye,

“Chemistry and astronomy be hanged!” I ejaculated
in semblance of great ferocity. ‘“Your father wants
you to be at the observatory to-night and I intend to be
there, so I'll see you at eight.”

I was climbing the steps to the telescope balcony at
the appointed hour. The Professor of Astronomy, sur-
rounded by a group of some thirty students, was stand-
ing on the north side pointing out the constellation,
Hercules, when I came up. It did not take me long,
even in the dim starlight, to discern the form of Vivian
Harley, as her eyes followed the direction of the learned
man’s finger with rapt gaze.

“She is interested in the subject,” I said half aloud,
“or else Professor Aldrich is proving more entertaining
than usual.” .

I approached the dark group silhouetted against the
interminable canopy of the heavens wherein blazoned
the fiery host of suns innumerable. How insignificant
seemed man, even as learned a man as Professor Al-

drich, when one could lift

to me than steam, water and

ice. Physics and chemistry
were not to be mentioned in
the same breath with Vivian
Harley.

At the close of the class
period, the professor read
the following announcement,

interest throughout.

N this unusual story, the author has woven a most entranc-

ing idea, and has literally studded it with any amount of
interesting features that will keep yow guessing ‘to the final
page. It is a different Mars story than the many that have
been published before, and it will not fail to hold ~our
The science contained in the story is
excellent, and coupled with this goes Mrs. Harris’ mysticism,
always an added attraction in her stories.

the eyes but a little higher
and behold with one glance
mighty Vega, Altair and
Deneb. Yet I knew in my
heart that much as I loved
my astronomical pursuits,
a certain small figure in
vonder group of humanity

a copy of which had been

was dearer to me than all

posted on the bulletin board.

“As it will be an especially fine evening for astronomi-
cal observation, the college observatory will be open
between eight and ten to any who may wish to view
the heavens through the new telescope. Professor
Aldrich will speak about the planets and stars in the
field of the instrument.”

I lost no time in finding out if Vivian Harley was to
be at the observatory.

“I’'ve got to go,” she smiled ruefully. “Father insists
upon it. I suppose you're going, Hildreth ?”

“Yes, I'm majoring in the subject, you know,” I re-

the suns that shine in the
eternal ether and so tell us we are not alone.

“And so we believe there is an analogy between the
universe of chemistry and that of the stars,” the pro-
fessor was saying. ‘““Within a tiny scrap of matter lies
hidden a whole atomic universe in ceaseless and terrific
movement. This is infinite smallness, but we can com-
prehend the idea with finite minds. Let these finite
minds of ours contemplate for a moment, infinite big-
ness. As everywhere throughout all space the condi-
tions are repeated which we find within the atom, we
can deduce therefrom that our own universe is an atom
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of infinite bigness in which atomic worlds and systems
come and go and progress through space in orbital
movenient as do the electrons of infinite smallness in the
atoms they go to build up.”

“Our universe an atom!” I heard Vivian gasp as I
approached her side.

Apparently the idea had never impressed her before.
She turned to me and her eyes were wide with wonder.

“Of course,” I smiled, “and the sun with his family
of planets is an atom, and the same planets are elec-
trons. That sort of connects up your chemistry and my
astronomy. Isn’t that so?”

She turned to me with a preoccupied air and said
slowly, “It is stupendous—and so plausible!”

“Of course,” I replied, “it proves more reasonable
than the laws of Newton which are being replaced in
part by those of Einstein.”

The student group led by the instructor, entered the
observatory and mounted the spiral stairs to the tel-
escope room where we took turns viewing Saturn.
While Vivian gazed upon the ringed planet, I ap-
proached Professor Aldrich with this question:

“Is it beyond the hope of man ever to ascertain of
what gigantic body our universe is an atom? Man is
given but a very vague conception of the scheme of
things if he cannot conceive the niche in which he has
a place.”

The scholarly man smiled wistfully and said as he
laid a hand upon my shoulder, “My lad, we can never
know the billionth part of where we fit into God'’s great
plan. Here we are isolated in the midst of Infinity by
the limitations of our five senses. They present a
mere crack through which we obtain but the faintest
suggestion of what lies beyond.”

“But,” T persisted, “by the very analogy you sug-
gested when out on the balcony, might man conceive the
nature of the gigantic masterpiece of which he is an
infinitesimal part?”’

“I grasp the significance of your question,” said the
professor with growing enthusiasm. ‘Yes—we can
surmise something of the nature of that great body in
which Destiny has placed us. In fact we can know at
least this much. [t is a gas. The proportional distances
between the atoms (or solar systems, since we are con-
templating the vaster cosmos) and their inconceivable
speed, indicates a gaseous constitution. That much

"’

knowledge is vouchsafed us!

II

r I VWO years passed. I had graduated and become
Professor Aldrich’s assistant, teaching fresh-
men astronomy. It was Vivian Harley’s senior

year. She was majoring in chemistry to be her father’s

laboratory assistant, but thanks to the inspiration of
that night at the observatory two years ago, she had
minored in my subject, astronomy, and gave promise
of being a worthy aide to her future husband as well
as to her father, Yes, Vivian had promised to be mine
after her graduation in June, and it was now April.
Late in the afternoon of April 17th (a never-to-be-
forgotten-day in history) I was crossing the meadow-
lands between the tow hills that surround the country

AMAZING STORIES

estate of my maternai uncle, the late Senator Gilroy.
His sudden dJeath had brought relatives from all over
the country to attend the funeral. Many had arrived by
plane, for in the year 1958, travel by airplane was com-
mor.

I was, as I said, walking across the low meadows,
entranced with the loveliness of nature, when I noticed
a peculiar thing. The sun was very low over the hills,
and I was cognizant of the fact that the setting sun
always appears much larger than when it is higher in
the heavens. But even the knowledge of this optical
illusion could not satisfactorily account for the phe-
nomenal enormity of the sun as it slowly sank to rest
beyond the hills toward Pleasantown. The evening was
uncommonly warm and I shed my coat and seated my-
self on the grassy mead, determined to enjoy a quiet
evening amid rural surroundings, before returning to
the companionship of friends and relatives at the Gilroy
mansion.

It was during the magical moments between the set-
ting ‘of the sun and the appearance of the first stars,
that I experienced an uncanny premonition of approach-
ing disaster. I could attribute the foreboding to no
physical discomfort other than to an increasing oppres-
siveness of the atmosphere, that was not unlike the sul-
triness of an approaching storm. I decided to watch
for the appearance of the first star that should come
into my range of vision over the western tree-tops.

“It will be Antares,” I conjectured

Then in far less time than is requlred to tell it, the
sky clouded over and all prospective view of the heavens
was temporarily denied me. The nightmare that fol-
lowed beggars description. Why I was not drowned
I do not know, for the flood of rain descended in tor-
rents, striking my face with such force that I could
scarcely breathe. After several hours, how many I do
not know, for I had lost all track of the passage of
time, I was wading more than knee-deep .in a turbulent
stream that was rapidly rising about me, while occasion-
ally I was struck by floating debris as I strove.in the
Stygian darkness to make my way back to the house.
Something soft brushed against my leg. It yielded to
my touch. I strove to hold it, but the waters tore it
from my grasp and it was gone.

Gradually the downpour abated and I believed I had
nothing more to fear from overhead.

“This isn’t so bad,” I assured myself, speaking aloud
and comforted by the sound of my voice. “I'll wait
until the stars come out and they will guide me to the
house.”

Suddenly the waters began to swirl and eddy around
me. They rose and fell like the waves of the sea;
occasionally they reached neck-high and I nearly lost
my footing.

“Thank God my feet are on terra-firma,”
“otherwise ——"

The ground beneath me swayed. The waters rushed
up to meet me. For the next few minutes I knew not
sky from water nor water from ground. I felt asif I
were revolving with a mill-wheel, by far the greater
part of whlch was under water.

At last I stood again waist-high in water, but Nature

I cried,
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had ceased her havoc, Earth no longer quaked, waters
were not rising, and a famt light -was suffusing the
black sky.

“If I find Antares now,” I mused, “I can get my
bearings and return to the house to see what has hap-
pened there.”

A small area of the clouds was rapidly dispersing.

T fixed my gaze upon it expectantly, but was not pre-

pared for that which burst upon my vision. A great
red ball of fire hung in the heavens. For a moment I
thought it a toy balloon, but such a bauble on a night
like this was incongruous. In appearance it was about
an eighth the size of the full moon. The clouds con-
tinued to scatter until several other fiery balls, varying
in red, blue and yellow light, were visible through the
rift. Might it be that the inhabitants of Pleasantown
were celebrating the cessation of the deluge in a most
extraordinary mansder? Still it seemed to me that sane
human beings were likely at this moment to be engaged
in reconstructive work instead of wasting valuable time
and energy in makihg useless aerial toys.

After the appearance of a dozen or more, the gather-
ing clouds again hid them from view, but I had had
sufficient time to definitely locate the house, in the upper
story of which lights now gleamed faintly.

I plowed my way though the water and finally
dragged myself wearily upon the stone veranda which
remained a good foot and a half above the flood. The
sound of excited voices assailed my ears from the upper
floor as I crossed the threshold.

“I just know it’s the end of the world,” shrilled the
voice of cousin Donna. ‘“Poor dear cousin Paul (Sen-
ator Gilroy) is the lucky one. He lived almost as long
as we're going to, and he escaped doomsday!”

The reassuring tones of her husband, Miles Tracy,
came next to my ears, as I stood in my drenched cloth-
ing at the foot of the stairs.

“What’s worrying me is what’s become of cousin
Hildreth. The last I saw of him he was setting out on
a lonely hike, headed toward Pleasantown. I hinted he
might want company, but he told me plainly that he
peferred to be alone. Queer sort of chap, Hildreth. Is
he that way because he’s an astronomer or is he an
astronomer because he’s that way?”

“Which came first, the chicken or the egg?” laughed
another male voice,

“But all joking aside,” continued Miles, “we must
send out a rescue party after Hildreth. The Lord only
knows what happened to him during the climax of the
earthquake!” )

“Don’t allow yourselves to become alarmed on my
account,” I called as I mounted the stairs and appeared
before the astounded group in my wet clothing. “I've
been taking a little swim and watching some toy bal-
loons over Pleasantown.”

Miles tapped his head significantly and looked from
one to another of the members of the group as they
crowded around me.

I was bombarded with questions from all sides, but
Mrs. Gilroy insisted that I get into dry clothes at once
before I attempt any narration of the events prior to
and following the catastrophe.

III
THE rehearsal of events must have taken up the

greater part of the night, but we retired eventu-

‘ally.  When I awoke and looked at my watch,
the hour hand pointed to ten. Ten A, M.! It was
more like ten P. M. and hot I had never been as
warm in my life. The thermometer by my door regis-
tered 94° F. and the humidity was intolerable. My room
faced the east, so I hastily threw up the shades to see
why old Sol was not on duty.

The eastern horizon was a lurid red, as if many miles
away a great conflagration raged. Even as I watched,
the heavy clouds were partially dispelled, and a sight,
the most awful, barrmg one, that-these eyes have ever
beheld, met my view. The sun, increased to mammoth
size, hung between the horizon and zenith, a veritable
hell of blazing fury. Was Earth plunging into the
fiery orb of day? Was this Earth’s ultimate doom,
after the prediction of astronomers, myself included,
that a frozen lifeless world would eventually swing
around a rapidly cooling sun?

Intelligent radio communication was almost impos-
sible, but the disconnected reports that came from time
to time, told of the tragic deaths of thousands upon
thousands, who were unable to seeck adequate protec-
tion from the scorching rays of the sun,

The guests of Gilroy manor passed the day in alter-
nate panic and despondency. There is nothing to do
in the face of natural calamities except to adjust oneself
to them. Their incontestable force cannot be averted.
The only thing that humanity could do during that
first terrible day was to seek its cellars, if they were
dry, and await the ultimate setting of the gigantic orb.

My thoughts constantly recurred to Vivian. How
much easier would have been this catastrophe, if we
could have been together. Although I had complete
confidence in Professor Harley’s sane judgment under
any circumstances, I desired nothing so much as to
have my fiancée with me.

As the day wore on, passed in the relatively cool
depths of the cellar for fear of further earthquakes, we
noticed a buoyancy taking the place of the former heavy
oppressiveness that had seemed to weigh us down. The
sultriness had given way to a dryness, very hot to be
sure, but much less unpleasant than the excessive humid-
ity that had characterized the night, morning and early
afternoon. So light and gay did we feel toward the
sunset hour, that we indulged in music and dancing.
Frivolous it may seem to read of it, but man is so con-
stituted that he can mercifully relieve overstrained
nerves with various forms of relaxation, though he may,
know that the stress of fear and worry has not per-
manently subsided. And if this narrative is to adhere
strictly to the truth, I must-not omit a few words in
regard to the discovery of the late senator’s private
stock, which I think deserves as much credit for having
relieved the mental strain of the day as any natural
reaction might have done. I can write of this in a per-
fectly unbiased manner, for I am a strict teetotaler,
and this day spent in the subterranean depths of. the
Gilroy mansion was no exception to the rule. But as




586 AMAZING

regards Miles Tracy, James Urban and even my ordi-
narily dignified Uncle Mark Atkins, I can make no
such positive assertion, and even Donna was not above
suspicion.

The first inkling I had of it all was when Donna
appeared suddenly from some remote part of the base-
ment. As I watched her, I thought we were having
another earthquake.

“Say folks,” she called as she approached the rest of
us, “I just got weighed, and glory be—I've lost 72
pounds! It pays to,try dieting for reducing. 1 told
you, Marian, (Mrs. Gilroy) you’d lose flesh if you
cut out the starches.”

The widow of the late senator recovered quickly
from the shock of her guest’s apparent loss of weight,
and replied rather icily, “I think you'd better look at
the scales again, Donna. There must be some mistake.”

“*S’ fact,” This from Uncle Mark whose belligerent
attitude signified all too plainly that he was prepared
to back Donna up in her assertion in regard to her loss
of weight.

“Come in and see the scales if you don’t believe it!”

Glad of another diversion from our gloomy thoughts,
we trooped into the little side room in the corner of
which stood a weighing machine, the platform of which
Donna quickly mounted. The rest of us crowded around
the dial, and with Donna’s and James’ triumphant, “We
told you so!” in our ears, observed that the pointer
indicated that Donna, a woman of apparently more than
average weight, tipped the scales at precisely seventy-
six pounds!

There followed a series of experiments that resulted
in the undeniable conclusion that each one of us weighed
only a little more than half of his or her former weight!

“The machine is out of order,” I explained, but in
my heart I knew differently, though I would not vouch-
safe to tell these people what I suspicioned of the truth

at this time. .
' Iv.

A confidential manner, and lowering his voice to
a whisper said, “I swear I didn’t drink enough

to hurt a flea, but I’'m sure seeing things! Since it is

now night time, I went upstairs and out on the veranda

thinking it might be cooler, but—I’'m in no shape to

be about! Guess I'll turn in and sleep it off.”

He was quickly gone as I turned in alarm and saw
his rapidly receding figure climbing the stairs. He did
not seem intoxicated. His step was steady, but emo-
tionally he was a wreck.

As I reached the entrance-hall, he was stlll mounting
the stairway to the sleep-rooms. Once I was minded
to call and reassure him, but upon second thought de-
cided to discover the cause for his consternation myself.
I heard his bedroom door close; then I hurried to the
front door and rushed out upon the porch.

I have said elsewhere in this narrative, that the sight
of the mammoth sun was the most awful, barring one,
that I had ever beheld. This is the “barring one.” The
night was bright as day, not the dazzling splendor of
brilliant sunlight, but the clear cold light as of a thou-

FEW minutes later, Miles approached me in a

STORIES

sand moons, and that seemed to be literally what I
beheld as I raised my eyes skyward.

Like one demented, I ran out into the open, regard-
less of the waters that had receded to ankle depth, and
gazed aloft with bulging eyes. The welkin was a
crowded galaxy of heavenly bodies of vastly varying
sizes and degrees of Drilliancy. All the starry and
planetary universe had marched up to us during the
cataclysmic events of the last twenty-four hours, or
so at least it seemed !

“Nevertheless it is what I vaguely suspected,” I mut-
tered to myself. “No wonder we weigh less with the
counter-gravitational pull of the stars and planets!”

Few of the stars twinkled. They shone with the
steady dazzling splendor of suns, and many heretofore
unseen planets encircling them were visible with the
naked eye. The moon was not visible, but Venus, an
enormous silvery disc, four times the diameter of the
old full moon, occupied her part of the western sky,
and through her streaked cloudy veiling, I caught fleet-
ing glimpses of mountain peaks that would dwarf into
insignificance the Himalayas or the Alps.

Shooting stars and meteors were more frequent than
I had ever known them to be heretofore. In the few
moments that I stood dumb with amazement, a dozen
or more fell within my immediate range of vision.

By this time I heard the voices of the Gilroy guests
from the porch, and judging from the vociferous ex-
clamations, they too were cognizant of the proximity
of the stars and planets. I returned to the house only
to be bombarded with questions regarding my opinion
of the present state of the universe.

I had a theory, but so daring was it in its scope, that
I did not venture to voice it at this time.

“Let’s get the radio and television into working
order,” I suggested. “We must learn something of
the extent that this calamity has visited the earth.”

With the very able assistance of Miles, who was
finally fully convinced that he was not “seeing things”
that were not an actuality, we succeeded in getting the
radio into working order. There seemed to be nothing
on the air but distress signals, but eventually through
the staccato of one very remote but persistent call, we
recognized the familiar voice of Professor Aldrich,
whose reputation as an astronomer was without parallel
in the country.

“—and so somewhere in that greater cosmos in which
we are but an atom, has been experienced merely the
transition of a substance from the gaseous, through the
liquid to the solid state, but to us, the atom, it has been
a phenomenon of such stupendous proportions that it
is difficult for us to grasp the significance of it with
our finite minds.

“Why has it never happened before? Simply because
Time like Space, is purely relative, and a million years
in the microcosmos may well be a second in the vaster
universe, the macrocosmos, of which it forms so minute
a part.

“And now we must turn our minds from the theoreti-
cal to the practical, for our time grows short. The
proximity of the sun will make it impossible for human-
ity at present to inhabit any but the polar regions of
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Earth, and because we are already living in the northern
hemisphere, I suggest that we at once move our entire
population and all available food stuffs northward by
airplanes. There have been appointed throughout the
nation many local headquarters for the arrangement of
details pertaining to the great flight, for these details
apply to your local station.”

There followed a list of service stations and other
directions followed by the deep, well-modulated tones
of the national broadcaster:

“Friends, Professor Harley, the nationally known
chemist, will speak to you now for a few minutes.”

Vivian’s father! I approached the radio in order
not to miss a single word, when suddenly, with a crack-
ling and sputtering, the instrument went dead. There
followed an hour of frantic endeavor to get it to func-
tion again, but it was all to no purpose. The requisite
material for the repair work was not available.

Even if only second-hand information, Professor
Harley’s talk would have given me at least a remote
idea of Vivian's experiences during the cataclysm; but
I consoled myself with the happy prospect of being
reunited with her at the north pole.

i V.
ON the beginning of the third day, after radio

communication had ceased (as far as we were

concerned), we were on comparatively dry
ground. The food supply was low and we realized the
immediate necessity of reaching the nearest airplane
base, which was located at Chicago. The three small
planes, that had brought the funeral guests to the Gilroy
estate, sufficed to take them away together with the
meager supply of provisions available, and shortly after

. noon my plane landed west of Chicago.

The reader may be able to form a vague conception
of the united drawing force of the combined stars and
planets that had marched toward us during those tragic
days. We learned at Chicago that coasts all over the
world had been alternately inundated and left high and
dry by the waters which were subject to the pull of
the heavenly bodies.

Four gigantic airships, each capable of carrying a
thousand passengers (though for ordinary usage their
capacity was limited to six hundred), were being rapidly
filled under a great white canopy that had been erected
for the purpose of cutting off some of the intolerable
rays of the sun. Miles, Donna, cousin Marian Gilroy
and I ran vp to the gang-plank of the Calvin Coolidge
just too late. A guard announced briskly that a thou-
sand souls were already aboard the great round-the-
world flyer, but that if we hurried we might board
another. We raced to the nearest one several blocks
away, and discovered it to be the ill-fated Icarus, that,
like its ancient namesake, fell into the sea with crippled
wings, though this one, contrary to its namesake, had
been salvaged from the deep, though with loss of
life. It had on the whole suffered little from this
mishap, and was now once more ready for service.
Evidently the reputation of the Icarus was against it
though, for it was not filling as rapidly as might be
expected.
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“Let’s try to get aboard yonder ship,” exclaimed
cousin Marian, pointing to where -a beautiful ship the
color of summer skies seemed to crouch ready for
flight,

“It is the Azuria,” said Miles, “the last word in
speedy, luxuriant air-travel.”

But even as we turned our back to the Icarus, the
humming of the Azuria’s engines came to our ears.
Then slowly and majestically she rose, her three decks
a black swarm of humanity, and soon, too soon, her blue
hulk was invisible against the azure of the sky. ’

“What is the name of the other ship?” I asked the
officer at the gang-plank of the Icarus.

“The Celestia,” he replied, “but do not fear to board
the Icarus. Since its overhauling, there is no safer
airship.”

We had no choice now but to cast our lot with the
Icarus. 1 mopped my perspiring brow and leaned
against the rail watching the workmen removing the
canvas that protected the Icarus from the sun. I heard
a voice at my elbow. It was Donna.

“The Celestia is coming this way. They are going
to bring it alongside the Jcarus before embarking.”

Miles and Marian had joined us. They were watch-
ing for others of the recent group that had been at the
Gilroy home, but I was ever searching for a possible
glimpse of Vivian Harley, though I did not know
whether she had left from the Chicago or the Phila-
delphia base, being located very nearly midway between
the two. i

The Celestia approached as closely as the spread of
its wings and ours permitted and a man on board called
through a megaphone:

“The Celestia is carrying 1,137 people.
room for the surplus?”

The captain of the Icarus replied that we had, and
would be glad to take 150 to 200 of the Celestia’s pas-
sengers. We -waited, but there was no sign that such
a transference would be made. The people aboard the
Celestia were fearful of the reputation of the ill-named
Icarus.

“Look,” cried Donna excitedly, “there are Max and
Ethel Sabin and cousin James and Uncle Mark on the
top deck of the Celestia?” .

In vain did Donna, Miles, Marian and I try to per-
suade our late companions to join us in our airship.
They remained obdurate to all our entreaties.

At last the gang-plank was withdrawn and the Celes-
tia winged her way skyward. The last we saw of her
was a faint blur low on the northern horizon.

And last but not least, the Icarus, with 783 souls
aboard, left the sun-dried earth far, far below and
sought the relief of the cool high altitudes.

Through the long hours of the night, while Mars and
Jupiter looked as if they would fall from the sky and
obliterate us, we sped toward Polaris, occasionally see-
ing on the 2,000 foot level below us, great freight-flyers
winging their way north and south like moving trucks
of olden times, taking the paraphernalia of civilization
to a new abode.

But we found ourselves in a dreadful predicament.
The northernmost lands were submerged too far south

Have you
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for humanity to live with any degree of comfort. The
notth polar region was nothing but water, dotted with
a few rapidly diminishing icebergs. And this was to
be our home, the abode of man who had at one time
conquered the earth! What had become of the con-
quest of which he once so proudly boasted ?

VI

S it possible for you of the new era to form any
I conception of the first year spent in our polar abode?
It was, of course, a period of reconstruction. Man
built for himself vast floating cities, lived upon fish and
synthetic foods and enjoyed a salubrious climate.

In vain did I search the floating islands of our north-
ern world for my promised wife, Vivian Harley. Ter-
ror gripped my heart. Could she have been numbered
among the victims of the Celestia? That great air-liner,
due no doubt to the fact that she had been greatly over-
loaded, had fallen into the Arctic Ocean where the
northern coast of Greenland used to be. Not a trace
of her has ever been found. Her fate should prove a
constant reminder of the failure of fear and supersti-
tion against the triumph of reason.

But as soon as the luxury of radio ‘communication
could be indulged in, we of Polaria, as we named our
combined north civilization, received a communication
that was quite startling. The long summer day in which
the sun never set during the early months of our so-
journ in Polaria, caused us to be a little neglectful
of punctual hours for rising and retiring, though I
doubt if we were any more deplorably negligent in this
particular, than were the Americans of the twentieth
century, living where day and night were clearly defined.
But one night, when the huge sun glowed on the eastern
horizon, we Polarians who happened to be up and listen-
ing at that hour and tuned by chance to an exceptionally
short wave length, heard the following message:

“This is Professor Richard Harley speaking over
station OGICU. No, friends, I am not floating around
the north pole just because it happened to be a few
hundred miles nearer at the time of our catastrophe. I
am living in a veritable Eden on terra firma, and this
Eden is at the south pole! My opinion of folks who
contrive, by years of unnecessary work, to save them-
selves a few hundred miles trip in a palatial air-liner,
would not sound well expressed publicly. The new
garden of Eden is a paradise. No, I am not trying to
sell real estate. There are comparatively few of us
here, but we don’t want all of you to come. Possibly
by this time you have worked out a feasible program
for making the north polar regions comfortably habit-
able, and I suggest that most of you stay where you are,
but there is room for 200,000 more down here in Eden,
When you get your television sets functioning and can
get a glimpse of this Utopia, I'll warrant that the north
polar region will be a deserted place.

“This ts Richard Harley of station OGICU signing
off till tomorrow at this time.”

There was no mention of Vivian, of course, but she
must be safe or her father would not have spoken in
so light a vein. I wanted to leave immediately for the
south pole, but Professor Aldrich would not hear of it.
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“The beginning of the six months polar night is not
far off,” he explained in voicing his objection to my
going, “and we astronomers must be ready to observe
and record the new and amazing phenomena that the
enlarged stars and planets will present to us.”

The long night arrived, but it did not seem like night
to us, for the moon which is full and visible from the
pole during the first part of the polar night, shed its
cold, white, reflected light upon us. It occupied so -
large a portion of the sky, that astronomical observa-
tions were limited exclusively to it. Many fascinating
discoveries were made about our satellite, but as this
story is not especially concerned with lunar problems,
I shall pass on to the mid-winter observations, when
Mars and Venus came within the scope of our vision.

I shall never forget the time that Professor Aldrich
and I first studied Venus from our new vantage. Like
a great silvery Chinese lantern, she seemed but a few
rods away. Her light was far brighter than that shed
by the moon in the olden days. OQur telescope revealed
evidences of a civilization that had been blighted by
the universal catastrophe. There had been a civiliza-
tion, but now there was no life. We searched the polar
regions with the telescopic eye, thinking the Venerians
would have done as we did, but all over the planet there
was evident only a scorched devastation.

“Wait until we see Mars,” said the professor encour-
agingly, “this cataclysm has surely improved the con-
dition of the Martians.”

“I don’t agree with you,” I objected. *“Whatevar
their previous condition, they were used to it. We can-
not judge them by our standards. They are hotter than
they were, and it stands to reason they are discomfited
to as great an extent as we are.”

“Possibly there is some truth in what you say,” ad-
mitted the astronomer, “but I am inclined to believe
this cosmic calamity will cause life to be more active on
the red planet. But time will tell, and that time is not
far off.”

In the meanwhile television and radio had established
regular communication between the north and the south,
and it had been my great joy to see and speak with
Vivian several times. I planned to leave for Eden as
soon as the long night began in the Antarctic regions,
for there were stars I wished to study in the skies
above Eden. Flights between the poles even now were
not infrequent, for many in Polaria were weary of
water reflecting great balls of light, and longed for land
and daylight. And some in Eden, lured by the de-
scriptions of night in Polaria, flew northward.

VII
M ILES TRACY had become an astronomy en-

thusiast and was with me virtually all the time

in the great Polaria observatory. He seemed
never to be weary of gazing at the planets. For weeks
we had Mars under closest observation, but could detect
no signs of life. This planet did not even present the
possibility of life having ever existed previous to the
change in the molecular structure of our universe from
the gaseous to the solid state. The planet’s surface
presented only a conglomerate mass of crystalline red-
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dish rock. On some parts of this strange world's
surface, the sun’s rays reflected ruby scintillations, in
others great cracks and crevices suggested abysmal
depths.

“Mars is deader than a door-nail,” remarked Miles
upon one occasion as we studied alternately the physi-
ography of the huge world that hovered so near us in
space. “He is less interesting than Venus because he
does not even grant us the privilege of studying a past
civilization.” )

Professor Aldrich had entered the observatory in
time to overhear Miles’ remark, and he surprised us
with these words:

“Do not be too sure that Mars is a dead world. Life
may not always be vested with the attributes with which
our existence clothes it. What is life anyway?” he
asked, turning abruptly to Miles.

“Why—er—er-—let me see. Life—er—shows action,
it’s energy,” stammered Miles,

“Exactly as I thought,” snapped Aldrich, “you do
not know. What do you say it is, Hildreth ?”

“Life is the sum total of our forces that resist
death,” I replied, vaguely recalling something learned
in college. :

The professor looked at me pityingly. “Not bad as
far as it goes, but have you two ever really associated
life with radiant energy ?”

“Radiant energy and vital energy are two distinct
processes,” I said. “Life manifests the latter. The
sun, a source of radiant energy, is not alive as we under-
stand life, although it is active.” I turned to Miles who
appeared rather non-plussed by our remarks.

“I believe, friends,” said Professor Aldrich impres-
sively, “that the primary function of the universe is
radiant energy. Primeval matter must go on trans-
forming itself into inert ash, This so-called inert ash,
like the planet upon which we live, constitutes a very
small portion of the universe. How great in size and
number are the stars throughout space that are under-
going this transformation due to radiant energy! How
small the inert matter upon which life, as we know it,
can exist! Yet we lay such great stress upon vital
energy. or life, which in every respect, in space, time
and physical conditions, is limited to an inconceivably
small corner of the universe. Primeval matter that is in
the process of radio-activity is really life as the Creator
meant it; this so-called life (vital energy) that exists
in inert substance, is merely a disease of old material
after its radiant energy is spent. It is a sort of fungus
that infests matter in its old age.” -

Miles and I were speechless. Was Professor Aldrich
going mad that he could speak of life, which included
man'’s soul and mind, in such derogatory terms? Had
a “fungus growth” caused the evolution of an amoeba
into a man? Had a “disease of old age” built up a
civilization from primitive cave-man communities to
the vast cities of the twenty-first century ?”

The professor smiled at our horror. “I suppose vou
two and millions like you have always thought the sun
was expending its radiant energy for the sole purpose
of maintaining puny “life” upon earth and the other
planets, But. my dear boys, many of the planets are
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" not inhabited. Is the sun expending its energy in vain?

Not a bit of it! It matters not whether the fungus
grows. It may hang on where it can. It is a secondary
matter compared to radiant energy, the real unjversal
life!”

We were glad when the professor’s footsteps became
inaudible as he left the observatory.

“Crazy as a loon,” was Miles’ comment. “I suppose
the excitement of the past months has been too muclh
for a man of his years.”

VIII

“Many a planet by many a sun
May roll with the dust of a vanished race,
Swallowed tn Vastness, lost in Silence
Drowned in the deeps of a meaningless Past.”
TENNYSON.

ARS, dead, inert, beset by old age, and without
M even the “fungus growth” of Earth! Was it
better off than Earth? Which planet consum-

mated the Creator’s plan?

Such were the puzzling and depressing thoughts that
came to me some time later, when I sought the tele-
scope alone, and ruefully viewed the planet that my
imaginative mind had always depicted as teeming with
intelligent, active, progressive life, exemplifying a
civilization older and therefore farther advanced than
ours. I had expected the eye-piece to reveal a prophetic
vision of Earth many aeons in the future.

It did not take long for both Miles and myself to
lose all interest in Mars, but not so Professor Aldrich.
Hour after hour he sat gazing at the lifeless world.
We soon learned to let him alone and avoid his cheer-
less discourses on “radiant energy” and “inert ash.”

The comparatively few remaining inhabitants of
Earth, with but few exceptions, took up their abodes
alternately at the poles, when it was night for six
months. Either polar circle was delightfully balmy,
the temperature ideal during the night that had heen
unbearable in days of yore,

The mammoth sun had been visible on the horizon
for a week, when one time, upon waking, I heard the
sound of excited voices and rushed out of my tent,
which was located near the edge of Aldrich Isle (the
name given to the artificial, man-made floating island
upon which a thousand of us'lived). The Asuria,
which had brought a number of people irom Eden,
was ready to return to the Antarctic, and her captain
had decided to leave at once. It necessitated speed on
our part, for Professor Aldrich was very anxious to
begin a study of the southern heavens and did not
want to wait another week for the arrival of another
flyer.

Miles and Donna decided to join us, but Mrs. Gilroy
enjoyed the presence of a number of congenial friends,
with whom she preferred to remain and try out an
arctic summer,

A few hours later the flying palace, Azuria, had left
the island-rafts of Polaria. headed due south, and six
hours later the seared and lifeless plains of North
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America lay in panorama below her. Hour after hour
I leaned on the rail of the lower deck and watched the
great continent slip by beneath me, as our flying
machine sped along at the rate of 400 miles an hour.
The thread of the nearly extinct Mississippi River
showed faintly as we approached the Gulf of Mexico.

Over twelve hours after leaving Polaria we crossed
the equator and for the next few hours the South
American Andes marked our route toward the south,

It was during the hours of early morning, as we
flew over the ruins of La Paz in Bolivia, that all who
chanced to be watching the vanishing landscape, turned
questioning faces to one another and asked unani-
mously the same questions.

“Do you see the streak of living vegetation?” and
“What is the cause of it when on either side lies
sterility "

Why the path of life through a world of death?

The sight was amazing and held everybody at the
ship’s rails spellbound. A straight path of green, ten
or twelve miles in width, like a swath cut by some
gigantic scythe, stretched from La Paz to Valparaiso.
Every eye was fixed upon the miraculous sight and
many explanations were ventured.

“Underground water that hasn’t evaporated like the
surface water,” suggested one.

“Cool polar air currents,” said another, and some-
one laughed.

“I saw something move among the greenery,” ex-
claimed a girl, “but I couldn't tell whether it was a
human being or an animal.”

“Imagination,” was someone’s verdict, and the ques-
tion of human or animal life was dropped.

In slightly over twenty-four hours after the Azuria
had left Polaria, it came to rest in the semi-twilight in
the land of Eden. We acknowledged from our first
glimpse that the continent of the south had been aptly
named. It was such a paradise as man has long
dreamed of., There have been grander, more rugged
scenes, but for sheer beauty, this Eden could scarcely
have been surpassed by the original.

In the garden that surrounded the Harley home,
Vivian was waiting for me, a rather pale and troubled
Vivian, whom the events of the past months had im-
pressed with awe and bewilderment.

Not long after our reunion, an early date was set
for our wedding, but we were soon to realize the truth
of Burn’s words concerning “the best laid plans of mice
and men.”

IX.
REPORTS from mail and passenger planes verified

the observations of the Azuria in regard to the
fertile strip of land in South America, though,
according to the latest news, the streak had shifted
slightly westward. And now not even the brainiest
individuals could venture an explanation concerning
the puzzling green path that extended from George-
town to Buenos Ayres.
One time I walked into the observatory for the pur-
pose of making some private observation. I felt it was
high time that Professor Aldrich relinquished the tele-
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scope to someone else. However, I did not wish to
incur the enmity of the taciturn professor, for whom
I felt an emotion akin to pity. I really feared that
his constant dwelling upon the enigma of the unin-
habited Mars was affecting his mind, so I approached
him as tactfully as I could.

“Any signs of life on Mars, Professor?” I asked
cheerfully, as I entered.

There was no answer and I felt indignation rising
within me. I opened my mouth to voice my resent-
ment, when he said abruptly:

“By ‘signs of life,” I suppose you mean movement,
and to that I can assuredly answer in the negative, but
life, intelligence or whatever you may choose to call
it (the appellation is immaterial), may be evidenced
in other ways, and I say to you now as I shall soon
state to the peoples of the two poles, that there are
evidences of intelligence on Mars. Oh, I know what
your reaction to my assertion will be,” as I began to
reply, “but I repeat, movement is not essential to in-
telligence throughout the Universe.” :

“Nevertheless,” I said finally, “there is no evidence
of anything ever having been done by intelligent beings
on that planet. It is nothing but a huge pile of reddish
rock of a crystalline nature; nothing but ‘inert ash!’”

I uttered the last two words somewhat sarcastically,
and an amused smile played about the professor’s thin
lips.

“The term ‘inert ash’ is hardly applicable to our
neighbor Mars,” he replied, “as you and the rest of the
world will scon discover.” _

He left the observatory and I took my place at the
eye-piece, which was directed, as I knew it would be,
toward the red planet, There it hung in space, a
mountainous mass of red rock crystals traversed by
straight chasms and fissures, no doubt its “canals.”
Desolation, silence, and a more monotonous landscape
than that on the moon!

“If Mars isn't a dead world, one can expect life in
a corpse,” I muttered. “That’s the deadest looking
scene I ever gazed upon!”

A few more minutes was all I could tolerate before
shifting to a more interesting heavenly body. What
fascination did Mars hold for Professor Aldrich week
in, week out, for months at a time?

“Darn his silence,” I blurted out, and then realized
that the professor had returned and had evidently been
observing me for some time.

“Locate Mars again,” he said tersely.

I obeyed, for there was that in his expression that
indicated he would not brook opposition.

“There is something the matter with the timing-
gear,” I said. “I cannot keep Mars in the center of
observation without moving the telescope by hand.
What’s wrong ?”

“Are you sure?” he snapped at me,

“Most assuredly. Let’s get at it.”

“We can do nothing now,” he replied more quietly.
“I have just heard by the latest radio news that
seismologists have detected extensive earth tremors,
presumably in the equatorial region of Earth. ‘There
is no great loss without some small gain,’ so we can
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be pleased that there are no human beings on that
portion of the globe to suffer from the quakes. Also,
since the earthquakes, the green streak in South
America is vanishing.”

“That is small consolation,” I made reply. “Our situ-
ation is lamentable, though we have made the best
of it.”

Professor Aldrich drew out his watch, and upon
perceiving the time, crossed to the radio, with which
the observatory was equipped, not only with receiving,
but also with broadcasting apparatus.

“I am scheduled to speak in a half hour,—will you—"

There came a crackling, splitting sound, followed by
a roar. We reeled like drunken men, lost our footing
completely, and slid together with all the loose para-
phernalia to one side of the room. Well shaken up,
but uninjured, we emerged not a moment too soon.
With a thunder like the crack of doom, the great tele-
scope, literally ripped from its foundation, fell where
a few seconds before we had crouched helplessly. A
second, splintering, cracking noise and the last I re-
member was the two of us catapulting through the
broken floor into the story below.

X.

11 H, father, he is regaining consciousness.”

O These were the first words to greet my
! ears after a blank period of insensibility, I
opened my eves to behold Vivian bending over me,
her eyes alight with loving concern. I was comfortably
tucked in a bed in the Harley home.

“Professor Aldrich?” I asked weakly.

As if in answer to my question, the professor’s voice
sounded loud and tense from the opposite side of the
room,
station OGICU.”

And while T listened to the voice of the companion
of my misfortunes, who had miraculously escaped with
no injuries, Vivian and a nurse administered to my
needs. As I ate my broth, I and the rest of a listening
world heard the following from the lips of the great-
est living astronomer :

“I have been severely cr1t1c1zed for maintaining too
strict a silence; but it was my opinion that such criti-
cistn was less objectionable than the open derision that
would have been mine, had I ventured to voice my
conjectures in the beginning. Your ridicule would
have interfered with my observations and delayed the
solution of the enigma, which solution I am about to
give you now.

“First of all, know that Mars is a living world;
vital, selfish, malignant! He is not vital in the sense
that Earth is—(Earth, a huge ball of inert ash cov-
ered with human fungi). He is intelligent as a whole,
as an entity. He is so old that if he ever possessed
organisms creeping about his once inanimate core,
they have undergone a transmutation from vital to
radiant energy and are an integral part of his superb
unity. Can you not, my friends, imagine evolution on
a vast scale having proceeded so far that human activ-
ity as we know it, will have ceased? Orderliness out
of chaos (which is the goal of our activities now as

“This is Professor Aldrich speaking from .
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expressed in our organization processes) attained even
to the orderly and systematic arrangement of the atoms
in his vast molecular structure! He has reached that
perfect balance between cause and effect, toward which
all struggle is directed. He is an example of a perfect
state of equilibrium, or possibly I should have used
the past tense and said ‘was,” for Mars, once sufficient
unto himself, has been greatly discommoded by the
recent alteration in the arrangement of the Universe.
His adaptation to his environment previous to the
cataclysm was perfect, but he has been thrown off his
poise, so to speak, and has found it necessary to re-
habituate himself.

“His first attempt to regain his former composure
was by the expulsion of a protective ray against' the
rays of the sun. This ray nullified to a correct degree
the intensified heat from our luminary. I discovered
the existence of this ray whenever Earth lay between
Mars and the sun. As its electrons swept past the
surface of our globe they counteracted the solar rays
affecting the Earth, in just the same manner as they
did for Mars, and in the wake of the ray, Earth blos-
somed as of yore. This was the path of verdure you
beheld in South America.

“This Martian protective ray, while seemingly effec-
tive, has apparently not been wholly satisfactory to
Mars, It may have required too much continued effort
on his part. We cannot know. At any rate, Mars, the
planet entity, has hit upon another solution to his
difficulty, and briefly it is this.”

I had finished my broth and was resting quietly with
Vivian’s hand in mine. Her father paced the floor
with nervous strides, stopped presently and came over
to the foot of my bed. He smiled from one to the
other of us and then said:

“I am about to succeed Professor Aldrich at the
microphone, so I'll be going now. You'll hear me
presently.”

“—these earthqualkes,” continued Professor Aldrich’s
voice from the radio loud speaker, “are caused by a
retardation in the speed of Earth in its orbit around
the sun. This slowing-up process has taken place

- gradually, but not so slowly that it failed to cause

severe shocks to the world. This diminution in the
speed of our planet around the sun is not directly due
to the recent rearrangement of the Universe, but is
caused by a force exerted upon the Earth by Mars.
Earth is held in an intangible but powerful grip by the
malignant planet, held as a shield between him and
the flaming sun. We are now traveling in an orbit
that keeps us serving in the capacity of a huge sun-
shade to the planet Mars, and it would seem that Mars
is happy to have us render this service. It is evidently
less of an effort to hold us thus than to continue the
emission of the protective ray, for Mars travels in his
orbit at approximately 15 miles per second; Earth, 18
miles per second, a rather small difference.

“What can we do in our present quandary? Abso-
lutely nothing. It is seldom that man has faced a
problem impossible of solution, but the scattered ef-
forts of mankind cannot vie with a unit-intelligence
such as belongs to Mars.
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“And now, radio listeners, I wil] turn over the micro-
phone to Professor Harley who will throw more light
from another angle upon this baffling mystery.”

XI.
6 ATHER’S conception is mine;” whispered Vi-
vian, “and I think before he is finished, it will
be yours.”

I pressed her fingers with what newly acquired
strength I possessed, and presently Professor Harley’s
voice came to us over the radio.

“Friends of the radio audience of Eden and Polaria.
Professor Aldrich has explained to you the mystery
of Mars. I will try to make clear to you the puzzling
features of the cataclysmic events of the past year
and a half. The idea is not original with me, for
Professor Aldrich himself voiced this sentiment prior
to our worldly catastrophe. The theory that our uni-
verse is an atom in a vast material substance is too
generally accepted to require reiteration here. But as
to the nature of that ‘vast material substance,” no man
except one, has heretofore raised the slightest inquiry,
it having been naturally supposed that such knowledge
was beyond the ken of mere humanity. However, I
believe there is no limit to the growth of man’s knowl-
edge, provided_he obeys Nature’s laws in attaining
information. By comparisons of observations of the
telescope and the microscope, we discover many star-
tling analogies. The Universe, we find, approaches in
constitution a gaseous substance rather than a liquid
or a solid. The distance between our sun and the
nearest fixed star is about 10'® cms., and this, when
reduced in the same ratio, becomes 10, which is ap-
proximately the mean free path of a molecule in a
somewhat attenuated gas. On the other hand, if we
magnify the tiny world of the atom by the factor 10%,
leaving all the velocities unchanged, we should then
cause an oxygen atom, or any similar atom, to become
of the same size as the solar system, and its planetary
electrons would closely resemble Neptune and Uranus
both as regards size, distance from the center and
period of rotation.

“Now in the face of this startling similarity, we
ask, ‘What happened to the molecule of gas in that
unthinkably vast Cosmos in which we play so infini-
tesimal a part?’

“Simply this, friends, the gas became condensed to
a liquid, passed completely through the fluid states into
that of solidity. Steam to water, water to ice., That
is the general explanation, though I doubt if the
molecular constituency is our familiar H,O.

“When the Universe was in the gaseous state, we
had nothing to fear from Mars, but since the transition
into solidity, he is uncomfortably close.

“‘But,” I hear you ask, ‘what additional harm can
he do us by using our world as a shield between him-
self and the sun? The big catastrophe was not of his
doing. The retardation in our orbital speed is a minor
concern to Earth at present.’

“But is it? Do you relish being carried about’ in
the clutches of a malign entity, subject to his cruel
whimsicalities. Do you like being the particular help-

less tool that will further his every diabolical design?

“Professor Aldrich has given me permission to an-
nounce to an unsuspecting world some of his most
recent discoveries concerning Mars. Jupiter, who looks
slightly larger than our moon appeared to us prior
to the catastrophe, is undergoing a subtle change. The
first thing Professor Aldrich noticed was the rapid
growth of the large red area on the surface of Jupiter.
This reddish band has always puzzled astronomers, and
they have never known its exact nature, but since its
recent rapid growth, it shows every evidence of being
identical in nature with the substance of the planet
Mars. All present indications are that before very
long Jupiter will be a gigantic reproduction of Mars.

