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in the rough water at the top of the wave,
and were getting the worst of it.

On deck I saw the most nerve-destroy-
ing sight [ have ever looked upon. The
sea all about us was lash 1 to an incredible
furv. It whirled and tossed into waves
that looked like spouting mountains.

From the look of things we were in the
heart of a tornado—only there wasn’t any
tornado. There was no wind. I think that
unnerved me most—that terrible, tearing
sea, which threatened to swamp us any mo-

7

| laughed unsteadily. “I’'m beginning to
understand why Ulysses tied himself to
the mast when his ships passed the
sirens,” | told Vampage

ment, behaving as it did under a serene
and windless sky.

As I rocked aund slithered, and was
kicked hither and thither by the great
slaps of the sea, I crawled, drenched and
holding on for life, toward Vampage at
the wheel. e was holding on to that crazy
wheel with the concentration of a giant;
but he was able to gasp in no great voice,
so still was the air:

““Earthquake—submarine upheaval—get
sail off her, Warenne—wind presently.”

I clawed forward on the wild and buck-
ing deck. I velled for our three kanakas,
but none came, so I let the mainsail down
at a run. There wasn’t so much risk, as
there was no wind.

One of the men, Toao, came up then,
and began to stow the big sail. His teeth
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mistakable now, and Vampage pointed out
ringbolts let into the stone surface. He
hacked at one with his knife until bar-
nacles, slime, and metal came away.

“Looks like a bronze alloy,” he said.
“Very like that Inca stuff we found among
those hidden people.”

I thrilled. We had spent eight months
in a remote valley of the Andes, among a
people never discovered since the days of
the Spaniards. We had seen buildings,
ideographic script, implements, weapons,
religious and social ceremonies. We had
studied a language which seemed to us to
give the key to the secret of an ancient
civilization that must have spread all over
the Pacific from Peru to the Java Sea—
and even beyond, through Africa and In-
dia, back to the civilizations of the Medi-
terranean, perhaps.

Then we had sailed out to find other re-
mains that could be co-ordinated with our
discoveries: and here, by mighty accident,
we had perhaps stumbled on the archaeol-
ogical treasure house that would tell us
everything. Although I am not going into
details, they being scientific and dry, I
will say that at every step we seemed to
see things that confirmed our theory.

The quay was guarded by a gigantic
inner wall. We passed through it, under
a heavy pvlon gate of the type that seems
to link the monuments of ancient Egvpt
with those of prehistoric Mexico and Peru.
We walked along high-walled. windowless
streets of massive stone houses—streets
that might equally well have been those
of Cuzo or Thebes in very early times.

We went into a small temnle 1omh. and
saw a seated effigy that might have been
an ancient Inca or a Ptolemy. ''he walls
were covered with incised picture writing,
and there were little guardian gods about,
some with bird or animal heads. The
writing, I will admit, ‘showed distinct
traces of the Melanesian bird cult, but
the wall backing of the statue was Inca—a
great metal sun, of solid gold, as the point
of Vampage's knife showed. A wonderful
find—the key to an age-old mystery!

In the houses, we discovered no furni-

ture, but many trinkets and vessels, vases
in human shape or animal form, the little
statuettes of fused mercury and gold that
only the Incas had the secret of working,
and writings in ideographic script. I can-
not go into the details here.

What soon impressed itself on us most
deeply, however, was not a matter of
archaeology. Even on the quay we had
noticed it. In the little temple itself, Vam-
page spoke of it.

“The place is much too clean!’ he cried.

“I've been waiting for you to say that,”
I replied. “It has been worrying me.
There’s no marine growth at all—no sea-
weed, very few barnacles, no coral at all.
Apart from this slight green slime, the
place is well preserved.”

“Too well preserved,” said Vampage.
“It’s been under the sea for many years,
to human krnowledge. It may have been
submerged for centuries. It ought to have
a growth over it as thick as on the bottom
of a lagoon: vhereas—"~

“Whereas,” 1 said slowly and evenly,
“it looks as if it had been carefully swept,
weeded, and scoured—carefully tended.”

~Carefully tended, at the bottom of the
sea! My dear fellow, don't be a madman!
Who could have—" )

He stopped, gasped, stared at me. He
knew what 1 meant.

“We mustn’t think of it,” he groaned.
“Come on—we’ll explore.”

UT we didn’t reallv explore. When we

reached what must have been the great
central square of the city, all thought of
exploration was swept away.

As we stepped into this vast place, amid
cvclopean walls, the birds rose up. A host,
ten thousand screaming birds, filled the
air. They were gulls, mostly, but there
were several vultures. The vultures wor-
ried me a little.