“Now the question is, ‘Is this a form of colonization
Being practiced by Mars, or is it a change that Jupiter
is undergoing as a whole?” At any rate, it can be
considered as a form of conquest, for surely a planet
is being conquered by another, when it is being made
over into that other’s likeness. What capers will we be
expected to cut, may I ask, if Jupiter chooses eventu-
ally to shift us about as he wills, and we become the

|”

bone of contention between two mighty worlds!

XII.

me to recover from the injuries sustained at the
time of the earthquake, and the long antarctic day
was far advanced before my marriage to Vivian took
place. We planned to spend our honeymoon in Polaria,
for I was receiving urgent requests by every mail from
Professor Aldrich to join him at the observatory there,

One day in early February, Miles, Donna Tracy,
Vivian and I were passengers on the Icarus, headed
for the north polar circle. As the great flyer winged
its way across the ruins of the United States, we were
drawn irresistibly to the rail of the low observation
deck. Our altitude was so great that we could mark
few details, though far ahead on the north horizon we
could make out the Great Lakes district. Suddenly the
ship swooped earthward, veered to one side, strug-
gled ineffectually to right itself and continued a steady
drop, though not at a falling rate. Vivian clung to my
arm in terror; Donna fainted. Pandemonium reigned
over the entire air-vessel. Was the Icarus to suffer
the fate of its namesake after all?

A white-faced officer appeared on our deck just as
the plane lurched violently to the other side, carrying
terrified humanity with it.

“We are not falling,” were his first somewhat reas-
suring words, “we’re being pulled down by some force
we can’t throw off. The pilot says he can’t change
her course an iota. The engines are working to their
utmost capacity, but they can’t keep her in the air fif-
teen minutes !”’

Something suust be done. Several mechanics among
the passengers offered their assistance, but soon all
realized that it was beyond the reach of human skill
to control the airship as formerly. She continued a
steady slanting course earthward.

“I didn’t know the Great Lakes were surrounded by
reddish sand,” exclaimed Vivian. “I don’t remember

: IT seemed to require an undue length of time for
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having ever noticed any sand in that region before.”

I strained my eyes for a minute scrutiny of the
approaching landscape, and checked an exclamation of
horror. Below us lay an area of crystalline rock ex-
actly like what T had seen countless times through the
big telescopes when I looked at Mars, and later at
Jupiter!

“Vivian, Miles, Donna, wait right here!” I cried in
tones husky with the terror I could no longer conceal.

There were but a few minutes left to us and I knew
that time was our most precious possession. I rushed
to the radio room, and to my amazement found the
operator gathering his things together for flight.

“Have you sent out an S. O. 5.?” I thundered at
him.

“Yes,” he replied.

“Did you follow up with details by radio?” I per-
sisted. .

“No. What good would it do? By the time—"

I did not wait to hear him through, but took my
place at the instrument.

“This is Hildreth, on board the airship Icarus. We
are being pulled slowly to earth into a Martian colony,
latitude 45°, longitude 87°. Send help at once.”

When T appeared again on deck, I must have had
the appearance of a maniac, for they all backed away
from me and shook their heads at one another.

“Jump,” I cried, “everybody jump! Your para-
chutes will save you if you leap now. It is the Menace
of Mars!”

“But, Hildreth, the ship is not actually falling,” said
the officer who had warned us in the first place. “We'll
make a comfortable landing if a few more passengers
don’t go crazy and lose their heads.” :

There was no time to argue. I turned to Vivian.
“You understand, don’t you, dear?” )

For answer she ran to the rail and leaped nimbly
over the side, I followed her with anxious eyes. Ier
parachute was bearing her gently below.

“I'm with you, Hildreth,” cried Miles.
Donna.”

“Not on your life,”’ screamed his irate wife,
not follow the dictates of a crazy man!”

“Crazy or not crazy, over you go!” I exclaimed, and
raising her hodily, flung her iree of the ship’s edge.

Miles and I followed immediately, for there wasn’t
a moment to spare. Already the ruddy gleam of the
Martian crystals covered the north horizon like an
undulating sea of blood, and ever closer to the crim-
son line approached the fated Icarus.

Our parachutes brought us down on the sun-baked
Earth, where a scene of desolation greeted our eyes.
Heretofore our vantage-point had always been aerial,
but here we were in the midst of a scene that might
have been taken from Dante’s Inferno, with nothing
but the clothes on our backs, and we could easily have
dispensed with them, so terrifically hot was it on this
barren desert. But with little thought at the present

. as to our own difficulties, we turned fascinated eyes to
the. descending airship. By this time it must be over
the edge of the red border. Suddenly a lone figure
separated itself from the great plane and fell like a

“Come on,
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drop of water from a bucket ; then another and another.
The first to fall was running our way with superhuman
speed, and as he approached, we saw that it was the
officer who had warned us. His face was livid with
terror and he was inarticulate. And now we observed
that as the others.leaped and landed, they did not rise
as he had done, but remained, transformed into red
rock, retaining the postures they had unconsciously as-
sumed upon landing on the mysterious substance be-
neath.

OOTED to the spot in abject horror, we saw the

Icarus land, and then where it had been but a
moment before, an air-navigator of inestimable beauty
and utility, it,lay a conglommerate mass of—Martian
consciousness,

At the sight, Waite, the officer, found his voice:

“Run south as fast as you can, all of you! It is
spreading in every direction but north.”

His words were true. In two minutes we noticed
that the blood-red metamorphosis was coming our way,
and as it crept along, all the sun-baked ruins at its edge
became transformed into its own likeness, The Mar-
tian curse was going to take the world and every living
creature on it!

Five beings fled southward in a panic lest the
Martian menace overtake them. Tired and foot-sore,
we still sped on, for when we stopped to rest, the
distance between us and our pursuer grew less, We
dared not rest!

“Did you notice its northern boundary was the lake?”
asked Officer Waite. “I think water puts at least a
temporary end to its advance. Surely we'll come to a
river and—"

I shook my head dubiously. “The rivers have dried
up long ago.”

It was getting dark, but even with the abating of
the terrific heat of the sun, we had about reached the
limit of endurance. We staggered on in drunken fash-
ion, ready to succumb to the fate that seemed inevitable,

“Do you—suppose the red death is—worse than—
this headlong flight—when we're nearly dead?” gasped
Vivian.

“I don’t know,” replied Miles, “but’ I don’t propose
to merge my consciousness with that of Mars, I
don'’t think it’s death we’d suffer, but a sort of annexa-
tion to the awful entity that seems to reach out after
the whole solar system.”

“It’s been coming faster since the sun set,” declared
Donna. “The sun seemed to retard its activities.”

Donna had spoken truly. Run as fast as we could,
we seemed able to keep only an even distance between
us and the onrushing tide of horror.

“This can’t keep on indefinitely,” cried Waite. “I'm
through. Wish I'd stayed with the ship. When I'm
part of what’s after us, I suppose I'll do my infinitesi-
mal bit to catch you folks, but—I'm not going any
farther.” :

Remonstrance was useless. The four of us dragged
onward. We knew we would go on until sheer exhaus-
tion ended our flight.

At this juncture I recognized a change in the land-
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scape ahead of us. A rocky ridge lay across our path,
and as we approached, we saw that it was the bank
of a river, and to our amazement there was water,
though many feet below its normal level.

“We'll try this,” I said with decision. “It may be
our end, but if we press on we can’t last many hours
longer.”

“Unless an airship comes to our aid in response to
the S. O. S.,” said Donna,

I shook my head. “That is too big a chance to take.
Into the river, all of you!”

We found, to our satisfaction, that the water was
in no place above our heads and in most places scarcely
knee-deep. It was apparent that soon no river water
would remain as such in the temperate and tropic
zones, but the deepest, widest rivers had not yet van-
ished entirely.

It was a brave stand and we stood defiantly with
faces toward the north——waltmg

Then out of the night a crimson band stretching
from east to west, grew wider as we watched and
the star-light reflected from its many shining apexes
gleamed like a myriad baneful eyes in the nocturnal
gloom.

Presently a dark object leaped from the bank and
stood for a second, a black mysterious silhouette
against the oncoming crystalline tide.

“Waite!” I shouted.

“Not on your life! I won’t wait for anybody.”

In another second our companion, whom we had
given up for lost, joined us in the river.

“It won’t be long now, he said, as he sank to a sit-
ting posture in the warm water of the river. “I could
scarcely keep ahead of it.”

And with Waite’s last word, the Menace was at
the river’s edge. With ineffable relief we saw that the
water laved the strange substance and receded un-
harmed by the contact. So here at least was temporary
respite !

In a few minutes, sitting propped back to back, we
were asleep in the middle of the river. -

XIII.

HO was the first to waken in the morning I
‘}‘/ do not know. It seemed we simultaneously
became conscious of the growing heat of the
fierce sun that blazed like a vast conflagration in the
east. Hungry we were, but not thirsty. We thanked
heaven for an ever available supply of drinking water.
The red rocky northern embankment lay like some
huge beast of the jungle, waiting for an opportune
moment to spring upon its prey. The first question
at issue was whether to venture southward from our
watery haven after our long night’s rest. Donna and
Vivian were in favor of moving onward, for the very
sight of the red Menace gave them the “creeps.” DBut
the men did not share their opinion. We expected
hourly, yes, any moment, the appearance of a rescuing
airship which would soon put many miles between our-
selves and the evil entity that was gradually transform-
ing a planet into itself.
A cry from Officer Waite caused us to turn with
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apprehension toward the north bank, but we soon saw
our error in direction. Waite was pointing to the west,
a direction in which we had least interest, for the sun
flamed in the east and our rescue plane was expected
from the south, Nevertheless our lack of observation
of the unexpected quarter might have been our un-
doing, for creeping steadily toward us from the west
and on the south side of the river were the red crystals
of Mars!

Suddenly a series of shrill whistling notes pierced
the stillness about us. Again and again the staccato
tones stabbed the death-like silence of the scene. Un-
comprehending, we huddled together and peered futilely
toward the blazing orb that nearly blinded us, and in
whose heat we suffered intolerably. A moment later
a familiar whirring sound apprised us of the proximity
of an‘air-liner whose presence we could not see because
of the glaring brilliancy of the sun.

Waite and I looked at each other dazedly, and then
slowly a look of dawning comprehension spread over
Waite’s features.

“Code,” he whispered fiercely, ‘“Listen?”

" The whistling notes were code and soon, out of the
previously mysterious sounds, an intelligible message
came to us.

“Leave river and run southeast as fast as possible.
If we approach any nearer we feel the drawing power
of the red Menace, which seems to act with magnetic
force upon the metal parts of our ship.”

Not a moment was wasted in carrying out the orders
of the rescue plane. We climbed up the south bank
and fled with all possible speed in the direction indi-
cated. And it was indeed necessary that we hurry, for
the long red glittering line from the west seemed
bearing down on us with incredible rapidity.

“Vivian, don’t look back so much,” I warned her.
“It interferes with your progress.”

“I feel like Lot’s wife,” she said with a wan smile,
“and I imagine my fate might not be very different,
although this modern Sodom is somewhat livelier than
the one of Biblical fame.”

Soon .the plane, a small one of twenty passenger
capacity, seemed almost above us and we expected to
see it land, but it failed te do so, and again the shrill
whistle-code startled us:

“You must run faster and farther, We are on the
border of the Menace’s zone of attraction.”

After our fatiguing experience of yesterday, it
seemed that we had already reached the limits of our
physical endurance, but when one is racing with death,
he draws upon his reserve forces, and can sometimes
accomplish the well-nigh impossible. So it was with
our little group of five souls racing over the rough,
barren plain into the face of a mammoth sun, its rays
death-dealing in their intensity.

The plane landed and waited for us to board it and
soon we were flying south, putting many miles between
us and our pursuer. As we had suspected. the Martian
terror had followed the north bank of the river to a
point far west. where the shallow water had entirely
evaporated. Here it had crossed and spread like an
infectious disease toward the east, along the south
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bank. Thankful though we were to be rescued, we saw
no hope of saving the world at large. We took food
and rest and returned to Eden to discuss with the
leaders there what should be done. Professor Aldrich
was at Polaria, and as a band of the living crystalline
substance encircled the globe, our communication was
necessarily confined to radio.

XIV.

HAT would have been the fate of the earth

had she not been visited with another mysteri-

ous phenomenon, can be imagined, for she
was girdled on land by a great red belt of the Martian
matter that was creeping stealthily over the landed
area of the world. No human agency could have
stopped it. But time soon proved that there was a
Power to which even the Martian influence had to
succumb,

Before we reached Eden, we were given a faint
warning of what was to follow. The plane fought its
way through a terrific gale and at one time had to
land. The earthquakes that followed were so numer-
ous and so violent that thousands of planes stayed
aloft practically all the time to avoid the earth tremors
that shook the planet to its core.

Then the deluge commenced and all planes had to
descend, some with disastrous speed. As the down-
pour increased, the quakes subsided. Darkness cov-
ered the face of the earth, even in Eden, where it was
presumably the time for the long day. There have
been many varying expressions of opinion as to the
length of time the surviving remnant of humanity was
buffeted by the winds, shaken by the quakes and half
drowned by the floods, but the consensus of opinion
is that it was about three days and four nights., And
when the convulsions of nature stopped, we knew what
glorious thing had taken place.

The following is part of the first radio speech broad-
cast by Professor Aldrich from Polaria, where he had
been at the time of Nature’s great readjustment.

“I now believe our Universe to be in a state of
stability such as it has never enjoyed before. My
observations of the relative distances between the stars
convince me that it is now in the liquid state. Of
course, in some chemical compounds, the liquid state
is not the one most easily maintained at normal tem-
perature, but for scientific reasons, too obstruse for me
to enter into at this time, I believe the liquid state to
be certainly more normal than the solid, and probably
more so than the gaseous.

“Our sun, as the people of Eden can testify, is
closer than of old, but from its recent escapade it has
retreated with its accompanying planets half way back
to its former status. We can truly say with the psalmist
of old, ‘The heavens declare, His glory and the firma-
ment showeth His handiwork.’

“The great upheavals, through which a few thousand
of us have lived, were the act of Terra wrenching
herself free from the grip of Mars, whose intangible
power was forced to relax with the liquefying of the
Universe, Neither I nor any other mortal living can
rest assured of the stability of the Universe even now,
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but, from the terrestrial standpoint, the arrangement
will be ideal. The habitable portions of the globe
will be somewhat shifted, but certainly there will be no
great inconvenience to man. The only wuninhabited
area will be the torrid zone, Polaria and Eden will
continue to flourish, but before we can occupy the
north temperate zone, the Menace must be conquered.”

XV.
MILES, Officer Waite and I felt an irresistible

urge to be of the investigating party sent out

to see what progress Mars had made on our
planet, Our request to be part of a scouting party of
fifteen in a small plane was granted.

We proceeded cautiously, keeping a sharp lock-out
toward the north, watching for a fearful red horizon
that would warn us of the danger. By late afternoon,
South America was rapidly vanishing beneath us. Had
the Isthmus of Panama proved sufficient protection?
Was yonder red line along the gulf coast proof that
the continent of North America was a Martian colony?

The Lindbergh was pointed slightly west of north,
flying high, but cautiously. We were on the alert to
detect the slightest deviation from a straight horizontal
course. We did not propose to suffer the fate of the
Icarus if it were humanly possible to prevent it. The
red horizon still threatened us, but we felt no undue
terrestrial pull.

Finally a laugh from Messer, one of the crew,
brought an inquiry from each of us, to which he replied:

“It is nothing but the glow of sunset, proving what
over-active imaginations can do!”

We laughed rather sheepishly, but were secretly
satisfied that we had erred on the side of over-pre-
caution,

With the coming of night and the corresponding
drop of temperature, we decided to make a landing
on the ground, inhospitable though it was, and start
again in the morning, when we could better see what
lay ahead and beneath us. Much of the land was
under water from the recent deluge, but we succeeded
in finding a location high and dry enough to accom-
modate us for the night. We took turns keeping a
lookout for the creeping danger from the north, but
throughout the night those on guard saw nothing,

Scarcely was the first streak of dawn visible in the
east than we were off once more, flying as slowly as
possible and keeping an even altitude of 1,500 feet.

I think every one of us saw It at the same instant,
so intently were we watching for the first indication
of the awful presence.

“Any downward pull?” Waite’s words snapped the
ominous silence,

“Not a bit,” the pilot responded.

“Funny. We felt it before this with the Icarus.”

“Remember the Lindbergh has no exposed metal on
her under surface,” said the pilot. “We figured that
would make a difference.” )

“That’s right, but go easy,” admonished Waite,
whose recent harrowing experience with the red Men-
ace made him over-cautious.

All eyes were on the red boundary, the line of
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demarcation between Life and Death as we thought.

“Funny, but that line is not advancing one iota,”
declared Miles Tracy. ‘“I've been gauging it by certain
landmarks.”

“It is deliberately waiting to lure us on to destruc-
tion,” was the pilot’s verdict.

“Easy now! Let’s land,” called Waite,
find out its purpose from the air.”

At a distance of a half mile south of the red line,
the Lindbergh landed, and its crew proceeded cautiously
toward the seemingly frozen waves of blood.

“I call this area the Red Sea,” I suggested, to
relieve the awful tension of the situation,

“A frozen sea of blood!” cried Messer in an awed
voice. “What if it is the life-blood of all the inhabi-
tants of Mars from time immemorial, crystallized into
an evil entity!”

No one heeded Messer’s fantastic utterance. In an
unwavering line we marched steadily and silently on,
even as the Menace had done before, though each man
knew that should the waiting Intelligence from Mars
choose to advance toward us, we should have no re-
course but flight. And now we were scarcely a stone’s
throw away. “On and on, and we stood at the brink
of my so-called Red Sea, and still we lived!

“It looks. the same,” cried Waite, “but what’s the
matter with it?”

As he finished speaking, he picked up a stone and
threw it onto the red. And now we stood agape, for
the rock was not converted by the infectious touch of
the red Menace. Instead it sank within an oozy, jelly-
like substance that offered no resistance to its weight.
A gasp of incredulous relief burst from the lips of
each member of the party as it dawned upon all that the
mysterious substance was no longer a crystal, and was
impotent for evil,

“I guess the floods put it out of commission,” re-
marked Miles. “Thank God it was vulnerable!”

" “We can't
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I stooped to examine the substance. It resembled
nothing so much as red vaseline. 1 hastily filled an
empty match-box with the innocuous matter, intending
to give it a chemical analysis at my convenience.

XVI.
N O untoward incident marked our return to Eden

with the glad news that the Martian invasion

was ineffectual. The next day I analyzed
the small quantity of the Martian substance I had
brought with me from the lakes district, and found it
to be pure protoplasm; the essence of life in matter!
I put it in a glass receptacle with the idea of keeping
it as a souvenir and possibly of experimenting further
with it, and left the laboratory.

In the dead of the night an unearthly howl reverber-
ated through the house. I recognized it as issuing
from the throat of Duffer, the German police dog
belonging to Professor Harley.

“Old Duffer is equal to any occasion,” I thought.
“He will hold the assailant at bay until I get there.”

With a reassuring word to Vivian, who had likewise
wakened at Duffer’s awful cry, I seized my automatic
and searchlight. The perfectly apparent absence of
further disturbance was less assuring than a commo-
tion would have been. I cautiously pursued a direc-
tion whence Duffer’s bark had first issued and discov-
ered with fear and dread that I was going straight
toward the laboratory. I flung open the door.

A red glassy mound was the first sight upon which
my eyes fell. It was as if a sculptor had modeled
Duffer irom a ruby of colossal dimensions. The dog
had been caught in flight and he stood facing me, a
bloody statue of terrible beauty! All this I realized
later, for at that time my eyes were holden to all
except the dire aspects of the situation.

And now from the feet of Duffer the red crystalline
substance was spreading ; no longer red vaseline, hut

knowledge.

1. What is the general difference in the motions of
molecules in gases, in liquids and in solids? (See
page 582.)

2. What substance is a good illustration or example of
the above phenomenon? (See page 582.)

3. Is there an analogy to be drawn between our plane-
tary system and the atom? (See page 584.)

4. Can we find an anology between the universe as we
see it and a gas? (See page 592.)

5. Can you find a suggestion of the perfected “televox
man” and of what he may do in the future? (See
page 603.)

6. How ean a sound become inaudible without the
undulations ceasing to exist? (See page 604.)

What Do You Know?

READERS of Amazing Stories have frequently commented upon the fact that therc is more actual knowledge
to be gained through reading its pages than from many a textbook.
written in a popular vein, making it possible for any one to grasp important facts.

The questions which we give below are all answered on the pages as listed at the end of the questions. Please
see if you can answer the questions without looking for the answer, and see how well you check up on your general

Moreover, most of the stories are

7. What are the practical uses of platinum, apart from
jewelery? (See pages 630-631.)

8. What feature of the course of the Gulf Stream
makes it affect the climate of the British Islands?
(See page 639.)

9., What is this effect in moderating the cold?
page 639.)

10. What is the name of the part of the great current
which sweeps over to England? (See page 639.)

11, What condition of a heavenly body interferes with
its spectrum analysis? (See page 658.)

12. In what two ways can you see your face in a mirror,
when the image is produced by a powerful light?
(See page 658.)

(See
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‘By J. Schlossel

Author of: “The Second Swarm”

ITTLE did I dream of so impossible a thing
as a voyage out into interstellar space
as, in my hot, stuffy room, I packed my
bag for my two weeks’ vacation. Rather
my thoughts dwelt on my folks and old

friends whom I would soon see again, particularly Emil
Peters, who, I heard, had recently added yet another
invention to his already long list. Had any one hinted
that my eyes would soon behold the vast caverns and
endless twisting labyrinths that honeycomb the moon,
I would have thought that the sizzling heat which had
ushered in this month of August had gone to his head.
The picture of exploring the interior of the moon could
awaken no answering desire in my mind. For me,
man-made caverns were large enough, while traveling
in the subway to and from the office supplied all the
underground travel I ever craved. At no time did I
ever express the wish to go gallivanting up amongst
the heavenly bodies, and I would have viewed such
an undertaking with alarm, had I been included in it.
Emil Peters, I knew, had such ambitions; not I.

My bag finally packed, I swung it upon the floor

from the bed, on which I had done the packing, and’

looked around the room to make sure that I had not
forgotten anything. I had packed everything I wanted
to take. With a sigh of relief because that job was
done, I got ready for bed. :

It was late. At the most I would have only a few
hours of sleep. Tomorrow I would have to get up
the usual time, lug the bag

train as usual, but some work cropped up and I had to
stay all the afternoon to finish it. I sent a wire to the
folks, telling them not to expect me until the following
morning.

began to creep along at a snail’s pace as it drew

near Glenville. The conductor passing through
said something about a heavy local thunderstorm dur-
ing the night.

My brother was there at the depot waiting for me
with the car, After the usual questions and answers,
he started the car and we sped down the town’s only
street for home., Everything was glistening wet, pud-
dles everywhere. Most of the growing things in the
fields alongside of the road were flat. Nearing home,
I noticed two or three uprooted trees on the top of a
small hill nearby. I remarked that they must have had
a terrific storm during the night.

“Terrific storm is right,” he said. ‘It sure was fierce
the few minutes it lasted. A hole seemed to be torn
in the heavens, and it just poured down. After the first
bolt of lightning, which lit up the whole countryside as
if it were broad daylight, came the wind, then came
the thunder that made the very earth tremble. I never
knew anything to compare with it for concentrated
fury.

“Mother was scared; she thought the house was
coming down. It is a lucky thing for us that the

house stands in a sort of a

THE train that Sunday morning slowed down and

to the office with me, and

hollow. A number of barns

finish up whatever odds and
ends of my work I had left
to do, and then hurry to
catch my train, stopping
only for a bite to eat if I
had time.

_With the exception of
last year, when a friend of
mine persuaded me to mo-

after all.
absorbing story.

HERE, again, is the different story. And it is not at all
inpossible. The idea of a radio telemechanical man ten
wvears ago would have been greeted with a storm of derision.,
Today it is taken as a matter of course, because in a meas-
ure, we already have him with us. When our great industrial
corporations manufacture men of the Televox type, it is time
for even the most hardenced of us to sit back and wonder if
our scientifiction writers are so well posted and up-to-date
You will find “To the Moon by Proxy” an

standing on higher ground
were blown down, and the
three-storied brick labora-
tory, which Emil built at
the far end of the old Wat-
son farm about two years
ago, was totally destroyed.”

I gripped my brother’s
arm suddenly, almost mak-

tor with him on a two

ing him lose control of the

weeks’ tour through a sec-

tion of Canada famed for its regions of great beauty—
we got no farther than Montreal, on account of our
thirst—I always spent my vacation at home with the
folks on the farm near Glenville.

At the office it was generally understood that the
first two weeks in August were mine. I had for the
past few years always managed to arrive home on the
first Saturday of the month, and they had come to
expect me on that day. Either my father or my brother
Bob would meet me with the car, On this Saturday I
thought that I would be able to make the twelve-thirty

wheel.

“He was not killed—" I demanded fearfully.

My brother shook his head.

“Emil,” he said, “has not been there for months.
He always preferred his old workshop, He had a
telephone connecting laboratory and house, and gave
his orders over it.”

- T let go of his arm and sank back in the seat with a
gasp of relief.

“I don’t think that there was any one in the laboratory
last night,” Bob continued after a moment’s pause. “The
dozen or so mechanics that Emil had brought here from
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the city and who lived at the laboratory, were laid off
a few weeks ago. Emil hasn’t been out of the house
for months now, not since Olaf brought him back from
his last visit to the laboratory.”

“There is nothing wrong?”’ I asked anxiously.

“No. Olaf still looks after him; nurse, bodyguard
and assistant; he is the only human being, aside from
“yourself, whom Emil can tolerate for any length of
time.”

“Good old Olaf,” I murmured.

“What did you say, Mat?”’

“Emil always was particular,” I said with a grin.

“Nothing to brag about,” he retorted. “Olaf is dumb
and so are you.”

My brother always held that I was very foolish to

leave the country for indoor work in the city. I was
searching my mind for a real wise crack, when he
interrupted. ,

“That reminds me, Mat. Emil called us up Saturday
night, I answered the phone, and he asked me to tell
you as soon as you arrived to come right over. That
was about an hour before we got your wire saying that
you would be delayed. I called back, but Olaf answered.
You know how Olaf answers the telephone—clamps
the receiver against his ear as if he were trying to push
it through his head and his mouth against the mouth-
piece as if he were going to swallow it. As soon as 1
heard him on the wire I knew that it was useless for
me to try to get a message through, but I told him to
tell Emil that you had missed your train and would
not be here until this morning; anyhow I repeated it
about a half dozen times.”

I wondered, as I clambered over the sagging wire
fence which separated the Peters farm from ours, why
Emil wanted me so urgently, The name Emil Peters,
if your memory is not too short, is propably familiar
to you, for the papers a while back featured him as an
example of what grit can do in the face of physical
disability—he is the ‘‘wheel-chair-scientist” whose lat-
est invention in the fields of radio netted him over a
quarter of a million dollars. The last time I was home,
two years ago, he had been moping because he had
come across an authentic report of an Austrian inven-
tor, who was building a vehicle along sound scientific
principles, in which he would soon attempt a flight to
the moon. The few of us who knew Emil intimately,
knew that he had long cherished the dream of being
the first to make that identical attempt.

MIL lived alone with Olaf in the old house which
his father had left him. Olaf looked after him
and administered to his every need. Emil was para-
lyzed from the waist down, almost killed himself when
he was only ten years old, and Olaf considered himself
to blame. Olaf had taken Emil to see a circus against
the elder Peter’s orders and there they had seen a man
jump from a balloon with a parachute. The next day
Emil tried to duplicate the feat with an umbrella from
the top of his father’s barn,
Olaf opened the door before I had a chance to ring.
He nodded his head to one side of the room, where I
saw Emil sitting beside a strange looking apparatus,
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and held his finger over his mouth for silence. Know-
ing that Emil often carried out delicate experiments in
the room, I tiptoed in. Emil looked up, turned some
dials on the apparatus before him, and beckoned me
over,

“I thought that you weren't coming this year, Mat,
Your brother called up—"

I stopped him with a laugh. _

“Bob told Olaf over the phone last night that I
would not get in until this morning, He was sure that
Olaf would get the message all balled up. Anyway,
here I am.”

“So I see,” he said. “Get a chair and come closer.”

“You're looking great,” I told him, drawing a chair
beside him,

“I can't say the same about you,” he replied.
city does not seem to agree with you.”

“I am sorry to hear that your laboratory was de-
stroyed.”

He looked at me quizzically.

“You wished to see me?” I asked.

Emil cleared his throat and spoke slowly, as if care-
fully choosing each word:

“I wanted to see you before I started for the moon.”

“What!” I cried, jumping to my feet,

“Why not?” he asked, and I thought that I saw a
twinkle in his eyes,

“It is impossible!” T exclaimed. ‘It can’t be done!
Come, Emil, own up that you are only joking?”

“No, Mat,” he said, speaking earnestly, “I am not.
“In this age of ours everything is possible, Ideas and
beliefs are changing constantly to conform to the
present day standard. What yesterday was accepted
as an unchanging truth, is today looked upon with a
feeling something akin to contempt.”

“Maybe,” I said with a smile, “that is the reason
why every crack-brained theorist of today expects a
hearing #*

“Mat, let me finish,”

“Finish?” I echoed, glancing swiftly down at the
blankets that so snugly encased the lower portion of his
body. “Haven’t you said enough already ?”

I could have bitten my tongue in two when I saw
the agonized look that swept across his face at those
words. Like a punctured tire he seemed to collapse in
his chair beside that strange apparatus he was facing.

“I am sorry, Emil,” was all I could say.

He looked up.

“So you think that I should forego my ambition,
give up my dream, just because I am physically dis-
abled ?”

“Attempt anything else; the moon voyage is impos-
sible. I don’t believe that your mind can grasp even a
fraction of the hardships you would encounter in an
alien world. Recently men have tried to conquer Mt,
Everest, a task equivalent to crawling over an ant hill
compared to a journey to the moon, and have failed.
Even the hardy Arctic explorers, men whose bodies are
as tough as leather, who are inured to the extremes of
every physical discomfort, who have steel-like sinews
and an all-commanding will, would shrink before a
journey of such appalling magnitude. What chance

“The
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should I accord you? You have not left your chair
unaided for nearly twenty years.”

The sagging figure on the chair before me shot
erect. His head snapped back. He laughed. It seemed
as if he would never stop. Tears were beginning to
roll down his cheeks as he tried vainly to stop it. I
sat there amazed. Had I been making a fool of my-
self? 1 wondered. Or, perhaps, I was the butt of
some joke. I did not relish that thought either.

He quieted down. Finally he managed to gasp:

“That’s just it, Mat. How you happened to strike
it exactly on your first guess is more than I can see.
A will and steel-like sinews is right. If you would have
let me finish, I would have explained it all, even to
your satisfaction.”

Seeing the look of amazement still on my face, he
started laughing again. I do not remember ever seeing
his face light up so. He continued to chuckle for a
few moments more, as if enjoying some rare joke,

“Oh, Mat! Mat!” he burst out laughing again.
“Please turn your face away or shut your mouth and
take off that dumb look. It’s enough to turn a solemn-
faced owl into a laughing hyena.”

I snapped my mouth shut.

“But the will and steel-like sinews, Emil{?” I in-
sisted ; for the thought of being the butt of some joke
still rankled deep. “You might have the will, but you
certainly lack the sinews, don’t you know ?”

“Yes, I know it, Mat,” he answered bitterly. And
just as a wet sponge is drawn over the surface of a
slate and wipes it clean, so that sobering thought passed
over his features, wiping away the laughter and taking
the twinkle from his eyes. He whispered intensively,
more to himself than to me, “What could I not do if
my body were only as sound as yours?”

Then he raised his hands to the skies and demanded
appealingly: -

“Why in the name of all that is merciful should I,
I who cannot move a step without aid, have that burn-
ing ambition, that unreasonable obsession to attempt
to cross that tremendous void which separates earth
from the sun’s fellow children!”

At this outburst, I could only gaze blankly at him,
I did not know what to say.

Ignoring me entirely, he continued:

€ IGHTLY would I wheel my chair beside the

window and gaze out at those twinkling points
of light; thinking, planning until my poor head throbbed
with a leaden pain. It was all to no end, I could not
see my way out. The ambition to cross that void had
now become a passion, it was literally burning my body
up. And yet, as I now look back, it seems so ridiculous
that I, a mhere cripple, should even dare to dream of
crossing that absolute void.

“I suppose, if my mind could have been analyzed
then, it would have shown that I, to bolster up my fast
crumbling ego, had unconsciously decided that I must
perform a miracle to plaece myself on a par with the
rest of mankind in my own estimation. I gave no
thought to my inventions which had already lifted me
high above the majority; what I wanted to accomplish
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was something physical. Even to-day I take greater
pride in being able to chin a crossbar twenty-five times,
Olaf lifting me up, than in all that I have accomplished
mentally. But then, in moments of acute depression,
there would come over me a feeling that I was nothing
but one of Fate’s jests!

“The thought ‘How was I to do it? kept drumming
in my head, day and night. My hours of sleep were
simply packed with answers to that question. Many a
fantastic and some really amusing dreams showing
how easily it could be done, were mine. Every thought
and movement was directed toward that point. I clearly
recall one fantastic dream :

“Getting together enough dynamite to build a pyra-
mid about fifty feet in height—I was always of sound
physique in my dreams—I seated myself on the top
and exploded the lot. With the speed of a bullet I
rose through the air, the higher up I got the faster I
seemed to go. The earth dwindled away beneath me.
Looking up, I saw the moon almost directly overhead.
I hoped that I would miss it. But I didn’t. T just
grazed it and spattered half of myself over the surface
of the moon, but that did not seem to hurt me or put
me to any inconvenience whatever. On and on the
remaining half of me plunged through space. A comet
suddenly appeared, I felt its attractive force grip me
and I whirled along in its wake. It was heading for
the sun, passing close to Venus, and gave me an oppor-
tunity to study it. The speed of the comet increased
as it drew near the sun. Around our luminary it
whirled and went on its way out to the depths of space.
In rapid succession I saw Mercury with its deep cracks
like a dried ball of mud, Mars with its canal-like
markings, the satellites of Jupiter and Saturn, and then
out into space. This and many dreams in like vein
were mine.

“It is an old story, even to you, Mat, how I delved
into thousands of books for a clue that would help me
solve my riddle. Impatiently I would await the latest
books and magazines that were likely to deal with those
subjects. I can still feel the keen disappointments
that were sure to follow a careful search through those
printed columns, for everything I read on that subject
made my ideas seem more hopeless,

“Even if it were possible to construct a vehicle to
leave earth, an insurmountable barrier in the form of
the changing views regarding the question of speed
presented itself.

“Not so very long ago it was considered foolhardy
to drive an automobile traveling at the speed of ten
miles an hour; the driver was considered a danger to
the community at large; a fit inmate for an insane
asylum. But to-day you can sit behind the wheel of
your car and jog along comfortably at thirty to forty
miles an hour, and think nothing of it. When your
blood is hot, due, no doubt, to courage in the bottled
form, you think nothing of taking a ten-to-one chance
of attempting to race an express train, running a mile
a minute, to the crossing.

“With the aid of an excessively high-powered racing-
plane, one man attained a speed of about three hundred
miles an hour. But, when going round a curve at that
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speed, the centrifugal force knocked the aviator un-
conscious.

“In order to leave the surface of the earth to go to a
neighboring body of our solar system, it is necessary
to attain the initial velocity of seven miles a second, just
eighty-four times the highest speed attained by man,
If the centrifugal force of a high-powered racing plane
is capable of knocking an aviator unconscious, what
would the effects be on a man in an interplanetary
ship, torn away from the gravitational pull of the earth,
at the velocity -of four hundred and twenty miles a
minute ?”

He looked at me inquiringly. I did not know whether
he expected me to answer or not,

“It has been computed,” he continued, ‘“‘that the
gravitational pull on the occupant of an interplanetary
ship would be just about the same as if a fifty ton
weight dropped none too gently upon him, crushing
his body instantly into a mass of unrecognizable pulp.

“So that was to be the end of my hopes, of my
dreams! The heart-rending disappointment of it. What
difference or hindrance was my crippled body now?
As far as the fulfillment of my ambition was concerned,
there was none, none!”’

“I don't fully understand you, Emil,” T muttered
weakly. I had been sitting there all that time as one
in a deep trance, listening.

“No difference whatever,” he answered himself, irri-
tated, it seemed, at my interruption.

“But what do you mean?” I persisted.

“Mat,” he said gravely, but with a wan smile that
took the bite from the words that followed, “often
have I listened to you until I was bored nearly to death
by your senseless chatter; now it is my turn; so don’t
interrupt me; just listen.”

“Just as you say.”

“That way proving impossible,” he continued, “an-
other route presented itself to me! How sorely was I
tempted to travel by that way, to lay aside the encum-
bering folds of this useless flesh and so be {ree, iree
to go where I willed!

“You, Mat, with your sound body, can never hope
to understand a loneliness so intense as that of being
shut off from the rest of the world by a physical dis-
ability. I was lonely and depressed and discouraged.
I all but gave up in utter despair,

“Then came the night when everything was at its
blackest. I was ready to give in. Slowly I wheeled
my chair to the window and gazed out at those mock-
ing stars; at least they were still within the reach of
my sight. But what a pitiful consolation that was!
Steeped in the darkest melancholy, sinking down, down,
down, into the very bottomless pit of mental torment,
plumbing the depths where no ray of hope can ever
penetrate, I prepared to give up the struggle and go
by that other route, the route called ‘Death’!”

“Not that way, Emil!” T cried.

E ignored my outburst.
“As I was saying, I was ready to go by that
dark route, yet I did not care to leave my post by the
window, to go out like a snuffed candle. A deadly
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poison, I thought, was about the easiest way. Then I
thought of you, Mat. I wanted you, my only friend,
to know why I took that step. I thought of sending
you a letter, but words on paper are so meaningless.
I didn’t want you to think of me as a coward. I had
many little things I wanted straightened out after I
was gone, and I wanted some one—you—to act for me.

“Without the slightest warning, the solution to my
problem came to me in one illuminating flash, It was
a way to visit the moon without the slightest danger.

“So simple! Why didn’t 1 think of it before? All
that was necessary was a will and steel-like sinews; no,
not steel-like sinews, sinews of steel. Why, to go by
proxy, of course!

“Life for me suddenly took on a rosy hue. This is
the mechanical and wireless age. Hearing, seeing and
doing can all be performed mechanically. The vast
strides that science has taken, particularly in the fields
of radio, have made my task comparatively simple. I,
who knew a little about the mysteries of radio, saw in
my mind’s eye a dozen ways to go about it.

“Open-eyed I sat there throughout that night and far
into the next day, dreaming glorious dreams of possible
success. It was all so clear and vivid. Each thought
fitted itself into its place, just as the parts of a jig-saw
puzzle do.

“First, remembering my own imperfect body, what
would this mechanical proxy of mine look like? It
must be so built that it could climb over any obstacle.
Instantly there flashed into my mind the creatures of
the insect world to model my proxy after. A spider
came to the forefront, a huge metal monster, standing
some thirty or forty feet high, complete with eight legs,
two of which could be used in lieu of hands. But this
seemed too crude after I had given it some thought. A
hundred different forms could be adapted to suit my
requirements. Then, remembering that my proxy was
to be earth’s sole representative, I decided that I would
make it as human-like as possible.”

“Do you mean to tell me,”” I incredulously demanded,
“that all this talk is merely about some fool mechanical
doll you are going to make?”

“Yes, Mat. But I'm not going to, I have made it
already.” A

“You—you have finished it?”

“Exactly. And I am proud of it, too. It is the top-
most pinnacle of mechanical perfection. Fit, indeed, to
represent the planet earth,” he ended, his voice vibrant
with pride,

For some moments I intently studied the figure of my
friend seated on the chair in front of that strange ap-
paratus. I had to admit to myself that he had changed
much, both in the confident poise of his body and the
almost cheerful aspect of his features. He wore the
air of a conqueror on his throne, one who had found
life worth while. He was so different from the gloomy
and dispirited individual T had known when I left him
two years ago.

“What does this clock-work man of yours do?” I
asked, having nothing more appropriate to say. “Do
you have to wind it up often?"”

“Mat,” he said, a slow smile lighting up his features,
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“you will be the death of me with your foolish ques-
tions. Surely you don’t imagine that I have been wast-
ing my life making a toy? Even though it is made out
of metal, it is not a mere automaton; it is my artificial
body, one that will work jointly with this useless lump
of clay chained to this chair. It will be my substitute
in every material sense. I will be its will; it will be my
body.”

A look of bewilderment settled on my face.

“The latest ideas of to-day,” he kept on, “have gone
into its construction. It is directed and operated by
wireless, the beam principle.”

“But the radio of today, the transmitter and receiver
combined, is far too bulky to fit into a figure of the av-
erage man’s height and girth, Emil,” I butted in.

“No, it isn’t. That is, unless you mean the apparatus
you are familiar with. I have refined it to such an ex-
tent that it is but a fraction of its former size.

“My proxy, thanks to radio, possesses both voice and
hearing. Radio television provides it with sight; that
is, it enables me, sitting here on the chair, to see through
its artificial eyes. Radio telemechanics, or wireless con-
trol at distance, guides its legs, arms—in fact, every
movement of the body. It now possesses all the en-
dowments of a flesh and blood body, everything except
the senses of smell and touch, which I have considered
unnecessary.

“I have tried to make it as strong as earth’s strong-
est, only to discover after many repeated failures, that
it could not be done. It came to me quite as a shock to
dearn that metal cannot stand as much strain as the body
of an insect, if taken in proportion to a mechanical ap-
paratus of man-like size. I realize now with a feeling
of awe that the little ant is one of the strongest living
things on the face of the earth when its size is taken
into consideration. The mere fact in round figures,
when compared in size to man, is truly incredulous.
Even the alleged strength of the once mighty Samson
would fade into insignificance, when compared to the
strength of the ants.

“In some unique experiments with the ants, it was
ascertained that they could actually hold up, hft clear
off the ground, objects a thousand times their own
weight. A man weighing, say, one hundred and fifty
pounds would have to lift up seventy-five tons to dupli-
cate that feat.

“For the first time since the accident I was on my
feet, learning to walk again, walk by mechanical proxy.
It was complete from the top of its head, covered with
a thick thatch of fine wire, in lieu of hair, to the soles

of its feet, which were composed of a number of short .

tempered springs molded into a rubber-like substance
of conventional shape, but oversize, to support its great
weight,

“Resolutely I stuck to it. During those first few
weeks I practiced each limb separately. After a few
more weeks of constant practice, its movements, at first
jerky, became more natural, life-like. Morning, noon
and night saw me practicing such simple movements as
standing up, sitting down, walking, running, jumping,
waving its arms and using its hands. Just as a typist
gains control over her machine, so was I, the will,
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gradually and steadily gaining control over it, the body.

“Sitting in my chair before a ground glass screen,
the receiving end of my radio television apparatus, a
pair of earphones clamped over my ears, a microphone
a few inches from my mouth, with my hands operating
the more perfect body of my proxy, I could do the im-
possible, being in two places at once.

“It took me in the neighborhood of three months be-
fore my proxy could move naturally enough to please
me. Up to last evening, I kept it always within the
bounds of my farm. I had no opportunity to test it to
its full capabilities as yet, though I did make my proxy
as rugged and strong as possible, far too strong for this
planet of its birth in fact. It seemed like a being from
some larger and crueler world than ours. Often did I
make it leap thirty or forty feet straight up without an
effort, retaining its balance through the agency of a
whirling gyroscope situated in its chest, while its rather
pot-belly housed one of the most powerful electric
motors capable of being built. I solved the problem of
wireless transmission of energy, and the motor received
its power from a ‘wireless transmission of energy trans-
mitter’ that had, up to a recent period, occupied the
third floor of the laboratory that was destroyed last
night.”

I T

’ I NHERE had been reports of several hold-ups in

the vicinity. A figure of average height was

slowly sauntering down the country lane just out-
side of the city limits. He was holding himself stiffly
erect. Broad he was, much broader than the usual run
of men, Although his broad shoulders hinted of im-
mense strength, his paunch, standing out boldly, told
plainly of his lack of condition.

There really was nothing so remarkable about him,
except that his step, as light as a cat’s, was not in keep-
ing with his great bulk. He carried himself along with-
out any apparent effort, swinging his body easily with
each stride, as smooth in his progress as a tiger or a car
on a city boulevard.

His features could not be seen because the brim of
his soft felt hat was turned down rather low in front.
He was wearing an ill-fitting suit, seemingly of the
home-made variety, bulging everywhere, with about as
much style in its cut as a potato sack. Any closer de-
tails of his person could not be made out.

IHHumming a low tune to himself, turning his head
neither to the right nor left, he kept strolling easily
along. One felt instinctively that here was a man of
tremendous physical possibilities. Perhaps he had been
a great athlete in his day, who was now on the down-
ward grade. Whoever and whatever he actually was,
there could be no doubt but that in a pinch, he would
prove master of any physical situation—a man of iron.

Why did he choose this road to stroll on? It was
obvious that he was not familiar with it. Was it be-
cause of the recent hold-up reports? Did he hope to
avoid the bandits by taking a roundabout way to his
home? It was hard to imagine him fearing anything
that lived or breathed.

Another figure at the side of the shrouded outlines
of a car was watching him intently, discussing him in
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jerky monosyllables with a companion at the wheel. The
man at the wheel, a timid sort with the soul of a rab-
bit, but who could, on occasion, drive like the devil, with
the devil’s own luck, took only one good look at the
vague outlines of their unsuspecting’ victim, who was so
confidently approaching them, then sank down on his
seat and tried to persuade his companion to get in and
beat it while the beating was still good.

But the other, plainly a human weasel, a wanton
killer, sneered something about only a d rube, and
said that he’d take a chance any time., He produced a
metallic object from a holster under his armpit, and,
keeping well in the shadow of a hedge that ran along-
side of the road, stole forward about twenty paces and
waited. '

“Stick-em-up,” came a command in a cold, business-
tike tone from against the hedge on the side of the road.
“Up with them, up higher!”

Still humming, the other lazily complied. He stopped
humming and chuckled, as though the joke were on the
other, and turned his head slightly to get a better view.

“If you make another move, you big bum, I'll fill you
so full of lead that you'll weigh a ton!” the brave and
noble highwayman behind the automatic barked.

The bandit took about a half a step toward his in-
tended victim—then it all began to happen at once.
Why he started shooting, is hard to say. Perhaps it
was the subtle menace of the other’s careless attitude?
From the bandit’s automatic there leaped a steady sheet
of flame, and the stillness of the night was rent by
crackling reports coming so closely on the heels of each
other that they seemed to blend into one prolonged
crash. ’

A cry broke forth from the victim, seemingly endless,
a low-pitched scream, that rose rapidly through every
known octave, higher and higher and still more shrill
like a siren. It acted just as a rasp would on the raw
nerves. Then it began to fade, not out, but up, vibrat-
ing at a pitch so high that human ear could not hear it.
And though it could not be heard, it could be felt; it set
the nerves a-teetering.

The bandit felt himself fast succumbing to its fear-

_instilling influence. He knew, also, that his knees were
trying to vibrate a close second to the soundless scream
of his victim. Then his knees began to give way be-
neath him and, as he got a closer look at his intended
victim's face as he half collapsed, he let out a shriek
that almost equalled the other’s. He turned and ran,
crying out desperately to his mate that it was the devil
himself whom he had tried to hold up. Somehow he
had held on to his now useless gun, perhaps as a drown-
ing man holds on to a straw.

His companion in crime, realizing that all was not
well, began to get the car under way, waiting nervously
for the other to catch up. The fleeing bandit heard
steps close behing him. And knowing that his pursuer
would get him in another half a dozen strides if he did
not do something, he turned and threw the automatic
full in his pursuer’s face.

A hand shot out and caught it. There was a snap of
breaking steel and—whisz-z—over his head and through
the car’s windshield, now two or three hundred feet or
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so away, flew the fragments of the gun with the velocity
of a bullet, missing the driver by a fraction of an inch.

The erstwhile bold bandit heard a still swifter pat of
rubber-soled feet behind. His body literally quivered
for the expected touch. He faltered in his stride and
the next instant felt himself picked up by the seat of
his trousers and carried along. This was too much for
his overwrought nerves; he promptly fainted. His in-
tended victim, without any apparent slackening of
speed, though he must have received the full force of a
half a dozen bullets at close range, leaped in pursuit of
the other at the wheel

He might as well have leaped in pursuit of the wind.
There was a roar and then a screech, after which the
tail-light was seen disappearing down the road, swerv-
ing from side to side in the most alarming manner.
Fear had lent courage to the man at the wheel. He was
certainly tempting fate at that speed.

Still carrying the unconscious bandit, who had re-
vived and immediately fainted again, by the seat of his
trousers, the man with the great paunch and broad
shoulders was giving an unearthly exhibition of speed.
He was traveling away from the city whose lights
faintly illuminated the sky behind him. Most of the
time he ran as an ordinary man would, but sometimes
he broke his stride and took to leaping, kangaroo fash-
ion, covering the ground in great leaps of thirty to forty
feet each.

A poster, dimly seen in the gloom, claimed his atten-
tion, He paused. Although in the light of day it might
have stood forth as an extravagantly colored picture, it
was now nothing but a square blot in the gloom. But
he did not seem to experience any difficulty in seeing its
various colors and reading it. It was a circus poster
advertising to-night’s performance—a great lion charg-
ing an intrepid white hunter, while a score of natives
were fleeing in every direction. It flaunted the heading:
“Caesar, the Untamed and Untameable Monarch of the
Jungle.”

Just as any kid would stare at a circus poster, so
stared he at it. He turned completely around and
headed back in the direction of the city. Seeing a hay-
stack near the side of the road, he thought of a way by
which he could rid himself of his useless burden. He
leaped near it, going high in the air, and threw the un-
conscious bandit into it as easily as one would sling a
stick.

THERE was a roar that mounted above the general
circus noises. It was pregnant with unlimited
possibilities. An uncanny silence followed. Sharp
commands and cries broke out here and there., Some-
how “Caesar, the Untamed and Untameable Monarch
of the Jungle” had broken loose.

There he stood at the entrance of a tent, plainly be-
wildered. He was sleek and powerful, a giant of his
kind. The lion was growing nervous, growling, his tail
lashing from side to side. He had never tasted liberty,
being born in captivity and therefore he was doubly
dangerous.

The lion let out another roar as he charged a knot of
men and women that stood in his way to liberty. Pan-
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demonium broke loose. Women shrieked and fainted,
men turned ghastly pale as they tried to run., Others,
on the outskirts of the throng, fled helter-skelter.

A sound came from the opposite direction, instantly
halting those that fled that way. It started as a low-
pitched scream, then rose and rose. It was terrible.
No known living creature could have produced it. The
blood seemed to chill and curdle in the veins of those
who heard. Even the lion’s initial roar sounded tame in
comparison. The lion checked a leap, that would cer-
tainly have landed him pell-mell among a group of men
and women nearby.

It startled even this splendid creature for a moment.
He was young, had had a taste of freedom, and he was
in no submissive mood. His subsequent actions went
to prove that he well deserved his title as king of beasts.
While all else within the vicinity of the circus grew
deathly still, the lion raised his magnificent head and
roared back his challenge.

Born in captivity, the noises of man and his mechani-
cal aids were familiar to him. What was an unknown
and nerve-jarring scream more or less?

Then another scream, more terrible than the first,
launched itself upon the night. All eyes turned toward
the direction of its source. Fearfully the eyes of men
and beast searched in that direction. What was this
new terror? i

A man of average height, but of enormous girth,
stepped confidently within the glare of the lights. He
moved silently and swiftly toward the lion.

It was only a mere man. He carried no weapons.
He must be either crazy or a fool of the supreme sort
to attempt to tackle the lion with bare hands.

The lion, sensing a worthy antagonist, charged with a
roar. They met, yet they did not meet, in a space that
luckily happened to be clear of milling humanity. The
man avoided the lion’s lightning sweep of claws by
leaping nimbly aside. The lion turned, growling ter-
ribly, while the man laughed mirthlessly.

Why did not the pleasure-seeking crowd about the
man and beast flee, now that they had a chance? Did
the dramatic spectacle of the king of beasts and an
unarmed man coming to grips hold them rooted there
spellbound? Was the attraction greater than the fear
of death? In perfect unison they gasped with relief
as the man eluded the lion’s raking claws again.

The lion sprang, swerved in midleap and struck the
man a swift glancing blow on the chest, ripping the
man’s coat clear off his shoulders. It was incredible
that the blow did not kill him—it would have killed a
horse. Swift as a cat the lion turned and reared up on
its hind quarters and struck again and again and again.
Every shred of the man’s clothing was ripped off ex-
cept his hat, which scemed to be either wedged or
glued on. :

The man half pushed, half struck his assailant off and
leaped back. In the glare of the circus lights he stood
naked, destitute of clothing in the shape of cloth. Yet
he was not exactly naked, he still had on a form-fitting
suit of blue tinted chain mail. Where the lion’s claws
had raked, the mail gleamed like polished steel.

As the man leaped away, the lion charged yet again.

Then the man turned aggressor, sprang in and cuffed
the lion on one side of the head and then on the other.
The man moved with lightning speed. The lion snapped
at the hand and missed. The lion leaped at his tor-
mentor ; the man moved forward and struck the beast
a mighty blow, a crack like a stick breaking could be
heard, and the beast spun half way around. The lion
retreated with the man following. The lion turned,
growling viciously, reared up on his hind quarters, and
waited.

With his head down, imitating a battering ram, the
man leaped within that deadly embrace. The shock
threw the lion on its back with the man astride on top.
The lion gripped with his forepaws, arched his back in
the form of a how and raked downward. The claws
did not and could not penetrate the chain-mail,

Except for the low growls issuing from the lion’s
slavering jaws, and the strange creaking coming from
the man, there was no other sound to mark the desper-
ateness of the struggle.

The man tore himself loose and cuffed the lion with
the right hand and then with the left. The lion’s fore-
paw flecked out and left a silvery streak across the
man’s mail-covered chest. The man struck again and
again, moving forward, while the beast gave back
grudgingly.

Was Caesar, the unconquered and unconquerable,
meeting his master at last? It seemed so. Something
in the man’s attitude suggested a cat playing with a
mouse, only the lion in this case was the mouse.

IRING of his sport, the man stepped back; his

body sank down, then he leaped. Up, up, ten,
twenty, thirty, forty feet, and came down straight for
the lion’s back. The lion, following his flight with his
eyes, swerved sharply aside and started to bound away.
The man rebounded from the ground and vaulted upon
the lion’s back. He crossed his feet under his belly
and held. The lion sank to the ground under the
weight of the man.

One hand shot over the lion’s head and gripped the
upper jaw; the other hand came up from below and
caught the lower jaw and began to pull. The beast
whimpered. Desperately he made one last hopeless
attempt to stand erect—and failed, He sensed the end.

The hands that gripped the slavering jaws began to
move mercilessly apart. With superhuman strength the
man gave a sudden jerk to the upper jaw, breaking the
brute’s neck.

A series of long drawn out ejaculations broke forth
from the crowd, which had unconsciously crept for-
ward during the struggle—so engrossed had they been
in it,

The man stood up. His hat had come off during the
latter part of the conflict. The spectators who had
ringed the two, fell back suddenly. Those on the out-
skirts of the circle turned and fled. Those nearest the
man, they who could not push back, either crossed
themselves or began praying aloud. All, with their
bodies literally quivering in terror, began to melt away.

The man who had so easily vanquished the king of
beasts was even more terrifying than the lion in all of
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his fury. He was not a man—not a human being!

Yet he did not differ much from the usual run of
mankind. The outline of his form showing through
the chain-mail was that of a Hercules. From his
square-cut jaw to his cheekbones his features did not
differ much from any determined individual, all re-
semblance to man ceased there. QOver the cheekbones,
the head bulged sharply out. The forehead was mas-
sive, broad and high. It was the eyes that struck
terror. They were not the eyes of any known warm-
blooded creature ; rather they resembled the simple com-
pound eyes of the insect world. They were as large as
baseballs, glittering with a subdued light all their own.
Faced with thousands of facets, they looked for all the
world like two huge diamonds set there. '

The being stooped, swung the lion’s carcass easily
upon his broad shoulders, leaped over a line of cars
parked beside the road and disappeared in the darkness.
Far down the road it let out an awful scream which
rose and rose through every known octave, then faded
up.
From the instant that the lion had let out its first
roar until the strange being disappeared down the road
could not have covered more than a minute and a half—
it had all been done so quickly. Those who heard and
witnessed the struggle could hardly believe their senses;
it was so much like a nightmare.

Coming to a broad stretch of fresh water, this being
with the carcass of the lion still upon his shoulders,
plunged into it without the slightest hesitation.

On the sloping beach of the southern shore about an
hour later a thing which seemed to belong to the realms
of sleep or to the horrors of the tomb crawled out of
the water. It was covered with the slime of the bot-
tom and was oddly shaped. It bore a huge hump upon
its shoulders that later resolved itself into the carcass
of a separate beast. The thing shook the water off
itself and its burden.

Overhead a full moon gazed down on the antics of
this thing complacently. The stars winked at it. There
was a strange kinship between it and those far-off
stars.

This being ran along the wet, hard-packed sand, leap-
ing over obstacles with ridiculous ease. About twenty
minttes of running brought it to a road, down which
it sped.

A little rusty, mud-bespattered car, rattling loudly
enough to awaken the dead, was moving slowly down
the road. Some milk cans reposed on the seat beside
the driver and in the tonneau. The driver, presumably
a farmer, kept glancing uneasily back. Something was
following him. DBarely seen in the driver’s mirror, were
two glowing spots, gleaming like the headlights of a
far-off car.

The driver of that tin can of a car stepped on the
gas. Still the twin spots of light kept the same dis-
tance away. The driver, with his foot, moved some
levers which caused all the rattling to gradually fade
away. Then he stepped on the gas again and watched
the needle move up to sixty.

But the two spots of light only gleamed brighter in
the mirror. There was a thud of some heavy body
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being thrown in the back of the car amongst the milk-
cans. An odor of a liquid that was supposed to have
been forbidden, arose from those same milk-cans,
tickling the driver’s nostrils with an alcoholic aroma.
Then he felt the speed of the car perceptibly slacken.
Though the motor was roaring and the wheels were
screeching on the road, the car came to a full stop.
The rear end of the car was being lifted off the ground.
Now it was at an acute angle.

The driver, shivering as if with ague, shut off the
motor and got out of his car to investigate. Catching
but a glimpse of what lay sprawled among the milk-
cans, he turned and ran shrieking :

“T've got them again! I've got them again!”

With his hands over his eyes, he ran blindly down
the road, crying the same words out continually.

Fortunately for him, he did not glimpse the unknown
thing behind the car, for this being was employed in
gripping and raising the little car with its freight of
milk-cans filled with the prohibited liquid. After he
had lifted the car above his head at full arm’s length,
he ran a little way with it and threw it into a sturdy
tree that grew alongside of the road. There was a
snapping of branches and the car lodged securely just
above the trunk. This strange being then turned and,
forsaking the road, sped back in the direction whence
he had come, with an unbelievable exhibition of speed,
hurtling squat farm houses, trees, and every obstruction
that appeared in his path.

About two hours after midnight this selfsame being
came into view near a three-storied brick building
standing on a low hill. High in the west, through a
rift in the clouds, the moon shone forth suddenly. He
gazed at it for a moment, and stretched forth his arms
as if to grasp it. He turned reluctantly and moved
toward a doorway a few paces away. The door was
locked with a large padlock and was solidly built.
Placing the flat of his hand against the door, he pressed
lightly and tore the door from its hinges. The being
turned for a moment, waved his hand as if he were
waving farewell, and stepped within.

A few minutes later there was a roar which shook the
ground for miles around. Out of the top of the three-
storied building a projectile flashed. From the base of
the projectile there shot sheet after sheet of flame.
The reports split the countryside with their reverberat-

ing crashes. Was this being going home?
x kK

¢¢ A ND so last night, Mat, T tested my proxy to see
what it really could do before I let him go on

the mission for which he had been built. He
is now headed for the moon on an interstellar projec-
tile employing the rocket principle. I had to send the
ship almost wholly around the earth in our planet’s
rarefied upper atmosphere before it attained the speed
of seven miles a second. Once past the earth’s gravi-
tational pull, the projectile, coming within the attraction
of the moon, will automatically reverse itself and fall
toward our satellite with ever increasing speed. I will
use the rocket discharges to slacken its terrific velocity
and to ease it down gently on the lunar surface.”
“How long will it take the projectile to travel the
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distance between the earth and the moon?” I asked
quietly, subdued by the magnitude of the task he had
accomplished.

“Sixteen hours at the utmost. By six o’clock this
evening it will be resting upon the surface of the moon.”

I pulled out my watch and glanced at it.

“What time have you got now, Mat?”

“About a quarter to ten.”

Emil glanced up at the complicated apparatus before
him,

“You are four minutes slow,” he said.

I set my watch and looked closely at the complex ap-
paratus before which Emil sat. An oblong metal box
with a front of ground glass, about a foot square I
judged the ground-glass screen to be, occupied the
central position. Three rows of keys, they resembled
the keys of a typewriter in arrangement, were directly
in front of the ground glass screen. Levers and knobs
flanked the keys on either side. Above the oblong box
was a row of various dials whose pointers now were all
at zero. : ’

Emil picked up a pair of earphones and toyed with
them,

“You will have to excuse me for a while, Mat,” he
said. “I have to give my undivided attention to the
projectile until I have landed it safely upon the surface
of the moon.”

He placed the earphones over his ears and moved a
number of levers. The pointers in the row of dials
above the oblong box began to move. His fingers hov-
ered over the keys.

- “Mat,” he called out, “do you mind closing the shut-
ters and pulling the draperies across the windows so as
to exclude all the light?” .

I did so and the room was plunged into pitch dark-
ness. A glow from the ground-glass screen guided me
back to where Emil sat. Starting at the screen, I made
out some misty lines coming to focus. The mistiness
cleared and I seemed to be gazing into a mighty engine
room. A battery of some sort of combustion engines
supplied the power, while all about dynamos and ma-
chinery were whirling evenly. Down the center
stretched a narrow railed-off passageway. A switch-
board with a number of pilot lights and large black-
handled switches was at the end of the passageway. A
few inches above the switchboard was the eye-piece of
a telescope. The walls, circular in form, were com-
posed of very heavy metal plates riveted together.

The switchboard suddenly started drawing nearer.
A hand moving along the railing came into view for an
instant. The eye-piece of the telescope grew large,
covered the whole ground-glass screen, and I was look-
ing at the moon. It seemed to be very near, very
jagged. For about a half hour I stared at it and then
grew restless. It did not seem to be growing any
larger. Then I recalled that the vehicle would not land
until six o’clock this evening. I did not relish the
thought of watching the moon for seven or eight hours.
I touched Emil's shoulder to attract his attention.

“Emil, I am going out to say ‘howdy’ to the neigh-
bors. I will be back before six.”

I tiptoed out, closing the door softly behind me.
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About five-thirty T was back. Emil was still hunched
over the ground-glass screen with his fingers playing
over the keyboard that controlled the movements of
his proxy.

“Is that you, Mat?”

“Yes.” )

“You came just a few minutes too late to see me land
the projectile on the moon. It landed with but a slight
jar in one of the moon’s ringed-plains. My proxy
stepped out of the projectile only a moment ago and is
now standing on what looks like a smooth plain through
some of the largest telescopes on earth. Come here
and see what the surface of this plain actually looks
like.”

I hurried over and stared at the ground-glass screen.
It showed a scene of awe-inspiring bleakness. The
plain was rough with a sharp jaggedness such as one
never sees on earth. An unbroken wall of mountains
surrounded the plain. The proxy turned its head and
the projectile that carried him came into view. It
looked like a beached submarine minus its conning-
tower. Four heavy funnel-like tubes protruded from
one end.

“I am going to send my proxy on a trip of investiga-
tion,” Emil said, breaking the stillness of the room.
“I will have to be careful. Owing to the fact that
gravity is one-sixth that of earth, my proxy will be able
to travel six times as fast, leap six times as far and
high. I will make it leap straight up now to take my
bearings.”

HE ground suddenly dropped away. It showed a

plain over which it was possible to travel only by
great leaps such as this mechanical proxy of Emil’s
alone was capable of through the lessened force of
gravity. In the distance there were a number of wide
cracks, Above the mountains the heavens showed
black, the stars shining brilliantly. The proxy turned
in its upward leap and for an instant the ground-glass
screen was flooded with a blinding blaze of light—the
sun as seen through the eyes of the proxy.

The surface came up as the proxy dropped, then the
ground began to fly past with terrific speed. With
the sure-footedness of a cat the proxy leaped from rock
to rock. The surface of the plain became more rough
and jagged as he drew nearer the mountains. Suddenly
the fissure which had been seen in the upward leap
came into view. The speed slackened and the fissure
was approached cautiously. The eyes peered over the
edge. It seemed bottomless. Far below something like
white steam curdled. The walls fell straight away.
The crack was miles deep at least and ran across the
plain from mountain to mountain. At its greatest
width it could not have been more than one hundred
feet wide. Stepping back for firmer footing, the proxy
leaped across it with ease.

Farther on another fissure appeared, wider, one that
could not be crossed by a single leap. Again the proxy
crept to the edge and peered over. The walls of this
crack in the lunar surface sloped to the center and were
jagged like nearly all the rest of the moon’s surface.
It was not very deep, more closely resembling a vallev
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than a fissure. Near the bottom of the opposite side, a
large roughly circular black hole yawned.

The proxy eased itself over the edge and started to
descend in the direction of the cavern mouth. Reach-
ing the opening, it peered within. Nothing could be
seen but blackness. The proxy did something to its
chest and a bright light shone forth, illuminating a

circle of the wall on the opposite side of the cavern. '

The circle of light moved along the wall until it came
to a small opening half-blocked by a mass of rock that
had in some past age dropped from the roof of the
cavern,

The proxy moved over to the opening and squeezed
in. The light showed a narrow cave, the floor of which
sloped downward. With the light showing the way,
the proxy followed it. The cave twisted and turned,
widened so that a half dozen cars could have driven
through it abreast; other caves branched from it;
always it led down. It seemed that the proxy had been
following it for hours. The walls glistened as though
they were wet. A mistiness filled the cave, grew
thicker as the cave widened into an immense cavern.

There was some sort of gaseous atmosphere within
the cavern, an atmosphere that was dense enough to
support a heavy whitish vapor that whirled overhead,
The cavern narrowed and the floor sloped down at yet
a steeper angle. On the glistening walls that were
sweating a colorless liquid, globules began to form: and
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run down to the wet and slippery floor. The atmo-
sphere grew noticeably thicker and more moisture
laden. A small stream began to form on the sloping
floor—at first a trickle, then a swift moving streamlet
which grew into a rushing, foam-covered stream. It
swirled and splashed against the proxy's legs. Fed by
similar streams from other caves, which were continu-
ally opening up into this main downward passage, it
became a roaring torrent, against which the proxy had
difficulty in keeping its footing.

The cave widened again and the water spread out.
Knob-like protuberances, faintly luminous of their own
accord, began to dot the glistening walls in ever increas-
ing numbers. They were of every size and, as the
proxy turned out the light on its chest, the walls and
rushing torrent could be made out by their glow.

The proxy had already descended miles into the
moon’s interior. The rushing torrent had worn a deep
channel in the cavern floor and the proxy was following
it along its edge. The cavern opened into an immense
hollow. A thousand and one openings branched from
it. The walls and roof were covered with luminous
protuberances, mushroom-like growths, by whose light
every crack and crevasse in floor and wall could be
distinguished.

Suddenly a luminous object darted by above the
proxy’s head. It circled and flashed within a few. feet
of the proxy’s compound eyes., Another of those

“TELEVOX” THE MECHANICAL MAN

oy

This is a photograph of the actual mechanical man, or “Televox,” as it is called, as
produced by Westinghouse, showing various household appliances

attached, ready for use.

If you believe that the accompanying story
is too fantastic, may we call your attention to
the fact that a great deal of scientific work has
already been accomplished along similar lines?
Recently, the Westinghouse Electrical Manu-
facturing Company put out a mechanical man
called the “Televox.”

This machine is placed in your own home,
and connected to it there is a vacuum cleaner,
electric fan, and a number of other household
appliances.

This mechanical man is operated entirely at
a distance, and is attached to your home tele-
phone. You call up your home ’phone and by
means of whistle blasts, you can make the Tele-
vox do almost anything, from starting the carpet
sweeper to starting and stopping the fan, open-
ing or closing the windows, operating the ice
cream freezer and performing other useful work,
although you may be a thousand miles away
from him. Not only that, but the mechanical
man has also a voice; he can answer the tele-
phone and he will say, if necessary, “Televox
speaking at Randolph 6400.” This he will re-
peat a second time, and if you do not give him
the proper signal by means of whistles or other
musical devices, the Televox will then hang up
the receiver, upon the assumption that the call

was the wrong number called. Many interesting uses have already been found for the mechanical man.
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luminous objects joined the first and circled the plod-
ding mechanical figure. They sped away after a few
minutes of continuous circling.

They were the first form of animated life seen so
far. The huge cavern seemed to be the topmost level
at which life could exist within the moon’s interior.
Other forms, the opposite extreme, worm-like and
luminous, resembling glowworms of earth, could be
seen crawling along the walls to the glowing knob-like
protuberances. A black object, about as high as an
elephant and twice as long, confronted the proxy for
an instant as it appeared in a large black opening,
turned and made lumberingly .off. It had numerous
feet, like that of a centipede. From a side cavern, a
number of other strange creatures rushed forth, passing
within but a few feet of the proxy. Behind them came
one of those huge lumbering beasts of many feet with
an indistinct and grotesque creature squatting on its
back. They passed out of sight down another opening.

The proxy followed them. The opening led into a
yet larger cavern. The walls were cliff-like in propor-
tion, the roof was lost in the mistiness above. A number
of black openings could be seen high up in the cavern
wall. The creatures that had entered this huge cavern
were nowhere to be seen, having fled through its in-
numerable exits,

The proxy was plodding along steadily near the wall
of the cavern when something struck the floor a few
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feet ahead, shattering into hundreds of pieces. It was
a mass of rock that had fallen, the largest of the scat-
tered fragments being about a foot in diameter. An-
other massive rock struck the cavern floor a little to one
side and then another. Looking up, the proxy saw a
ledge high up in the wall and upon it a number of
creatures engaged in pushing over another stone. It
fell, coming straight for the proxy’s head. The proxy
tried to swerve, the rock, larger than another piece
that had been pushed over the ledge, was only a few
feet away. Suddenly there was darkness, the ground
glass screen was black.

I heard Emil’s fingers thumping the keys. The
screen did not show even the faintest trace of light.

“Mat,” Emil cried, “the large lump of rock that
those creatures had pushed over struck my proxy
square on the head and smashed it.”

I reached up and turned on an electric light above
Emil’s head. Emil was staring blankly at the square
glass screen. I placed my hand upon his shoulder.

“Buck up, Emil,” I murmured. “You can build an-
other one.”

“Leave me, Mat,” he whispered.

I looked at him for a moment pityingly as he sat
slumped over the keyboard that had controlled the
proxy. As my fingers closed on the doorknob, I heard
him berate himself for not putting the controlling ap-
paratus in a less vulnerable place than the head.

THE END.

The Menace
By Davip H. KeLLer, M.D.

UR well-known author, who has endeared

himself to the hearts of AMAZING STORIES

readers, has written a serics of unique stories
for the QuarterLY., The four stories may be
read scparately, or in a series. [t would be useless
to attempt to review them in a preface of this
kind. The only thing we can say is that these
four stories are chock full of interest, and contain
an cxccllent amount of science, very cleverly
interwoven.

A great many wnew ideas are brought out in
these four stories. Although all the four stories
are definitely connected, cach treats of an entirely
different theme and can stand alone.  _

While a prominent detective assumes an im-
portant role throughout this scries, they cannot
be called detective stories in the usual sense of
the word.

We promise you a lively time with these stories.
They will not fail to keep your interest, and youn
will follow the adventures of the arch willains
breathlessly until the end.

This story is published in the Summer Edition of

AMAZING STORIES QUARTERLY
now on sale at all newsstands

Out of the Sub-Universe
By R. F. StarzL

VERYTHING in this world is relative, with
or without Einstein. Even time is relative
As Benjamin  Franklin  pointed out, the
Ephemerid fly lives only twenty-four hours; yet
leads a normal existence. During those twenty-
our hours, it lives a full-time life, which, to the
fly is of the same duration as a 60 to 70 year
old life led by the human being. So too, is it with
a microbe or microbe organism, which lives only
few minutes and then dies. These few minutes
nstitute a normal cycle. It simply lives much
wmore quickly, although it docs not realize it.

You can conversely imagine a race of human
super-beings on some other planct, which normally
would live perhaps 10,000 years, as computed ac-
cording to our time. To them a few years of al-
lotted life would be incomprehensible.

Here is a charming story which contains ex-
cellent science and will teach you a great- deal
about the atomic world, if you do not know it al-
ready. Also, it contains that most elusive jewel—
the surprise ending.

This story is published in the Summer Edition of
AMAZING STORIES QUARTERLY
now on sale at all newsstands
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didn’t suppose you could learn to talk this stuff in one
day.”

“I can’t,” she replied, “but I've picked up a few
words of it. I.can understand very little of what they
are trying to tell me.”

The woman spoke rapidly to the man standing behind
Seaton, and as soon as the table had been carried away,
he asked permission to speak to Dorothy. Fairly run-
ning across to her, he made a slight obeisance and in
eager tones poured forth such a stream of language
that she held up her hand to silence him.

“Go slower, please,” she said, and added a couple
of words in his own tongue.

There ensued a strange dialogue, with many repeti-
tions and much use of signs. She turned to Seaton,
with a puzzled look.

“ can’t make out all he says, Dick, but he wants
you to take him into another room of the palace here,
to get back something or other that they took from
him when they captured him. He can’t go alone—
I think he says he will be killed if he goes anywhere
without you. And he says that when you get there,
you must be sure not to let the guards come inside.”

“All right, let’s go!” and Seaton motioned the man-

to precede him, As Seaton started for the door, Dor-
othy fell into step beside him. ‘

“Better stay back, Dottie, I'll be back in a minute,”
he said at the door.

“I. will not stay back. Wherever you go, I go,” she
replied in a voice inaudible to the others. “I simply
will not stay away from you a single minute that I
don’t have to.”

“All right, little girl,” he replied in the same tone.
“I don’t want to be away from you, either, and I don’t
think that we're in any danger here.”

Preceded by the chief slave and followed by half a
dozen others, they went out into the hall. No opposi-
tion was made to their progress, but a full half-company
of armed guards fell in around them as an escort, re-
garding Seaton with looks composed of equal parts of
reverence and fear. The slave led the way rapidly to
a room in a distant wing of the palace and opened the
door. As Seaton stepped in, he saw that it was evi-
dently an audience-chamber or court-room, and that
it was now entirely empty. As the guard approached
the door, Seaton waved them back. All retreated across
the hall except the officer in charge, who refused to
move. Seaton, the personification of offended dignity,
first stared at the offender, who returned the stare, and
stepped up to him insolently, then pushed him back
roughly, fergetting that his strength, great upon Earth,
would be gigantic upon this smaller world. The officer
spun across the corridor, knocking down three of his
men in his flight. Picking himself up, he drew his
sword and rushed, while his men fled in panic to the
extreme end of the corridor. Seaton did not wait for
him, but in one bound leaped half-way across the inter-
vening space to meet him, With the vastly superior
agility of his earthly’ muscles he dodged the falling
broadsword and drove his left fist full against the fel-
low’s chin, with all the force of his mighty arm and
all the momentum of his rapidly moving body behind
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the blow. The crack of breaking hones was distinctly
audible as the -officer’s head snapped back. The force
of the blow lifted him high into the air, and after turn-
ing a complete somersault, he brought up with a crash
against the opposite wall, dropping to the floor stone
dead. As several of his men, braver than the others,
lifted their peculiar rifles, Seaton drew and fired in one
incredibly swift motion, the X-plosive bullet obliterat-
ing the entire group of men and demolishing that end
of the palace.

IN the meantime the slave had taken several pieces
of apparatus from a cabinet in the room and had
placed them in his belt. Stopping only to ebserve for
a few moments a small instrument which he clamped
upon the head of the dead man, he rapidly led the way
back to the room they had left and set to work upon
the instrument he had constructed while the others had
been asleep. He connected it, in an intricate system of
wiring, with the pieces of apparatus he had just re-
covered.

“That’s a complex job of wiring,” said DuQuesne
admiringly. *“I've seen several intricate pieces of ap-
paratus myself, but he has so many circuits there that
I'm lost. It would take an hour to figure out the lines
and connections alone.”

Straightening abruptly, the slave clamped several
electrodes upon his temples and motioned to Seaton and
the others, speaking to Dorothy as he did so.

“He wants us to let him put those things on our
heads,” she translated. “Shall we let him, Dick?”

“Yes,” he replied without hesitation. “I've got a
real hunch that he’s our friend, and I'm not sure of
Nalboon. He doesn’t act right.”

“I think so, too,” agreed the girl, and Crane added:

“I can’t say that I relish the idea, but since I know
that you are a good poker player, Dick, I am willing
to follow your hunch. How about you, DuQuesne?”

“Not I,” declared that worthy, emphatically. “No-
body wires me up to anything I can’t understand, and
that machine is too deep for me.”

Margaret elected to follow Crane’s example, and,
impressed by the need for haste evident in the slave’s
bearing, the four walked up to the machine without
further talk., The electrodes were clamped into place
quickly and the slave pressed a lever. Instantly the
four visitors felt that they had a complete understand-
ing of the languages and customs of both Mardonale,
the nation in which they now were, and of Kondal, to
which nation the slaves belonged, the only two civilized
nations upon Osnome. While the look of amazement
at this method of receiving instruction was still upon
their faces, the slave—or rather, as they now knew
him, Dunark, the Kofedix or Crown Prince of the great
nation of Kondal—began to disconnect the wires. He
cut-out the wires leading to the two girls and to Crane,
and was reaching for Seaton’s, when there was a
blinding flash, a crackling sound, the heavy smoke of
burning metal and insulation, and both Dunark and
Seaton fell to the floor.

Before Crane could reach them, however, they were
upon their feet and the stranger said in his own
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tongue, now understood by every one but DuQuesne:

“This machine is a mechanical educator, a thing
entirely new, in our world at least. Although I have
been working on it for a long time, it is still in a very
crude form. I did not like to use it in its present
state of development, but it was necessary in order to
warn you of what Nalboon is going to do to you, and
to convince you that the best way of saving your lives
would save our lives as well. The machine worked
perfectly until something, I don’t know what, went
wrong. Instead of stopping, as it should have done,
at teaching your party to speak our languages, it short-
circuited us two completely, so that every convolution
in each of our brains has been imprinted upon the
brain of the other. It was the sudden formation of
all the new convolutions that rendered us unconscious.
I can only apologize for the break-down, and assure
you that my intentions were of the best.”

“You needn’t apologize,” returned Seaton. ‘“That
was a wonderful performance, and we’re both gainers,
anyway, aren’t we? It has taken us all our lives to
learn what little we know, and now we each have the
benefit of two lifetimes, spent upon different worlds!
I must admit, though, that I have a whole lot of
knowledge that I don’t know how to use.”

“T am glad you take it that way,” returned the other
warmly, “for I am infinitely the better off for the
exchange. The knowledge I imparted was nothing,
compared to that which I received. But time presses—
T must tell you our situation. I am, as you now know,
the Kofedix of Kondal. The other thirteen are fedo
and fediro, or, as you would say, princes and princesses
of the same nation. We were captured by one of
Nalboon’s raiding parties while upon a hunting trip,
being overcome by some new, stupefying gas, so that
we could not kill ourselves. As you know, Kondal and
Mardonale have been at war for over ten thousand
karkamo-—something more than six thousand years of
vour time. The war between us is one of utter exter-
mination. Captives are never exchanged and only once
during an ordinary lifetime does one ever escape. Our
attendants were killed immediately. We were being
taken to furnish sport for Nalboon’s party by being
fed to one of his captive kolono—animals something
like your earthly devilfish—when the escort of battle-
ships was overcome by those four karlono, the ani-
mals you saw, and one of them seized Nalboon’s plane,
in which we were prisoners. You killed the karlon,
saving our lives as well as those of Nalboon and his

party.
“H AVING saved his life, you and your party
should be honored guests of the most honored
kind, and I venture to say that you would be
so, regarded in any other nation of the universe. But
Nalboon, the Domak—a title equivalent to your word
‘Emperor’ and our word ‘Karfedix’—of Mardonale,
is utterly without either honor or conscience, as are
all Mardonalians. At first he was afraid of you, as
were we all. We thought you visitors from a planet
of our fifteenth sun, which is now at its nearest pos-
sible approach to us. After your display of super-
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human power and ability, we expected instant annihila-
tion. However, after seeing the Skylark as a machine,
discovering that you are short of power, and finding
that you are gentle instead of bloodthirsty by nature,
Nalboon lost his fear of you and resolved to rob you
of your vessel, with its wonderful secrets of power.
Though we are so ignorant of chemistry that I cannot
understand the thousandth part of what I just learned
from you, we are a race of mechanics and have devel-
oped machines of many kinds to a high state of effi-
ciency, including electrical machines of all kinds. In
fact, electricity, generated by our great waterfalls, is
our only power. No scientist upon Osnome has ever
had an inkling that intra-atomic energy exists. Nal-
boon cannot understand the power, but he solved the

means of liberating it at a glance—and that glance "
With the Skylark, he’

sealed your death-warrants.
could conquer Kondal, and to assure the downfall of
my nation he would do anything.

“Also, he or any other Osnomian scientist would go
to any lengths whatever—would challenge the great
First Cause itself-—to secure even one of those little
bottles of the chemical you call ‘salt” It is far and
away the scarcest and most prectous substance in the
world. It is so rare that those bottles you produced
at the table held more than the total amount previously
known to exist upon Osnome. We have great abun-
dance of all the heavy metals, but the lighter metals
are rare. Sodium and chlorin are. the rarest of all
known elements. Its immense value is due, not to its
rarity, but to the fact that it is an indispensable com-
ponent of the controlling instruments of our wireless
power stations and that it is used as a catalyst in the
manufacture of our hardest metals.

“For these reasons, you understand why Nalboon
does not intend to let you escape and why he intends
that this kokam (our equivalent of a day) shall be
your last. About the second or third kam (hour) of
the sleeping period he intends to break into the Sky-
lark, learn its control, and secure the salt you un-
doubtedly have in the vessel. Then my party and myself
will be thrown to the kolon. You and your party will
be killed and your bodies smelted to recover the salt
that is in them. This is the warning I had to give you.
Its urgency explains the use of my untried mechanical
educator; the hope that my party could escape with

yours, in your vessel, explains why you saw me, the .

Kofedix of Kondal, prostrate myself before that arch-
fiend Nalboon.”

“How do you, a captive prince of another nation,!
know these things?” asked Crane, doubtfully.

“I read Nalboon’s ideas from the brain of that
officer whom the Karfedix Seaton killed. He was a
ladex of the guards—an officer of ahout the same rank
as one of your colonels. He was high in Nalboon’s
favor, and he was to have been in charge of the work
of breaking into the Skylark and killing us all. Let
me caution you now ; do not let any Mardonalian touch
our hands with a wire, for if you do, your thoughts
will be recorded and the secrets of the Skylark and your
many other mysterious things, such as smoking,
matches, and magic feats, will be secrets no longer.”
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responded Seaton,

“Thanks_for the information,”
I'm no

“but I want to correct your title for me.
Karfedix—merely a plain citizen.”

“In one way I see that that is true,” replied the
Kofedix with a puzzled look. *“I cannot understand
your government at all—but the inventor of the Sky-
lark must certainly rank as a Karfedix.”

As he spoke, a smile of understanding passed over
his face and he continued:

“I see. Your title is Doctor of Philosophy, which
must mean that you are the Karfedix of Knowledge of
the Earth.”

“No, no. You're wayoff. I'm...

“Certainly Seaton is the Karfedix of Knowledge,”
broke.in DuQuesne. “Let it go at that, anyway, what-
ever it means. The thing to do now is to figure a way
out of this.”

“You chirped it then, Blackie. Dunark, you know
this country better than we do; what do you suggest?”

“I suggest that-you take my party into the Skylark
and escape from Mardonale as soon as possible. I can
pilot you to Kondalek, the capital city of our nation.
There, I can assure you, you will be welcomed as you
deserve. My father, the Karfedix, will treat you as
a Karfedix should be treated. As far as I am con-
cerned, nothing I can ever do will lighten the burden
of my indebtedness to you, but I promise you all the
copper you want, and anything else you may desire
that is within the power of man to give you.”

EATON thought deeply a moment, then shook
Dunark’s hand vigorously.

“That suits me, Kofedix,” he said warmly. “I
thought from the first that you were our friend. Shall
we make for the Skylark right now, or wait a while?”

“We had better wait until after the second meal,”
the prince replied. ‘“We have no armor, and no way
of making any. We would be helpless against the
bullets of any except a group small enough so that you
could kill them all before they could fire. The kam
after the second meal is devoted to strolling about the
grounds, so that our visiting the Skylark would look
. perfectly natural. As the guard is very lax at that
time, it is the best time for the attempt.”

“But how about my killing his company of guards
and blowing up one wing of his palace? Won't he
have something to say about that?”

“I don’t know,” replied the Kofedix doubtfully. “It
depends upon whether his fear of you or his anger is
the greater. He should pay his call of state here in
your apartment in a short time, as it is the inviolable
rule of Osnome, that any visitor shall receive a call of
state from one of his own rank before leaving his apart-
ment for the first time. IHis actions may give you
some idea as to his feelings, though he is an accom-
plished diplomat and may conceal his real feelings en-
tirely. But let me caution you not to be modest or
soft-spoken. He will mistake softness for fear.”

“All right,” grinned Seaton. “In that case I won't
wait to try to find out what he thinks. If he shows
any signs of hostility at all, I'll open up on him.”

“Well,” remarked Crane, calmly, “if we have some
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time to spare, we may as well wait comfortably in-
stead of standing in the middle of the room. I, for
one, have a lot of questions to ask about this new
world.”

Acting upon this suggestion, the party seated them-
selves upon comfortable divans, and Dunark rapidly
dismantled the machine he had constructed. The cap-
tives remained standing, always behind the visitors,
until Seaton remosstrated.

“Please sit down, everybody. There’s no need of
keepmg up this farce of your being slaves as long as
we're alone, is there, Dunark ?”

“No, but at the first sound of the gong announcing
a visitor we must be in our places. Now that we
are all comfortable and waiting, I will introduce my
party to yours.

“Fellow Kondalians, greet the Karfedo Seaton and
Crane,” he began, his tongue fumbling over the strange
names, “of a distant world, the Earth, and the two noble
ladies, Miss Vaneman and Miss Spencer, soon to be
their Karfediro,

“Guests from Earth, allow me to present to you
the Kofedir Sitar, the only one of my wives who
accompanied me upon our ill-fated hunting expedition.”

Then, still ignoring DuQuesne as a captive, he intro-
duced the other Kondolians in turn as his brothers, sis-
ters, cousins, nieces, and nephews—all members of
the great rulmg house of Kondal.

“Now,” he concluded, “after I have a word with
you in private, Doctor Seaton, I will be glad to give
the others all the information in my power.”

He led Seaton out of earshot of the others and said
in a low voice:

“It is no part of Nalboon’s plan to kill the two women,
They are so beautiful, so different from our Osnomian
women, that he intends to keep them—alive. Under-
stand ?”’

“Yes,” returned Seaton grimly, his eyes turning
hard, “I get you all right—but what he’ll do and what
he thinks he’ll do are two entirely different breeds of
cats.”

Returning to the others, they found: Dorothy and
Sitar deep in conversation.

“So a man has half a dozen or so wives?” Dorothy
was asking in surprise. “How do you get along to-
gether? I'd fight like a wildcat if my husband tried
to have other wives!”

“We get along splendidly, of course,”
Osnomian princess in equal surprise. “I would not
think of being a man’s only wife. I wouldn’t consider
marrying a man who could win only one wife—think
what a disgrace it would be! And think how lonely
one would be while her husband is away at war—we
would go insane if we did not have the company of the
other wives. There are six of us, and we could not
get along at all without each other.”

“I've got a compliment for you and Peggy, Dottie,”
said Seaton. “Dunark here thinks that you two girls
look good enough to eat—or words to that effect.” Both
girls flushed slightly, the purplish-black color suffusing
their faces. They glanced at each other and Dorothy
voiced the thought of both as she said:

returned the
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“How can you, Kofedix Dunark? In this horrible
light we both look perfectly dreadful. These other
girls would be beautiful, if we were used to the colors,
but we two look simply hideous.”

“Oh, no,” interrupted Sitar., “You have a wonder-
fully rich coloring. It is a shame to hide so much of
yourselves with robes.”

“Their eyes interpret colors differently than ours do,”
explained Seaton. ‘“What to us are harsh and dis-
cordant colors are light and pleasing to their eyes.
What looks like a kind of sloppy greenish black to us
may-—in ‘fact, does—look a pale pink to them.”

“Are Kondal and Mardonale the only two nations
upon Osnome?”’ asked Crane.

“The only civilized nations, yes. Osnome is divided
into two great and almost equal continents, separated
by a wide ocean which encircles the globe. One is
Kondal, the other Mardonale. Each nation has sev-
eral nations or tribes of savages, which inhabit various
waste places.” ’

1] OU are the light race, Mardonale the dark,” con-
tinued Crane. “What are the servants, who seem
half-way between?”

“They are slaves . . .

“Captured savages?” interrupted Dorothy.

“No. They are a separate race. They are a race
so low in intelligence that they cannot exist except as
slaves, but they can be trained to understand language
and to do certain kinds of work. They are harmless
and mild, making excellent servants, otherwise they
would have perished ages ago. All menial work and
most of the manual labor is done by the slave race.
Formerly criminals were sterilized and reduced to
unwilling slavery, but there have been no unwilling
slaves in Kondal for hundreds of karkamo.”

“Why? Are there no criminals any more?”

“No. With the invention of the thought recorder
an absolutely fair trial was assured and the guilty were
all convicted. They could not reproduce themselves,
and as a natural result crime died out.”

“That is,” he added hastily, “what we regard as
crime, Duelling, for instance, is a crime upon Earth;
here it is a regular custom. In Kondal duels are
rather rare and are held only when honor is involved,
but here in Mardonale they are an every-day affair, as
you saw when you landed.”

“What makes the difference?” asked Dorothy curi-
ously. :

“As you know, with us every man is a soldier. In
Kondal we train our youth in courage, valor, and high
honor—in Mardonale they train them in savage blood-
thirstiness alone. Each nation fixed its policy in bygone
ages to produce the type of soldier it thought most
efficient.

“I notice that everyone here wears those heavy col-
lars,” said Margaret. “What are they for?”

“They are identification marks. When a child is
nearly grown, a collar bearing his name and the device
of his house is cast about his neck. This collar is
made of ‘arenak,” a synthetic metal which, once formed,
cannot be altered by any usual means. It cannot be
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scratched, cut, bent, broken, or worked in any way
except at such a high temperature that death would
result, if such heat were applied to the collar. Once
the arenak collar is cast about a person’s neck he is
identified for life, and any adult Osnomian not wear-
ing a collar is put to death.”

“That must be an interesting metal,” remarked Crane.
“Is your belt a similar mark?”

“This belt is an idea of my own,” and Dunark
smiled broadly. “It looks like opaque arenak, but isn't.
It is merely a pouch in which I carry anything I am
particularly interested in. Even Nalboon thought it
was arenak, so he didn’t trouble to try to open it. If
he had opened it and taken my tools and instruments,
I couldn’t have built the educator.”

“Is that transparent armor arenak ?”’

“Yes, the only difference being that nothing is added
to the matrix to color or make opaque the finished
metal. It is in the preparation of this metal that salt
is indispensable. It acts only as a catalyst, being re-
covered afterward, but neither nation has ever had
enough salt to make all the armor they want.”

“Aren’t those monsters—karlono, I think you called
them—covered by the same thing? And what are
those animals, anyway ?”’ Dorothy asked.

“Yes, they are armored with arenak, and it is
thought that the beasts grow it, the same as fishes grow
scales. The karlono are the most frightful scourge of
Osnome, Very little is known of them, though every
scientist has theorized upon them since time immemo-
rial. It is very seldom that one is ever killed, as they
easily outfly our swiftest battleships, and only fight
when they can be victorious. To kill one requires a
succession of the heaviest high-explosive shells in the
same spot, a joint in the armor; and after the armor
is once penetrated, the animal is blown into such small
fragments that reconstruction is impossible, From such
remains it has been variously described as a bird, a
beast, a fish, and a vegetable; sexual, asexual, and
hermaphroditic. Its habitat is unknown, it being vari-
ously supposed to live high in the air, deep in the ocean,
and buried in the swamps. Another theory is that they
live upon one of our satellites, which encounters our
belt of atmosphere every karkam. Nothing is certainly
known about the monsters except their terrible de-
structiveness and their insatiable appetites. One of
them will devour five or six airships at one time, absorb-
ing the crews and devouring the cargo and all of the
vessels except the very hardest of the metal parts.”

“Do they usually go in groups?” asked Crane. “If
they do, I should think that a fleet of warships would
be necessary for every party.”

“No, they are almost always found alone, Only
very rarely are two found together. This is the first
time in history that more than two have ever been seen
together, Two battleships can always defeat one kar-
lon, so they are never attacked. With four battleships

‘Nalboon considered his expedition perfectly safe, espe-

cially as they are now rare. The navies hunted down
and killed what was supposed to be the last one upon
Osnome more than a karkam ago, and none have been
seen since, until we were attacked . . .”
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HE gong over the door sounded and the Kon-
dalians leaped to their positions back of the
Earthly visitors. The Kofedix went to the door. Nal-
boon brushed him aside and entered, escorted by a full
company of heavily-armed soldiery. A scowl of anger
was upon his face and he was plainly in an ugly mood.
“Stop, Nalboon of Mardonale!” thundered Seaton
in the Mardonalian tongue and with the full power of
his mighty voice. Dare you invade my privacy un-
announced and without invitation?”

The escort shrank back, but the Domak stood his
ground, although he was plainly taken aback. With
an apparent effort he smoothed his face into lines of
cordiality.

“I merely came to inquire why my guards are slain
and my palace destroyed by my honored guest?”

“As for slaying your guards, they sought to invade
my privacy. I warned them away, but one of them
was foolish enough to try to kill me. Then the
others attempted to raise their childish rifles against
me, and I was obliged to destroy them. As for the
wall, it happened to be in the way of the thought-
waves I hurled against your guards—consequently it
was demolished. An honored guest! Bah! Are hon-
ored guests put to the indignity of being touched by
the filthy hands of a mere ladex?”

“You do not object to the touch of slaves!” with a
wave of his hand toward the Kondalians.

“That is what slaves are for,” coldly. “Is a Domak
to wait upon himself in the court of Mardonale? But
to return to the issue. Were I an honored guest this
would never have happened. Know, Nalboon, that
when you attempt to treat a visiting Domak of MY
race as a low-born captive, you must be prepared to
suffer the consequences of your rashness!”

“May I ask how you, so recently ignorant, know
our language?” -

“You question me? That is bold! Know that I, the
Boss of the Road, show ignorance or knowledge, when
and where I please. You may go.”

CHAPTER XV. .
The Escape from Mardonale

1 HAT was a wonderful bluff, Dick!” exclaimed

I the Kofedix in English as soon as Nalboon and

his guards had disappeared. ‘“That was ex-

actly the tone to take with him, too—you’ve sure got
him guessing!”

“It seemed to get him, all right, but I'm wondering
how long it'll hold him. I think we’d better make a
dash for the Skylark right now, before he has time to
think it over, don’t you?”

“That is undoubtedly the best way,” Dunark re-
plied, lapsing into his own tongue. “Nalboon is plainly
in awe of you now, but if I understand him at all, he is
more than ever determined to seize your vessel, and
every darkam’s delay is dangerous.””

The Earth-people quickly secured the few personal
belongings they had brought with them. Stepping out
into the hall and waving away the guards, Seaton
motioned Dunark to lead the way. The other captives
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fell in behind, as they had done before, and the party
walked boldly toward the door of the palace. The
guards offered no opposition, but stood at attention
and saluted as they passed. As they approached the
entrance, however, Seaton saw the major-domo hurry-
ing away and surmised that he was carrying the news
to Nalboon. Outside the door, walking directly toward
the landing dock, Dunark spoke in a low voice to
Seaton, without turning. '

“Nalboon knows by this time that we are making
our escape, and it will be war to the death from here
to the Skylark. I do not think there'will be any
pursuit from the palace, but he has warned the officers
in charge of the dock and they will try to kill us as
soon as we step out of the elevator, perhaps sooner.
Nalboon intended to wit, but we have forced his hand
and the dock is undoubtedly swarming with soldiers
now. Shoot first and oftenest. Shoot first and think
afterward. Show no mercy, as you will receive none—
remember that the quality you call ‘mercy’ does not
exist upon Osnome.” .

Rounding a great metal statue about fifty feet from
the base of the towering dock, they saw that the door
leading into one of the elevators was wide open and
that two guards stood just inside it. As they caught
sight of the approaching party, the guards raised their
rifles; but, quick as they were, Seaton was quicker.
At the first sight of the open door he had made two
quick steps and had hurled himself across the inter-
vening forty feet in a long football plunge. Before the
two guards could straighten, he crashed into them, his
great momentum hurling them across the elevator cage
and crushing them into unconsciousness against its
metal wall.

“Good work!” said Dunark, as he preceded the others
into the elevator, and, after receiving Seaton’s permis-
sion, distributed the weapons of the two guards among
the men of his party. “Now we can surprise those
upon the roof. That was why you didn’t shoot?”

“Yes, I was afraid to risk a shot—it would give the
whole thing away,” Seaton replied, as he threw the
unconscious guards out into the grounds and closed
the massive door.

“Aren’t you going to kill them?” asked Sitar, amaze-
ment in every feature and a puzzled expression in her
splendid eyes. A murmur arose from the other Kon-
dalians, which was quickly silenced by the Kofedix.

“It is dishonorable for a soldier of Earth to kill a
helpless prisoner,” he said briefly. “We cannot under-
stand it, but we must not attempt to sway him in any
point of honor.”

Dunark stepped to the controls and the elevator shot
upward, stopping at a landing several stories below the
top of the dock. He took a peculiar device from his
belt and fitted it over the muzzle of his strange pistol.

“We will get out here,” he instructed the others,
“and go up the rest of the way by a little-used flight
of stairs. We will probably encounter some few
guards, but I can dispose of them without raising an
alarm. You will all stay behind me, please.”

Seaton remonstrated, and Dunark went on:

“No, Seaton, you have done your -share, and more.
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I am upon familiar ground now, and can do the work
alone better than if you were to help me. I will call
upon you, however, before we reach the dock.”

The Kofedix led the way, his pistol resting lightly
against his hip, and at the first turn of the corridor
they came full upon four guards. The pistol did not
move from its place at the side of the leader, but there
were four subdued clicks and the four guards dropped
dead, with bullets through their brains.

“Seaton, that is some silencer,” whispered DuQuesne,
“I didn’t suppose a silencer could work that fast.”

“They don’t use powder,” Seaton replied absently,
all his faculties directed toward the next corner. “The
bullets are propelled by an electrical charge.”

In the same manner Dunark disposed of several more
guards before the last stairway was reached.

¢ EATON,” he whispered in English, “now is the

time we need your rapid pistol-work and your
high-explosive shells. There must be hundreds of sol-
diers on the other side of that door, armed with
machine-cannon shooting high-explosive shells at the
rate of a thousand per minute. Our chance is this—
their guns are probably trained upon the elevators and
main stairways, since this passage is unused and none
of us would be expected to know of it. Most of them
don’t know of it themselves, It will take them a second
or two to bring their guns to bear upon us. We must
do all the damage we can—kill them all, if possible—
in that second or two. If Crane will lend me a pistol,
we’ll make the rush together.”

“I’ve a better scheme than that,” interrupted Du-
Quesne. “Next to you, Seaton, I'm the fastest man
with a gun here. Also, like you, I can use both hands
at once. Give me a couple of clips of those special
cartridges and you and I will blow that bunch into
the air before they know we’re here.”

It was decided that the two pistol experts should
take the lead, closely followed by Crane and Dunark.
The weapons were loaded to capacity and put in readi-
ness for instant use,

“Let’s go, bunch!” said Seaton. “The quicker we
start the quicker we’ll get back. Get ready to run out
there, all the rest of you, as soon as the battle’s over,
Ready? On your marks—get set—go!”

He kicked the door open and there was a stuttering
crash as the four automatic pistols simultaneously burst
into practically continuous flame—a cfash obliterated
by an overwhelming concussion of sound as the X-plo-
sive shells, sweeping the entire roof with a rapidly-
opening fan of death, struck their marks and exploded.
Well it was for the little group of wanderers that the
two men in the door were past masters in the art of
handling their weapons; well it was that they had in
their tiny pistol-bullets the explosive force of hundreds
of giant shells! For rank upon rank of soldiery were
massed upon the roof; rapid-fire cannon, terrible en-
gines of destruction, were pointing toward the elevators
and toward the main stairways and approaches. But
so rapid and fierce was the attack, that even those
trained gunners had no time to point their guns. The
battle lasted little more than a second, being over before
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either Crane or Dunark could fire a shot, and silence
again reigned even while broken and shattered remnants
of the guns and fragments of the metal and stone of
the dock were still falling to the ground through a fine
mist of what had once been men. :

Assured by a rapid glance that not a single Mar-
donalian remained upon the dock, Seaton turned back
to the others.

“Make it snappy, bunch! This is going to be a
mighty unhealthy spot for us in a few minutes.”

Dorothy threw her arms around his neck in relief.
With one arm about her, he hastily led the way across
the dock toward the Skylark, choosing the path with
care because of the yawning holes blown into the struc-
ture by the terrific force of the explosions. The Sky-
lark was still in place, held immovable by the attractor,
but what a sight she was! Her crystal windows were
shattered ; her mighty plates of four-foot Norwegian
armor were bent and cracked and twisted ; two of her
doors, warped and battered, hung awry from their
broken hinges. Not a shell had struck her: all this
damage had been done by flying fragments of the
guns and of the dock itself; and Seaton and Crane,
who had developed the new explosive, stood aghast
at its awful power.

They hastily climbed into the vessel, and Seaton
assured himself that the controls were uninjured.

“I hear battleships,” Dunark said. “Is it permitted
that I operate one of your machine guns?”

“Go as far as you like,” responded Seaton, as he
placed the women beneath the copper bar—the safest
place in the vessel—and leaped to the instrument board.
Before he reached it, and while DuQuesne, Crane, and
Dunark were hastening to the guns, the whine of giant
helicopter-screws was plainly heard. A ranging shell
from the first warship, sighted a little low, exploded
against the side of the dock beneath them. Ie reached
the levers just as the second shell screamed through the
air a bare four feet above them. As he shot the Sky-
lark into the air under five notches of power, a steady
stream of the huge bombs poured through the spot
where, an instant before, the vessel had been. Crane
and DuQuesne aimed several shots at the battleships,
which were approaching from all sides, but the range
was so extreme that no damage was done,

They heard the continuous chattering of the machine
gun operated by the Kofedix, however, and turned
toward him, He was shooting, not at the warships,
but at the city rapidly growing smaller beneath them;
moving the barrel of the rifle in a tiny spiral; spraying
the entire city with death and destruction! As they
looked, the first of the shells reached the ground, just
as Dunark ceased firing for lack of ammunition. They
saw the palace disappear as if by magic, being instantly
blotted out in a cloud of dust—a cloud which, with a
spiral motion of dizzying rapidity, increased in size
until it obscured the entire city.

AVING attained sufficient altitude to be safe
from any possible pursuit and out of range of
even the heaviest guns, Seaton stopped the vessel and
went out into the main compartment to consult with
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the other members of the group, about their next move.

“It sure does feel good to get a breath of cool air,
folks,” he said, as he drew with relief a deep breath
of the air, which, at that great elevation, was of an icy
temperature and very thin. He glanced at the little
group of Kondalians as he spoke, then leaped back to
the instrument board with an apology on his lips—
they were gasping for breath and shivering with the
cold. He switched on the heating coils and dropped
the Skylark rapidly in a long descent toward the ocean.

“If that is the temperature you enjoy, I understand
at last why you wear clothes,” said the Kofedix, as soon
as he could talk.

“Do not your planes fly up into the regions of low
temperature?” asked Crane.

“Only occasionally, and all high-flying vessels are
enclosed and heated to our normal temperature. We
have heavy wraps, but we dislike to wear them so
intensely that we never subject ourselves to any cold.”

“Well, there’s no accounting for tastes,” returned
Seaton, “but I can’t hand your climate a thing. It’s
hotter even than Washington in August; ‘and that,” as
the poet feelingly remarked, ‘is going some?!

“But there’s no reason for sitting here in the dark,”
he continued, as he switched on the powerful daylight
lamps which lighted the vessel with the nearest approach
to sunlight possible to produce. As soon as the lights
were on, Dorothy looked intently at the strange women.

“Now we can see what color they really are,” she
explained to her lover in a low voice. “Why, they
aren’t so very different from what they were before,
except that the colors are much softer and more pleas-
ing. They really are beautiful, in spite of being green.
Don’t you think so, Dick 7’

“They’re a handsome bunch, all right,” he agreed,
and they were. Their skins were a light, soft green,
tanned to an olive shade by their many fervent suns.
Their teeth were a brilliant and shining grass-green.
Their eyes and their long, thick hair were a glossy
black.

The Kondalians looked at the Earthly visitors and
at each other, and the women uttered exclamations of
horror.

“What a frightful light?” exclaimed Sitar. “Please
shut it off. I would rather be in total darkness than
look like this!”

“What’s the matter, Sitar "’ asked the puzzled Dor-
othy as Seaton turned off the lights. “You look per-
fectly stunning in this light.”

“They see things differently than we do,” explained
Seaton. “Their optic nerves react differently than
ours do. While we look all right to them, and they
look all right to us, in both kinds of light, they look
just as different to themselves under our daylight lamps
as we do to ourselves in their green light. Is that
explanation clear?”

“It's clear enough as far as it goes, but what do
they look like to themselves?”

“That’s too deep for me—I can’t explain it, any
better than you can. Take the Osnomian color ‘mlap,’
for instance. Can you describe it ?”’

“It’s a kind of greenish orange—but it seems as
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though it ought not to look like that color either.”

“That’s it, exactly. From the knowledge you re-
ceived from the educator, it should be a brilliant purple.
That is due to the difference.in the optic nerves, which
explains why we see things so differently from the
way the Osnomians do. Perhaps they can describe
the way they look to each other in our white light.”

“Can you, Sitar?” asked Dorothy.

“One word describes it—"‘horrible,” ” replied the Kon-
dalian princess, and her husband added: :

“The colors are distorted and unrecognizable, just
as your colors are to your eyes in our light.”

“Well, now that the color question is answered, let’s
get going. I pretty nearly asked you the way, Dunark
—forgot that I know it as well as you do.”

HE Skylark set off at as high an altitude as the

Osnomians could stand. As they neared the ocean,
several great Mardonalian battleships, warned of the
escape, sought to intercept them; but the Skylark
hopped over them easily, out of range of their heavi-
est guns, and flew onward at such speed that pursuit
was not even attempted. The ocean was quickly crossed.
Soon the space-car came to rest over a great city, and
Seaton pointed out the palace; which, with its landing
dock nearby, was very similar to that of Nalboon, in the
capital city of Mardonale,

Crane drew Seaton to one side,

“Do you think it is safe to trust these Kondalians,
any more than it was the others? How would it be
to stay in the Lark instead of going into the palace?”

“Yes, Mart, this bunch can be trusted. Dunark has
a lot of darn queer ideas, but he’s square as a die. He’s
our friend, and will get us the copper. We have no
choice now, anyway, look at the bar. We haven’t an
ounce of copper left—we’re down to the plating in
spots. Besides, we couldn’t go anywhere if we had a
ton of copper, because the old bus is a wreck. She
won'’t hold air—you could throw a cat out through the
shell in any direction. She'll have to have a lot of work
done on her before we can think of leaving. As to
staying in her, that wouldn’t help us a bit. Steel is as
soft as wood to these folks—their shells would go
through her as though she were made of mush, They
are made of metal that is harder than diamond and
tougher than rubber, and when they strike they bore
in like drill-bits. If they are out to-get us they’ll do
it anyway, whether we’re here or there, so we may as-
well be guests. But there’s no danger, Mart, You
know I swapped brains with him, and I know him as
well as I know myself. He’s a good, square man—
one of our kind of folks.” _

Convinced, Crane nodded his head and the Skylark
dropped toward the dock. While they were still high
in air, Dunark took an instrument from his belt and
rapidly manipulated a small lever. The others felt the
air vibrate—a peculiar, pulsating wave, which, to the
surprise of the Earthly visitors, they could read with-
out difficulty. It was a message from the Kofedix to
the entire city, telling of the escape of his party and
giving the news that he was accompanied by two great
Karfedo from another world. Then the pulsations be-
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came unintelligible, and all knew that he had tuned his
instrument away from the “general” key into the indi-
vidual key of some one person,

“I just let my father, the Karfedix, know that we
are coming,” he explained, as the vibrations ceased.

From the city beneath them hundreds of great guns
roared forth a welcome, banners and streamers hung
from every possible point, and the air became tinted
and perfumed with a bewildering variety of colors and
scents and quivered with the rush of messages of wel-
come. The Skylark was soon surrounded by a majes-
tic fleet of giant warships, who escorted her with im-
pressive ceremony to the landing dock, while around
them flitted great numbers of other aircraft. The tiny
one-man helicopters darted hither and thither, appar-
ently always in imminent danger of colliding with
some of their larger neighbors, but always escaping as
though by a miracle. Beautiful pleasure-planes soared
and dipped and wheeled like giant gulls; and, cleaving
their stately way through the numberless lesser craft;
immense multiplane passenger liners partially supported
by helicopter screws turned aside from their scheduled
courses to pay homage to the Kofedix of Kondal.

As the Skylark approached the top of the dock, all
the escorting vessels dropped away and Crane saw
that instead of the brilliant assemblage he had ex-
pected to see upon the landing-place there was only a
small group of persons, as completely unadorned as
were those in the car. In answer to his look of sur-
prise, the Kofedix said, with deep feeling:

“My father, mother, and the rest of the family. They
know that we, as escaped captives, would be without
harness or trappings, and are meeting us in the same
state.”

EATON brought the vessel to the dock near the

little group, and the Earthly visitors remained in-
side their vessel while the rulers of Kondal welcomed
the sons and daughters they had given up for dead.

After the affecting reunion, which was very similar
to an earthly one under similar circumstances, the
Kofedix led his father up to the Skylark and his guests
stepped down upon the dock.

“Friends,” Dunark began, “I have told you of my
father, Roban, the Karfedix of Kondal. Father, it is
a great honor to present to you those who rescued us
from Mardonale—Seaton, Karfedix of Knowledge;
Crane, Karfedix of Wealth; Miss Vaneman ; and Miss
Spencer. Karfedix DuQuesne,”. waving his hand
toward him, “is a lesser Karfedix of Knowledge, cap-
tive to the others.”

“The Kofedix Dunark exaggerates our services,”
deprecated Seaton, “and doesn’t mention the fact that
he saved all our lives. But for him we all should have
been killed.”

The Karfedix, disregarding Seaton’s remark, ac-
knowledged the indebtedness of Kondal in heartfelt
accents before he led them back to the other party and
made the introductions. As all walked toward the ele-
vators, the emperor turned to his son with a puzzled
expression.

“I know from your message, Dunark, that our guests
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are from a distant solar system, and I can understand
your accident with the educator, but I cannot under-
stand the titles of these men. Knowledge and wealth
are not ruled over, Are you sure that you have trans-
lated their titles correctly?”

“As correctly as I can—we have no words in our
language to express the meaning. Their government
is a most peculiar one, the rulers all being chosen by
the people of the whole nation . ..”

“Extraordinary!” interjected the older man. “How,
then, can anything be accomplished ?”

“I do not understand the thing myself, it is so utterly
unheard-of. But they have no royalty, as we under-
stand the term. In America, their country, every man
is equal. -

“That is,” he hastened to correct himself, “they are
not all equal, either, as they have two classes which
would rank with royalty—those who have attained to
great heights of knowledge and those who have
amassed great wealth. This explanation is entirely
inadequate and does not give the right idea of their
positions, but it is as close as I can come to the truth
in our language.”

“I am surprised that you should be carrying a pris-

. otier with you, Karfedo,” said Roban, addressing Sea-

ton and Crane. “You will, of course, be at perfect
liberty to put him to death in any way that pleases you,
just as though you were in your own kingdoms. But
perchance you are saving him so that his death will
crown your home-coming ?”’

The Kofedix spoke in answer while Seaton, usually
so quick to speak, was.groping for words.

“No, father, he is not to be put to death., That is
another peculiar custom of the Earth-men; they con-
sider it dishonorable to harm a captive, or even an
unarmed enemy. For that reason we must treat the
Karfedix DuQuesne with every courtesy due his rank,
but at the same time he is to be allowed to do only
such things as may be permitted by Seaton and Crane.”

“Yet they do not seem to be a weak race,” mused
the older man.

“They are a mighty race, far advanced in evolu-
tion,” replied his son. “It is not weakness, but a
peculiar moral code. We have many things to learn
from them, and but few to give them in return, Their
visit will mean much to Kondal.”

URING this conversation they had descended to
the ground and had reached the palace, after
traversing grounds even more sumptuous and splendid
than those surrounding the palace of Nalboon. Inside
the palace walls the Kofedix himself led the guests to
their rooms,- accompanied by the major-domo and an
escort of guards. He explained to them that the rooms
were all inter-communicating, each having a completely
equipped bathroom.

“Complete except for cold water, you mean,’
Seaton with a smile,

“There is cold water,” rejoined the other, leading
him into the bathroom and releasing a ten-inch stream
of lukewarm water into the small swimming pool, built
of polished metal, which forms part of every Kon-
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dalian bathroom. “But I am forgetting that you like
extreme cold. We will install refrigerating machines
at once.”

“Don’t do it—thanks just the same. We won’t be
here long enough to make it worth while.”

Dunark smilingly replied that he would make his
guests as comfortable as he could, and after inform-
ing them that in one kam he would return and escort
them in to koprat, took his leave. Scarcely had the
guests freshened themselves when he was back, but
he was no longer the Dunark they had known. He now
wore a metal-and-leather harness which was one blaze
of precious gems, and a leather belt hung with jeweled
weapons replaced the familiar hollow girdle of metal.
His right arm, between the wrist and the elbow, was
almost covered by six bracelets of a transparent metal,
deep cobalt-blue in color, each set with an incredibly
brilliant stone of the same shade. On his left wrist
he wore an Osnomian chronometer. This was an
instrument resembling the odometer of an automobile,
whose numerous revolving segments revealed a large
and constantly increasing number—the date and time
of the Osnomian day, expressed in a decimal number
of the karkamo of Kondalian history.

“Greetings, oh guests from Earth! I feel more like
myself, now that I am again in my trappings and
have my weapons at my side. Will you accompany
me to koprat, or are you not hungry?”’ as he attached
the peculiar timepieces to the wrists of the guests, with
bracelets of the deep-blue metal.

“We accept with thanks,” replied Dorothy promptly.
“We’re starving to death, as usual.”

As they walked toward the dining hall, Dunark
noticed that Dorothy’s eyes strayed toward his brace-
lets, and he answered her unasked question:

“These are our wedding rings. Man and wife ex-
change bracelets as part of the ceremony.”

“Then you can tell whether a man is married or
not, and how many wives he has, simply by looking
at his arm? We should have something like that on
Earth, Dick—then married men wouldn’t find it so
easy to pose as bachelors!”

Roban met them at the door of the great dining hall.
He also was in full panoply, and Dorothy counted ten
of the heavy bracelets upon his right arm as he led
them to places near his own. The room was a replica
of the other Osnomian dining hall they had seen and
the women were decorated with the same barbaric
splendor of scintillating gems.

After the meal, which was a happy one, taking the
nature of a celebration in honor of the return of the
captives, DuQuesne went directly to his room while
the others spent the time until the zero hour in strolling
about the splendid grounds, always escorted by many
guards. Returning to the room occupied by the two
girls, the couples separated, each girl accompanying
her lover to the door of his room.

Margaret was ill at ease, though trying hard to ap-
pear completely self-possessed.

“What is the matter, sweetheart Peggy?” asked
Crane, solicitously.

“I didn’t know that you . .
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she broke off and
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continued with a rush: “What did the Kofedix mean

just now, when he called you the Karfedix of
Wealth?” y

“Well, you see, I happen to have some money . . .
he began.

“Then you are the great M. Reynolds Crane?” she
interrupted, in consternation,

“Leave off ‘the great,’ ” he said, then, noting her ex-
pression, he took her in his arms and laughed slightly.

“Is that all that was bothering you? What does a
little money amount to between you and me?”

“Nothing—but I'm awfully glad that I didn’t know
it before,” she replied, as she returned his caress with
fervor. “That is, it means nothing if you are perfectly
sure I'm not . . .” '

Crane, the imperturbable, broke a life-long rule and
interrupted her.

“Do not say that, dear. You know as well as I do
that between you and me there never have been, are
not now, and never shall be, any doubts or any
questions.”

“I F I could have a real cold bath now, I'd feel fine,”
remarked Seaton, standing in his own door with
Dorothy by his side. “I’'m no blooming Englishman,
but in weather as hot as this I sure would like to dive
into a good cold tank. How do you feel after all
this excitement, Dottie? Up to standard?”’

“I'm scared purple,” she replied, nestling against
him, “or, at least, if not exactly scared, I’'m apprehen-
sive and nervous. I always thought I had good nerves,
but everything here is so horrible and unreal, that I
can’t help but feel it. When I'm with you I really
enjoy the experience, but when I'm alone or with
Peggy, especially in the sleeping-period, which is so
awfully long and when it seems that something ter-
rible is going to happen every minute, my mind goes
off in spite of me into thoughts of what may happen.
Why, last night, Peggy and I just huddled up to each
other in a ghastly yellow funk—dreading we knew not
what—the two of us slept hardly at all.”

“I'm sorry, little girl,” replied Seaton, embracing her
tenderly, “sorrier than I can say. I know that your
nerves are all right, but you haven’t roughed it enough,
or lived in strange environments enough, to be able
to feel at home. The reason you feel safer with me is
that I feel perfectly at home here myself, not that your
nerves are going to pieces or anything like that. It
won’t be for long, though, sweetheart—as soon as we
get the chariot fixed up we’ll beat it back to the Earth
so fast it'll make your head spin.”

“Yes, I think that’s the reason, lover. I hope you
won’t think I'm a clinging vine, but I can’t help being
afraid of something here every time I'm away from
you. You're so self-reliant, so perfectly at ease here,
that it makes me feel the same way.”

“I am perfectly at ease. There’s nothing to be afraid
of. I've been in hundreds of worse places, right on
Earth. I sure wish I could be with you all the time,
sweetheart girl—only you can understand, just how
much I wish it—but, as I said before, it won’t be long
until we can be together all the time.”
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Dorothy pushed him into his room, followed him
within it, closed the door, and put both hands on his
arm.

“Dick, sweetheart,” she whispered, while a hot blush
suffused her face, “you’re not as dumb as I thought
vou were—you're dumber! But if you simply won't
say it, I will. Don’t you know that a marriage that is
legal where it is performed is legal anywhere, and
that no law says that the marriage must be performed
upon the Earth?”

He pressed her to his heart in a mighty embrace,
and his low voice showed in every vibration the depth
of the feeling he held for the beautiful woman in his
arms as he replied:

“I never thought of that, sweetheart, and I wouldn’t
have dared mention it if I had. You’re so far away
from your family and your friends that it would
seem ., .” _

“It wouldn’t seem anything of the kind,” she broke
in earnestly. “Don’t you see, you big, dense, wonder-
ful man, that it is ‘the only thing to do? We need
each other, or at least, I need you, so much now . ..”

“Say ‘each other’; it’s right,” declared her lover with
fervor.

“It’s foolish to wait. Mother would like to have
seen me married, of course; but there will be great
advantages, even on that side. A grand wedding, of
the kind we would simply have to have in Washing-
ton, doesn’t appeal to me any more than it does to
you—and it would bore you to extinction. Dad would
hate it, too—it’s better all around to be married here.”

Seaton, who had been trying to speak, silenced her.

“I"'m convinced, Dottie, have been ever since the first
word. If you can see it that way I'h so glad that
I can’t express it. I've been scared stiff every time I
thought of our wedding. TI'll speak to the Karfedix
the first thing in the morning, and we'll be married
tomorrow—or rather today, since it is past the zero
kam.” as he glanced at the chronometer upon his wrist,
which, driven by wireless impulses from the master-
clock in the national observatory, was clicking off the
darkamo with an almost inaudible purr of its smoothly-
revolving segments.

“How would it be to wake him up and have it done
now >”

“Oh, Dick, be reasonable! That would never do.
Tomorrow will be most awfully sudden, as it is! And
Dick, please speak to Martin, will you? Peggy’s even
more scared than I am, and Martin, the dear old
stupid, is even less likely to suggest such a thing as
this kind of a wedding than you are. Peggy’s afraid
to suggest it to him.”

“Woman!” he said in mock sternness, ‘“Is this a
put-up job?”

“It certainly is. Did you think I had nerve enough
to do it without help?”

Seaton turned and opened the door.

““Mart! Bring Peggy over here!” he called, as he
led Dorothy back into the girls’ room.

“Heavens, Dick, be careful! You'll spoil the whole
thing !”

“No, T won’t. Leave it to me—I bashfully admit
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that I'm a regular bear-cat at this diplomatic stuff.
Watch my smoke!”

“Folks,” he said, when the four were together,
“Dottie and I have been talking things over, and we’ve
decided that today’s the best possible date for a wed-
ding. Dottie’s afraid of these long, daylight nights,
and I admit that 1'd sleep a lot sounder if I knew
where she was all the time instead of only part of it.
She says she’s willing, provided you folks see it the
same way and make it double. How about it?”

Margaret blushed furiously and Crane’s lean, hand-
some face assumed a darker color as he replied:

“A marriage here would, of course, be legal any-
where, provided we have a certificate, and we could
be married again upon our return if we think it de-
sirable. It might look as though we were taking an
unfair advantage of the girls, Dick, but considering all
the circumstances, I think it would be the best thing
for everyone concerned.”

He saw the supreme joy in Margaret’s eyes, and his
own assumed a new light as he drew her into the
hollow of his arm.

“Peggy has known me only a short time, but noth-
ing else in the world is as certain as our love. It is
the bride’s privilege to set the date, so I will only say
that it cannot be too soon for me.”

“The sooner the better,” said Margaret, with a blush
that would have been divine in any earthly light, “did
you say ‘today,” Dick ?”’

“T’l} see the Karfedix as soon as he gets up,” he
answered, and walked with Dorothy to his door.

“I’'m just too supremely happy for words,” Dorothy
whispered in Seaton’s ear as he bade her good-night.
“I won’t be able to sleep or anything!” :

CHAPTER XVI.
An Osnomian Marriage

EATON awoke, hot and uncomfortable, but with
S a great surge of joy in his heart—this was his
wedding day! Springing from the bed, he re-
leased the full stream of the “cold” water, filling the
tank in a few moments. Poising lightly upon the edge,
he made a clean, sharp dive, and yelled in surprise as
he came snorting to the surface. For Dunark had made
good his promise—the water was only a few degrees
above the freezing point! After a few minutes of
vigorous splashing in the icy water, he rubbed himself
down with a coarse towel, shaved, threw on his clothes,
and lifted his powerful, but musical, bass voice in
the wedding chorus from “The Rose Maiden.”

“Rise, sweet maid, arise, arise,

“Rise, sweet maid, arise, arise,

“’Tis the last fair morning for thy maiden eyes,”
he sang lustily, out of his sheer joy in being alive, and
was surprised to hear Dorothy’s clear soprano, Mar-
garet’s pleasing contralto, and Crane’s mellow tenor
chime in from the adjoining room. Crane threw open
the door and Seaton joined the others.

“Good morning, Dick, you sound happy,” said Crane.

“Who wouldn’t be? Look what’s doing today,” as
he ardently embraced his bride-to-be. “Besides, I found
some cold water this morning.”
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“Everyone in the palace heard you discovering it,”
dryly returned Crane, and the girls laughed merrily.

“It surprised me at first,” admitted Seaton, “but it’s
great after a fellow once gets wet.”

“We warmed ours a trifle,
cold bath myself, but not in ice-water.”

All four became silent, thinking of the coming event
of the day, until Crane said:

“They have ministers here, I know, and I know
something of their religion, but my knowledge is
rather vague. You know more about it than we do,
Dick, suppose you tell us about it while we wait.”

Seaton paused a moment, with an odd look on his
face. As one turning the pages of an unfamiliar book
of reference, he was seeking the answer to Crane’s
question in the vast store of Osnomian information
received from Dunark. His usually ready speech came
a little slowly.

“Well, as nearly as I can explain it, it’s a funny kind
of a mixture—partly theology, partly Darwinism, or at
least, making a fetish of evolution, and partly pure
economic determinism. They believe in a Supreme
Being, whom they call the First Cause—that is the
nearest English equivalent—and they recognize the
existence of an immortal and unknowable life-principle,
or soul. They believe that the First Cause has decreed
the survival of the fittest as the fundamental law, which
belief accounts for their perfect physiques .. .”

“Perfect physiques? Why, they’re as weak as chil-
dren,” interrupted Dorothy.

“Yes, but that is because of the smallness of the
planet,” returned Seaton. “You see, a man of my
size weighs only eighty-six pounds here, on a spring
balance, so he would need only the muscular develop-
ment of a boy of twelve or so. In a contest of strength,
either of you girls could easily handle two of the
strongest men upon Osnome. In fact, the average
Osnomian could stand up on our Earth only with the
greatest difficulty. But that isn’t the fault of the
people ; they are magnificently developed for their sur-
roundings. They have attained this condition by cen-
turies of weeding out the unfit. They have no hos-
pitals for the feeble-minded or feeble-bodied—abnormal
persons are not allowed to live. The same reasoning
accounts for their perfect cleanliness, moral and physi-
cal, Vice is practically unknown. They believe that
clean living and clean thinking are rewarded by the
production of a better physical and mental type .. .”

“Yes, especially as they correct wrong living by those
terrible punishments the Kofedix told us about,” in-
terrupted Margaret.

“That probably helps some. They also believe that
the higher the type is, the faster will evolution proceed,
and the sooner will mankind reach what they call the
Ultimate Goal, and know all things. Believing as they
do that the fittest must survive, and thinking them-
selves, of course, the superior type, it is ordained that
Mardonale must be destroyed utterly, root and branch.
They believe that the slaves are so low in the scale,
millions of years behind in evolution, that they do not
count. Slaves are simply intelligent and docile animals,
little more than horses or oxen. Mardonalians and

” said Dorothy, “I like a
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savages are unfit to survive and must be exterminated.

“Their ministers are chosen from the very fittest.
They are the strongest, cleanest-living, and most vigor-
ous men of this clean and vigorous nation, and are usu-
ally high army officers as well as ministers.”

N attendant announced the coming of the Karfedix
and his son, to pay the call of state. After the
ceremonious greetings had been exchanged, all went
into the dining hall for darprat. As soon as the meal
was over, Seaton brought up the question of the double
wedding that kokam, and the Karfedix was overjoyed.
“Karfedix Seaton,” he said earnestly, “nothing could
please us more than to have such a ceremony performed
in our palace. Marriage between such highly-evolved
persons as are you four is wished by the First Cause,
whose servants we are. Aside from that, it is an
unheard-of honor for any ruler to have even one karfe-
dix married beneath his roof, and you are granting me
the privilege of two! I thank you, and assure you that
we will do our poor best to make the occasion
memorable.” .

“Don’t do anything fancy,” said Seaton hastily.
simple, plain wedding will do.”

Unheeding Seaton’s remark, the Karfedlx took his
wireless from its hook at hlS belt and sent a brief
message.

“I have summoned Karbiv Tarnan to perform the
ceremony. Our usual time for ceremonies is just be=~
fore koprat—is that time satisfactory to you?”

Assured that it was, he turned to his son.

“Dunark, you are more familiar than I with the
customs of our illustrious visitors, May I ask you
to take charge of the details?”

While Dunark sent a rapid succession of messages,
Dorothy whispered to Seaton:

“They must be going to make a real function of our
double wedding, Dick. The Karbix is the highest
dignitary of the church, isn’t he?”

“Yes, in addition to being the Commander-in-Chief
of all the Kondalian armies. Next to the Karfedix he
is the most powerful man in the empire” Something
tells me, Dottie, that this is going to be SOME cere-
mony !”

As Dunark finished telegraphing, Seaton turned to
him.

“Dorothy said, a while ago, that she would like to
have enough of that tapestry-fabric for a dress. Do
you suppose it could be managed ?”’

“Certainly. In all state ceremonials we always wear
robes made out of the same fabric as the tapestries, but
much finer and more delicate. I would have suggested
it, but thought perhaps the ladies would prefer their
usual clothing. I know that you two men do not care
to wear our robes?”

“We will wear white ducks, the dressiest and coolest
things we have along,” replied Seaton. “Thank you
for your offer, but you know how it is. We should
feel out of place in such gorgeous dress.”

“I understand. I will call in a few of our most
expert robe-makers, who will weave the gowns. Before
they come, let us decide upon the ceremony. I think

“A
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you are familiar with our marriage customs, but T will
explain them to make sure. Each couple is married
twice. The first marriage is symbolized by the ex-
change of plain bracelets and lasts four karkamo, dur-
ing which period divorce may be obtained at will. The
children of such divorced couples formerly became
wards of the state, but in my lifetime I have not heard
of there being any such children—all divorces are now
between couples who discover their incompatibility be-
fore children are conceived.”

“That surprises me greatly,” said Crane. “Some
system of trial-marriage is advocated among us on
Earth every few years, but they all so surely degener-

ate into free love that no such system has found a

foothold.”

“We are not troubled in that way at all. You see,
before the first marriage, each couple, from the hum-
blest peasantry to the highest royalty, must submit to
a mental examination., If they are marrying for any
reason at all other than love, such as any thought of
trifling in the mind of the man, or if the woman is
marrying him for his wealth or position, he or she
is summarily executed, regardless of station.”

No other questions being asked, Dunark continued:

“At the end of four karkamo the second marriage
is performed, which is indissoluble. In this ceremony
jeweled bracelets are substituted for the plain ones. In
the case of highly-evolved persons it is permitted that
the two ceremonies be combined into one. Then there
is a third ceremony, used only in the marriage of
persons of the very highest evolution, in which the
‘eternal’ vows are taken and the faidon, the eternal
jewel, is exchanged. As you are all in the permitted
class, you may use the eternal ceremony if you wish.”

“I think we all know our minds well enough to know
that we want to be married for good—the longer the
better,” said Seaton, positively, “We’ll make it the
eternal, won't we, folks?”

“I should like to ask one question,” said Crane,
thoughtfully, “Does that ceremony imply that my wife
would be breaking her vows if she married again upon
my death?”

“Far from it. Numbers of our men are killed every
karkam. Their wives, if of marriageable age, are
expected to marry again. Then, too, you know that
most Kondalian men have several wives. No matter
how many wives or husbands may be linked together
in that way, it merely means that after death their
spirits will be grouped into one. Just as in your
chemistry,” smiling in comradely fashion at Seaton,
“a varying number of elements may unite to form a
stable compound.”

FTER a short pause, the speaker went on:

“Since vou are from the Earth and unaccus-
tomed to bracelets, rings will be substituted for them.
The plain rings will. take the place of your Earthly
wedding rings, the jeweled ones that of your engage-
ment rings. The only difference is that while we dis-
card the plain bracelets, you will continue to wear
them. Have you men any objections to wearing the
rings during the ceremony? You may discard them
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later if you wish and still keep the marriage valid.”

“Not I! T’ll wear mine all my life,” responded Sea-
ton earnestly, and Crane expressed the same thought.

“There is only one more thing,” added the Kofedix.
“That is, about the mental examination. Since it is
not your custom, it is probable that the justices would
waive the ruling, especially since everyone must be
examined by a jury of his own or a superior rank, so
that only one man, my father alone, could examine
you.))

“Not in a thousand years!” replied Seaton em-
phatically. “I want to be examined, and have Dor-
othy see the record. I don’t care about having her
put through it, but I want her to know exactly the kind
of a guy she is getting.”

Dorothy protested at this, but as all four were eager
that they themselves should be tested, the Karfedix was
notified and Dunark clamped sets of multiple electrodes,
connected to a set of instruments, upon the temples of
his father, Dorothy, and Seaton. He pressed a lever,
and instantly Dorothy and Seaton read each other’s
minds to the minutest detail, and each knew that the
Karfedix was reading the minds of both.

After Margaret and Crane had been examined, the
Karfedix expressed himself as more than satisfied.

“You are all of the highest evolution and your
minds are all untainted by any base thoughts in your
marriage. The First Cause will smile upon your
unions,” he said solemnly,

“Let the robe-makers appear,” the Karfedix ordered,
and four women, hung with spools of brilliantly-
colored wire of incredible fineness and with peculiar
looms under their arms, entered the room and accom-
panied the two girls to their apartment.

As soon as the room was empty save for the four
men, Dunark said:

“While 1 was in Mardonale, T heard bits of con-
versation regarding an immense military discovery pos-
sessed by Nalboon, besides the gas whose deadly effects
we felt. T could get no inkling of its nature, but feel
sure that it is something to be dreaded. I also heard
that both of these secrets had been stolen from Kon-
dal, and that we were to be destroyed by our own su-
perior inventions.”

The Karfedix nodded his head gloomily.

“That is true, my son—partly true, at least. We shall
not be destroyed, however. Iondal shall triumph. The
discoveries were made by a Kondalian, but T am as
ignorant as are you concerning their nature. An obscure
inventor, living close to the bordering ocean, was the
discoverer., He was rash enough to wireless me con-
cerning them, He would not reveal their nature, but
requested a guard. The Mardonalian patrol intercepted
the message and captured both him and his discoveries
before our guard could arrive.”

“That’s easily fixed,” suggested Seaton. “Let’s get
the Skylark fixed up, and we’ll go jerk Nalboon out
of his palace—if he’s still alive—bring him over here,-
and read his mind.”

“That might prove feasible,” answered the Kofedix,
“and in any event we must repair the Skylark and re-
plenish her supply of copper immediately. That must
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be our first consideration, so that you, our guests, will
have a protection in any emergency.”

The Karfedix went to his duties and the other three
made their way to the wrecked space-car. They found
that besides the damage done to the hull, many of the
instruments were broken, including one of the object-
compasses focused upon the Earth,

“Jt’s a good thing you had three of them, Mart.
I sure hand it to you for preparedness,” said Seaton,
as he tossed the broken instruments out upon the dock.
Dunark protested at this treatment, and placed the
discarded instruments in a strong metal safe, remark-
ing:

g“These things may prove useful at some future
time.”

“Well, I suppose the first thing to do is to get some
powerful jacks and straighten these plates,” said
Seaton.

“Why not throw away this soft metal, steel, and build
it of arenak, as it should be built? You have plenty
of salt,” suggested Dunark.

“Fine! We have lots of salt in the galley, haven't
we, Mart?”

“Yes, nearly a hundred pounds. We are stocked
for emergencies, with two years’ supply of food, you
know.”

DUNARK’S eyes opened in astonishment at the
amount mentioned, in spite of his knowledge of
earthly conditions. He started to say something, then
stopped in confusion, but Seaton divined his thought.

“We can spare him fifty pounds as well as not,
can’t we, Mart?”

“Certainly. Fifty pounds of salt is a ridiculously
cheap price for what he is doing for us, even though
it is very rare here.”

Dunark acknowledged the gift with shining eyes and:

heartfelt, but not profuse, thanks, and bore the precious
bag to the palace under a heavy escort. Ie returned
with a small army of workmen, and after making tests
to assure himself that the power-bar would work as
well through arenak as through steel, he instructed the
officers concerning the work to be done. As the won-
derfully skilled mechanics set to work without a single
useless motion, the prince stood silent, with a look of
care upon his handsome face.

“Worrying about Mardonale, Dunark ?”’

“Yes. I cannot help wondering what that terrible
new engine of destruction is, which Nalboon now has
at his command.”

“Say, why don’t you build a bus like the Skylark
and blow Mardonale off the map?”

“Building the vessel would be easy enough, but X 15
as yet unknown upon Osnome.”

“We’ve got a lot of it . . .”

“I could not accept it. The salt was different, since
you have plenty. X, however, is as scarce upon Earth
as salt is upon Osnome.”

“Sure you can accept it. We stopped at a planet
that has lots of it, and we've got an object-compass
pointing at it so that we can go back and get more of
it any time we want it. We've got more of it on hand
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now than we’re apt to need for a long time, so have a
hunk and get busy,” and he easily carried one of the
lumps out of his cabin and tossed it upon the dock, from

‘whence it required two of Kondal’s strongest men to

lift it.

The look of care vanished from the face of the prince
and he summoned another corps of mechanics.

“How thick shall the walls be? Our battleships are
armed with arenak the thickness of a hand, but with
your vast supply of salt you may have it any thickness
you wish, since the materials of the matrix are cheap
and abundant.”

“One inch would be enough, but everything in the bus
is designed for a four-foot shell, and if we change it
from four feet we’ll have to redesign our guns and all
our instruments. Let’s make it four feet.”

Seaton turned to the crippled Skylark, upon which
the first crew of Kondalian mechanics were working
with skill and with tools undreamed-of upon Earth.
The whole interior of the vessel was supported by a
complex falsework of latticed metal, then the four-foot
steel plates and the mighty embers, the pride of the
great MacDougall, were cut away as though they were
made of paper by revolving saws and enormous power
shears. The sphere, grooved for the repellers and with
the members, braces, and central machinery complete,
of the exact dimensions of the originals, was rapidly
moulded of a stiff, plastic substance resembling clay.
This matrix soon hardened into a rock-like mass into
which the doors, machine-gun emplacements, and other
openings were carefully cut. All surfaces were then
washed with a dilute solution of salt, which the work-
men handled as though it were radium. Two great
plates of platinum were clamped into place upon either
side of the vessel, each plate connected by means of
silver cables as large as a man’s leg to the receiving
terminal of an enormous wireless power station. The
current was applied and the great spherical mass appar-
ently disappeared, being transformed instantly into the
transparent metal arenak. Then indeed had the Earth-
men a vehicle such as had never been seen before! A
four-foot shell of metal five hundred times as strong
and hard as the strongest and hardest steel, cast in one
piece with the sustaining framework designed by the
world’s foremost engineer—a structure that no con-
ceivable force could deform or injure, housing an
inconceivable propulsive force!

HE falsework was rapidly removed and the sus-
taining framework was painted with opaque var-
nish to render it plainly visible. At Seaton’s sugges-
tion the walls of the cabins were also painted, leaving
transparent several small areas to serve as windows.
The second work-period was drawing to a close, and
as Seaton and Crane were to be married before koprat,
they stopped work. They marveled at the amount that
had been accomplished, and the Kofedix told them:
“Both vessels will be finished tomorrow, except for
the controlling instruments, which we will have to make
ourselves. Another crew will work during the sleeping-
period, installing the guns and other fittings.
Do you wish to have your own guns installed, or guns
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of our pattern? You are familiar with them now.”

“Our own, please. They are slower and less effi-
cient than yours, but we are used to them and have a
lot of X-plosive ammunition for them,” replied Seaton,
alter a short conference with Crane.

After instructing the officers in charge of the work,
the three returned to the palace, the hearts of two of
them beating high in anticipation. Seaton went into
Crane’s room, accompanied by two attendants bearing
his suitcase and other luggage.

“We should have brought along dress clothes, Mart.
Why didn’t you think of that, too?”

“Nothing like this ever entered my mind. It is a
good thing, we brought along ducks and white soft
shirts. I must say that this is extremely informal garb
for a state wedding, but since the natives are ignorant
of our customs, it will not make any difference.”

“That’s right, too—we'll make ’em think it’s the
most formal kind of dress. Dunark knows what’s
what, but he knows that full dress would be unbearable
here. We'd melt down in a minute. It’s plenty hot
enough as it is, with only duck trousers and sport-
shirts on. They’ll look green instead of white, but
that’s a small matter.”

Dunark, as best man, entered the room some time
later.

“Give us a look, Dunark,” begged Seaton, “and see
if we'll pass inspection. I was never so rattled in my
life.” '

They were clad in spotless white, from their duck
oxfords to the white ties encircling the open collars of
their tennis shirts. The two tall figures—Crane’s slen-
der, wiry, at perfect ease; Seaton’s broad-shouldered,
powerful, prowling about with unconscious, feline sup-
pleness and grace—and the two handsome, high-bred,
intellectual faces, each wearing a look of eager happi-
ness, fully justified Dunark’s answer.

“You sure will do!” he pronounced enthusiastically,
and with Seaton’s own impulsive good will he shook
hands and wished them an eternity of happiness.

“When you have spoken with your brides,” he con-
tinued, “I shall be waiting to escort you into the chapel.
Sitar told me to say that the ladies are ready.”

Dorothy and Margaret had been dressed in their
bridal gowns by Sitar and several other princesses,
under the watchful eyes of the Karfedir herself. Sitar
placed the two girls side by side and drew off to
survey her work.

“You are the loveliest creatures in the whole world!”
she cried.

They looked at each other’s glittering gowns, then
Margaret glanced at Dorothy’s face and a look of
dismay overspread her own.

“Oh, Dottie!” she gasped. “Your lovely complex-
ion! Isn’t it terrible for the boys to see us in this
light #”

There was a peal of delighted laughter from Sitar
and she spoke to one of the servants, who drew dark
curtains across the windows and pressed a switch,
flooding the room with brilliant white light.

“Dunark installed lamps like those of your ship for
you,” she explained with intense satisfaction. “I knew
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in advance just how you would feel about your color.”

Before the girls had time to thank their thoughtful
hostess she disappeared and their bridegrooms stood
before them. For a moment no word was spoken.
Seaton stared at Dorothy hungrily, almost doubting
the evidence of his senses. For white was white, pink
was pink, and her hair shone in all its natural splendor
of burnished bronze.

In their wondfous Osnomian bridal robes the beauti-
ful Earth-maidens stood before their lovers. Upon
their feet were jeweled slippers. Their lovely bodies
were clothed in softly shimmering garments that left
their rounded arms and throats bare—garments infi-
nitely more supple than the finest silk, thick-woven of
metallic threads of such fineness that the individual
wires were visible only under a lens; garments that
floated and clung about their perfect forms in lines of
exquisite grace, For black-haired Margaret, with her
ivory skin, the Kondalian princess had chosen a back-
ground of a rare white metal, upon which, in compli-
cated figures, glistened numberless jewels of pale colors,
more brilliant than diamonds. Dorothy’s dress was of
a peculiar, dark-green shade, half-hidden by an intri-
cate design of blazing green gems—the strange, lumin-
ous jewels of this strange world. Both girls wore
their long, heavy hair unbound, after the Kondalian
bridal fashion, brushed until it fell like mist about them
and confined at the temples by metallic bands entirely
covered with jewels.

Seaton looked from Dorothy to Margaret and back
again; looked down into her violet eyes, deep .with
wonder and with love, more beautiful than any jewel
in all her gorgeous costume. Unheeding the presence
of the others, she put her dainty hands upon his mighty
shoulders and stood on tiptoe.

“I love you, Dick. Now and always, here or at
home or anywhere in the Universe. We'll never be
parted again,” she whispered, and her own beloved
violin had no sweeter tones than had her voice.

A few minutes later, her eyes wet and shining, she
drew herself away from him and glanced at Margaret.

“Isn’t she the most beautiful thing you ever laid
eyes on?”

“No,” Seaton answered promptly, “she is not—but
poor old Mart thinks she is!”

ACCOMPANIED by the Karfedix and his son, Sea-
ton and Crane went into the chapel, which, already
brilliant, had been decorated anew with even greater
splendor. Glancing through the wide arches they saw,
for the first time, Osnomians clothed. The great room
was filled with the highest nobility of Kondal, wearing
their heavily-jeweled, resplendent robes of state. Every
color of the rainbow and numberless fantastic patterns
were there, embodied in the soft, lustrous, metallic
fabric. ‘

As the men entered one door Dorothy and Margaret,
with the Karfedir and Sitar, entered the other, and
the entire assemblage rose to its feet and snapped into
the grand salute. Moving to the accompaniment of
strange martial music from concealed instruments, the
two parties approached each other, meeting at the
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raised platform or pulpit where Karbix Tarnan, a hand-
some, stately, middle-aged man who carried easily his
hundred and fifty karkamo of age, awaited them. As
he raised his arms, the music ceased.

It was a solemn and wonderfully impressive spec-
tacle. The room, of burnished metal, with its bizarre
decorations wrought in scintillating. gems; the con-
stantly changing harmony of colors as the invisible
lamps were shifted from one shade to another; the
group of mighty nobles standing rigidly at attention in
a silence so profound that it was an utter absence of
everything audible as the Karbix lifted both arms in a
silent invocation of the great First Cause—all these
things deepened the solemnity of that solemn moment.

When Tarnan spoke, his voice, deep with some great
feeling, inexplicable even to those who knew him best,
carried clearly to every part of the great chamber.

“Friends, it is our privilege to assist today in a most
notable -event, the marriage of four personages from
another world. For the first time in the history of
Osnome, one karfedix has the privilege of entertaining
the bridal party of another. It is not for this fact
alone, however, that this occasion is to be memorable.
A far deeper reason is that we are witnessing, possibly
for the first time in the history of the Universe, the
meeting upon terms of mutual fellowship and under-
standing of the inhabitants of two worlds separated by
unthinkable distances of trackless space and by equally
great differences in evolution, conditions of life, and
environment, Yet these strangers are actuated by the
spirit of good faith and honor which is instilled into
every worthy being by the great First Cause, in the
working out of whose vast projects all things are humble
instruments.

“In honor of the friendship of the two worlds, we
will proceed with the ceremony.

“Richard Seaton and Martin Crane, exchange the
plain rings with Dorothy. Vaneman and Margaret
Spencer.”

They did so, and repeated, after the Karbix, simple
vows of love and loyalty.

“May the First Cause smile upon this temporary
marriage and render it worthy of being made perma-
nent. As a lowly servant of the all-powerful First
Cause I pronounce you two, and you two, husband and
wife. But we must remember that the dull vision of
mortal man cannot pierce the veil of futurity, which is
as crystal to the all-beholding eye of the First Cause.
Though you love each other truly, unforeseen things
may come between you to mar the perfection of your
happiness. Therefore a time is granted you during
which you may discover whether or not your unions
are perfect.”

A pause ensued, then Tarnan went on:

“Martin Crane, Margaret Spencer, Richard Seaton,
and Dorothy Vaneman, you are before us to take the
final vows which shall bind your bodies together for
life and your spirits together for eternity. Have you
considered the gravity of this step sufficiently to enter
into this marriage without reservation?”

“I have,” solemnly replied the four, in unison.

“Exchange the jeweled rings. Do you, Richard
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Seaton and Dorothy Vaneman; and you, Martin Crane
and Margaret Spencer ; individually swear, here in the

‘presence of the First Cause and that of the Supreme

Justices of Kondal, that you will be true and loyal, each
helping his chosen one in all things, great and small;
that never throughout eternity, in thought or in action,
will either your body or your mind or your conscious
spirit stray from the path of fairness and truth and
honor ?”

“I do”'

“I pronounce you married with the eternal marriage.
Just as the faidon which you each now wear—the
eternal jewel which no force of man, however applied.
has yet been able to change or deform in any particu-
lar; and which continues to give off its inward light
without change throughout eternity — shall endure
through endless cycles of time after the metal of the
ring which holds it shall have crumbled in decay: even
so shall your spirits, formerly two, now one and indis-
soluble, progress in ever-ascending evolution through-
out eternity after the base material which is your bodies
shall have returned to the senseless dust from whence
it arose.”

HE Karbix lowered his arms and the bridal party

walked to the door through a double rank of up-
lifted weapons. From the chapel they were led to
another room, where the contracting parties signed their
names in a register. The Kofedix then brought for-
ward two marriage certificates—heavy square plates of
a brilliant purple metal, beautifully engraved in parallel
columns of English and Kondalian script, and heavily
bordered with precious stones. The principals and
witnesses signed below each column, the signatures be-
ing deeply engraved by the royal engraver. ILeaving
the registry, they were escorted to the dining hall, where
a truly royal repast was served. Between courses the
highest nobles of the nation welcomed the visitors and
wished them happiness in short but earnest addresses.
After the last course had been disposed of, the Karbix
rose at a sign from the Karfedix and spoke, his voice
again agitated by the emotion which had puzzled his
hearers during the marriage service.

“All Kondal is with us here in spirit, trying to aid
us in our poor attempts to convey our welcome to these
our guests, of whose friendship no greater warrant
could be given than their willingness to grant us the
privilege of their marriage. Not only have they given
us a boon that will make their names revered through-
out the nation as long as Kondal shall exist, but they
have also been the means of showing us plainly that
the First Cause is upon our side, that our age-old
institution of honor is in truth the only foundation
upon which can be built a race fitted to survive. At the
same time they have been the means of showing us
that our hated foe, entirely without honor, building
his race upon a foundation of bloodthirsty savagery
alone, is building wrongly and must.perish utterly from
the face of Osnome.”

‘His hearers listened, impressed by his earnestness,
but plainly not understanding his meaning.

“You do not understand ?”” he went on, with a deep
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light shining in his eyes. “It is inevitable that two
peoples inhabiting worlds so widely separated as are
our two should be possessed of widely-varying knowl-
edge and abilities, and these strangers have already
made it possible for us to construct engines of destruc-
tion which shall obliterate Mardonale completely . . .”
A fierce shout of joy interrupted the speaker and the
nobles sprang to their feet, saluting the visitors with
upraised weapons. As soon as they had reseated them-
selves, the Karbix continued: :

“That is the boon. The vindication of our system
of evolution is easily explained. The strangers landed
first upon Mardonale. Had Nalboon met them in honor,
he would have gained the boon. But he, with the sav-
- agery characteristic of his evolution, attempted to kill
his guests and steal their treasures, with what results
you already know. We, on our part, in exchange for
the few and trifling services we have been able to
render them, have received even more than Nalboon
would have obtained, had his plans not been nullified
by their vastly superior state of evolution.”

The orator seated himself and there was a deafening
clamor of cheering as the nobles formed themselves into
an escort of honor and conducted the two couples to
their apartments.

Alone in their room, Dorothy turned to her husband
with tears shining in her beautiful eyes.

“Dick, sweetheart, wasn’t that the most wonderful
thing that anybody ever heard of? Using the word
in all its real meaning, it was indescribably grand, and
that old man is simply superb. It makes me ashamed
of myself to think that I was ever afraid or nervous
here.”

“It sure was all of that, Dottie mine, little bride of
an lour, The whole thing gets right down to where
a fellow lives—I've got a lump in my throat right now
so big that it hurts me to think. Earthly marriages
are piffling in comparison with that ceremony. It’s
no wonder they’re happy, after taking those vows—
especially as they don’t have to take them until after
they are sure of themselves.

“But we're sure already, sweetheart,” as he embraced
her with all the feeling of his nature. ‘“Those vows
are not a bit stronger than the ones we have already
exchanged—bodily and mentally and spiritually we
are one, now and forever.”

CHAPTER XVII, '
Bird, Beast, or Fish?

“ HESE jewels rather puzzle me, Dick. What
are they ?” asked Martin, as the four assembled,
waiting for the first meal. As he spoke he held

*up his third finger, upon which gleamed the royal

jewel of Osnome in its splendid Belcher mounting of

arenak as transparent as the jewel itself and having
the same intense blue color. “I know the name, ‘faidon,’
but that’s all I seem to know.”

“That’s about all that anybody knows about them.
It is a naturally-occurring, hundred-faceted crystal, just
as you ‘see it there—deep blue, perfectly transparent,
intensely refractive, and constantly emitting that strong,
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blue light. It is so hard that it cannot be worked, cut,
or ground. No amount of the hardest known abrasive
will even roughen its surface. No blow, however great,
will break it—it merely forces its way into the material
of the hammer, however hard the hammer may be. No
extremity of either heat or cold affects it in any degree,
it is the same when in the most powerful electric arc
as it is when immersed in liquid helium.”

“How about acids?”

“That is what I am asking myself. Osnomians aren’t
much force at chemistry. I'm going to try to get hold
of another one, and see if I can’t analyze it, just for
fun. I can’t seem to convince myself that a real
atomic structure could be that large.” '

“No, it is rather large for an atom,” and turning to
the two girls, “How do you like your solitaires?”

“They’re perfectly beautiful, and the Tiffany mount-
ing is exquisite,” replied Dorothy, enthusiastically, “but
they’re so awfully big! They’re as big as ten-carat
diamonds, I do believe.”

“Just about,” replied Seaton, “but at that, they’re
the smallest Dunark could find. They have been kick-
ing around for years, he says—so small that nobody
wanted them. They wear big ones on their bracelets,
you know. You sure will make a hit in Washington,
Dottie. People will.think you’re wearing a bottle-
stopper until they see it shining in the dark, then
they’ll think it’s an automobile headlight. But after a
few jewelers have seen these stones, one of them will
be offering us five million dollars apiece for them, try-
ing to buy them for some dizzy old dame who wants
to put out the eyes of some of her social rivals. Yes?
No?”

“That’s about right, Dick,” replied Crane, and his
face wore a thoughtful look. “We can’t keep it secret
that we have a new jewel, since all four of us will
be wearing them continuously, and anyone who knows
jewels at all will recognize these as infinitely superior
to any known Earthly jewel. In fact, they may get
some of us into trouble, as fabulously valuable jewels
usually do.”

“That’s true, too. So we'll let it out casually that
they’re as common as mud up here—that we're just
wearing them for sentiment, which is true, and that
we’re thinking of bringing back a shipload to sell for
parking lights.” -

“That would probably keep anyone from trying to
murder our wives for their rings, at least.”

“Have you read your marriage certificate, Dick?”
asked Margaret,

“Not yet. Let’s look at it, Dottie.”

She produced the massive, heavily-jeweled document,
and the auburn head and the brown one were very
close to each other as they read together the English
side of the certificate. Their vows were there, word
for word, with their own signatures beneath them, all
deeply engraved into the metal. Seaton smiled as he
saw the legal form engraved below their signatures,
and read aloud:

“I, the Head of the Church and the Commander-in-
Chief of the armed forces of Kondal, upon the planet
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Osnome, certity that I have this day, in the city of
Kondalek, of said nation and planet, joined in indis-
soluble bonds of matrimony, Richard Ballinger Seaton,
Doctor of Philosophy, and Dorothy ILee Vaneman;
Doctor of Music; both of the city of Washington,
District of Columbia, United States of America, upon
the planet Earth, in strict compliance with the mar-
riage laws, both of Kondal and of the United States
of America. .
TARNAN.”
Witnesses :

Ronan, Emperor of Kondal.

TuraL, Empress of Kondal.

Dunark, Crown Prince of Kondal.

S1TAR, Crown Princess of Kondal.

Marc C. DuQuesng, Ph. D., Washington, D. C.

“That is SOME document,” remarked Seaton.
“Probably a lawyer could find fault with his phrase-
ology, but I'll bet that this thing would hold in any
court in the world. Think you’ll get married again
when we get back, Mart?”

Both girls protested, and Crane answered:

“No, I think not. Our ceremony would be rather
an anticlimax after this one, and this one will un-
doubtedly prove legal. I intend to register this just as
it is, and get a ruling from the courts. But it is time
for breakfast. Pardon me—1I should have said ‘dar-
prat,” for it certainly is not breakfast-time by Wash-
ington clocks. My watch says that it is eleven-thirty
P. M

“This system of time is funny,” remarked Dorothy.
“I just can’t get used to having no night, and . ..”

“And it’s such a long time between eats, as the
famous governor said about the drinks,” broke in
Seaton. '

“How did you know what I was going to say, Dick ?”

“Husbandly intuition,” he grinned, “aided and abetted
bv a normal appetite that rebels at seventeen hours
between supper and breakfast, and nine hours between
the other meals. Well, it’s time to eat—let’s go!”

’

IFTER eating, the men hurried to the Skylark.

During the sleeping-period the vessel had been
banded with the copper repellers; the machine guns
and instruments, including the wonderful Osnomian
wireless system, had been installed ; and, except for the
power-bars, she was ready for a voyage. The Kon-
dalian vessel was complete, even to the cushions, but
was without instruments.

After a brief conversation with the officer in charge,
Dunark turned to Seaton.

“Didn’t you find that your springs couldn’t stand up
under the acceleration?”

“Yes, they flattened out dead.”

“The Kolanix Felan, in charge of the work, thought
so, and substituted our compound-compensated type,
made of real spring metal, for them. They’ll hold you
through any acceleration you can live through.”

“Thanks, that’s fine. What’s next, instruments ?”

“Yes. I have sent a crew of men to gather up what
copper they can find—you know that we use prac-
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tically no metallic copper, as platinum, gold, and silver
are so much better for ordinary purposes—and an-
other to erect a copper-smelter near one of the mines
which supply the city with the copper sulphate used
upon _our tables. While they are at work I think I will
work on the instruments, if you two will be kind
enough to help me.”

Seaton and Crane offered to supply him with instru-
ments from their reserve stock, but the Kofedix re-
fused to accept them, saying that he would rather have
their help in making them, so that he would thoroughly
understand their functions. The electric furnaces were
rapidly made ready and they set to work; Crane taking
great delight in working that hitherto rare and very
refractory metal, iridium, of which all the Kondalian
instruments were to be made.

“They have a lot of our rare metals here, Dick.”

“They sure have. I'd like to set up a laboratory and
live here a few years—I'd learn something about my
specialty or burst. They use gold and silver where we
usé copper; and platinum and its alloys where we use
iron and soft steel. All their weapons are made of
iridium, and all their most highly-tempered tools, such
as their knives, razors, and so on, are made of opaque
arenak. I suppose you've noticed the edge on your
razor?”’

“How could I help it? It is hard to realize that a
metal can be so hard that it requires forty years on a
diamond-dust abrasive machine to hone a razor—or
that once honed, it shaves generation after generation
of men without losing in any ‘degree its keenness.”

“I can’t understand it, either—I only know that it’s
so. They have all our heavy metals in great abundance.
and a lot more that we don’t know anything about on
Earth, but they apparently haven’t any light metals at
all. It must be that Osnome was thrown off the parent
sun late, so that the light metals were all gone?”

“Something like that, possibly.”

The extraordinary skill of the Kofedix made the
manufacture of the instruments a short task, and after
Crane had replaced the few broken instruments of the
Skylark from their reserve stock, they turned their
attention to the supply of copper that had been gath-
ered. They found it enough for only two bars.

“Is this all we have?” asked Dunark, sharply.

“It is, your Highness,” replied the Kolanix.
is every scrap of metallic copper in the city.”

“Oh, well, that’ll be enough to last until we can smelt
the rest,” said Seaton. “With one bar apiece we're
ready for anything Mardonale can start. Let ’em
come!”

The bars were placed in the containers and both
vessels were tried out, each making a perfect perform-
ance. Upon the following kokam, immediately after
the first meal, the full party from the Earth boarded
the Skylark and accompanied the Kofedix to the cop-
per smelter. Dunark himself directed the work of
preparing the charges and the molds, though he was
continually being interrupted by wireless messages in
code and by messengers bearing tidings too important
to trust into the air.

“I hope you will excuse all of these delays,” said

“That
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Dunark, after the twentieth interruption, “but . ..

“That's all right, Dunark. We know that you're a
busy man.”

“T can tell you about it, but I wouldn’t want to tell
many people. With the salt you gave us, I am prepar-
ing a power-plant that will enable us to blow Mardonale
into . ..”

He broke off as a wireless call for help sounded.
All listened intently, learning that a freight-plane was
being pursued by a karlon a few hundred miles away.

“Now’s the time for you to study one, Dunark!” Sea-
ton exclaimed. “Get your gang of scientists out here
while we go get him and drag him in!”

AS Dunark sent the message, the Skylark’s people

hurried aboard, and Seaton drove the vessel
toward the calls for help. With its great speed it
reached the monster before the plane was overtaken.
Focusing the attractor upon the enormous metallic beak
of the karlon, Seaton threw on the power and the beast
halted in midair as it was jerked backward and upward.
As it saw the puny size of the attacking Skylark, it
opened its cavernous mouth in a horrible roar and
rushed at full speed. Seaton, unwilling to have the
repellers stripped from the vessel, turned on the current
actuating them, The karlon was hurled backward to
the point of equilibrium of the two forces, where it
struggled demoniacally.

Seaton carried his captive back to the smelter, where
finally, by judicious pushing and pulling, he succeeded
in turning the monster flat upon its back and pinning
it to the ground in spite of its struggles to escape.

Soon the scientists arrived and studied the animal
thoroughly, at as close a range as its flailing arms
permitted.

“I wish we could kill him without blowing him to
bits,” wirelessed Dunark. “Do you know any way of
doing it?”

“We could if we had a few barrels of ether, or some
of our own poison gases, but they are all unknown here
and it would take a long time to build the apparatus to
make them. I'll see if I can't tire him out and get
him that way as soon as you've studied him enough.
We may be able to find out where he lives, too.”

The scientists having finished their observations, Sea-
ton jerked the animal a few miles into the air and shut
off the forces acting upon it. There was a sudden
crash, and the karlon, knowing that this apparently
insignificant vessel was its master, turned in headlong
flight.

“Have you any idea what caused the noise just then,
Dick?” asked Crane; who, with characteristic imper-
turbability, had taken out his notebook and was mak-
ing exact notes of all that transpired.

“I imagine we cracked a few of his plates,” replied
Seaton with a laugh, as he held the Skylark in place
a few hundred feet above the fleeing animal.

Pitted for the first time in its life against an antag-
onist, who could both outfly and outfight it, the karlon
redoubled its efforts and fled in a panic of fear. It
flew back over the city of Kondalek, over the outlying
country. and out over the ocean, still followed easily
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by the Skylark. As they neared the Mardonalian bor-
der, a fleet of warships rose to contest the entry of the
monster. Seaton, not wishing to let the foe see the
rejuvenated Skylark, jerked his captive high into the
thin air. As soon as it was released, it headed for
the ocean in an aglmost perpendicular dive, while Seaton
focused an object-compass ‘upon it.

“Go to it, old top,” he addressed the plunging mon-
ster. “We'll follow you clear to the bottom of the
ocean if you go that far!”

There was a mighty double splash as the karlon
struck the water, closely followed by the Skylark,
The girls gasped as the vessel plunged below the surface -
at such terrific speed, and seemed surprised that it had
suffered no injury and that they had felt no jar. Sea-
ton turned on the powerful searchlights and kept close
enough so that he could see the monster through the
transparent walls, Deeper and deeper the quarry dove,
until it was plainly evident to the pursuers that it was
just as much at home in the water as it was in the air.
The beams of the lights revealed strange forms of life,
among which were huge, staring-eyed fishes, which
floundered about blindly in the unaccustomed glare.
As the karlon bored still deeper, the living things be-
came scarcer, but still occasional fleeting glimpses were
obtained of the living nightmares which inhabited the
oppressive depths of these strange seas. Continuing
downward, the karlon plumbed the nethermost pit of
the ocean and came to rest upon the bottom, stirring
up a murk of ocoze.

“How deep are we, Mart?”

“About four miles. I have read the pressure, but
will have to calculate later exactly what depth it repre-
sents, from the gravity and density readings.”

As the animal showed no sign of leaving its retreat,
Seaton pulled it out with the attractor and it broke for
the surface. Rising through the water at full speed,
it burst into the air and soared upward to such an
incredible height that Seaton was amazed.

“I wouldn’t have believed that anything could fly
in air this thin!” he exclaimed.

“It is thin up here,” assented Crane. “Less than
three pounds to the square inch. “I wonder how he
does it ?”

“It doesn’t look as though we are ever going to find
out—he’s sure a bear-cat!” replied Seaton, as the kar-
lon, unable to ascend further, dropped in a slanting
dive toward the lowlands of Kondal—the terrible,
swampy region covered with poisonous vegetation and
inhabited by frightful animals and even more frightful
savages. The monster neared the ground with ever-
increasing speed. Seaton, keeping close behind it, re-
marked to Crane:

“He’ll have to flatten out pretty quick, or he’ll burst
something, sure.”

UT it did not flatten out. It struck the soft ground
head foremost and disappeared, its tentacles appar-
ently boring a way ahead of it.
Astonished at such an unlooked-for development,
Seaton brought the Skylark to a stop and stabbed into
the ground with the attractor. The first attempt
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brought up nothing but a pillar of muck, the second
brought to light a couple of wings and one writhing
arm, the third brought the whole animal, still strug-
gling as strongly as it had in the first contest. Seaton
again lifted the animal high into the air.

“If he does that again, we’ll follow him.”

“Will the ship stand’ it?” asked DuQuesne, with
interest.

“Yes. The old bus wouldn’t have, but this one can
stand anything. We can go anywhere that thing can,
that’s a cinch. If we have enough power on, we prob-
ably won’t even feel a jolt when we strike ground.”

Seaton reduced the force acting upon the animal
until just enough was left to keep the attractor upon it,
and it again dived into the swamp. The Skylark fol-
lowed, feeling its way in the total darkness, until the
animal stopped, refusing to move in any direction, at
a depth estimated by Crane to be about three-quarters
of a mile. After waiting some time Seaton increased
the power of the attractor and tore the karlon back
to the surface and into the air, where it turned on the
Skylark with redoubled fury.

“We've dug him out of his last refuge and he’s
fighting like a cornered rat,” said Seaton as he repelled
the monster to a safe distance. “He’s apparently as
fresh as when he started, in spite of all this playing.
Talk about a game fish! He doesn’t intend to run
any more, though, so I guess we’ll have to put him
away. It's a shame to bump him off, but it’s got to
be done.”

Crane aimed one of the heavy X-plosive bullets at
the savagely-struggling monster, and the earth rocked
with the concussion as the shell struck its mark. They
hurried back to the smelter, where Dunark asked
eagerly:

“What did you find out about it?”

“Nothing much,” replied Seaton, and in a few words
described the actions of the karlon. “What did your
savants think of it?”

“Very little that any of us can understand in terms
of any other known organism. It seems to combine
all the characteristics of bird, beast, and fish, and to
have within itself the possibilities of both bisexual and
asexual reproduction.”

“I wouldn’t doubt it—it’s a queer one, all right.”

The copper bars were cool enough to handle, and
the Skylark was loaded with five times its original
supply of copper, the other vessel taking on a much
smaller amount. After the Kofedix had directed the
officer in charge to place the remaining bars in easily-
accessible places throughout the nation, the two vessels
were piloted back to the palace, arriving just in time
for the last meal of the kokam,

“Well, Dunark,” said Seaton after the meal was
over, “I'm afraid that we must go back as soon as we
can. Dorothy’s parents and Martin’s bankers will think
they are dead by this time. We should start right now,
but . . .”

“Oh, no, you must not do that. That would rob
our people of the chance of bidding you goodbye.”

“There’s another reason, too. I have a mighty big
favor to ask of you.”
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“It is granted. If man can do it, consider it done.”

“Well, you know platinum is a very scarce and highly
useful metal with us. I wonder if you could let us have
a few tons of it? And I would like to have another
faidon, too—I want to see if I can’t analyze it.”

“You have given us a thousand times the value of
all the platinum and all the jewels your vessel can carry.
As soon as the foundries are open tomorrow we will
go and load up your store-rooms—or, if you wish, we
will do it now.”

“That isn’t necessary. We may as well enjoy your
hospitality for one more sleeping-period, get the plati-
num during the first work-period, and bid you goodbye
just before the second meal. How would that be?”

‘Perfectly satisfactory.”

The following kokam, Dunark piloted the Skylark,
with Seaton, Crane, and DuQuesne as crew, to one of
the great platinum foundries. The girls remained be-
hind to get ready for their departure, and for the great
ceremony which was to precede it. The trip to the
foundry was a short one, and the three scientists of
Earth stared at what they saw—thousands of tons of
platinum, cast into bars and piled up like pig-iron,
waiting to be made into numerous articles of every-day
use throughout the nation. Dunark wrote out an order,
which his chief attendant handed to the officer in charge
of the foundry, saying:

“Please have it loaded at once.”

Seaton indicated the storage compartment into which
the metal was to be carried, and a procession of slaves,
two men staggering under one ingot, was soon formed
between the pile and the storage room.

s OW much are you loading on, Dunark?”” asked
Seaton, when the large compartment was more
than half full.

~““My order called for about twenty tons, in your
weight, but I changed it later—we may as well fill that
room full, so that the metal will not rattle around in
flight. It doesn’t make any difference to us, we have
so much of it. It is like your gift of the salt, only
vastly smaller.” '

“What are you going to do with it all, Dick?” asked
Crane. “That is enough to break the platinum market
completely.”

“That’s exactly what I’'m going to do,” returned
Seaton, with a gleam in his gray eyes. “I’m going to
burst this unjustifiable fad for platinum jewelry so wide
open that it’ll never recover, and make platinum again
available for its proper uses, in laboratories and in the
industries.

“You know yourself,” he rushed on hotly, “that the
only reason platinum is used at all for jewelry is that
it is expensive. It isn’t nearly so handsome as either
gold or silver, and if it wasn’t the most costly common
metal we have, the jewelry-wearing crowd wouldn’t
touch it with a ten-foot pole. Useless as an ornament,
it is the one absolutely indispensable laboratory metal,
and literally hundreds of laboratories that need it can’t
have it because over half the world’s supply is tied

" up in jeweler’s windows and in useless baubles. Then,

too, it is the best thing known for contact points in
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electrical machinery. When the Government and all
the scientific societies were abjectly begging the jewelers
to let loose a little of it they refused—they were selling
it to profiteering spendthrifts at a hundred and fifty
dollars an ounce. The condition isn't much better right
now; it’s a vicious circle. As long as the price stays
high it will be used for jewelry, and as long as it is
used for jewelry the price will stay high, and scientists
will have to fight the jewelers for what little they get.”

“While somewhat exaggerated, that is about the way
matters stand. I will admit that I, too, am rather bitter
on the subject,” said Crane.

“Bitter? Of course you're bitter. Everybody is who
knows anything about science and who has a brain in
his head. Anybody who claims to be a scientist and yet
stands for any of his folks buying platinum jewelry
ought to be shot. But they’ll get theirs as soon as we
get back. They wouldn't let go of it before, they had
too good a thing, but they’ll let go now, and get their
fingers burned besides. I'm going to dump this whole
shipment at fifty cents a pound, and we’ll take mighty
good care that jewelers don’t corner the supply.”

“I'm with you, Dick, as usual.”

Soon the storage room was filled to the ceiling with
closely-stacked ingots of the precious metal, and the
Skylark was driven back to the landing dock. She
alighted beside Dunark’s vessel, the Kondal, whose
gorgeously-decorated crew of high officers sprang
to attention as the four men stepped out. All were
dressed for the ceremonial leave-taking, the three Amer-
icans wearing their spotless white, the Kondalians wear-
ing their most resplendent trappings.

“This formal stuff sure does pull my cork!’ ex-
claimed Seaton to Dunark. “I want to get this straight.
The arrangement was that we were to be here at this
time, all dressed up, and wait for the ladies, who are
coming under the escort of your people?”

“Yes. Our family is to escort the ladies from the
palace here. As they leave the elevator the surrounding
war-vessels will salute, and after a brief ceremony you
two will escort your wives into the Skylark, Doctor
DuQuesne standing a little apart and following you in.
The war-vessels will escort you as high as they can go,
and the Kondal will accompany you as far as our most
distant sun before turning back.”

For a few moments Seaton nervously paced a short
beat in front of the door of the space-car.

“I'm getting more fussed every second,” he said

abruptly, taking out his wireless instrument. “I'm
going to see if they aren’t about ready.”
“What seems to be the trouble, Dick? Have you

another hunch, or are you just rattled ?”’ asked Crane.

“Rattled, I guess, but I sure do want to get going,”
he replied, as he worked the lever rapidly.

“Dottie,” he sent out, and, the call being answered,
“How long will you be? We're all ready and waiting,
chewing our finger-nails with impatience.”

“We'll soon be ready. The Karfedix is coming for
us now.”

Scarcely had the tiny sounder become silent when
the air was shaken by an urgently-vibrated message,
and every wireless sounder gave warning.
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CHAPTER XVIII
The Invasion

HE pulsating air and the chattering sounders
were giving the same dire warning, the alarm

extraordinary of invasion, of imminent and catas-
trophic danger from the air.

“Don’t try to reach the palace. Everyone on the
ground will have time enough to hide in the deep,
arenak-protected pits beneath the buildings, and you
would be killed by the invaders long before you could
reach the palace. If we can repel the enemy and keep
them from landing, the women will be perfectly safe,
even though the whole city is destroyed. If they effect
a landing we are lost.”

“They’ll not land, then,” Seaton answered grimly, as
he sprang into the Skylark and took his place at the
board. As Crane took out his wireless, Seaton cau-
tioned him.

“Send in English, and tell the girls not to answer, as
these devils can locate the calls within a foot and will
be able to attack the right spot. Just tell them we're
safe in the Skylark. Tell them to sit tight while we
wipe out this gang that is coming, and that we’ll call
them, once in a while, when we have time, during the
battle.”

Before Crane had finished sending the message the
crescendo whine of enormous propellers was heard.
Simultaneously there was a deafening concussion and
one entire wing of the palace disappeared in a cloud of
dust, in the midst of which could be discerned a few
flying fragments. The air was filled with Mardonalian
warships. They were huge vessels, each mounting
hundreds of guns, and the rain of high-explosive shells
was rapidly reducing the great city to a wide-spread
heap of debris.

Seaton’s hand was upon the lever which would hurl
the Skylark upward into the fray. Crane and Du-
Quesne, each hard of eye and grim of jaw, were sta-
tioned at their machine-guns.

“Something’s up!” exclaimed Seaton.
Kondal!”

Something had happened indeed. Dunark sat at
the board, his hand upon the power lever, and each
of his crew was in place, grasping his weapon, but
every man was writhing in agony, unable to control his
movements. As they stared, momentarily spellbound,
the entire crew ceased their agonized struggles and
hung, apparently lifeless, from their supports.

“They’ve got to ’em some way—let’s go!” yelled
Seaton.

As his hand tightened upon the lever, a succession
of shells burst upon the dock, wrecking it completely.
all three men fancied that the world had come to an
end as the stream of high explosive was directed against
their vessel. But the four-foot shell of arenak was
impregnable, and Seaton shot the Skylark upward into
the midst of the enemy fleet. The two gunners fired
as fast as they could sight their weapons, and with each
shot one of the great warships was blown into frag-
ments. The Mardonalians then concentrated the fire
of their entire fleet upon their tiny opponent.

“Look at the
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From every point of the compass, from above and
below, the enemy gunners directed streams of shells
against the dodging vessel. The noise was more than
deafening, it was one continuous, shattering explosion,
and the Earth-men were surrounded by such a blaze of
fire from the exploding shells that they could not see
the enemy vessels. Seaton sought to dodge the shells
by a long dive toward one side, only to find that dozens
of new opponents had been launched against them-——
the deadly airplane-torpedoes of Osnome. Steered by
wireless and carrying no crews, they were simply
winged bombs carrying thousands of pounds of ter-
rific electrical explosive—enough to kill the men inside
the vessel by the concussion of the explosion, even
should the arenak armor be strong enough to withstand
the blow. Though much faster than the Osnomian
vessels, they were slow beside the Skylark, and Seaton
could have dodged a few of them with ease. As he
dodged, however, they followed relentlessly, and in
spite of those which were blown up by the gunners,
their number constantly increased until Seaton thought
of the repellers.

“‘Nobody Holme’ is right!” he exclaimed, as he
threw on the power actuating the copper bands which
encircled the hull in all directions. Instantly the tor-
pedoes were hurled backward, exploding as the force
struck them, and even the shells were ineffective, ex-
ploding harmlessly, as they encountered the zone of
force. The noise of the awful detonations lessened
markedly.

“Why the silence, I wonder?” asked Seaton, while
the futile shells of the enemy continued to waste their
force some hundreds of feet distant from their goal,
and while Crane and DuQuesne were methodically de-
stroying the huge vessels as fast as they could aim and
fire. At every report one of the monster warships
disappeared—its shattered fragments and the bodies of
its crew hurtling to the ground. His voice could not
be heard in even the lessened tumult, but he continued:

“It must be that our repellers have set up a partial
vacuum by repelling even the air!”

UDDENLY the shelling ceised and the Skylark

was enveloped by a blinding glare from hundreds
of great reflectors; an intense, searching, bluish-violet
light that burned the flesh and seared through eyelids
and eyeballs into the very brain.

“Ultra-violet!” yelled Seaton at the first glimpse of
the light, as he threw on the power. “Shut your eyes!
Turn your heads down!”

Out in space, far beyond reach of the deadly rays, the
men held a short conference, then donned heavy leather-
and-canvas suits, which they smeared liberally with
thick red paint, and replaced the plain glasses of their
helmets with heavy lenses of deep ruby glass.

“This’'ll stop any ultra-violet ray ever produced,”
exulted Seaton, as he again threw the vessel into the
Mardonalian fleet. A score of the great vessels met
their fate before the Skylark was located, and, although
the terrible rays were again focused upon the intruder
in all their intensity, the carnage continued.

In a few minutes, however, the men heard, or rather
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felt, a low, intense vibration, like a silent wave of sound
—a vibration which smote upon the eardrums as no
possible sound could smite, a vibration which racked
the joints and tortured the nerves as though the whole
body were disintegrating. So sudden and terrible was
the effect that Seaton uttered an involuntary yelp of
surprise and pain as he once more fled into the safety
of space. '

“What the devil was that?” demanded DuQuesne.
“Was it infra-sound? I didn't suppose such waves
could be produced.”

“Infra-sound is right. They produce most anything
here,” replied Seaton, and Crane added:

“Well, about three fur suits apiece, with cotton in
our ears, ought to kill any wave propagated through
air.”

The fur suits were donned forthwith, Seaton whis-
pering in Crane’s ear:

“I’ve found out something else, too. ‘- The repellers
repel even the air. I'm going to shoot enough juice
through them to set up a perfect vacuum outside.
That’ll kill those air-waves.”

Scarcely were they back within range of the fleet
when DuQuesne, reaching for his gun to fire the first
shot, leaped backward with a yell.

“Beat it!”

Once more at a safe distance, DuQuesne explained.

“It’s lucky I'm so used to handling hot stuff that from
force of habit I never make close contact with anything
at the first touch. That gun carried thousands of volts,
with lots of amperage behind them, and if I had had
a good hold on it T couldn’t have let go. We'll block
that game quick enough, though. Thick, dry gloves
covered with rubber are all that is necessary. It’s a
good thing for all of us that you have those fancy con-
densite handles on your levers, Seaton.”

“That was how they got Dunark, undoubtedly,” said
Crane, as he sent a brief message to the girls, assuring
them that all was well, as he had been doing at every
respite. “But why were we not overcome at the same
time?”

“They must have had the current tuned to iridium,
and had to experiment until they found the right wave
for steel,” Seaton explained.

“I should think our bar would have exploded, with
all that current. They must have hit the copper range,
too?”

Seaton frowned in thought before he answered.

“Maybe because it’s induced current, and not a steady
battery impulse. Anyway, it didn’t. Let’s go!”

“Just a minute,” put in Crane. ‘“What are they go-
ing to do next, Dick?” ’

“Search me. I’m not used to my new Osnomian
mind yet. I recognize things all right after they hap-
pen, but I can’t seem to figure ahead—it’s like a dimly-
remembered something that flashes up as soon as men-
tioned. I get too many and too new ideas at once. I
know, though, that the Osnomians have defenses against
all these things except this last stunt of the charged
guns. That must be the new one that Mardonale stole
from Kondal. The defenses are, however, purely Os-
nomian in character and material. As we haven’t got
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the stuff to set them up as the Osnomians do, we’ll

have to do it our own way. We may be able to dope
out the next one, though. Let’s see, what have they -

given us so far?”

“We've got to hand it to them,” responded DuQuesne,
admiringly. “They’re giving us the whole range of
wave-lengths, one at a time. They’ve given us light,
both ultra-violet and visible, sound, infra-sound, and
electricity—I don’t know what’s left unless they give
us a new kind of X-rays, or Hertzian, or infra-red
heat waves, or . . .”

“That’s it, heat!” exclaimed Seaton. They produce
heat by means of powerful wave-generators and by
setting up heavy induced currents in the armor. They
can melt arenak that way.”

“Do you suppose we can handle the heat with our
refrigerators?”’ asked Crane.

“Probably. We have a lot of power, and the new
arenak cylinders of our compressors will stand any-
thing. The only trouble will be in cooling the con-
densers. We'll run as long as we have any water in
our tanks, then go dive into the ocean to cool off. We'll
try it a whirl, anyway.”

SOON the Skylark was again dealing out death and
destruction in the thick of the enemy vessels, who
again turned from the devastation of the helpless city
to destroy this troublesome antagonist. But in spite of
the utmost efforts of light-waves, sound-waves, and
high-tension electricity, the space-car continued to take
its terrible toll. As Seaton had foretold, the armor
of the Skylark began to grow hot, and he turned on the
full power of the refrigerating system. In spite of
the cooling apparatus, however, the outer walls finally
began to glow redly, and, although the interior was
comfortably cool, the ends of the rifle-barrels, which
were set flush with the surface of the revolving arenak
globes which held them, softened, rendering the guns
useless. The copper repellers melted and dripped off
in flaming balls of molten metal, so that shells once
more began to crash against the armor. DuQuesne,
with no thought of quitting apparent in voice or man-
ner, said calmly:

“Well, it looks as though they had us stopped for a
few minutes. Let’s go back into space and dope out
. something else.”

Seaton, thinking intensely, saw a vast fleet of enemy
reinforcements approaching, and at the same time re-
ceived a wireless call directed to Dunark. It was from
the grand fleet of Kondal, hastening from the border-
ing ocean to the defense of the city. Using Dunark’s
private code, Seaton told the Karbix, who was in charge
of the fleet, that the enemy had a new invention which
would wipe them out utterly without a chance to fight,
and that he and his vessel were in control of the situa-
tion; and ordered him to see that no Kondalian ship
came within battle range of a Mardonalian. He then
turned to Crane and DuQuesne, his face grim and his
fighting jaw set.

“I’ve got it doped right now. Give the Lark speed
enough and she’s some bullet herself. We've got four
feet of arenak, they’ve got only an inch, and arenak
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doesn’t even begin to soften until far above a blinding
white temperature. Strap yourselves in solid, for it’s
going to be a rough party from now on.”

They buckled their belts firmly, and Seaton, holding
the bar toward their nearest antagonist, applied twenty -
notches of power. The Skylark darted forward and
crashed completely through the great airship. Torn
wide open by the forty-foot projectile, its engines
wrecked and its helicopter-screws and propellers com-
pletely disabled, the helpless hulk plunged through two
miles of empty air, a mass of wreckage.

Darting hither and thither, the space-car tore through
vessel after vessel of the Mardonalian fleet. She was
an embodied thunderbolt; a huge, irresistible, inde-
structible projectile, directed by a keen brain inside it—
the brain of Richard Seaton, roused to his highest fight-
ing pitch and fighting for everything that man holds
dear. Tortured by the terrible silent waves, which, now
that the protecting vacuum had been destroyed, were
only partially stopped by the fur suits; shaken and
battered by the terrific impacts and the even greater
shocks occurring every second as the direction of the
vessel was changed; made sick and dizzy by the nau-
seating swings and lurches as the Skylark spun about
the central chamber ; Seaton’s wonderful physique and
his nerves of steel stood him in good stead in this, the
supreme battle of his life, as with teeth tight-locked and
eyes gray and hard as the fracture of high-carbon steel,
he urged the Skylark on to greater and greater efforts.

Though it was impossible for the eye to follow the
flight of the space-car, the mechanical sighting devices
of the Mardonalian vessels kept her in as perfect focus
as though she were stationary, and the great generators
continued to hurl into her the full power of their death-
dealing waves. The enemy guns were still spitting
forth their streams of high-explosive shells, but unlike,
the waves, the shells moved so slowly compared to
their target that only a few found their mark, and
many of the vessels fell to the ground, riddled by the
shells of their sister-ships.

ITH anxious eyes Seaton watched the hull of his

animated cannon-ball change in color. From dull
red it became cherry, and as the cherry red gave place
to bright red heat, Seaton threw even more power into
the bar as he muttered through his set teeth:

“Well, Seaton, old top, you've got to cut out this
loafing on the job and get busy!”

In spite of his utmost exertions and in spite of the
powerful ammonia plant, now exerting its full capacity,
but sadly handicapped by the fact that its cooling-water
was now boiling, Seaton saw the arenak shell continue
to heat. The bright red was succeeded by orange,
which slowly changed, first to yellow, then to light
yellow, and finally to a dazzling white; through which,
with the aid of his heavy red lenses, he could still see
the enemy ships. After a time he noted that the color
had gone down to yellow and he thrilled with exulta-
tion, knowing that he had so reduced the numbers of
the enemy fleet that their wave-generators could no
longer overcome his refrigerators. After a few min-
utes more of the awful carnage there remained only a
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small fraction of the proud fleet which, thousands
strong, had invaded Kondal—a remnant that sought
safety in flight. DBut even in flight, they still fought
with all their weapons, and the streams of bombs
dropped from their keel-batteries upon the country
beneath marked the path of their retreat with a wide
swath of destruction.. Half inclined to let the few
remaining vessels escape, Seaton’s mind changed in-
stantly as he saw the bombs spreading devastation upon
the countryside, and not until the last of the Mardon-
alian vessels had been destroyed did he drop the Sky-
lark into the area of ruins which had once been the
palace grounds, beside the Kondal, which was still lying
as it had fallen.

After several attempts to steady their whirling senses,
the three men finally were able to walk, and, opening
a door, they leaped out through the opening in the still
glowing wall. Seaton’s first act was to wireless the
news to Dorothy, who replied that they were coming
as fast as they could. The men then removed their
helmets, revealing faces pale and drawn, and turned
to the helpless space-car.

“There’s no way of getting into this thing from the
outside . . .” Seaton began, when he saw that the Ko-
fedix and his party were beginning to revive. Soon
Dunark opened the door and stumbled out.

“I have to thank you for more than my life this
time,” he said, his voice shaken by uncontrollable emo-
tion as he grasped the hands of all three men. ‘“Though
unable to move, I was conscious and saw all that hap-
pened—you kept them so busy that they didn’t have a
chance to give us enough to kill us outright. You have
saved the lives of millions of our nation and have saved
Kondal itself from annihilation.”

“Oh, it’s not that bad,” answered Seaton, uncom-
fortably. “Both nations have been invaded before.”

“Yes—once when we developed the ultra-violet ray,
once when Mardonale perfected the machine for pro-
ducing the silent sound-wave, and again when we har-
nessed the heat-wave. But this would have been the
most complete disaster in history. The other inventions
were not so deadly as was this one, and there were ter-
rible battles, from which the victors emerged so crippled
that they could not completely exterminate the van-
quished, who were able to re-establish themselves in the
course of time. If it had not been for you, this would
have been the end, as not a Kondalian soldier could
move—any person touching iridium was helpless and
would have been killed.”

He ceased speaking and saluted as the Karfedix and
his party rounded a heap of boulders. Dorothy and
Margaret screamed in unison as they saw the haggard
faces of their husbands, and saw their suits, dripping
with a thick substance which they knew to be red, in
spite of its purplish-black color. Seaton dodged nimbly
as Dorothy sought to take him in her arms, and tore off
his suit.

“Nothing but red paint to stop their light-rays,” he
reassured her as he lifted her clear from the ground in
a soul-satisfying embrace. Out of the corner of his
eye he saw the Kondalians staring in open-mouthed
amazement at the Skylark. Wheeling swiftly, he
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laughed as he saw a gigantic ball of frost and snow!
Again donning his fur suit, he shut off the refrigerators
and returned to his party, where the Karfedix gave him
thanks in measured terms. As he fell silent, Dunark
added:

“Thanks to you, the Mardonalian forces, instead of
wiping us out, are themselves destroyed, while only
a handful of our vessels have been lost, since the grand
fleet could not arrive until the battle was over, and
since the vessels that would have thrown themselves
away were saved by your orders, which I heard. Thanks
to you, we are not even crippled, though our capital is
destroyed and the lives of some unfortunates, who
could not reach the pits in time, have probably been
lost.

“Thanks to you,” he continued in a ringing voice,
“and to the salt and the new source of power you have
given us, Mardonale shall now be destroyed utterly!”

After sending out ships to relieve the suffering of
the few wounded and the many homeless, Dunark sum-
moned a corps of mechanics, who banded on new re-
pellers and repaired the fused barrels of the machine-
guns, all that was necessary to restore the Skylark to
perfect condition.

ACING the party from Earth, the Karfedix stood

in the ruins of his magnificent palace. Back of him
were the nobles of Kondal, and still further back, in
order of rank, stood a multitude of people.

“Is it permitted, oh noble Karfedo, that I reward
your captive for his share in the victory?”” he asked.

“It is,” acquiesced Seaton and Crane, and Roban
stepped up to DuQuesne and placed in his hand a
weighty leather bag. He then fastened about his left
wrist the Order of IKondal, the highest order of the
nation.

He then clasped about Crane’s wrist a heavily-
jeweled, peculiarly-ornamented disk wrought of a deep
ruby-red metal, supported by a heavy bracelet of the
same material, the most precious metal of Osnome.
At sight of the disk the nobles saluted and Seaton barely
concealed a start of surprise, for it bore the royal em-
blem and delegated to its bearer power second only to
that of the Karfedix himself.

“I bestow upon you this symbol, Karfedix Crane, in
recognition of what you have this day done for Kondal.
Wherever you may be upon Kondalian Osnome, which
from this day henceforth shall he all Osnome, you have
power as my personal representative, as my eldest son.”

He drew forth a second bracelet, similar to the first
except that it bore seven disks, each differently designed,
which he snapped upon Seaton’s wrist as the nobles
knelt and the people back of them threw themselves
upon their faces.

“No language spoken by man possesses words suffi-
ciently weighty to express our indebtedness to you, Kar-
fedix Seaton, our guest and our savior. The First
Cause has willed that you should be the instrument
through which Kondal is this day made supreme upon
Osnome.

In small and partial recognition of that instrumental-
ity, I bestow upon you these symbols, which proclaim
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you our overlord, the ultimate authority of Osnome.

“While this is not the way in which I had thought
to bid you farewell, the obligations which you have
heaped upon us render all smaller things insignificant.
When you return, as I hope and trust you soon will,
the city shall be built anew and we can welcome you as
befits your station.”

Lifting both arms above his head he continued:

“May the great First Cause smile upon you in all
your endeavors until you solve the Mystery: may your
descendants soon reach the Ultimate Goal. Goodbye.”

Seaton uttered a few heartfelt words in response and
the party stepped backward toward the Skylark. As
they reached the vessel the standing Karfedix and the
ranks of kneeling nobles snapped into the double salute
—truly a rare demonstration in Kondal.

“What’ll we do now?” whispered Seaton.

“Bow, of course,” answered Dorothy.

They bowed, deeply and slowly, and ‘entered their
vessel. As the Skylark shot into the air with the great-
est acceleration that would permit its passengers to
move about, the grand fleet of Kondalian warship fired
a deafening salute. :

T had been planned before the start that each person
was to work sixteen hours out of the twenty-four.
Seaton was to drive the vessel during the first two
eight-hour periods of each day. Crane was to observe
the stars during the second and to drive during the
third. DuQuesne was to act as observer during the
first and third periods. Margaret had volunteered to
assist the observer in taking his notes during her wak-
ing hours, and Dorothy appointed herself cook and
household manager.

As soon as the Skylark had left Osnome, Crane told
DuQuesne that he and his wife would work in the
observation room until four o’clock in the afternoon,
at which time the prearranged system of relief would
begin, and DuQuesne retired to his room.

Crane and Margaret made their way to the darkened
room which housed the instruments and seated them-
selves, watching intently and making no effort to con-
ceal their emotion as first the persons beneath them,
then the giant war-vessels, and finally the ruined city
itself, were lost to view. Osnome slowly assumed the
proportions of a large moon, grew smaller, and as it
disappeared Crane began to take notes. For a few
hours the seventeen suns of this strange solar system
shone upon the flying space-car, after which they
assumed the aspect of a widely-separated cluster of
enormous stars, slowly growing smaller and smaller
and shrinking closer and closer together.

At four o'clock in the afternoon, Washington time,
DuQuesne relieved Crane, who made his way to the
engine room.

“It is time to change shifts, Dick. You have not
had your sixteen hours, but everything will be regular
from now on. You two had better get some rest.”

“All right,” replied Seaton, as he relinquished the
controls to Crane, and after bidding the new helmsman
goodnight he and Dorothy went below to their. cabin.

Standing at a window with their arms around each
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other they stared down with misty eyes at the very faint
green star, which was rapidly decreasing in brilliance
as the Skylark increased its already inconceivable vel-
ocity. Finally, as it disappeared altogether, Seaton
turned to his wife and tenderly, lovingly, took her in
his arms. '
“Littlest Girl. . . . Sweethéart . . .”” he whispered,
and paused, overcome by the intensity of his feelings.
“I know, husband mine,” she answered, while tears
dimmed her glorious eyes. “It is too deep. With
nothing but words, we can’t say a single thing.”

CHAPTER XIX
The Return to Earth

DUQUESNE’S first act upon gaining the privacy of
his own cabin was to open the leather bag pre-
sented to him by the Karfedix. He expected to find
it filled with rare metals, with perhaps some jewels,
instead of which the only metal present was a heavily-
insulated tube containing a full pound of metallic ra-
dium. The least valuable items in the bag were scores
of diamonds, rubies, and emeralds of enormous size
and of flawless perfection. Merely ornamental glass
upon Osnome, Dunark knew that they were priceless
upon Earth, and had acted accordingly. To this great
wealth of known gems, he had added a rich and varied
assortment of the rare and strange jewels peculiar to
his own world, the faidon alone being omitted from the
collection. DuQuesne’s habitual calmness of mind al-
most deserted him as he classified the contents of the
bag.

The radium alone was worth millions of dollars, and
the scientist in him exulted that at last his brother scien-
tists should have ample supplies of that priceless metal
with which to work, even while he was rejoicing in the
price he would exact for it. He took out the familiar

- jewels, estiinating their value as he counted them—a

staggering total. The bag was still half full of the
strange gems, some of them glowing like minidture
lamps in the dark depths,*and he made no effort to
appraise them. He knew that once any competent
jeweler had compared their cold, hard, scintillating
beauty with that of any Earthly gems, he could demand
his own price.

“At last,” he breathed to himself, “I will be what
I have always longed to be—a money power. Now I
can cut loose from that gang of crooks and go my
own way.”

He replaced the gems and the tube of radium in the
bag, which he stowed away in one of his capacious
pockets, and made his way to the galley.

HE return voyage through space was uneventful,

the Skylark constantly maintaining the same veloc-
ity with which she had started out. Several times, as
the days wore on, she came within the zone of attrac-
tion of various gigantic suns, but the pilot had learned
his lesson. He kept a vigilant eye upon the bar, and at
the first sign of a deviation from the perpendicular he
steered away, far from the source of the attraction.

* Not content with these precautions, the man at the
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board would, from time to time, shut off the power,
to make sure that the space-car was not falling toward
a body directly in its line of flight.

When half the distance had been covered, the bar

was reversed, the travelers holding an impromptu cere-
mony as the great vessel spun around its center through
an angle of one hundred and eighty degrees A few days
later the observers began to recognize some of the fixed
stars in familiar constellations and knew that the yel-
lowish-white star directly in their line of flight was the
sun of their own solar system. After a time they saw
that their course, instead of being directly toward that
rapidly-brightening star, was bearing upon a barely
visible star a little to one side of it. Pointing their
-most powerful telescope toward that point of light,
Crane made out a planet, half of its disk shining
brightly. The girls hastened to peer through the tele-
scope, and they grew excited as they made out the
familiar outlines of the continents and oceans upon the
lighted portion of the disk.

It was not long until these outlines were plainly
visible to the unaided vision. The Earth appeared as
a great, softly shining, greenish half-moon, with parts
of its surface obscured by fleecy wisps of cloud, and
with its two gleaming ice-caps making of its poles two
brilliant areas of white. The returning wanderers
stared at their own world with their hearts in their
throats as Crane, who was at the board, increased the
retarding force sufficiently to assure himself that they
would not be traveling too fast to land upon the Earth.

After Dorothy and Margaret had gone to prepare
a meal, DuQuesne turned to Seaton.

“Have you gentlemen decided what you intend to
do with me?”

“No. We haven't discussed it yet. I can’t make
up my own mind what I want to do to you, except that
I sure would like to get you inside a square ring with
four-ounce gloves on. You have been of too much
real assistance on this trip for us to see you hanged, as
you deserve. On the other hand, you are altogether
too much of a thorough-going scoundrel for us to let

you go free. You see the fix we are in. What would
you suggest ?”’
“Nothing,” replied DuQuesne calmly. “As I am in

no danger whatever of hanging, nothing you can say
on that score affects me in the least. As for freeing
me, you may do as you please—it makes no difference
to me, one way or the other, as no jail can hold me for
a day. I can say, however, that while I have made a
fortune on this trip, so that I do not have to associate
further with Steel unless it is to my interest to do so,
I may nevertheless find it desirable at some future
time to establish a monopoly of X. That would, of
course, necessitate the death of yourself and Crane.
In that event, or in case any other difference should
arise between us, this whole affair will be as though it
had never existed. It will have no weight either way,
whether or not you try to hang me.”

“Go as far as you like,” Seaton answered cheerfully.
“If we’re not a match for you and your gang, on foot
or in the air, in body or in mind, we’ll deserve what-
ever we get. We can outrun you, outjump you, throw
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you down, or lick you; we can run faster, hit harder,
dive deeper, and come up dryer, than you can. We'll
play any game you want to deal, whenever you want
to deal it; for fun, money, chalk, or marbles.”

His brow darkened in anger as a thought struck
him, and the steady gray eyes bored into the unflinch-
ing black ones as he continued, with no trace of his
former levity in his voice:

“But listen to this. Anything goes ar far as Martin
and I personally are concerned. But I want you to
know that I could be arrested for what I think of you
as a man; and if any of your little schemes touch Dot-
tie or Peggy in any way, shape or form, I'll kill you
as I would a snake—or rather, I'll take you apart
as I would any other piece of scientific apparatus. This
isn’t a threat, it's a promise. Get me?”’

“Perfectly. Good-night.”

For many hours the Earth had been obscured by
clouds, so that the pilot had only a general idea of what
part of the world was beneath them, but as they
dropped rapidly downward into the twilight zone, the
clouds parted and they saw that they were directly over
the Panama Canal. Seaton allowed the Skylark to
fall to within ten miles of the ground, when he stopped
so that Martin could get his bearings and calculate the
course to Washington, which would be in total dark-
ness before their arrival.

DuQuesne had retired, cold and reticent as usual.
Glancing quickly about his cabin to make sure that he
had overlooked nothing he could take: with him, he
opened a locker, exposing to view four suits which he
had made in his spare time, each adapted to a particu-
lar method of escape from the Skylark. The one he
selected was of heavy canvas, braced with steel netting,
equipped with helmet and air-tanks, and attached to
a strong, heavy parachute. He put it on, tested all its
parts, and made his way unobserved to one of the doors
in the lower part of the vessel. Thus, when the chance
for escape came, he was ready for it. As the Skylark
paused over the Isthmus, his lips. parted in a sardonic
smile. He opened the door and stepped out into the
air, closing the door behind him as he fell. The neutral
color of the parachute was lost in the gathering twi-
light a few seconds after he left the vessel.

The course laid, Seaton turned almost due north
and the Skylark tore through the air. After a short
time, when half the ground had been covered, Seaton
spoke suddenly.

“Forgot about DuQuesne, Mart. We'd better iron
him, hadn’t we? Then we’ll decide whether we want
to keep him or turn him loose.”

“T will go fetch him,” replied Crane, and turned to
the stairs,

He returned shortly, with the news of the flight of
the captive.

“Hm . . . he must have made himself a parachute.
I didn’t think even he would tackle a sixty-thousand-
foot drop. I'll tell the world that he sure has estab-
lished a record. I can’t say I'm sorry that he got
away, though. We can get him again any time we
want him, anyway, as that little object-compass in my

(Concluded on page 641)
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lished evidence, which if -heard would probably have
cleared my name. I got no change. I lost two years

of study; my name was blackened. I decided that some -

day Britain should pay.”
“Well,” impatiently, “what has that to do with our
climate ?”
" “Curiously enough—almost humorously, I might
say,” replied Boric, “it has everything to do with it.
In later years, I have overcome all obstacles. I have
gone deep into many scientific subjects and I now con-
trol your temperatures. For a million pounds, T will
bring vou normal fall weather; without the payment,
I shall be indifferent.”

“I will have you confined,” said the Premier. “We
can at least put you where you will not be a disturbing
influence.”

“As you will, only by so doing you will prolong the
suffering of your people and will cause untold economic
waste. What about Scotland, Ireland, Norway and the
others affected? Unfortunately I could not confine my
operations merely to England.”

“But your position is entirely untenable,” argued the
Premier, “the government would be the laughing stock
of the world, if it listened to you.”

“So far as I am concerned,” promised Boric, “the
world will not know. I will be that generous, although
I might get some revenge from making you ridiculous.
Would you give a million pounds to get your climate
back ?” :

“Yes, every day of this is costing millions.”

“This, then, is my proposal. Place confidentially, to
my credit in the bank of England, the entire amount I
ask, subject to withdrawal by me, if I keep faith with
you. In the meantime, keep me under guard. ILet me
first send a cablegram in private code to New York.
In a few days your cold wave will begin a gradual
diminution. When you are satisfied, release me and I
shall depart with my money. I assure you most of it
will be spent in furthering scientific investigation, for
my personal wants are simple.”

“I never believed I would live long enough to com-
mit such folly,” said the Premier, “but it is agreed.
To-night you go into a cell—now, within the hour—
and the funds shall be deposited subject to your call.”

HEN, one day the frozen streams began to empty

their ice into the sea; the great industrial centers
of the North countries took on life; the breezes blow-
ing over Ireland became softer and the shamrock and
hawthorn began again to be green.

The story of the crazed weather prophet had been
forgotten. The greatest cold snap in history languished.
Boric Hengsten bade good-bye to the miystified Pre-
mier. The bargain they had driven had remained
secret among the two principals, the bank, the Chan-
cellor of the Exchequer and the police.

“The affair has been satisfactorily terminated,” said
the Premier. “Whether you had anything to do with
it or not, the country is again safe. But in order to
restore my own self-respect, if possible, will you now
tell me the real story? I guarantee you immunity from
arrest.  You can depart in peace with your million
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pounds. God knows I am in a hurry for you to be
on your way.”

“Yes, I will tell you,” said Boric. “The story is
known only to myself and two others who will never
divulge it. If you too, can avoid mentioning any of-
the details to any of your associates, the world will
perhaps be better off, for what I know is fraught with
danger—as you can see. Some years ago, I became
deeply intérested in oceanography and particularly so
with regard to equatorial latitudes where I had im-
portant contracts. I got to studying the equatorial cur-
rents, and came to the conclusion that there must be
some particular point in the neighborhood of the West
Indies which would be the controlling locality in the
Gulf Stream. Of course you know that the Southern
and Northern currents eddy around off the West Indies,
one of the big currents goes South along the South
American coast and the other kicks northward, follow-
ing the Atlantic coast for a while, and then takes a
northeasterly course across the Atlantic, in what is
called the gulf stream drift. It is this drift that tem-
pers your climate and keeps it from being similar to
that of Labrador.”

“And do you mean to say—"

“Let me finish; the boat train is nearly due to leave.
I sounded those currents which are of course many
miles in width, measuring their velocity and depth in
many places. I analyzed the winds, the bottom of the
sea, the contours of islands and finally found a small
island, one of the West Indies group, the name is im-
material to you, which I decided was the pivital point
in the turn of those currents. I knew that by contriv-
ing to deflect that current at that point in another di-
rection, I could influence the whole drift.”

“And you were planning, then, your revenge on
Britain ?”

“Not yet. At first it was merely the study of a sub-
ject that excited my interest. Then I got to thinking
of the possible results and saw that I could, in this
way, make you pay for my injury and incidentally aid
me in my scientific development.

“To conclude, I added to a small cruiser which I
owned, a boat of the submarine type and began working
out my investigation. I gave it out to the natives that
I was studying tidal phenomena and doing a little fish-
ing besides. But all the time I was laying a few cement
foundations at the crucial point in the ocean bed. These
obstructions, aided by a dozen large pumps placed at
just the right spot, started a deflection of the North
Equatorial current at its key point of strength. I found
that by operating my pumps and using my submerged
breakwaters, the plan worked and soon the whole drift
was headed south. When my preparations were com-
plete, I left my two confidential men in charge of the
work and proceeded to New York, thence to London.
I had calculated the length of time for the warm water
to cool and the gulf stream to become inactive. That
was easy because I knew its velocity. I could tell
almost to the exact day, when your cold wave would
begin. When I sent my cable some days ago, it was
relayed and reached my men in Caribbean waters. They
stopped operations immediately and of course nature
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did the rest. The gulf stream swung into its normal
channel and there you are.”

“What a terrible secret,” gasped the Premier. “You'll
never mention this?”’

“I promise,” said Boric, and he left.

“Warmer weather,” read the next day’s report as
published by the forecasters, “is still in prospect. A

gradual breaking up of the unusual cold wave, originat-
ing off the Greenland coast and which for a time para-
lyzed business, continues. . ) '

“The extraordinary situation, which has been thor-
oughly analyzed by the department, will be completely
mastered by tomorrow and our climate will be restored
to normalcy.”

THE END
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By Edward Elmer Smith

(Concluded from page 636)

drawer is still looking right at him,” said Seaton.

“I think he earned his liberty,” declared Dorothy,
stoutly, and Margaret added:

“He deserves to be shot, but I'm glad he’s gone.
He gives me the shivers.”

At the end of the calculated time they saw the lights
of a large city beneath them, and Crane’s fingers
clenched upon Seaton’s arm as he pointed downward.
There were the landing-lights of Crane Field, seven
peculiarly-arranged searchlights throwing their mighty
beams upward into the night.

“Nine weeks, Dick,” he said, unsteadily, “and Shiro
would have kept them burning nine years if necessary.”

The Skylark dropped easily to the ground in front
of the testing shed and the wanderers leaped out, to
be greeted by the half-hysterical Jap. Shiro’s ready
vocabulary of peculiar but sonorous words failed him
completely, and he bent himself double in a bow, his
yellow face wreathed in the widest possible smile.
Crane, one arm around his wife, seized Shiro’s hand
and wrung it in silence. Seaton swept Dorothy off
her feet, pressing her slender form against his powerful
body. Her arms tightened about his neck as they kissed
each other fervently and he whispered in her ear:

“Sweetheart wife, isn't it great to be back on our
good old Earth again?”

* THE END

The Sunken World

By StanToN A. COBLENTZ

HE world of literature is full of Atlantis

storics, but we are certain, that there has

never been a story written with such daring
and originality as “The Sunken World.”

Science is pretty well convinced today, that
there was an Atlantis many thousands of years
ago. Just exactly what became of i, no ome
knows. The author, in this story, has approached
the subject from a totally different angle than has
cver been attempted before; and the idea, daring
and impossible as it would seem at first, is not
impossible. Nor is it impossible that progress
and scicnce goes and comes in waves. It may
be that wmillions of years ago, the world had
veached a much higher culture than we have to-
day. Electricity and radio, and all that goes with
it, may have been well known eons ago. Every sci-
entist knows that practically every invention is
periodically rediscovered independently. It seems
there is nothing new under the sun.

But the big idea behind the author’s theme is
the holding of present-day science and progress up
to a certain amount of ridicule, and showing up
our civilization in a sometimes grotesque mirror
which may not always please our vanity or our
appraisal of our so-called presemt day achieve-
ments.

The author points out that it is one thing to
have power in science and inventions, but it is
another thing to use that power correctly. He
shows dramatically and vividly how 1t can be
used and how it should be used.

From the technical standpoint, this story is tre-
wmendous, and while some of our critics will, as
usual, find fault with the hydraulics contained in
this story, the fact remains that they are not at
all impossible.

This story is published in the Summer Edition of
AMAZING STORIES QUARTERLY

now on sale at all newsstands

Ten Days To Live
By C. J. EusTacE
WHEN wman tampers with the forces of na-

ture, something is always likely to happen,
and most of the time something does hap-
pen.  Our mnew author presents an enthralling
story of titanic forces let loose by the cunning
of man, which almost brought the world to an end.

As yet we know little more than nothing about
the titanic forces let loose when we begin to dis-
wntegrate matter. We know that every particle
of matter contains titanic forces compared to
which the highest explosives are nothing wmore
than mere toys.

Some day, these forces will be let loose unless
conquered by man. If they are not conquered, we
stand a good chance that the world wmight be
blown up, or explode just as certain stars are
cxploding right along, probably due to some
atomic forces.

Today, we handle ordinary wmatter exactly as
savages would handle dynamite. The aborigine
will not be harmed by a stick of dynamite. He
can play with it, kick 4t around, hammer it all
he wants to, and nothing will happen. The reason
is that he has no dctonater to explode it, no key
to unlock its energy.

The same is true of ordinary matter. The five
cent picce in your pocket, an ordinary pebble, a
glass of water, all contain forces which are titanic
and sufficient to keep the cntire machinery of
the world running for weeks at a time. But we
have not yet found the key with which to unlock
this energy.

The present story brings this howme to us more
vividly, and all we can say is that we sincerely
hope that the liberation of energy will never come
about in the manner described so realistically by
this author.

This story is published in the Summer Edition of
AMAZING STORIES QUARTERLY

now on sale at all newsstands




e VOYAGE & MPTON .

By E:-M.Scott

CHAPTER 1

Professor Kempton

HE following advertisement appeared in the
Personal Columns of an early june, 1924,
issue of a well-known New York daily
newspaper :

WANTED—A young man, 25 to 30 years, to ill a
confidential position. Applicant must be in good health
and be familiar with the Morse code. Apply in person,
between 3 and 4 P. M. Professor Theophilus Kempton,
Planeville, N. J. .

Appearing, as it did, one among many bizarre,
strangely-worded and frequently unintelligible requests,
it attracted no particular attention, and aside from the

usual number of curiosity-seeking or morbid-minded .

- readers, it caught the interest of but one person; at
least, it brought but one response. Amd it is this young
man’s strange story that appears in these pages.

Professor Kempton’s residence stood on the out-
skirts of a sleepy little town, which was within three
hours’ ride of the center of the nation’s metropolis. It
was a large brick house, to which were attached several
acres of land, completely enclosed by a high-board
fence.

For many years, this house, with its forbidding fence
—Jocated as it was, in a tiny village that knew no fences
and kept no secret—and its querulous, reserved occu-
pant caused much comment, frequently unfavorable.

But continued familiarity is the parent of toleration.
After twenty-five years, the citizens of Planeville began
to take the presence of Pro-

and possessed much of their employer’s taciturnity.
When quizzed by the professor’s curious neighbors—as
they frequently were during the learned man’s resi-
dence in the village—they simply shook their heads and
looked stupid—a not too difficult task—and gave out no
information.

It was a well-known fact that Professor Kempton
was a rich man, and by far the heaviest taxpayer in the
village. He had brought considerable wealth when he
first came to Planeville and had acquired much more
since then in returns from his numerous inventions, for
the old eccentric was no dreamy book worm; he was a
shrewd inventor, who perfected and patented his ideas,
and had proved himself to be a pioneer in more than
one line of endeavor.

At 3 P. M., on June 10, 1924, Professor Kemp-
ton had a caller. This was an unusual occurrence, for
he had no known personal friends, and his business
affairs were all handled by his attorneys, in New York.

The visitor appeared at the locked gate and rang the
bell; when Uncle Ike answered the summons, the un-
known had handed him an envelope addressed to Pro-
fessor Kempton. The servant carried the missive to his
employer, wha was at that time reading in his study.

Glancing at the enclosure, the professor instructed
the old man to show the visitor in and to see that they
were not disturbed. This was the last time the old
serving man saw his master alive, although, as he later
explained, he believed him to be alive as late as 1 P. M.,
on the 12th.

The inventor frequently spent several days at a time
in his laboratory, and on such occasions Uncle Ike car-

ried his meals to a room in

fessor Kempton and his
fence as a matter of course,

ll/ E are giving a charming tale by a new author, and e

the main laboratory, where
the food was kept in a

just as they accepted the
smoke and fumes from the
chemical factory at the
other end of the town—un-
attractive, but an essential
part of the life of the vil-

hope you will like it as much as we did. The idea of
an extra tervestrial body located between the earth and the
moon, and which might more properly be termed a second
satellite, is not new. Certain irregularities of our moow’s
motion have never satisfied our astronomers and there are
still some who claim that somewhere between us and our
wmoon there is another body, small to be sure, which causcs

warming-cabinet until the
Professor found leisure for
his meal.

At about 12:50 P. M.,
on the 12th, the old man
had served luncheon for his

the moon’s disturbances.

lage.
Professor Kempton’s
grounds were covered with

will enjoy.

! Be that as it may, “The Voyage
to Kemptonia” is a charming tale, which we know you

employer. This food was
partly consumed, though
Uncle Tke did not know

a number of buildings, of
no particular styvle of architecture, erected at as many
periods as there were structures. Each one was built
for its specific purpose, without regard to the lines of
its predecessors, so that the whole presented a most in-
congruous appearance, a sort of a “crazy quilt” effect.
Here, with an old colored couple, who cared for his
personal wants, and as far as he would permit, kept his
habitation in order, dwelt the eccentric old professor.
The two old colored people, Uncle Ike and Aunt
Fanny Bones, were hard of hearing and near-sighted,

just when, but it must have
been between this hour and 5 P. M., at which time the
old inventor’s lifeless and badly charred body was
found in another part of the building.

A record of the events which occurred between 3
P. M. of the 10th, and 5 P. M. of the 12th, can best be
supplied by the statement of Edgar Lawton, Professor
Kempton’s mysterious visitor, and by certain notes and
flata written by the Professor himself during this
interim. ’

It should be known that Edgar Lawton’s statement
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followed his interrogation by the coroner of M
County, New Jersey, when that official investigated the
circumstances of Professor Kempton’s death. And in
justice to Lawton it must be said that, while he refused
to talk about the matter at first, he did not deviate from
any of his statements later, when he did commit himself,

CHAPTER 11
Lawton’s Statement

HIS statement of facts has been prepared to ex-
I plain my part in the events that took place at
Professor Kempton’s laboratory, during the time
intervening between 3 P. M., on June 10th and 5 P. M,,
June 12th, and also to refute the charge that I murdered
this learned man, whom I had never met until the
afternoon of the 10th of June, and for whom I had
only the kindest feeling.
I also desire to do justice to a great scientist’s mem-
ory, for the marvelous results of our experiment clearly

prove, to my mind at least, that Professor Theophilus’

Kempton was an investigator far beyond the limits of
the present age, and that a true appreciation of his last
wonderful invention must be left for future genera-
tions.

Now that much of Professor Kempton’s apparatus
has been destroyed by fire, and so many of his formulas
are lost, we can only wait until some other genius shall
re-discover his missing principles and deductions.

I am not an educated man and am particularly igno-
rant regarding the facts and principles dealing with
chemical and electrical science; therefore, I can only
relate the true story of what took place after I met
Professor Kempton. But to do this I must first briefly
tell of the events preceding my entrance into his employ.

My name is Edgar Lawton. I was born in San
Francisco twenty-eight years ago. I am a telegraph
operator by occupation and have followed my trade in
many states, as I am of a roving disposition.

The morning of June 10th, 1924, found me seated on
a park bench in New York City, along with many other
penniless castaways, although I was probably better off
than some of my neighbors of the bench, for I still had
a decent suit of clothes and two or three dollars in my
pocket. But at that, matters looked far from rosy.

I had been in the “World’s Greatest City” two
months and in this time had worked exactly ten days
on almost as many jobs, as an extra hand. In fact, my
financial condition was rapidly becoming desperate. I
had been able to secure no employment during the past
two weeks, and would soon be unable to provide myself
with food, or even the poorest kind of a bed.

I sat there breakfastless and weary, idly scanning the
pages of a discarded morning paper, when my glance
caught sight of Professor Kempton’s advertisement. It
looked good to me, and I decided to answer it.

Acting on this impulse, I made my way to the near-
est railway depot and inquired when I could get a train
to Planeville, and how much it would cost.

“Eleven-fifty. One-sixty-nine,” replied the lordly
personage behind the wicket.

“Lucky this time,” I thought as I passed over a two-
dollar bill, the principal asset of my bank-roll.
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After purchasing my ticket, I had only about one
dollar left, and I spent the greater part of this for a
shave and some breakfast. My train reached Plane-
ville about 2:30 P. M. I timed my walk so as to reach
Professor Kempton'’s residence about three o’clock. It
was an agreeable surprise to find no one else waiting.

I immediately rang the bell at a gate in the high
board fence that surrounded the entire property. This
was answered by an old negro, to whom I handed an
envelope addressed to Professor Kempton, in which I
had enclosed a copy of his advertisement, along with
my own name.

I waited with considerable anxiety, while the old
fellow refastened the gate and carried my message in-
side. He returned in a few minutes and admitted me,
led the way into the house and upstairs to a large room
on the second floor.

After ushering me into this apartment, my guide left
me and I found myself in the presence of a small,
slightly-built, elderly man, with sharp, frosty blue eyes
and close-cropped gray hair. He was dressed in a dark
suit, over which he wore a long white linen “duster.”

“Please be seated,” my host said, indicating a chair,
and continued. “I am Professor Theophilus Kempton,
and would understand from this,” holding up the clip-
ping I had sent in, “that you came in answer to my
advertisement for an assistant.,” :

Replying in the affirmative, I handed Professor
Kempton my credentials, as a professional telegrapher.

“You would appear to be an operator of some experi-
ence, Mr. Lawton.” He returned my papers and con-
tinued, “Please step over here and try out this set.” He
indicated a telegraphic outfit attached to a nearby desk.

As 1 seated myself, Professor Kempton returned to
his own desk, which was also equipped with a small
portable outfit, and for the next few moments we
carried on an animated conversation in the Morse code.

I always considered myself a very competent opera-
tor, but compared to this man, I seemed a rank amateur.
However, he seemed satisfied with my ability, and when
we were seated in our former positions again, he began
to discuss the other requisite qualifications.

“Your health, Mr. Lawton,” he asked, “is it good?”

“Excellent,” I answered. “I have never been seri-
ously ill, or severely injured in my life.”

“You are fortunate,” he commented, and after a mo-
ment, “You will understand, Mr. Lawton, that the serv-
ices I shall require are strictly confidential ; and if, after
I have explained my proposition, you do not care to
assist me, I shall reimburse you for your loss of time
and expense, and you will be free to withdraw. But
first, before we go further into this matter, I shall re-
quire your solemn promise, that, regardless as to
whether you accept or refuse my offer, you will never
reveal anything that may transpire here or that I may
confide in you—that is, during my lifetime or until 1
give you permission to speak.”

This statement, so plainly and directly made, had a

“chilling effect on my enthusiasm to become Professor

Kempton’s assistant. It seemed to me there was some
nefarious business afoot.
Sensing my dilemma, the Professor came to the res-
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and then return it, by the same means, unharmed, to
my laboratory.”

I suppose that my looks betrayed my incredulity, for
I believed myself in the presence of a madman. At
any rate, Prof. Kempton paused, in the midst of his
discourse, to remark:

“Young man, I am neither crazy nor a fool, and
have repeatedly verified, by actual experiments, every
statement that I have made.

“As I have stated,” the inventor went on, “my inven-
tions and discoveries have enabled me to dissolve mat-
ter, to convey it, as sound is conveyed; and then when
it has been transported to its destination, to re-assemble
it, in its original form. And, when I so desire, by a
similar process, I can recall it to its starting point, and
resolve it into its former body.

“No doubt this seems impossible to you, just as it
did to me when I made my first discoveries along these
lines. But remember that I did not evolve these won-
ders off-hand ; it was merely by accident that I learned
that the application of certain electric rays and chemi-
cals, dissolved or etherealized some particular forms
of matter. This gave me the opening wedge, the rest
is the result of hundreds of painstaking experiments
and years of careful study and research.”

HE earnest, convincing manner in which Profes-
sor Kempton delivered his statements, to some
extent overcame my skepticism, so that I decided to
hear him through anyway, and to inspect his invention.
“When I found that I codld dissolve and re-assemble
the atoms of inanimate matter,” my companion con-
tinued, “I began to experiment with the lower forms
of animal life, gradually advancing up the scale, until
I used rats and guinea pigs as my subjects.

“When I found that I could successfully dissolve
and construct, without apparent injury, the bodies of
live animals the idea occurred to me that, if I could
convey their bodies through space and then re-animate
them at a distance, I would, in this way, be able to
visit and explore IKemptenia.

“After many unsuccessful experiments, I perfected
an apparatus, on the general plan of a radio broad-
casting machine, that allows me to send and receive, as
it were, living matter, without any destruction of life.”

“But, Professor Kempton,” I interposed, “if you
have developed such an instrument, why bother explor-
ing a tiny moon belonging to the earth? Why not in-
vestigate some of the great planets?”

“I rather expected some such a question,” the pro-
fessor answered. “I will tell you. In the first place,
my present apparatus is entirely too weak to carry my
rays to the nearest of the planets. In the second place,
although it might be possible to construct a machine
powerful enough to convey matter to the distant stars,
I desire to transport and recall living, not dead, matter.
And no form of life could survive a voyage through
the deadly cold of the immense space that separates
us from the major planets. But I have transported
several animals through the comparatively insignificant
distance that separates Kemptonia from the earth,
Some of these I have returned, others I have allowed to
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remain there. I did not care to bring them all back.

“The farther I advanced along these lines, the more
I became impressed with the necessity of the great
care and accuracy required in the operation of my
delicate instruments, to insure the successful termina-
tion of an experiment.

“In fact, I finally became convinced that it would
necessitate years of coaching and instruction, on my
part, before I could safely entrust the whole operation
of my inventions to a second party, in an experiment
involving the hazard of a human life.

“This difficulty promised to indefinitely postpone, if
not preclude, my scheme of visiting Kemptonia. There-
fore I have decided to make my investigation by proxy.

“I might say at this time, that, in anticipation of
making this voyage and to insure a safe return, I have
made certain vital preparations, among others the con-
struction of a cold-proof garment, or armour as you
might call it. I did this because I found that the tem-
perature of Kemptonia, at times, is much colder than
that of the earth. It was also necessary to prepare an
apparatus to allow the free breathing of the rarefied air
that will be found on the satellite.

“These articles are constructed of elements most
susceptible, to the control of my processes. They are
also prepared with the view of overcoming the light-
ness of the Kemptonian atmosphere.

“Since I have decided to ‘visit’ the satellite, in the
person of another, I felt the necessity of keeping in
constant communication with my subject. For various
reasons it was not advisable to depend on vocal means.
Therefore I have taken advantage of my knowledge
of telegraphy, and invented an instrument, built of
elements similar to those used in constructing the gar-
ments of which I spoke, that will enable the subject
after he has been re-substantialized—to send and receive
communications, by means of the Morse code.

“Having perfected my scheme, and the equipment
necessary for its successful execution, it was then neces-
sary for me to secure the services of an assistant to
help me. With that end in view, I inserted the adver-
tisement which you, so opportunely, answered.

“Now, Mr. Lawton,” my strange host concluded,
“I have tried to describe the workings of my plan, and
must ask you for a decision as to whether or not you
will help me put it into operation.”

“Before I can give you a final answer, Professor
Kempton,” I replied, “I desire to see your apparatus
and to view the planet, or whatever it is that you have
discovered.” .

“Very well,” the other rejoined, rising. “Come
with me.”

CHAPTER 1V

D
Professor Kempton’s Laboratory

FOLLOWED my host down the stairs and
I through a long hall, which divided the house, and

out through a rear door, into the grounds. We
crossed the grounds, which were large and half covered
by a number of out buildings, of various shapes and
sizes, until we came to a large, one story, brick struc-
ture, with a curious octagon shaped tower at one end.
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This tower rose fifteen or twenty feet above the roof
of the building proper.

The Professor unlocked a narrow door admitting
us into the tower, which contained numerous books
and charts, as well as a number of instruments, such
as, I believe, are used by astronomers ; at least one was
a large telescope.

“This telescope,” Professor Kempton informed me,
“is of a special design, which I have myself perfected.
It possesses a number of unusual features, among
others, that of instant change in its powers of magni-
tude, and a light elimination lining, that allows me to
observe celestial bodies with the same ease, night or
day.

“At the present moment,” he went on, indicating a
point on a large chart, suspended on the observatdry
wall, “Kemptonia occupies this position, in relation to
the earth.”

The Professor then made a few rapid calculations,
checking the time carefully with a chart, and brought
the lens to bear on a point, near the horizon. He ex-
plained, as he did this, that Kemptonia revolved around
our earth from east to west or in the opposite direction
to the rotation of the earth on its axis. He also in-
formed me that, while the tiny satellite rotated on its
axis, its size was so minute that it did not cause night
and day but only a slight dimming of its daylight.
This day lasted as long as it traversed that part of its
orbit that was between the earth and the sun, or ap-
proximately seventy-two hours. Its night was the
period during which the earth was between it and the
sun and was equally long.

After looking through the telescope for a short time
and making several adjustments, the Professor invited
me to take his place. This I promptly did, for I was
very curious to observe Kemptonia. Also, I had never
had an opportunity to use such a large instrument.

I saw a large pale luminous disk, surrounded by a
vaporous cloud of mist, through which a large dark
colored mass showed up rather indistinctly.

“The lenses are now set for twenty magnitudes,” my
companion informed me. “I will now increase the
magnifying power and let you make further obser-
vations.”

We spent approximately an hour in the observatory,
where we viewed the tiny satellite, as a whole and by
sections, at various ranges, but found it impossible to
penetrate the enveloping mist and see what it concealed.

We next went into the main building, which, Profes-
sor I{empton told me, was his principal laboratory and
work shop, and which housed his. inventions. These
occupied the space of about one half of the entire
building, and their section was separated from the
laboratory proper by a thick wall. It was also further
sub-divided into several apartments.

The largest of these contained what he styled his
“Broadcaster;” this equipment resembled the ordinary
broadcasting outfit, except that some parts were
excessively massive and were made of an odd looking
metal.

“An alloy of my own composition,” my host stated,
pointing to one of these parts. “It gives better results
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for my purposes than the material generally used.”

The ceiling and walls of this room were a labyrinth
of wires, of many sizes, some insulated, others bare.
These wires connected the broadcasting equipment
with the other rooms and with the antenna, outside
the building.

A room about ten feet square housed two small, but
powerful looking, dynamos. One of these my host
remarked, was connected with the city lines, the other
to a gasoline-operated generator, located in another
part of the building.

He installed this system, he explained, so that even
if there were a breakdown in the city plant, his work
would not be affected. He had merely to cut in with
a connecting switch and use his own power.

NOTHER small apartment was prepared for the

operator of the various machines. This room had

a switch-board extending around three of its sides and

was fitted with numerous switches and indicators. It

also contained a chair, a desk and a small cabinet, to

which were attached a set of head-phones and a tele-
graph key.

We stopped here only a moment, then Professor
Kempton led the way into another and much larger
room, fitted with what appeared to be a sort of an
exaggerated radio receiving station.

There were hundreds of wires, running in all direc-
tions, rows of tubes and cones, all connectéd with a
series of huge storage batteries and with the switch
board in the adjoining room.

One corner of this room was partitioned off by a
thick, asbestos-like curtain, reaching from ceiling to
floor ; several trunk lines of wires extended through
these drapes.

Holding the curtain aside, the Professor ushered
me into this niche, which was about eight {eet square
and was entirely enveloped by the hangings. It con-
tained only one article of furniture, a metal piece that
resembled a shallow metal bath-tub, with a sort of a
shower or spray attached at each end and a drain from
the bottom. On it lay an odd fantastic looking garment.

“This is what I call my operating room,” my com-
panion said. ‘““This is where I place my subject, whose
body I am about to send through space and here is
where it is returned when its mission has been

_accomplished.”

“This robe,” he continued, holding up the garment
I had noticed, “is the armour I spoke about some time
ago. It is composed of a metallic fabric, and although
light and flexible, is very strong and resistive. You
will also notice the telegraphic sending outfit attached
to the belt.”

I carefully observed this robe and may as well de-
scribe it here. It was of a pale muddy color and con-
structed much like a diver’s outfit, except that the helmet
was permanently attached. The hands were covered
by gloves and the helmet was fitted with transparent
eye pieces and a breathing apparatus. Suspended from
the waist and convenient to the right hand were an
odd looking transmitter key and a sounder, while the
right ear was equipped with a head phone. At the left
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This was the last time I saw. Professor Kempton
alive, although I communicated with him a number of
times during the next thirty-six hours. After he had
been gone for a few moments, I heard a humming noise
and the movement of the tub began to inctrease.- I
supposed he had opened the switches that connected
it with the other machinery. Then I fell asleep and
knew no more.

How long I slept I can never tell. I had many wild
fantastic dreams and seemed to feel a gripping cold,
which chilled my body through, although the room,
where I fell asleep, was warm. I cannot recall any
of my dreams, although I know that I dreamed.

Then as abruptly as I had fallen asleep I awoke—
awoke to find myself standing in an open plain, with
a rich yellow light shining about me and a luxuriant,
but pallid looking foliage reaching almost to my knees.

I believed that I was still dreaming and started to

rub my eyes, but found I could not touch them, that-

I was looking out through something transparent, and
that my hands were enclosed in gloves.

Then with a wild start, I recalled all that had gone
before—1I recalled my visit to Professor Kempton, his
story and our mutual experiment. That was it—the
wild, daring experiment had been successful. I had
encompassed space and was now standing on the surface
of Kemptonia. It must be that, for as I looked around
me, I knew the spot on which I stood was like nothing
I had ever seen before, in all my wanderings. In a
way it was like the earth, but still in some manner,
that I could not explain, it was subtly different.

Then, without warning, some one or something began
to beat measured strokes, now short, now long, close to
my right ear. The unexpectedness of the sound was
too much for my nerves, already badly jumbled, so that
I gave a quick leap to my left.

Then something occurred that startled me more than
ever. Instead of jumping three or four feet, I easily
covered forty, and at the highest point of the arc I
made as I sailed through the air, I know that my body
was easily twenty feet above the surface.

Now like a flash it all became clear to'me. I was
on Kemptonia, whose lack of gravity reduced my body
to a fraction of its earthly weight. I had not noticed
this in breathing, on account of the protective inhaler
attached to my helmet. The pounding at my ear—that
must be the telegraph scunder. Professor Kempton
was trying to call me.

Hastily moving the adjuster, with which the ear
phone was equipped, I reduced the volume of the sound
and began to listen to the strokes, now distinguishable
as dots and dashes, and to interpret them into letters
and words.

L-A-W-T-O-N—L-A-W-T-O-N, Ispelledout. Then;
taking hold of the sounder at my side, I slowly and
awkwardly—for the gloves hampered my fingers—
tapped out the word. Y-E-S. Y-E-S.

A moment later another message came to me from
my mentor on earth.

“Lawton, are you all right?”

“Ves,” I replied. “Where am 12”

“In Kemptonia. I have tried to raise you for hours.

* for about half their height.
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“Why did you not answer?”

“I just woke,” 1 sent back. “IWhat shall I do now?”

“Walk over the country and observe it; send me your
wmpressions. I will call you from time to time. It is
twelve hours since you started. This will cut short
your tume n Kemptonia.”

I now started acrgss the open plain, toward some
trees, perhaps a mile away. As I have already stated,
the foliage and grass there was a pallid greenish-yellow
color, like some earth plants that are grown in cellars
or somewhere away from the light of the sun.

It was very evident that a perpetual fog or mist sur-
rounded the surface of Kemptonia, warding off the
full effect of the sun’s light and heat. This vapor did
not lie close to the surface, but hung suspended, two.
or three hunidred feet above it. The land itself, so far
as I could see, was comparatively level. ‘

I moved along at a rapid rate, each step carrying
me as far as three would upon the earth., In a short
time I reached the clump of trees toward which I was
traveling.

These trees covered an area of two or three acres
and ranged from twenty-five to one hundred feet in
height. They had a smooth bark and were branchless
Their bark and leaves were
of the same pallid yellow green shade, as the grass at
my feet. Indeed, I found this color uniform through-
out Kemptonia ;¢the foliage of these trees resembled
those of our sycamore. |

I found only two species of trees growing on the
satellite—the one I just described and the other a short
bushy species like our fir, but dwarfed in size. i

After moving through this little grove, where I
found a spring of pure water and some wild berries,
I communicated with Professor Kempton, who seemed
beside himself with joy, at the success of his plans.

I continued my explorations, making my way toward
what resembled a large lake. Up to this time I saw
no signs of life of any kind. '

CHAPTER VI
The Inhabitants of Kemptonia

DVANCING toward this lake, I came upon a

A small creek, perhaps twenty-five feet in width,

and three or four feet deep. The water was

clear and cold and had a slightly acid taste. 1 followed

the meanderings of this stream as I advanced, but as

it became more irregular in its course, I cut across the
bends for it was easy to leap from bank to bank.

At last I approached the mouth of the creek, which
I saw emptied into a large body of water, upon whose
surface, several hundred feet from the shore, a raft
was floating. I was particularly surprised when I per-
ceived that the raft was propelled by two beings that
resembled men.

While T stared open-mouthed at thlS phenomenon, I
heard a slight noise behind me and turned, just in time
to catch a glimpse of a figure that was watching me
from the shadow of a bush, on the opposite side of the
stream.

This observer, whoever or whatever it might be,
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instantly disappeared among the brush and grass; but
my curiosity was aroused and leaping the creek, I
started in pursuit. The other saw my approach and
commenced running across the open, like a frightened
rabbit.

My quarry ran rapidly, fleeing toward a patch of
rough wooded ground, along the shore of the lake; but
his efforts were fruitless, for aided by my greater,
earth-born strength, T covered as much ground at one
leap as the other did in six, so that I speedily over-
took and captured the fleeing creature, who immedi-
ately began to jabber, in a high squeaky voice. It was
a most extraordinary looking being that I held, squirm-
ing and wiggling, in my grasp. Later, I discovered
that it was a fair specimen of its race and I will, there-
fore describe its appearance in some detail.

The creature was unquestionably of the male species,
and was about five feet in height. His color was a
washed-out, dirty vellow, slightly darker on the more
exposed parts of the body. The lower limbs and hips
were thin and spindly; the feet, which had five toes
of nearly equal length, were broad and flat.

His shoulders were narrow and his arms slender, the
hand consisting of four long fingers and a very short
thumb. His head was the size of that of a boy of six
years and was bald, except for a thin covering of yel-
low fuzz on the crown, apparently the only hair on his
body; the face was smooth. The features were of a
Mongolian cast, the ears small, nose flat and teeth
prominent.

However the strangest thing about the extraordinary
creature was his chest, which, in comparison with the
rest of the body, was enormous, bulging out both front
and rear. As my captive was weak, his strength not
exceeding that of a child of seven or eight years, I
concluded that the huge chest was filled with the large

. lungs necessary for the breathing of the rarefied air
of its world.

His clothing consisted of what seemed like a pair
of breeches, reaching from waist to knee, and a short
cloak. These garments were crudely woven of grass
or rush fibers. For weapons he carried a crudely made
stone hatchet or tomahawk and a stone knife; in ap-
pearance and structure this material resembled flint.
My prisoner made no effort to use his weapons; indeed
he was too badly frightened to do more than offer a
passive resistance.

However. when I finally released this strange being,
and by signs showed that it was free to depart, it
quickly recovered the use of its legs and scampered
off toward its original destination.

I now got in touch with Professor Kempton and
briefly related my adventures up to this time. He
urged me to learn if there were many of these extraor-
dinary creatures on the satellite, and if possible learn
something about their habits and customs.

I now advanced along the route followed by the
Kemptonian, and had almost reached the rough ground,
which I have already mentioned, when I perceived a
score or more of the strange beings coming toward me.

At first T feared that they intended to attack me;
but I soon saw that they carried no weapons, bearing
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branches of the fir-like tree instead. These they waved
in the air to signify their peaceful intentions. Fore-
most among these natives of Kemptonia, was my late
captive, who now appeared to have recovered from his
fear and to be acting as a sort of a chairman to my
reception committee.

The Kemptonians, as I shall hereafter call these
strange creatures, signed for me to follow them and
turning, trooped back among the trees toward their
habitations. These consisted of a number of caves or
burrows in the face of a small bluff, facing the lake.
The dwellings were, as 1 learned upon investigation,
quite shallow and I believe artificial.

Smoke rising from before one of the caves informed
me that the natives had learned the use of fire. For
fuel they use a kind of peat, mined from a bog near
their dwellings. This fuel is dug with stone and
wooden tools and then carried to a place near the caves,
where it is piled in heaps and allowed to dry before
using.

Of course, I did not gain all of this information at
once, but picked it up little by little, during the several
hours I spent as a guest at this village of the
Kemptonians.

My attempts to communicate with these people, ex-
cept by signs, were futile. They had a language, by
means of which they conversed with one another; but
it was as impossible for me to comprehend them as it
was for them to understand my language. As near as
I could tell, their dialect was somewhat similar to that
of the South African Bushman; at least they made
frequent clicking sounds and their tones were very
high and shrill.

CHAPTER VII
Joe and Judy

"I'\ HE Kemptonian whom I had first met, paid mée
especial attention. He had fully recovered from
his fright and seeing that I was anxious to learn

about his people, he acted as a guide, showing me

everything that he believed would interest me. Indeed
all of these simple-minded folk treated me as a superior:
being.

This man whom, for the lack of another name, I
called Joe, led me to his family cave, pointing out one
of the females as his wife. She was better looking
than the majority of her sisters. I named her Judy.

In general appearance both sexes seemed much alike
except that the females were not so tall, had more and
longer fuzz on their heads and wore a long, sleeveless,
single piece garient, reaching from the shoulder to
the knee.

I learned that there was little government or political
organization, among the Kemptonians, except that of
the family or clan. My guide’s family, consisting of
twenty or twenty-five members, was the largest of the
seven or eight groups that made up the little colony;
and as Joe was the most influential male of his family,
he automatically became the leader of his community,
as far as any one individual acted as a leader.

The Kemptonians were expert swimmers and spent
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much time in and on the water. They did not possess
boats, but built small rafts from poles and floored them
with rushes and clay. These they used for fishing.
However their craft could not venture far from the
shore, as they had no oars or sails, and were poled
along by means of a long pointed stick.

I found that fish existed in great abundance there,
and formed one of their staple articles of diet. They
had a small animal resembling a goat, which was do-
mesticated, and like the reindeer of the Laplander, sup-
plied its masters with food, drink and clothing.

They also raised flocks of fowl, similar to our ducks,
at least they had web feet and could swim. There
were a few species of wild birds, all small and of a
dirty yellow shade.

So far as I could learn, there were no other forms
of animal life on Kemptonia. Neither did I see nor
learn anything of the animals transferred here by
Professor Kempton. These probably soon died from
the effect of the rarefied atmosphere. All of the bird
and animal life belonging to the land, were, like the
Kemptonians, equipped with extremely large lungs,
which allowed them to breathe the thin air of the
satellite,

The plane of civilization on Kemptonia, as well as
T could judge, was above that of the savage and below
the standards of the barbarian. In the matter of tools
and weapons, they were still in the early stone age.
But in some other lines, they were much farther ad-
vanced. They had domestic animals and cultivated the
soil. Each family had a regular garden plot, in which
they raised several varieties of vegetables, both roots
and greens.

As is customary with many savage and semi-savage
tribes, the Kemptonian women perform much of the
labor. The weaving of the grass mats and garments,
preparation of hides and the working of the gardens
fall to them. The men hunt and fish, and dig and pre-
pare the fuel. The domestic animals and fowls are
herded by the children.

The total surface area of Kemptonia, according to
Professor Kempton's calculations, is less than twenty-
five thousand acres, and, as iy later explorations
showed, more than one half of this is covered by water;
the land area could not be much more than ten thousand
acres.

It was difficult to learn the number of settlements,-
but, from the information I secured from Joe, I believe
there were seven, including his own, which was the
largest. As its population, old and young, numbered
less than one hundred, the total number of the Kemp-
tonians could not be more than five or six hundred
souls.

These tribes or clans seem to live at peace with one
another, but do not appear to have much intercourse
and do not inter-marry. This practice of marrying
within the tribe may help keep down the birth-rate,
which is just about equal to the number of deaths.

The number of children in a family ranges from
one to three. Joe and Judy have two offsprings, both
boys, who are about half-grown.

Monogamy is practised exclusively and divorce or
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unfaithfulness is apparently unknown. The marriages
are arranged by the parents of the contracting parties
and are simple in the extreme. The bride, escorted
by all of her family, is conveyed to the dwelling of
the groom, which she enters and is henceforth con-
sidered as a member of his family. Then a feast is
held immediately afterward, in which all members of
the community participate. This, so far as I could
learn, ends the ceremony.

I could learn but little of the religious and burial
customs of the Kemptonians. They do not have either
priests or medicine men; but I believe that they wor-
ship light, and frequently prostrate themselves, face
downward, on the ground. The dead are buried in this
position.

The care of the sick appears to devolve on the oldest
woman of the family. There was a sick child in Joe’s
family, at the time of my wvisit; it was nursed by a
wrinkled old crone, who from time to time administered
doses of a concoction brewed from herbs.

From the data given me by Professor Kempton, and
what information I secured from Joe and other Kemp-
tonians, I believe the Kemptonian day lasts for about
seventy-two hours of our time, their night for an equal
period, with a short interval of twilight and dawn.

The Kemptonian nights are very cold, and I believe
that the long periods of darkness and the attendant low
temperature, as well as the enveloping mist, influence
the character of the vegetation and help to produce its
peculiar faded appearance,

The mist, while it lowers the temperature of the
light period, also shelters the satellite from extreme
cold during the long night, at least during the winter
season., '

The Kemptonians are busily employed at their occu-
pations during their long day and retire to their caves
at the approach of darkness. In front of these caves,
a warm peat fire is kept burning. At least so I inter-
preted the sign story told me by Joe and Judy.

After spending several hours in the Kemptonian
village, I set out to explore other portions of the land,
Joe accompanying me as a guide. Of course I com-
municated with Professor Kempton regularly, briefly
sketching my experiences and receiving his replies.

CHAPTER VIII
My Further Explorations and Return to the Earth

E now started to follow the shore of the lake
‘;‘/ or sea as one might call it, considering that it
occupied at least one-half of the entire area
of this miniature world. I might state here that all
the water that I found on Kemptonia was fresh.
After traveling two or three miles I noticed that
Joe was beginning to tire. This promised to prove
a perplexing dilemma. The presence of the little Kemp-
tonian would be of considerable advantage to me if
we met others of his kind; he could take me to the
most interesting places in this land, and he was quite
adept at explaining, Dby signs, the wonders we
encountered. ' :
On the other hand if I accommodated my pace to
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his, we could only cover a small part of the country
in my remaining few hours in Kemptonia. However,
ha thought came to me.
: prl_)])c,)e hacz(;r been upon the earth, her would.ha\{e
weighed “about one hundred poqnds; on Kemptonia his
weight must be only about one-sixth of his earth weight,
whereas my earth strength remained unchanged. There-
fore, setting my companion upon my shoulder, we set
out at a more rapid rate, and to the greater convenience

of both. -
Joe appeared to trust me implicitly, and showed much

pleasure when I leaped a small stream or some other’

obstacle, and went flying through the air with him
clinging to my neck.

After a time we came to several acres of low, marshy
ground, bare of vegetation and covered by a Yellowxsh
white deposit. Here Joe slid down from his perch,
and picking up particles of this substance, put them
into his mouth with signs of enjoyment. When I
tasted the stuff I found it to be a natural deposit of
salt. By signs, my companion made me understand that
it was the only one of its kind in the land, .and that
all the Kemptonians came here to gather their supply
of salt.

Resuming our journey, we swung to the left and
soon came to a crude quarry. Here the natives secured
the flint with which they used to make their implements
and weapons. This they first broke by means of heat
and water, then patiently shaped their knives and axes
by hand, chipping a block of flint with a tool of the
same material, as did our own ancestors in the long
forgotten past. o
"~ We continued on our way, gradually swinging to
the left but keeping the shore in sight, crossing several
small streams and passing through a number of small
tracts of woodland, where we found wild berries grow-
ing. Joe, who walked when we were among the trees,
fell to eating this fruit with great gusto. I tried them
but found they were insipid and almost tasteless.

" As we advanced, we saw smoke rising, at two or
three different points; this, Joe gave me to understand,
was from the fires of other Kemptonian villages. We
did not approach these however, because we cou!d not
spare the time to visit and palaver with the inhabitants.

Later we came upon several beautiful little inland
lakes. These were all connected with the main body
of water, by means of narrow channels. The Kemp-
tonian waters abounded with fish, some at least two
feet in length.

The largest of the lakes, which we visited, had an
area of perhaps three-hundred acres. We gli}npsed
another good sized lake in the distance, but did not
attempt to reach its shores.

Our travels had now taken us far afield, and when
we came to a hill, whose top was perhaps one-hundred
feet above the surface of the plain, and the highest
point of land I found on the satellite, I mounted it to get
our direction, but, owing to the rapid curvature of the
tiny sphere, I could locate no land marks.

We continued our advance, Joe riding on my shoul-
der, until we again came within sight of the main lake,
which we had lost some time before. We then fol-
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lowed the shore and in about an hour reached the
Kemptonian village, where we were received with many.
demonstrations of pleasure. Judy in particular, showed
great joy at Joe's safe return. I do not believe that she
trusted me as fully as did her hushand.

A feast had been prepared during our absence, and
I was required to attend. I would gladly have been
excused from this entertainment, but did not wish to
offend my kind hearted hosts, who had evidently gone
to a great deal of trouble in preparing the banquet.
Then again, I was very hungry.

I communicated with Professor Kempton, who was
getting insistent that I prepare to return to the Earth,
and then took my place at the banquet-board, or rather
banquet-ground, the most fantastic festival in which
mortal man had ever participated.

Again the Professor called me, making a proposal
to which I returned an evasive answer, but which I
had no intention of complying with. He desired me
to kidnap one of the Kemptonians and take him back
to the earth with me.

Such a scheme seemed inhuman and preposterous
to me. These people were happy here, living their
simple lives. They should be allowed to remain, pro-
tected by their mantle of enveloping mist, to work out
their own salvation.

True, Professor Kempton intended to allow the
native to return, after inspecting and photographing
him ; still such a proposal seemed cruel and treacherous,
after the hearty reception I had received and their dis-
play of confidence. Besides, I do not believe that any
of the Kemptonians would have survived the journey
through space, which had racked me, protected as
I was.

We seated ourselves on the ground, in a huge circle,
the men on one side, the women and children on the
other. The food was piled up on fresh leaves and
grass in front of us.

The banquet consisted of roasted meat, baked fish
and several varieties of vegetables, chiefly greens, as
their root crops were not yet ripe. The meat and fish
were salted and well cooked, but the vegetables were
flat and almost tasteless.

They also had a very good broth made from goat’s
milk and meat, which was served in small cups made
from a species of a gourd which they raise in great
numbers for just such purposes. Cold water, the chief
drink of these people, was served in similar gourd cups.

The banquet lasted for over an hour and at its con-
clusion I began to take leave of my hosts. It was abso-
lutely necessary for me to prepare for my return to
the earth.

Already the golden light about us was beginning to
dim, the shadows were rapidly becoming longer, and
the natives were preparing the night-fires before their
caves. Some of the I emptonians had shed their light
grass cloaks and donned garments of tanned goat skin.
I knew that a few hours more and this minute world
would plunge into the cold and darkness of its long
night. I could feel a sharp tang in the air, which,
until now, had been warm and pleasant.

Yes, it was time for me to depart, and after making
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signs of friendship to these strange people, I turned
away, although the entire population of the village,
and more especially Joe and Judy, were begging me to
stay and to take shelter in their warm cave. I have
since wondered what they would have done had they
known, that, at the moment they were making their
signs of hospitality, my associate in another world, was
urging me to carry one of their number away with me,
perhaps forever.

Waving an adieu to the assembled Kemptonians, I
rapidly retraced my steps over the route I had traveled,
when I first landed on the satellite, some twenty hours

.before. It was necessary, according to Professor Kemp-
ton’s instructions, to return as nearly as possible to the
place of landing.

The light was failing and the air became chill by the
time I reached my destination. Indeed, the whole scene
was vastly different now. ‘

Quickly calling the Professor, I signified that I was
ready to return. He appeared strangely abrupt and
asked me no more about the Kemptonian he wanted
me to abduct. Instead he gave me a final word of
instruction as I lay down on the ground and closed my
eyes.

yI felt the prickling, as of many needles, while I lay
there trying to read what the sounder at my ear was
saying. It seemed to be moving farther and farther
away ; then it stopped; at least I did not hear it again.
Then I slept.

CHAPTER IX

Professor Kempton’s Notes

UNE 10th, 8:50 P. M. Have started first phase

J of experiment. Lawton fell asleep at 8:05.

Should begin to show results in about 8 heurs.
Machines working perfectly.

June 11th, 4:30 A. M. Have not yet heard irom
Lawton ; expected results by this time, but the process
may have worked more slowly than I anticipated.

5:00 A. M. Still no report, am getting uneasy, but
dare not investigate laboratory end. It might prove
fatal to subject.

6:00 A. M. Have been trying to call Lawton for
an hour without result; am beginning to fear that
something serious has gone wrong.

7:00 A. M. Still no result. Gauges indicate that
laboratory end is clear. Should have received reply
hours ago.

7:50 A. M. Have just received answer from Law-
ton, only one word but it means the success of the
experiment.

8:00 A. M. Lawton has called again, asking for
instructions; reports he has just awakened. Process
much slower than I expected.

9:00 A. M. Again communicated with Lawton. He
reports several forms of vegetation but no signs of
animal life. Vegetation familiar as to form and size
but pallid in color. Atmosphere very rare and vapor
heavy.

10:20 A. M.
intelligent animal life.
SOOM.

Lawton advises that he has found
He is investigating; will call
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11:00 A. M. Lawton reports that he is among a
strange race of beings, having human characteristics
but odd appearance. Have speech but it is unintelligible
to him. He can communicate to some extent by signs.

12:00 M. Lawton in complete accord with natives,
as he designates them. They have fire, live in caves
and possess crude implements and weapons. They
must be of a Stone Age type.

2:00 P. M. Lawton reports presence of domestic
animals and fowls, also a limited form of agriculture.
Natives must be of a higher type than I supposed. They
are very hospitable and friendly.

4:00 P. M. Lawton relates much information about
these strange beings. They worship Light. Live mono-
gamous lives and dwell in small communities, total
number of inhabitants very small; perhaps about six
hundred.

6:00 P. M. Have urged Lawton to continue his
explorations in other parts of Kemptonia, as his time
there is very limited. Advises that he is starting on
trip over the country and that one native accompanies
him as a guide.

9:00 P. M. Lawton reports presence of salt and
other minerals; also of edible fruit. Finds some forms
of bird life. Can find nothing of the animals I em-
ployed in former experiments.

11:00 P. M. Lawton has reported to some length,
regarding physical features. He is desirous of con-
tinuing his investigations, but have advised him to cur-

 tail them as I am growing nervous and constantly fear

a breakdown in my equipment.
to his successful return, ,

June 12th, 1:00 A. M. Lawton states he and native
are on way back to village. The thought has come to
me: Why not have Lawton bring one of the natives
back to the earth with him? It could be returned to
Kemptonia later.

2:00 A. M. Lawton announces return to village.
Have suggested that he secure one of the natives and
return at once. He ignores question of native, but
expects to attend a native feast before returning.

3:30 A. M. My equipment is not working as well
as I desire; have instructed Lawton to secure native
and prepare to return at once. The banquet has ended
and he is taking leave of natives. States that night
is approaching.

4:20 A. M. Lawton reports he is ready to return
to earth. Has said nothing about bringing native, but
I will not urge that. I am very nervous and only
desire a successful termination to our experiment. My
apparatus is working very slowly and I am worn out
by my long vigil.

8:00 A. M. I am having serious trouble in the
manipulation of my instruments, and fear at times that
they may stop altogether. A pause of any duration
would prove fatal to Lawton at this stage.

10:00 A. M. Had a distressing experience a few
moments ago. All my equipment stopped. Fortunately
it was not a breakdown, but was caused by the city shut-
ting off its current. I quickly threw in my own dy-
namo, but it is weaker than the city power and I am

This might prove fatal



654

having constant trouble preventing a complete break-
down.

1:00 A. M. The city current has again been turned
on and I can hope for a iittle relief from the constant
strain of the past thrfee hours, which was terrific. A
{few hours more and the experiment should be com-
pleted. I pray that its ending be as auspicious as was
its beginning.

2:00 P. M. I have had a little relaxation during the
past hour and was able to take some food, but only
a little, for anxiety has destroyed my appetite.

3:00 P. M. I am again having serious trouble.
Several of my circuits have become useless, some are
shorted and others burned out. This greatly reduces
the power of my equipment and I am fearful for the
result.

4:10 P. M. The past hour has been the most dread-
ful of my life. I am worn out physically and mentally.
The gauges indicate that the experiment is almost com-
pleted, so I can rest soon. The high voltage circuit
has been firing badly. Trouble there will be very
serious. I dare not shut off the current for even an
instant at this stage, and to make repairs with the
power on will be~—

CHAPTER X

Conclusion

HE coronor’s jury, sitting to determine the cause
of the death of Professor Theophilus Kempton,

was nearing the end of its labors. The Plane-
ville Town Hall, where its sessions were being held,
was packed, not only with the curious and idle of the
little village and adjacent country-side, but with the
more substantial citizens of the town as well.

During his life, Professor Kempton had been a never
failing source of gossip and perplexity to his fellow
townsmen, and the abrupt manner of his taking off had
in no way abated this.

Planeville from laborer to banker, from house-
maid to old Mrs. Van Dusenberry, leader of the towns
élite, flocked early to the scene of the inquest and re-
mained until the sessions were adjourned.

At the outset it looked like a simple case of murder
and arson, with Edgar Lawton, the wandering teleg-
rapher, filling the culprit’s role. This supposition be-
came almost a certainty, when Lawton had refused to
testify. Later he changed his mind and, for the con-
sideration of his peers, prepared the story, which At-
torney Joshua Stebbins, representing the county of
M , New Jersey, in which the tragedy had oc-
curred, styled: ‘“The most preposterous yarn that has
ever been inflicted upon a generation of long suffering
mankind.”

Then certain records and notes in Professor Kemp-
ton’s own crabbed hand-writing, which seemingly cor-
roborated Lawton’s fantastic tale, were found on the
little desk in the switch-board room of his laboratory
and introduced as evidence.

In order to fully understand what has gone before,
we must inspect the abstract of the evidence, as pre-
pared by the court stenographer, and filed as a part of
the official records of M County, New Jersey.
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The first witness called was Isaac Bones, butler and
general functom for Professor Kempton. His testi-
mony was brief and to the effect that his employer,
accompanied by the man known as Edgar Lawton, had
entered the Professor’s laboratory at about 4:00 P. M.
on June 10th, and that neither had been seen to leave
the building after that time.

At about 4:30 P. M. on June 12th, the witness had
noticed smoke coming from the roof of the laboratory.
He had hurried to the building, which he found filled
with smoke. Failing to locate his employer, he turned
in a fire alarm.

The tale was here taken up by Fire Chief John'
Hostettor. The Planeville fire truck had responded to
the alarm, reaching the scene of the fire about 4:50
P. M. The firemen found the laboratory full of smoke,
with some flames, chiefly among the electrical wiring.
Two rooms, one a radio broadcasting station, the
other an observatory, were the only parts of the build-
ing injured.

The communicating door between these apartments
was open. The fire probably originated in the radio
room and then swept through the open door to the
observatory. The building itself was not seriously
damaged, but the contents of these two rooms were

~ a mass of wreckage.

After the smoke had cleared somewhat, the firemen
found the lifeless and badly charred body of Professor
Kempton. It was lying, face down, under a labyrinth
of wires, which at this point entered another room
that had been fitted up like a huge radio receiving
station.

The latter part of this evidence was corroborated by
Chief of Police, Henry Holman, who arrived upon the
scene shortly after the fire company. ‘

This witness stated also that, while searching through
the receiving room, he had found the accused telegra-
pher behind some thick curtains, and asleep in what
looked like a bath tub.

At first sight he had thought that it was some
sort of an artificial figure in the tub, because the
prisoner was completely clothed in a thick felt suit.

Lawton was promptly arrested, but when the fire
was extinguished, they allowed him to remove his
peculiar attire and put on his own clothing, which was
hanging on a hook in the receiving room—all except the
coat, which was found locked in a cupboard in the main
laboratory, to which the prisoner had the key.

The witness searched the coat and found in an inside
pocket, an envelope containing one thousand dollars,
in new twenty dollar bills. The accused insisted this
money belonged to him, stating that he had received it
from Professor Kempton for helping with an ex-
periment.

Chief Holman went on to relate that the prisoner
appeared to be sleeping soundly when he was dis-
covered, also, that he acted as though he were doped or
intoxicated when he was awakened and was continu-
ously muttering to himself and staring at the floor.
He never once looked into the faces of his accusers,
And that when Lawton finally realized that he was
accused of murdering Professor Kempton, he insisted
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that the police search the Professor’s desk, in the
Switchboard Room. When this was done, the sheets
of paper containing the scientist’s notes were discovered.
This appeared to satisfy the prisoner, who came along
without further argument.

John Calhoun, Cashier of the Planeville National
Bank, testified that on June Sth, Professor IKempton
had withdrawn one thousand dollars from the bank,
- which was paid, by the request of the deceased, in new
twenty dollar notes. The bank did not keep a record
of the numbers of these notes.

Then' came the record of Edgar Lawton’s first ap-
pearance before the jury. He merely stated then, that
he had been engaged to assist Professor Kempton in
certain experiments involving much personal risk; for
these services he was paid one thousand dollars. He
had placed this money in a pocket of his coat and
locked the garment in a cupboard, in the Professor’s
laboratory, where it had been found, at his direction,
by the police. '

Lawton had declined to state the nature of the ex-
periment in which he had been engaged, but testified
that it had been concluded according to his agreement
with the inventor, and that he had worn the outfit, in
which he was discovered, as a part of the experiment.
He also went on to relate that he had signed a paper

releasing the Professor from responsibility for any

personal injuries that he, Lawton, might sustain during
the experiment. The document was later found among
Professor Kempton’s papers and introduced as an
exhibit,

This completed the testimony, taken on the first day
of the hearing. The next session was occupied in
considering the notes left by Professor Kempton, the
statement prepared by Lawton and the cross-examina-
tion of the latter by the county attorney, who was pres-
ent at the request of the coronor.

This examination, which failed to shake the story
of the accused, was concluded by an attack on Law-
ton’s attitude at the time of his first appearance before
the investigators.

The prisoner replied that he refused to tell his story
at that time, merely because it was so strange that he
could scarcely believe it himself, and that he feared,
therefore, that he would be considered insane if he
related his experience.

“Then,” thundered the prosecutor, “why do you tell
this unbelievable, preposterous story now ”

“Because it is the truth,” Lawton answered.

The condition of the body of the deceased failed to
reveal any cause other than an electric shock, that
might have contributed to his death. There was no
doubt but that the body had been subjected to the
action of a powerful electric current.

Whether the shock occurred- before or after
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death, it was absolutely impossible to determine.

The concluding and decisive testimony was given
by Warren Kelly, Manager of the Planeville Power
and Electric Company.

“There is no doubt,” Mr. Kelly stated, “but that
Professor Kempton came to his death through contact
with a high voltage electric circuit. This occurred
when the deceased, for some unknown reason, attempted
to change fuses on a high voltage charged line, with-
out first shutting off the current. Why he tried to do
this I do not know, but as he was not a careless man,
there must have been some vital reason for his action.

“In support of my statement,” the witness continued,
“the Professor’s body was found directly beneath the
fuse box, of a high voltage line.

“And in the dead man’s left hand, this burned-out
fuse was found,” and he held up a fuse with its small
piece of metal melted by heat. “On the floor, only a
few feet away, was this unused fuse, which he dropped
when he fell.

“These fuses, you will see,” holding both up in sight
of the jury, “are fitted with a small rubber tip or grip,
and if sufficient care is used, may be removed from live
wires without contact, although it is dangerous practice.

“It is obvious that Professor Kempton removed the
damaged fuse in safety, otherwise it would have fallen
to the floor or remained fixed in its place.

“But,” Mr. Kelly concluded, “in his haste to insert
the new fuse, his hand came in contact with a live wire,
which could not fail to cause instant death.” )

Warren Kelly was well and favorably known in his
community, both as a man of integrity and as the last
word on things electrical. Therefore his words had
much weight with a jury composed of his fellow-
townsmen.

And when, after due deliberation, the coronor’s jury
returned their verdict, it was, much to the chagrin of
Attorney Stebbins, that the deceased had come to his
death by “An act of God,” and recommended that the
prisoner, Edgar Lawton, be released.

Mr. Lawton, although kept confined in the Plane-
ville jail, possessed a laudable ambition to collect his
thousand dollars, still in the custody of the police, and
to depart for the wide open spaces of his native west.

A few days later Edgar Lawton was released from
the custody of the Planeville Police Department and
the thousand dollars were turned over to him, by order
of the court.

He also received a gentle intimation, from his late
custodians, that a long stay in the vicinity of Plane-
ville might prove unpleasant.

This hint was unnecessary, for Mr. Lawton no sooner
recovered his liberty and secured his sequestered bank
roll, than he purchased a ticket for a quiet spot in the
far West and has not been heard from since.

THE END

“Discussions” this month begin on page 658.
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Hew York, B Y

Gentlemen:

You will probably be plsased to learn
one of the lessons gave me an idea to turn
s my chemical knowledge to profitable aocoount,
I am now making a varnish and paint which
undersells the other type products by $3.60
a gallon, in some casee more, FHave deen re~
ceiving gallon orders from painters during
past week which has netted me & profit of
$12.50 for my "epare-time chemical industry.
¥eny thanka for your training thus far,

S ar er,
o X

Chemistry Student turns Knov&leag}e
into big Sparetime Profits!

Because he knew how to prepare his product from a knowledge of chemistry, J. J. Kelly
produced a highly profitable article far below the price of organized competition.
Sales came easy—because competition was overcome. Chemistry solved his problem.

Boundless Sparetime profit opportunities from
Chemical Formulas—for those who grasp them

Chemical Formulas arc the basis of, not one, merly it was necessary to attend a university

but thousands of big profit sparetime busi-
nesses, such as selling soaps, cleaning and
polishing eompounds, paints, acids, inks,
cements, extracts, glues, gold, silver, and
bronze lacquerings, oils, perfumery, rust
removers, ete.

"With a knowledge of chemistry you can beat
J. J. Kelly’s record by many dollars a week.
You need not be dependent on wholesale or
retail companies to supply your finished

roducts for sale.
ou can make up your own products at
home and sell cheaper than any competitor.

That means quick sales in large quantities.

YOU CAN BE A TRAINED CHEMIST
Through Our Home Study Course

To qualify for this remarkable calling re-

for several years to acquire that training,
but thanks to our highly perfected and thor-
ough system of instruction, you can now stay
at home, and let us educate you in Chemistry
during your spare time. KEven with only
common schooling you can take our course
and equip yourself for immediate practical
work. Dr. Sloane gives every one of his
students the same careful, personal super-
vision that made him celebrated throughout
his long career as a college professor. Your
instruction from the very beginning is made
interesting and practical, and we supply you
with apparatus and chemicals for perform-
ing the fascinating analyses and experimental
work that plays such a large part in our
method of teaching, and you are awarded
the Institute’s diploma after you have satis-

T. O’CONOR SLOANE
A.B., AM,, LL.D., Ph.D, '

Noted Instructor, Lecturer,
and Author. Formerly Treas-
urer American Chemical So-
ciety and a practical chem-
ist with many well-known
achievements to his credit.
Not only has Dr. Sloane
taught chemistry for years,
but he was for many years
engaged in commercial chem-
istry work.

quires careful specialized training. For-
EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS)

You don’t have to have even the small price of the course to start. You can pay
for it in small monthly amounts-—so small that you won't feel them. The cost of
the course is very low, and includes everything, even the chemistry outfit—there
are no extras to buy with our course. Our plan of monthly payments places a chemical
education within the reach of everyone.

EXPERIMENTAL EQUIPMENT FURNISHED TO
EVERY STUDENT

We give to every student without additional charge his chemical equipment, including
fifty-two pieces of laboratory apgaratus and supplies, and fifty-two different chemicals
and reagents. These comprise the apparatus and chemicals used for the experimental
work of the course. The fitted heavy wooden box serves not only as a case for the
outfit but also as a useful laboratory accessory for performing countless experiments.

Don’t Wait—Mail Coupon Now!
CHEMICAL INSTITUTE OF NEW YORK
16-18-A—East 30th Street NEW YORK, N. Y.

factorily completed the course. -

MAIL THE COUPON FOR FREE BOOK

Clip the coupon below and mail it at once. Your name and address
on the coupon will bring you by return mail our interesting free
book, “OPPORTUNITIES FOR CHEMISTS,” and full par-
ticulars about the course and what it will do for you.

CHEMICAL INSTITUTE OF NEW YORK, A-10-28
I Home Extension, Division 10, 16-18-A—East 30th St.
New York, N. Y.

Please send me at once, without any obllgation on my part, your
free Book, Opportunities for Chemists, and full partlculars about
the Experimental Equipment given to every student. Also please

l tell me about your plan of payment.

Please say you saw it in AMAZING StoRIES
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‘T wish |
I had his job”

“He hasn’t been here nearly as
long as I have, but he’s earning
three times as much. Seems to
me he’s the first man the firm
thinks of whenever there is a
good position open. Always
makes good too. 1 wish I had
started studying with the I. C. S.
when he did. I'd be farther along
today.”

Are you just wishing for a better d]Ob too? Are
other men getting the promotions you’d like to have?
Are you letting the precious, priceless hours slip hy
unimproved ?

You know as well as we do that you've got to
learn more in order to earm more. And you know,
too, that the best way to learn more is to take up a
course with the International Correspondence Schools
and study in the spare time that most men waste.

Isn’t it better to start today than to wait a year
or five years and then wisk you had? The sooner
you start, the sooner you’re going to get ahead.

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
“The Universal University”’
Box 7139-D, Seranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of
your booklet, “Whe Wins and Why,” and full particulars
about the subject before which I have marked X

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Business Management Advertising

Industrial Management English

Personnel Management Business Correspondence

Traffic Management Show Card and Sign

Accounting and C. P, Lettering
Coaching D*tenomaphy and Typing
{1 Cost Accounting Ciril Serv

Railway Mail Clerk
Common School Subjects
ecretarial Work High School Subjects
Spanish  [J French O Itustrating [J Cartooning
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
Electrical Engineer Architect
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints
Mechanical Engineer Coatractor and Builder
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman
Machine Shop Practice Concrete Builder
Railroad Positions [JStructural Engineer
Gas Engine Operating @Chemistry {1 Pharmaey

-[JBookkeeping
Salesmanship

Civil Engineer [J] Mining Automobile Work
Surveying and Mapping Airplane Engines
Plumbing and Heating B griculture and Poultry
Steam Engineering (] Radlo []Mathematics

AN e eeeerteeeensarccsstacssetsenses seoareesstssssstsastotivenassenestonasersesesane

Btreet Address.

......................
Il vou reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Interna-
¢ional Corr nce C Limited, Montread

TAKING - *
|| icTuRes

Working in spare time, J H. Wade made
$200 in two weeks. A. G. Mason earned
3617 for a few days’ work.

200, can soon qualify for the wonderful
opportunmes in this big-pay profession
CAMERA FREE BOOK tells how i’amous

Be a Movie
Operator
‘We turnish
projector and
teach you at|

GIVEN experts teach you money-making

secrets of photography, in your time at me Ge;og
home, or in our great New York Studice—how with ‘”’1’3{ oviel
we help you get a fine position or start your r Vaudeville
own business—how we glve you & professional |55, Faudev
camera. Write today for Book and Job Charg. [Theatre.

N. Y. INSTITUTE OF PHOTOGRAPHY [Writeforfolder

10 West 33rd St., New York, Dept. 103
Dice, 8500 Cards, $1.25; Inks, $1.50;
Magle Fluid for Transparents, $3.00;
Slick Ace Cards, $1.25; Factory Readers,

MAGlC 1.00. Sales Boards, ete. Catalog, 10¢
CENTRAL NOVELTY COMPANY
740 West Madison Street Chicago, Il

AMAZING STORIES

Discussions

In this department we shall discuss, every
month, topics of interest to readers. The
editors invite correspondence on all subjects
directly or indirectly related to the stories
appearing in this magazine. In case a special
personal answer is required, a nominal fee
of 25¢ to cover time and. postage is required.

THE INTELLIGENCE OF ANIMALS

Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

To begin with, I have several questions to ask
which have puzzled me for some time. They are:

Why are there no trees on the prairies of west-
ern Canada when they will grow there so well?

Would you weigh anything if you went to the
center of the earth?

Can an image be seen more clearly in a mirror if
a light shines on it without reflecting to the image?

Can a spectroscope tell the materials found on
a planet?

If you travel from the earth faster than the
speed of light, will you see the earth revolve in an
opposite direction than if you were traveling more
slowly than light?

Why not have a brief synopsis of the life of
the important authors in this magazine, with their
photographs if possible? I often like to know
something of the authors when I read their
stories, and I am sure others would also.

About your stories:

The ‘“‘Second Deluge” is one of the best stories
I have ever read. It is gripping, immense, and
depicts man’s animalism perfectly.

“The Invisible Man” was very good and shows
in an amazing way the panic which would occur if
a man could become invisible,

I have enjoyed nearly all the stories in your
magazine. I think you should continue “‘ilicks’
Inventions with a Kick” and other funny stories.
I thought they were excellent,

In ScieNce aND INVENTION you are conducting a
questionnaire as to whether animals think or not.
I think some do and others don’t. I think dogs
do more thinking than any other animal, with
monkeys second., These, in my opinion are about
the only animals which think. Most species have
had to think sometime in their evolution, for how
could they have built burrows, hunted as they did
and performed all sorts of other things. They may
have ithought at scme time but do not do so now.

I wonder if you have the April and June of the
first *issues? I would like to get them if you have,

Please get your artists to draw pictures which do
not give away the story. This spoils them. I
enjoy the pictures and always study them.

Leave the magazine just as it is. It is per-
fect, in my estimation,

Howarp J. Hewron,
106 Glen Rose Ave,,
Toronto, Ontario, Canada.

(Do you not think that the prairies of western
Canada are so exposed to heavy winds and bliz-
zards that trees do not grow there? There are
lots of trees on the mountains of Canada. Pre-
sumably at the center of the earth, no weight would
be discernible, as you would be drawn with prac-
tical equality in all directions, but mass would be
there and you would have all the features of
momentum and inertia. To see an image in a mir-
ror, light must shine upon the ohject. Sometimes
it seems as if an object could be more clearly seen
when light is reflected from the mirror upon it.
You can try this very nicely in sunlight for your-
self. Physiology comes in here, for if the sun
shines directly in your face, while you are looking
at the reflection in the mirror, the pupils of the
eyes will be contracted, and you often will see hetter
by turning your back to the sun, and letting the
light be reflected from the mirror back to your face.
But from the standpoint of physics the stronger
image will he given by letting the light shine first
upon the object.

You are not the only one of our readers who
would like to have a synopsis of the lives of our
authors, but we want to give a good lot of stories
in our magazine and do not like to reduce the
space devoted to them. The Editor of SciEnce
Anp INvENTION, we think, would like to hear from
vou about his questionnaire. Write to the pub-
lishers for any back numbers you want, they have
some on hand.

The spectroscope depends on light waves of vari-
ous colors and for the identification of elements,
the substances have to be heated to incandescence
so as to radiate light. A cold planet cannot be
analyzed hy the spectroscope. The traveling faster
than the speed of light is taken as an intrinsic
impossibility. If one traveled away from the earth
as you describe and could see by the light reflected
from the earth, it is fair to say that the earth
would seem to rotate in the reverse direction.—
Epitor.)

Please say vouw Saw it in AMAZING STORIES
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b Against an amazing back-
" I iy ground of mechanical, electri-
¢ ¢ cal and chemically altered
life of mankind there is set
i a brilliant and colorful ro-

mance in the life of the
greatest living scientist of
that age.

Ralph’s love for the beauti-
ful stranger, his conquest of
his rival and the worsting of

o the great saturnine Martian,
culminating in a running fight '
in space with tragedy and
terror conquered by almost
unbelievable and incredible
weapons, make one of the
most interesting and gripping
stories ever told,

~ 700
YEARS
HENCE

IN 1908, Mr. Hugo Gernsback, Editor of Amazing Stor- with almost unbelievable accuracy some of the more recent
ies, published the first radio magazine the world had ever ~ developments. His earlier predictions, which have appeared
seen—"Modern Electrics.” In one of these volumes he ran  from time to time during the past decade in many newspapers
a story entitled “‘Ralph 124C 41-+, A Romance of the Year and magazines, are now realities. Every prophecy is based
2660.” This story, although written many years ago, proved  on accurate scientific knowledge. His ideas are no more fan-
more valuable as the years went by, because many of the tastic than the realities and commonplaces of our everyday
prophecies he made in this book gradually came true. life would have been to our great grandfathers.

This was in the days before broadcasting had even been e _ ORDER BLANK-——===—=—==— — e oy
thpught of, and before we ha.d the radio telephone, yet all of EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO., INC. I
this 1s faithfully chronicled in this story. X ONGEUIANETEH B EA G Sh R ¢ |

Old-time readers of “Modern Electrics” probably remem- Gentlemen: Enc!osed ﬁ'r‘ld S . for”which please send me |
ber the story, and now have a chance to get t}?e compl};te book. ¢ T copies of "RALPIL 124C 1" by Hugo Gernsback. :

I
I
I

A pioneer in the electrical and radio field, Mr. Gernsback
has a profound knowledge of the subjects, coupled with a
finely trained and highly imaginative mind.

This unusual combination has enabled him to foreshadow o LRI ey St ot

__________________ - — — — e e e e v ol

THE STRATFORD COMPANY, Publishers
— For Sale by —

EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO., Inc., 230 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y.

Please say wou saw it in AMAZING STORIES

e o E—— — T ST G T S
4
[
g
B






A CRITICISM OF “THE BLUE DIMENSION”

Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

1 have heen a reader of AMaziNG StoriEs for
some time and cousider them unusually good, but
The Blue Dimension by Mr, Flagg sounds a bit
impossible, since all matter must occupy space
regardless of other vibrating phases. What T mean
is that a building in this “DBlue Dimension” occu-
pies a space that would be the center of Droadway.
Anyone crossing the street there would collide
with it, because they conld not see it. The build-
ing though being in another dimension would still
be a solid form and therefore some one would
collide with it because of its invisibility. I am
not a scientific man and perhaps there is some-
thing I have not taken into consideration. If so,
kindly set me right.

F. Mureny

. F. N b
2021 N, Etling Et., Philadelphia, Pa.
[We publish your lctter on account of its in-
terest. It hardly needs comment. Impossibilities
sometimes run up against inconsistency and per-
haps Mr. Flagg has committed this error.—
EDITOR.}

SOME SMALL BRICKBATS, BUT MUCH
WARM APPRECIATION ALSO

Editor, AMAZING STORIES: .
1 wish to apologize for any ‘‘brickbats” I may

throw at you and your very excellent magazine in

this well-meaning (?) letter,

But before I start in on you and yours, let me
say a word in regard to those readers of AMAZING
StoriEs who criticize your artist, Paul. Paul is
the scientifiction artist par excellence. In your
April issue, one W, E. Moore lists a few slight
“slips” made by Paul in his work in AMazinG
Srories. 1 would suggest that he take a look at
the cover illustration for the story, Below the Infra-
Red. Anyone who can illustrate so perfectly and
clearly the intricate apparatus described, is exempt
from all criticism. 1 will admit that Paul’s con-
ception of the human physiognomy is rather
strained, but as 1 mentioned before, Paul is a
scientifiction, not a collar-ad. artist. But enough
of this., If Paul should see this letter, he would
probably get a swelled head, and I wouldn’t blame
him a bit, .

1 have been looking forward to .another cover
contest in your magazine, but 1 was not anticipating
the brand of contest which you finally announced.
1 had been wishing for another “write a story
around this picture” contest, but as the contest for
a symbol for the word scientifiction interests me, 1
am not entirely disappointed. I intend to enter the
next story contest, which will, I hope, be announced
soon,

The story which interested me most in_ the
April issue was the Return of the Martians. 1t is
even better than its predecessor, The Retreat to
Mars. Mr. White has paved the way nicely for
another sequel.

Next in line comes The Miracle of the Lily.
Clare Winger Harris was, I believe, one of the
prize winners in your last contest. A worthy au-
thor. Let us have more from her pen. Soon.

In referring to what I have already written, 1
find that 1 have mot thrown any of the “brickbats’
I have already apologized for. Well, here goes.

In The Ancient Horror the monster, or its fore-
bears, are supposed to have been confined in an
immense cavern caused by a cataclysmic cave-in
which occurred during the Mezozoic Period, the
period of prehistoric monsters, Well and good.
But what I do not understand is the source of the
creatures® sustenance during its incarceration.
Granite perhaps? Or coal?. I do not consider it
possible that green vegetation would survive in
sueh a cavern, and provided it did, would a suf-
ficient quantity he grown for so large a carcass?
You may, perhaps, he thinking, ‘‘there were fish in
the waters of the cavern.” There are fish in the
waters of Mammoth Cave, but they are very few.
Not enough for a dinesaur. 1 am open to sugges-
toins as to what he ate.

And another flaw. Science states clearly that
these prehistoric monsters thrived in a hot climate.
Yet, the author states that the water is very cold,
sligﬂtly ahove freezing.

In another story, the Yeast Men are shot out of
guns into the enemy country. The author mentions
that the Yeast Men move forward in the direction
in which they face. How is it that the Yeast Men
all fall to the ground facing in the right direction?
In actual practice, this invention would prove a
boomerang.

The Pterodactyl, in The Way of a Dinosaur, after
seizing its prey, is supposed to rise again with its
burden, barely clearing the treetops, where the
Tyrannosaurus is hidden. A Pterodactyl cannot
rise from the ground. It must climb a high cliff
or hill, usually a cliff; for it made its home in a
cliff. It is for this purpose that the ‘‘fingers” on the
wings are intended. When it reaches a sufficient
height, it launches itself into the air. After once
launching itself in this manner, it could glide for
long distances, not fly.

Last on the program is Baron Miinchhausen.
After his second journey (or should 1 say fall),
through the moon via the two connecting craters,
he rises 100 feet into the air after issuing from
the crater. This would not happen unless the
crater was situated in a valley more than 100 feet
below the average level of the moon. IHe could
1’60t ge:ve fallen “ugz" furfgcxinthan he descended.

n the contrary, he woul ve barel
the edge of the crater. rely come to

AMAZING STORIES
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- Positively a sensational offer.
Here’s the Red Bomber Combat

@ e . Model Plane, a twin propeller
o model that flies amazingly. And

;»)) » you can have it free! Boys
% % e\lrerywhelr\}e are flying model
= planes. ow is the time to get
::.:: '/% § yours. This sensational plane
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\ .
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&% fibre, two powerful rubber
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propellers. Not a glider—a real
model plane.

Assembled in two minutes
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ready to fly by any boy in less than two minutes—positively! Two minutes
after the postman delivers your plane, you can send it into the air diving and
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belt not only makes
look thinner lNSTANTLY
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up a vigorous circulation that
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are rapid because this
belt works for you every
gecond.
Fat Replaced by
Normal Tissue
From 4 to 6 inches
of flabby fat usually
vanish in just a few
weeks. Only solid,
normal tissue remains,
TheWeil Reducing Belt
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"AMAZING STORIES

Well? Was my apology necessary?

In closing my letter I would like to suggest that
the winning design in your cover contest be taken
as a standard cover, to be used every month in
AMaziNG Stomies. 1 agree with Mr., R, F, De-
Britt when he says that he must get his copy sur-
reptitiously for fear of being observed by some
business acquaintance, who would thereby doubt
his business sagacity. It is the same with me.
Although I am but seventeen years of age and
have not the honor of a business acquaintance, still
1 feel that others comment on the “trash” I read
when they see the cover of the magazine, That
is the chief reason why my grandparents do not
like the idea of my reading it.

Several months age I bhad the opportunity to
induce a friend to read AMAzING STORIES, but
he was forced to discontinue it by reason of his
parents dlSllke,Of the cover illustrations. He thought

it was “‘trash.”

Also I think it would be a good idea to change
the name AMAzING SrtoriEs to Scientifiction
Magazine.

I hope my suggestions and criticisms meet with
vour approval and I assure you of my continued
patronage, in any and all circumstances.

Ray PALMER,
3215 Mt. Vernon Ave.,
Milwaukee, Wis.

{You apologize for “Brickhats” in the beginning
of your letter but it takes you some time to get
at them Perhaps the monster in the ‘‘Ancient
Horror” was like the Texan Horned Toad, which
was supposed to bave been walled into a corner-
stone of a building for many years without dying.
Then you speak of what a Pterodactyl can do. We
really do not know what he could do and there
secems no immediate prospect of cur ever finding
out. You'll find pretty good science in Baron
Miinchhausen, even if you, don’t like the way he
tumbled through the hole in the moon. Did you
note the author’s reason why he fell further the
cther way? The sun’s attraction aided one way
and retarded the other way.—Ebpiror.]

ACTION OF THE EARTH’S ROTATION
ON MOVING BODIES

Editor, AMAzING StoRIES:

I have been a regular reader of ScIENCE AND
InvenTioN for years and liked it best of all maga-
zines 1 have ever read until one day in January
this year, when I changed my mind.

I have seen AMAzING STorIES mentioned many
times in ScIENCE ANp INVENTION, but did not know
what it was all about, and because I do not read
any stories of any kind unless they are of a scien-
tific nature, and thinking that Awmazing StoRIES
were not sctentxﬂc, paid no attention te them.
While passing a newsstand one day, The Inter-
stellar appearing on the cover illustration of the
February 1928 issue, attracted my attention, and
after reading the Lditorial page I bought the maga-
zine immediately.

I have not missed a single copy since and never
expect to. I like AMAzZING StoRIES best of all.

My only complaint is this: I certainly do not
like H. Wells’ stories and wish you would
print less of them, if any. His “stuff” in
AMmaziNG StorIEs is what static is to radio music.
Of his stories I bave read, Pollock and the Porroh
Man., That is one that is really worth reading
and it is hard to believe that he is the author of
it, judging from his other stories. 1 read The
Story of the Days to Come. Well, it’s a good
love story, if anybody likes love stories. What
we want is scientifiction. I read part of When
the Sleeper Wakes, and when 1 got to where
“Graham’ got out of the cataleptic stage, I was
almost in the lethargic' stage myself and quit
reading it. He can outline something in detail
and take up several pages, and in the end there
is nothing said. I believe the story When the
.Slrcf'cr Wakes would be a good story, were it
“boiled” down. If you must print his stories, print
the short ones. I would suggest that you give
him a five years’ vacation,

That is all for “Wells.”

Now to tell you the stories I like. I like inter-
planetary stories, and will welcome everyone you
print.  Baron Muenchhausen’s Scientific Adven-
tures i3 a wonderful story; it is very interesting
all the way through. The lies and self-praise of
the Baron makes it all the more amusing. I do
not know how far he is going to travel, but I
hope he visits all the other planets and their
satellltes before his journey ends.

Give us more on hyper-space. 1 am trying to
learn something about it. Not too many illus-
trations, and by all means do not mix the ad-
vertisements with the stories, as is the case in
SCIENCE AND INVENTION.

I like the stcussmns
value of the book.

I have read in a certam popular scientific maga-
zine that if a train moves in a western direction,
it weighs more than when it is standing still.
And if the same train moves in an eastern direction,
it weighs less, because in the first case it is mov-
ing in an opposite direction to the direction of
the rotation of the earth (since the latter turns
from west to east), and therefore is slowing down
its real motion in regards to space, which brings
it nearer to rest than when ‘‘standing still” and
trav‘elmg w1th the earth. In the latter case, when
the train is moving east, it is moving with its
own speed plus the speed of the rotation of the
earth, which bas more of a tendency to throw it

They nearly double the

Piease sav you saw it in AMAZING STORIES

Read - - -
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THESE
SPECIAL SECTIONS
FOR EVERY FAN

Besides the latest set construction articles

and editorial matter covering each new

development, there are many sections that

make RADIO NEWS especially attractive
.20 all radio enthusiasts.

THE LISTENER SPEAKS

This section belongs to the readers of RADIO
NEWS. Its purpose is to provide a common
stampxng ground’’ for the views of the radio

public. Here the readers discuss among thems=

selves all questions of interest to radio.

BROADCASTATICS

A page devoted to humor of purely radio interest.
All contributions pubhshed are paid for at the
rate of $1.00. There is many a hearty laugh in
each issue.

TELEVISION

A section in which the latest developments of
television are reviewed each month. This com=
paratively new industry is fast gaxnmg popu-
larity. It opens a new field for experimenting
to our friend, the ‘‘fan.”

WHAT’S NEW IN RADIO

Wherein all new radio apparatus 1s fully
described and its use explained. This sectlon
is especially valuable to set builders.

THE RADIO BEGINNER

As its name signifies, this section is devoted
to the radio beginner. All the elementary
principles of radio are discussed and full con-
structional data for the simpler sets given.
Full-sized blue prints of the circuits treated
are FREE.,

RADIO WRINKLES

This department contains many Ssugdestions
helpful to the radio enthusiasts. Each con-
tribution published entitles the author to a
year’s subscnpt:on to RADIO NEWS or, in
cases where he is already a subscriber, a year’s
subscription to either SCIENCE AND INVEN-~
TION or AMAZING STORIES.

RADIOTICS

A humorous page of misprints contributed by
our readers. For each one published 31 00 will
be paid, provided that the actual article in which
the misprint occurs is enclosed with a few
humorous words from the reader,

RADIO NEWS LABORATORIES

In this section all apparatus awarded the

RADIO NEWS LABORATORY CERTIFICATE
OF MERIT in the month past, is listed, and
a technical description given of its purpose and
characteristics.

I WANT TO KNOW

This department is conducted by Mr. C. W,
Palmer. Its purpose is to answer the difficulties
of our readers. The value in which the “fans’’
hold this section can be better realized when
one considers that there are over 5,000 letters
received from readers each month. Naturally
only the more important ones are printed in
RADIO NEWS.

Do not neglect to obtain your copy of

RADIO NEWS. Each issue over 100 Ppages.
Fully tllustrated—large magazine size,

Ezsccm

TATFALL NEWSSTANDS OR_WRITE DIRECT

EXPERIMENTER PUBLISHING CO.JINC.
230 FIFTH AVENUE - - NEW YORK,N. Y.
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Do You Want
A Bigger Salary?

It porsn’t matter what you are Today or what
you were Yesterday. Tomorrow is your bright,
clear day of Opportunity. Nothing can keep you
down if you really make up your mind to go up.

Maybe you've gotten a bad start. Perhaps you
haven’t had a decent raise in years, Or perhaps
you sre among those thousands who have had their
wages cut—or have becn thrown out of a job. But
you aren’t going to quit, are you? Bight now, when
trained men are in such demand, you’'ve the best
chance you ever had to get out of the rut and do
something worth while,

But you're “too old to start over,” you say?
Nonsense! When some of the big men of this
country were your age, they weren't earning half
what you are getting today. But they didn't quit!
They worked! They studied! They learned to
do some one thing well.

At 35, Henry Ford was working in the me-
chanical department of the Edison Electric Light

& Power Company. At 38, John R. Patterson, who

founded the Natlonai Cash Register Company, swas

the proprietor of a small and none too successful
country store. At 25, George Eastman, president
of the Eastman Kodak Company, was a bookkeeper
in a savings bank. At 22, Edison was a roaming
telegraph operator—out of a job—too poor, when
he arrived in New York, to buy his own breakfast]

Forget what you are today and decide on what
you want to be. No man has failed until he ad-
mits it to himself. And no real man ever admits
it. Why, man, in just one hour a day—in the
spare time you will never miss—you can fit your-
self for a better job and a bigger salary,

This is all we ask: Without cost, without obli-
gating yourself in any way, find out what the
International Correspondence Schools can do for
you. Just mark and mail this coupon.
[-—————————————————-
INTERNATIDNAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOO'S
““The Universal University’’
Box 7140-D, Scranton, Penna,

::,“ cost or obllgatlon, please send ma a copy of

your klot, Wins and Why,”” and full particulars

about the sub:ect. before which I have marked X:
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Business Management B édv;;t‘l‘sing
ngiis.

Industrial Management
[1Business Correspondence

| Personnel Management
(] Trnfﬂe Management {JShow Card and Sign

% t;{“! and C, P. A, Os Letter ih E .

oachin; tenography and Typing

OCost Aecounting O Civil Service
Bookkeeping ] Railway Mail Clerk
Salesmanship {JCommon Schoel Subjects
Secretarial Work [JHigh School Subjects

OISpanish [ French OIlustrating (] Cartooning
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

Electrical Engineer [ Architect

Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints
Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman
Machine Shop Practice Concrete Builder
Railroad Positions Structural Engineer

Gag Engine Operating Chemistry []Pharmacy
Civil Engineer [J Mining [JAutomobile Work
Surveying and Mapping De\lrplane Engines
Plumbing and Heating Agriculturs and Poultry
Steam Engineering [J Radio Mat.hemmcs

Name

Btreet Address

City roones State
Il you reaide in Conada, send this coupon to the Interna-
Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal

MONLEYFORYOQU

“Men or women can earn $15 to $23 weekly
in spare time £t home making display cards.
Laght pleasant work, Nocanvassing. We
instruet you and supply you with work,
Wnte to-day for full particalars.

The MENHENITT COMPANY Limited
248 Dominion Bldg.,Toronto, Can,

Ezcal. Blante
& Automatic

wrr“ You need no license arNOmelt

permit to owa this
®joo shot Automatie, UseiorR Ull'ed

DOE: Frighlens thiev: scares away dogs—
oy 3 eal home wotector. Faol your friends.
e %4 a0 eXpensive sutomatic in construc- .
’s tion, finish, appearance, durability: automatic
magasine | ing and ejection of cartridges, ’
instantly and powerful report., nteed absoiute
safe. Send no money, Pay eXxpresaman $4.89 for automatic with 100

cartridgos, JENKINS, 623 Broadway, New York, Dept, g5.J:10

AMAZING STORIES

SOME CONSTRUCTIVE CRITICISM

Editor, AMAZING STORIES:

I am only nineteen and have but a high school
education. Nevertheless, though I am by no means
an_ able mathematlcxan, I wish to express some
opinions on the much discussed fourth dimension,

I do not think the fourth dimension should be
considered as a second plane lying alongside ours,
as Wells has it in The Plattner Story. To resort
to Bob Olsen’s favorite method of reasoning by
aualogy, two lines intersect in a point, two planes
intersect in a line, and two solids, or three-dimen-
sional planes, therefore, one of them extending
into_the fourth dimension, would have only a mathe-
matical plare in common., It would be impossible
to move from one part of the earth to amother, by
motion solely in an intersecting plane.

Moreover, since a line contains an infinite
number of points, and a plane contains an infinite
number of lines, and a solid an infinite number of
planes, so four-dimensional space must contain
a truly infinite number of three-dimensional solids.

It is quite conceivable to me that the phenomenon
of time is caused by the motion of our plane
through the fourth dimension. But if it moves in
the fourth dimension it is prohably revolving around
some central body, it does that time would
be an endless cycle of cause and effect, repeating
itself again and again, Every tman would have
lived the same life an endless numher of times.
Tomorrow would be a part of the infinitely distant
past. The idea is as bewildering as The Astound-
ing Discoveries of Dr. Mentiroso.

I see that many readers object to the kind of
aper you use, and to Mr, Paul’s wonderful and
ascinating covers, I like both. he other maga-
zines I read (The World’s Work, Literary Digest,
American, Saturday Evening Po.vt Etc.) are all
printed on smooth white paper, and are more tiring
on the eyes than AmaziNg Srtories, Now that
the size of the page has been increased, I hope that
the next improvement will be an increase in the
number of pages,

f you wish to have another prize contest, you
might somehow get a title and have the stories
written to fit it. Such headings as The Moon of
Doom, The Time Machine and The Land That Time
Forgot suggest dozens of interesting stories,

The suggestion that you have the constitution
of the science club drawn up and published is a
good one, If dues are paid and the organization
has enough money, the members might suggest
original experiments, one of which could be per-
formed cach month in the laboratory of some
member, and the description of it published in
the magazine.

The Flowering of the Strange Orchid, suggested
a story, The Thunder Beast, that 1 read in Boy’s
Life seven or eight years ago. It was a powerful
story and might do for a repfint, I hope you
reprint the Metal Emperor, or at least, put in a
question as to how many of our readers get SCIENCE
AND InvenTION. Also I suggest The Ship of
I:htar by Merritt, and Poe’s Narrative of Arihur

And ast I welcome the QUARTERLY.

Jacx Wrrrramson,
East Star Route, Elida, New Mex.

[We had occasion to speak to an astronomer who
is in the service of the United States Government,
about the fourth dimension and the Einstein thcory,
and the lady, for she was of the fair sex, remarked
in the most casual way, that she didn’t understand
Einstein. So we advise you not to take the fourth
dimension too seriously. Consider it at present, a
mathematical conception, but one which has cer-
tainly done its part in AMAZING SToRIES in some
excellent tales. We are glad to get your sugges-
tions for reprints and we have a great many in
mind and in grospect but we want to preserve a
good balance hetween original stories and reprints
of what may be termed classics,—Epitor.]

FROM A NEWFOUNDLAND READER

Edito?, AMAZING STORIES:

Rather slow returns to your ‘letter of February
15, which chased me up from Paducah, Ky., being,
for one thing, now 150 miles hy dog team north of
the nearest railhead. But I wish to state right
now that I have enjcyed AMAZING STORIES almost
from its inception, though separated from it for
the last six months, and certainly welcome it in
its new form—I hope my remittance isn’t too late
to get the January issue—also, that my brother
niay yet relay me some of the winter issues from
Chicago or Miami.

In the Quarterty, I trust, you will conserve
the hest things from the Monthhes, as you did
with last summer’s AnNuarL, To tell the truth,
I had a certain feeling that some of the last issues
I saw were (necessarily) being diluted a bit to
keep up with the demand for frequent issues. The
Colour Out of Space struck me as one of the
most careful and workmanhke thmgs you have
published—barring a few ‘“revivals” from H. G.
Wells, et al—-and quite redeemed an otherwise
rather mediocre issue. And The Moon Pool was
about as originally conceived and executed as any-
thmg I have read in a long time,

With somewhat the guilty feelings of an _adult
caught enjoying a circus, I will admit that I also
get quite a kick out of Edgar Rice Burroughs
at times. My ANNUAL happened to arrive—and
was read—while I was having certain portions of
my face transferred to other portions where they

Please say you saw it in AMAZING STORIES

"JONAL
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24 Individual Lessons

A Necessary Guide
to Business and
Personal Efficiency

We have arranged to procure this
valuable course for the readers of
our magazine at the phenomenally
low price of $1.98. There are
twenty-four full, complete lessons,
treating all of the necessary points
required for a successful business
career and for personal efficiency—
This course is an absolute require.
ment for any aspirant to business
success.

1 [he following are the subjects treated:

Part
1. How to Get the Best Results
2. First Steps in Business Emelency
How to do Business with B:
The Prlnciples of Business Achlevo-

6. How w ‘Write Business Letters
‘How to Easily Develop Your Memory
How to Advertise Successfully
The Power of Right houaht
How to Makea Favorable Impression
10. How to Become a Successful Sales-

11. How to Prepare Saleg Talks

12. How and Where to Find Customers
13. Your Health and How to Impro‘ e It
14. Psychgg‘gy of Advertising and

15. Manszlng Men for More Profit

16. ‘The Factors of Success in Business
Building

17. The Money Value of System

18. How to Close Sales Successmlly

19. How to Collect Mone;

20. How to Make Youmelf Invaluable in
Your Position

21. Premhlgn and Sales Plans to Increasd

Business
22, A System of Accounts for Retail
¥ § Merchants
23. Fundamentals of a Cost System for
' Manufacturers
24, Points of Law Everyone Should
Know

SENO NO MONEY

Pay the Postman Sl Sl plus a few
cents posta

CONSRAD CO.

230 Fifth Ave. New York, N Y

CONSRAD COMPANY
230 Flﬂh Ave., New York, Y.
€ your NATIONAL

: Send_m

SUCCESS CcOU. RSE I will pay the
postman $1.98 plus a few cents postage.
Name. ceene

Address,

City .State, ..
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Men 380 week, New educstional inven-
tion, Proctor earned $538 cash bonus 1 month,
Freltag $500 ‘McKean $20 In half day.
Playbox patented. Not sold In stores. Huge
demand.  Outfit Free. Parents Assocl&tlon
Dept. 20410, Pleasant mu
| Blg Moaney. Full or § nre Tlme. ake
irect for guarant: Boys' and Youths’
Clothlng. Big Cashk commissions. Experience
unnecessary. Sample outfit loaned free. Write
Kralge-Wilson Co., 719 Broadway, N Y
Fermanent Business Your Own: Men and
Women, $40 to $100 weekly operating &
Speciaity Candy Factory.” We instruct and
I‘urnlsh everymlng* few dollars starts you home
&pare time. Booklet free. W. Hillyer
Drawer 40, East Orange. N. J.
* “Just out—16 smart, new Lingerie Crea-
tions. Semng like sixty! Women say trresist-
Ible. Backed by famous line hosiery, llnaede
underwear tor men, women, children. Adyasce

tyles now ready. Cholce territortes golng. .l'ree
se ling equipment. Write quick. World's star
Knitting y, Mich. Mlch

Co., 143 Lake Street, Bay Cit,
“T'ti Put_You in the Shoe and Hosl;:ly

Ragsdale, Free.

AMAZING STORIES

Agents—Sell $1 Christmas Card Assorte
ments. Also beautiful personal greetings. Un-
equaled values. High commlsalons Samples
Free. Harry A. Doehla. Fitchburg, Mass.

Somethlng New! Latest Craze—Rubber

rt Rugs In attractive pntems and colors
Practical, serviceable, economical. Seft, easy on
feet. Most women buy 3. Axents ¢cleaning up!
Make $90 weekiy easy. Also 47 other fast-sell-
ing rubber specialties. Free Outfit. Write
Quick, l(rlstee M(g. Co.. 1406 Bar St., Akron. o,

ock-Out Sidelin

'rulorlnz *alesmen add $30 & Week to your
profits, New and different. Every customer
buys. Samd)le Outfit can be carried in pocket.
me what line you are selling.
Morton. 1705 N. Oakley, Chica_o.
Sell Shirtst 1 furnish free samples

=tyllsh tles t00. il
ay.

% mmission. =~ Write
Shlns Dept l(-37 1237 Broadway New York.
A ents earn big money taklng orders for
eaumu ress Goods, Silks, Wash Fabrics,
{oslery. Fancy Goods, 1000 Samples furnished
The Natlona! Importing Co.. Dept. K89

-

Personal ‘initlals, leera.l
Rosecliff §.

rSQU RE-DEAL
.. /ADVERTISERS ONLY\
AL you do business on basts o!"samfacuon
of_money back’ write us for advertising. rates,
‘Publishers Classified Secvice,,
- 9 East-46¢th St., New York -

business, Permanent incoms, pr
tory, full commission on repeats.  kx perience
not necessary. Handsome Sample Outfit, litera-
tyre—everything you need to become a success-
ful Shoe Mercmnt. Eend for free booklet,
“'Getting Ahead.””  Wm, J. Mishel, l‘a.nners
Shoe er Co.. M-1009 C St.. Boston.
Make $100 weekly supplying demnnd lor
new invention. Makes autos run on 7% gaso
Free sample.  Write Whirlwind Co.,
999—319 E. Third St., Milwaukee, Wis. ~
big proﬂts selling tles. Write about
amazing on and sen: 1 new plan,
Eell (rom actual so.oples. erte Ralston Desk
SPC, 565 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.
i~ Agents — $300 month. Bonus Besides.
ell Guaranteed sllk hosiery. Must wear 7
tonths or replaced.  We furnish auto. Write
or samples. Free silk hoslery for your own use.
Betterknit Hoslery Co., Silk 2035, Gr [o
Amazing profits made. . Blgcest commis«
sions selling men's lowest priced dress clotmnz.
Wonderful patterns. Free outfit, Write M
Bond, President, 191 Green Streer. New York
{ I Pay My Agents $9 Daily Just to Wear,
show my beautltu! New Free Lingerie
* Chaln. . Prevents shoulder straps slip-
Co.. 909_Osk_St., North

n,
easy. New invention burns

3500 a month,
cheap otl economlca.lly. beats coal; costs few
dollars;

At stove or turnace' Underwrlters

73 Broadway, New York CIt.

Everybody needs Food. Our Plan leel
better quality and lower prices, Rep-

Fifth Avenue Mlnuhcturer Sells Direct
Sults, Topcoats. Overcoats $13.75. commission
$3.50. Guaranteed All Wool and Worsted Sults,
Overcoats $19.75, comm. $4.00. Satisfactlon or
money back guarantee, Free outfie. Dept. SPC
10, Avenue Tailors, 140 Fifth Ave.. New York.
Ties Pay big! . Get my Fail selling outfit
Free. Factory prices—Wonderful patterns—
Liberal Commissions-——Your ties Free. Write
Berck, 4947-X Hudson Blvd., N, Bergen, N.J.
Adents—Just Out! $8.88 for Men's
2uits! Anyone can sellt Big commission in
advancex Free Sales Kit! The 8§88 Company,
Dept. X-15, Fort Wayvne, Ind.

- Agents—ulg Money Selling Model Hats
for men.% Guaranteed -quality; lovw prices.
20 numbers; smartest styles. Outfit.

Model Hat Co.. Dept. M-27, Eaat Orange, N.J,
Punchboard—Sideline Men Cleaning
p $200 Weekly with Lucky Horseshoe. Newl
Dlﬂerenu Full Com. repeat :uslness Free cata-
log. Puritan Novelty Co., 14
$31 Profit—with $1.50 Ou ﬂ t—big Money—-
Easy Work.: Selling Gold Monograms for
Automobiles and Luggage. No experience, No
license. Eend_$1.50 for complete outfit.. Nulite
Monograms, Hartford, Conn
Make Extra Money ertlng Stories, Photo-
plays, Poetry, Songs, ¢tc. My free book tells
how to write and where to sell, d M.

free trial

approval; I
Co., Spring & Park, St Louls, Mo

957.50 a week to start; new invention beats

8150-washing machines: costs few dollars: oper-

ates by vacuum; sells from home at sight; free
demonstrator and trial.  G. P. Bradley, In-

ventor, 3808-APark St. Louls, .

+ Bankrupt and Rummage Sales. Make

850dally, Westart you turn ishing everything,

Permanent busin Free detalls. Distribu~

tors, Dept. 279, 429 w. Superlor. Chlcago.

“Brsad New Plan—Free Suit to Each
agent—s45 and up week pald in advance.
Tnke orders for our hlgh-grade talloring.

andsome carrying case outfit of large real
cboth samples—furnished Free, Spencer

Mead Company, Harrison and Throop, Dept.

X-972, Chicago, 1llinols.

Seil shirts entirely new way. Make double
rofits and give customers better values.
ealers work tor you.

sensational new plan.

Write today Ralston-Hall, Dept . PCS, 565

Filth Avenue, New York. N. Y.

Seti *'HOOK-F. AST"—nn nmn:lnﬂ men’s
belt that never sllp © $15 dally easyl ‘Per-
sonal Inltlals. Iatl-Croyd buckles ¥ and
emblem Belt offer,- Na: onal

Crafts, ) Dem. -23 41 John St.. New York.

Make $10-$25 dally shewing finest guar-

anteed All Wool Tallored to Individual Measure

Sults—~Overcoats, $23.50—829.50. Big Sample

Outfit Free. _General Tallortng .Co., . Dept.

PCRJ. 529 So. Frankiin, Chicago.

$85.00 weekly—Dresses Free! Associate
compnny of famous Real ElIk Hoslery offers

rou remarkable opportunity. to earn money.

arls styles. Below-store prices. Free equipment,
arford Frocks, 915 Walnut St., Indlanapcus

} Seit a Necessity that Repents—- Sell 1

entlrely new way—make $100 to $150 weeklv

Write today for Free Detalls. A, H. Carroll.

554 Argyle Road,Broadway, N.Y,

New and Going Big—Two Amazing New
patented household items. ¢ Year ‘round sell
ers. Blg profits every sale.” Write for unique
seliing plans and outfit offer. Central States
Mg, Co., Dept. K-2011, 4500 Mary Avenue.
Et. Louls. Missourt.

} Al home study schools on this page marked
with 8 star (%) have been investlgated and
approved.

hese
. on the following grounds: truthtul purposes,

th of instructors
and reasonable instruction fees. National
‘Home Study Couneil, Washineton. D. C.

} Hotels Need Trained Executives. Nation«
* wlde demand for trained men and women;
past experience unnecessary. We train
you by mail and put you In touch with blg
opportunities. Write at once for particu-
lars. Lewis Hotel 'l'ra.lnlng Schools, Suite
gg\-_wg_sn Washington, D.
» Radio! Big Pay, Rnpld Advancement.
*Success' Learn at home. Finest lnslrucuons
Card brings vou free booklet. Dept. R
Radio lnsmuteo( Amerlcs, 326 B'way, N.Y.C.

Richar
Abbott, 22 E. 12th Street Cinclnnati, O.
Bankrupt—Rummage Sales make $500
monthly, Westart you. mrnlshlng everwmng.
Experience unnecessary, hf Robey
Dept. R-9, 1945 Wabansln Ave. cago.

Get Our Free Sampie Case-Tollet Ar- Ar-
ticles, Perfumes and _Speclalties. - Wonder-
tullty_profitable.* La Derma Co., Dept. RC.
St. Louls, Missouri.

Atnazing Invention mends socks, shirts;

and thousand other artlcles. Banishes darning, | ;
sewlng. 50% to 200%

resentatives wanted. $100 a week and free
automobile. Write quick. American Products
Co..-1925 Monmouth Cincinnati, O-
MlrcelwuverlsTnklngAmerlcnnWomen
by storm. - Men and women representatives
everywhere making biggest profits of years.
8279 a week—3$857 a day—$17 an hour—spare
or rull time workers earn such amounts easily,
Territories now being allotted. Full informae
tonv Free. « Marcelwaver,” Dept..98R, Clne

fonw
cinnati, Ohlo.
Sensational .+ Nothing like
9, Agents . cleaning
up. ,75 otber powertul + sellers,
yard "sal to hustlers.
outfit n once.wAdd Dept. 527, Madison
Brothers, 133 South Peorla, Chlcago. 1.
~ Sell beautiful *’Style Tailored’* shirts,
pajamas, lumberjackets and necktles direct to
wearer at lactor'y prices. Many beginners earn
$50 first;week In spare time.~ $100_ weekly
full time easy.” Selling outfit Free. Hownrd
Shirts, 1213 Van Buren, Factory 21, Chicaog.
-$100 weekly selling better-quality, all-
wool made-to-measure suits and overcoats at
$23.50. nghcm commissions. Extrs bonus for
produce Large swatch samples free. W.
Gibson 500 Throop St.. Dept. X-672 Chicago.
Selis Itself. $3.45 pro t on $1.30 cost. 310
to %20 every hour. Brand n Exclusive terrl~
tory. Big Repeat bu.slness. Bncked by National
chaln organlzauon Agents—get tree trial offer.
Curtan Mfg. Co., 152 E. Erfe St., Chicago. 1il.
Eara—3$15 dally selling personal Christmas
cards made to order, the most beautiful and
complete Hine, selling 8¢ exceptlonauy low prices.
High commission pald dally; expetlence un-
necessary: tull or spare time.’ W te today for
sample boo ig season on. JKletn Co., 242
Notth Wate Rochester. N..Y.
Galloping lvorlel. New Gnme that's Thrlile
ing a7 America. Absolutely Legal. Every Clgar
C 5—3200 Weel

unpecessary.”
Dept. 593, St. Louls, Mo,
Punchboard Salesmen. New fascinating
game. Excitement; legal all states; $200 weekly
easy: one minute sal&s talk; pay daily. Cigar—
Stores Novelty Co., Dept. P., Peoria, Il
Agents — Sell **Whis er-lt-Mouthplece
telephone specialty. undreds sold wherever
telephone s used. Big profits, Write Colytt
Laboratorles, 563 Washington Bivd., Chicago.
Agents $300 a month, We feed the worid.
Groeerles, teas, coffees, {ood specialties, soaps,
perfumes, !amlly medicines. Over 400 daily
necessities. Steady profitable repeat business.
$3.00 hour part time. Samples furnished.
Harley Company. Desk E 2584, Davton, Ohlo,
Free outfit with actual samples of Fine
Bostonian Broadcioth gets quick sales for our
nationally known Bostonlan Shirts at 3 fer
$6.95. Postage pald. Liberal Cash commlsslon

Free
5 lor vou. $12 eekly.
New-WayLaborator! ?es ll!hSt Mt. Healthy, O. Hurry,: K & S, 4339 R venswocd Chicago.
We Start You Without A Dollar, Soaps, —A—mo—- .mv
Extracts, Perfumes—Tollet  Goods, ex-|c fdents mont en.
perience ‘Carnation - Co. Sell finest line guaranteed hoslery. 126 styles,

colors. - Beats store prices. Sllk hase for your-
self ree. « Write for samples. Wilknlt Hoslery
Co., Dept., 2435 Gr ©Ohlo.
Part-time workers wanted. A limited
number of positions open for direct salesmen.
big issues of my book contalning valus
making
E. 12th

All

able opportunl!les on spare—tlme moneg
sent for onlv 1 ed Bernard, 2
treet, Cincinnati, 0 lo.

-Agents—3$250 month, Raincoats,
Colors. Your choice $2.65,
hour,r Complete line 60 patterns,
suedes, tweeds, Leather-Lyke. Outfit sent
tree. Postage prepald. Write Comer Mfg. Co.,
Dept. 9-O, Davton. Ohlo.

T FREE! To honest
patented cigarette lizhter. Show your friends
and make 390 weekly. Send 25c¢ to cover
mailing costs. _E. Z. Lite. 365 Lincoln Place,
Brooklyn. N. Y. _on

men over 1l¥: new

earns big profits for yo n Mfg. Co..
Dept. SM9, 68 qummer St., Boston, Mass.
Men—who like to travel, Work romantic
South Amertca. American firms pay fare
ge.. Free list.- South American Service
ureau, 14600 Alma, Detroit, Mieh.
tenographer Earned $100

in Lunch hours setling Chrlstmas Cards Full
or spare time. Weekly p:

$10 Sample Book Free. Exper. unnec. Get de-
talls. John Hertel Co., 320 W on, Chicago,

~ | Carroll.

“Bang-Up Good New . Sideline!  Sells
Everywhere all Merchants, Banks, Mfrs. Blg
Comms. advanced daily. Pocket Outfit Free.
319 N: Albany, Dept. VA, Chicago.

Don’t Sell for Others. Employ Agents
yourself. _Make your own products.’ oﬂet
Articles, Household Specialties. ete.
profit, - Valuable booklet Free. Natlona1
Scientific Labs., 1929W Broad, Richmond. Va.

LEARN WHILE YOU EARN

“Try It”° “Punch Ball”’2 brand New

Machlnes that's startling country, $125-$200(F
Weekly, Every Store Prospect. Pocket Outfit

Free. Ad-Lee, 823 Wabash Ave.. Ch 1.

C-ndles. Home Made. Make big money.

w dollars starts you. We teach making

and seluniv Capitol Cnndy School. _Dept.
AE-8545, Washington, C.

Wheat-Corn
$10. No more.  Buys Op uon on 5,000 bu.
wheat, corn.
particulars Free. Write today. Graln Traders
Service, Dept. 46A, 22 Quincy Street, Chicago,
~World’s leading manufacturer of Fire
Extinguishers has positions open for salesmen
in direct selling, capable of earning $3,600 to

sales. We train you. Rapid promotions to pro-
ducers. Fyr-Fyter Co., 1720 Fyr-Fyter Bldg.,
Dayton, Ohio.

If you need money and want to make it
at home in spare time get my big tlustrated
book of 67 tested f{nnns that show you how to
start earning a profitable income without invest-
ment. Mall only half dollar (stamps or coin)_to

V. O. Fisher, 795 Kearney Ave., Arlington, N.J,
- - ~r

Possibility large profits. Full | 0e

$6,000_yearly. = Prospects everywhere—easy |

Men, Enter U, S. Mall Service; $142-322!
month; steady; pald vacations; experience un-

cessary. For detalls, write Norton Inst.,

1523 Temple Court, Denver, Colo.
Men Wanted—3$18 to $40 week while learn-
ing Aviation, Electricity or Autos. Write for
Free Rook, }%)eclty Trade wanted., Greer
College, 20245 Wabash, Chicago.

Big Pay Jobs open in Automotive field,
Learn how on real equipment with real shop
tools in eight weeks. Satisfaction guaran-
teed. Write quick for speclal tultion offer,
McSweeny Auto Qchools. Dept. 21-H, Cleve.
tand, O. and o

Men, get Forest Ranger ob Slﬁ-sfﬁ
month and bome turnished: fish, {
For details, write Norton mmue. 15 3

‘Temple Court, Denver, Colo.
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Extra Be e Christmas

Great nechwear tine now free! Features
Ineat. quality uneckwear at factory prices.
Collect big commissions dally. Write for
FREL tie offer and FREE ontfit. Nawco

Make $12 a day and liberal bonus selling
Pioneer $23.50 and $33.50 all-wool tafloring.
Commissions paid daily. 100 extra large cloth
samples lurnlshed. ‘We train the inexperienced.
Write Ploneer oring Co., Congress &
Throop, Dept. x1212 Chicago.

“Write for Free Soap Sample & Agents
terms on Face Creams, Extracts, etc. Make
Extra Money durin your spare time. Lacase
sian Co., Dept. 90, t. Louls, .

$90. Weekly elling natioaally known,
tallored-to-measure $23.50 sults, overcoats.
Quality unexcelled. Commission $4.00, plus
fit Sharing. Powerful sales produtlng ‘outfit (ur-
nished. Style<Center, Dept.W-25, Cincinnati, O.
Make $1,000 before Xmas selling exc usive
personal XmasCards in distinctive steel engrave
€d designs. Expensive sampie book free. Wet-
more.Jano& Dept.PCS,R NY

Big Pay Every Day, Showlng Nimrod s
All-Year Sellers!  Dress, , and Flannel
Shirts, Overalls, Pants, Sweners, Underwear,
Pajamas Leather Coats, Lumberjacks, Play-
sults etc. Exp.unnec. Big OutAt Freel Nimrod

Co.. ‘Denpt. 85, 4922-28 Lineoln Ave., Chicago.

1 pay my agents $90 a week ]un to weaf
and.show beautiful New Free Ralncoat and
give away Free Hats. Write for yours. R. G.
King, 230 So Wells, Chieago.

an d d. dent.
N Course in busu:ess

d personal efficlency trains Kou for

Offered to ou at t.
Original

Only few courses left. Order today,

man $1.98 plus few cents postage.
Co,, 230-D Fifth Avenue, New York,

- Neckwear, M-125, Covington, Ky
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AMAZING STORIES

THE FATHER OF

IENTIF

GREATEST OFFER
EVER MADE

Never before has it been possible
to obtain the complete works of
America’s greatest author and
genus, Edgar Allan Poe, for the
amazingly low price that we now
offer them to you.

Edgar Allan Poe has come to be
looked upon as the greatest liter-
ary genius that America has ever
produced. He is the orxgmator
of the first “Scientifiction” stor-
ies—fiction with a plausible sci-
entific background. Jules Verne
and H. G. Wells freely acknowl-

edge him as the originator of |

‘modern scientifiction.* In addi-
tion, 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 special
introductory offer. There is just
a limited number of copies in this
edition,

*All Scientifiction Stories in list
of contents are identified with
a star and printed bold face.

*MS, Found

VOLUME OVE
Memoir of Wm. II. Rog
Eulogy by James Russell Lomll
Notice by N. P, Willis,

Scheherazade, The Asslgnation. The D 3
tAdventures of Hans Piall *A Descent into the Maelstrom, *The Pit and the Pendulum. Lloglzll‘legv.u L0 O i
The Gold Bug. *Von Kempelen and His Discovery,  The Premature Burlal. X-ing a Paragrab.
Four Beasts in One. *Mesmeric Revelation The Domain of Atnheim. VOLUME SIX
VOLUME TWO *Facts in Case M. Valdemar. Landor’s Cottage. . S
Murders in Rue Morgue. ®The Black Cat. Willlam Wilsen. Narrative of A. Gordow Pym.
VOLUME SEVEN
Motzengerstein.
Z Py The System of Dr. Tarr and Prof. Fether.
~ // - '{{he Lite‘r‘arwalfoB lo(k'l‘hlsglzmhloli» Esq,
- e y g ow to Write a Blackwood Artlcle,
% 7 Z Predicament. The Ange! of the Od
- // /// Mystification, *Mellonta Tauta. © .
Diddling. The Duc de L Omelette,
VYOLUME EIGHT - VOLUME TEN $Sonnet to Seienss.
The Oblong Box. Complete Poems. *Al Aaraaf.
. The Raven. Tamorlane
Loss of Breath,
sThe Man That Was Used Up. The Bells.
o Business Man,
‘The Landscape Garden. SEND No MONEV'
;Maelzel'{: v%he(sis Player., s s et o o (s o . o
oems O ords.
The Colloquy of Monas and Una. Popular Book Corporation,
- (el ConversationothkroslanalChesy 109 Park Place, New York City.
Bhadow—A Parable. Gentlemen:—
Philosophy of Furniture, Please send me at once, the complete works of
A Tale of Jerusalem, I Edgar Allan Poe, cobnsisting of 10 volumes,
*The Sphinx 1 er your advertisement. I will pay the postman
2.75 upon arrival of the books. There aro no
YOLUME NINE l extra charges of any kind, whatsoever.
Poe Hop Fro | ?ooks nrelrmt Bﬁl reprgsented, dl will retur& thc;n
0 you within three days and you are then to
gar T gt of the Crond ea | Fora'ma my money
Thou Art the Man. | (Free dellvery only in U. 8. Extra postage for
Why the Little Frenchman Wears I forelgn countries.)
Hls Hand in a Sling. i
Bon Bon.
*Some Words with a Mummy. 1 Name.... .
The Poetlc Principle.
The Philosophy of Composition. | Address.....occoveiineiirnnionnenennen,.
Old English Poetry. E 1
100 PARK PLAC [T @ 1> State.........
POPULAR BOOK CORPORATION, ™ wewvork' — L ZllilllliiZlZZZi Zililll

Mystery of Marle Roget.

*The Oval Portrait.

VOLUME THREE
*The Purloinedd Lotter.

IT N

B

e
e

.eseeroLike a razor also, the pendulum was
massy and heavy, it was appended to

‘a weighty rod of brass, and the whole Aissed

as it swung through the air. I saw that
the crescent was designed to cross the
region of the heart. Down-~steadily down
it crept. The rats were wild, bold raven-

:us, their red eyes glaring upon me, And
From *'The Pit and the Pendulum.”

CONIENTS OF THE SET

Fall of the House of Usher,
8ilence—A Fable.

VOLUME FOUR

H oax
in a Bettle,

The Cask of Amontillado.
*The Imp of the Perverse,

and Second Tale of The Island of the Fay.

The Masque of the Red Death,

10 Volumes
Cloth Bound

OVER 2000 PAGES

The complete works of FEdgar
Allan Poe are published in 10
beautiful volumes. Handsome
red cloth cover. Special 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 eyes. The volumes
are handy in size, 4 x 614 inches.
The greatest offer ever made.
This is the chance of a lifetime.
Take advantage of this astound-
mmg low price offer. Till in the
coupon now. Send no money—
pay the postman $2.75 on deliv-
ery. We pay the mailing

charges in U. S,

VOLUME FIVE

®The Tell-Tale Heart,
*Berenice, Ligeia
.EAea‘rrnl-af“' R: dM tal

ale of the h
*The Spectacles, agae ountaine
King Pest.
*Three Sundays in a Week,
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