“Dead fish,” said Vampage in a voice
which he tried to keep steadv. ‘“See them
all round by the wall? This square acted
like a great trawl as the island lifted out
of the sea. No way of getting out save
through those four gates, and the rush of
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sea people were gathered in the darkness,
watching us.

Vampage felt it, too, I could see. Both
of us heard it—the rustlings, the queer,
sibilant noises. QOur eyes turned instinc-
tively to a dark bay in the vast building.
Vampage’s arm shot out, and he flashed
the light of his powerful torch into the
gloom.

The immediate result was flurry and
panic. We heard the scared bird wailings
that had startled us back on the schooner.
We heard scufflings and the rush of bodies.
We saw white forms scuttling across and
out of the bright rays of the torch. Yes,
the sea people were there and alive—and
humanly frightened!

Vampage called in a level voice to re-

assure them, and made a step forward.
Immediately one of the stone knives came
flying through the air—very badly thrown,
but its intent obvious. Vampage switched
off his torch, and we retreated toward the
nearest door.

“Better get out of this!” he'said. “We’ve
disturbed and frightened them. They may
attack us, and we don’t want to shoot
them. Better get out, and let them get
used to us and our good intentions gradu-
ally.”

We backed out, down the ramp, to the
platform outside in the sunlight; and there
the accident happened.

Twenty of these strange amphibians
had run out of the community house and
upon the platform. In the sunlight, their
courage had come back. Most of them
being women and girls, their curiosity had
got the better of them. They stood, a deli-
cate, lovely, and fairylike group, looking
anxiously and eagerly at the doorway
through which they expected us to emerge.
They stood, beautifully poised in their
slender grace, ready to run, yet eager to
see.

They did not realize that we had come
out of another door until we were very
close to them. Then their panic was pro-
found. They turned and scuttled like so
many startled pixies across the great plat-
form. I have never seen a more beautiful

sight, as their slender limbs twinkled, and
their pearly skins shone in the sun, while
their long hair floated behind them, shining
like lovely sea wrack.

Then, with a shrill cry, one frail girl
stumbled over an unevenness in the plat-
form, staggered, and fell. She lay still,
stunned, and the rest vanished.

E RAN up to the poor, delicate

thing. In my arms she seemed in-
deed as unsubstantial as a fairy. I never
saw so delicate, so pointed and piquant, a
little face. The beauty of it thrilled me.
She had suffered a heavy blow on the tem-
ple, and lay cold in my arms.

I forced just a drop or two from my
brandy flask between her teeth—sharp,
pointed little teeth. Her soft little shoul-
ders shuddered, and she opened her eyes.
She looked into my eyes for a minute, and
then shrank away from me in fear, fight-
ing to escape.

I smiled at her and let her go. I said
over and over again the ancient word, the
token of friendship, which we had learned
in the mountains of Peru. )

She seemed to understand either my
word or my smile. She hesitated; then
panic came over her again. She wriggled
upright from my knee and tried to run.

I let her have her own way absolutely,
making no effort to hold her; but she was
too dizzy to go far, and there was a gash
or her shin that must be paining her.
After three strides she sank down again,
hiding her face in her arms.

We did nothing at all, but simply left
her alone. In a minute her shoulders
stopped shuddering. She even stole a look
at us. We sat squatting, smiling at her.

In another half minute she turned her
full face to us. Though she was trembling,
both curiosity and reassurance were get-
ting the better of her. Crouching, sup-
porting herself by one slender arm, she
faced us while she examined us steadily.
I uttered the word of friendship again,
and held up bare hands—the simplest ges-
ture of peaceful intentions.

She sat up. She was conquering herself,
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or her curiosity was. She gave a half smile
—a lovely, pixy smile. Then she grew
afraid again, and dragged her stone stab-
bing sword from her girdle.

We smiled again. We lifted our own big
cutting knives, and carefully put them
down on the platform, away from us.

Then she really did smile. With a de-
licious little gesture she put her weapon
away, and allowed us to approach.

We made motions to show that we
wanted to attend to her injured leg, and I
took out the first-aid packet we always
carried. After some hesitation, she
stretched out the leg, and I took it into
my hand.

She watched, frightened but interested,
while 1 gently washed the wound with
water from my bottle. She giggled when I
dusted boracic powder upon the cut. She
was in raptures when I put a patch of
gold-beater’s skin over the wound, and
bound the slender, delicate limb with an
anklet of soft lint. It was a new trinket
for her.

Her courage had come back completely.
Her elfin smile came perpetually. Her
thin, fine fingers played over my hands,
pinching them gently, to see if they were
real flesh.

My clothes amazed her. Tugging at my
shirt, and finding it wasn’t tight skin, she
gave bird laughs of wonder. The bright,
slightly futuristic silk handkerchief in the
breast pocket of my shirt filled her with
amazement. When I gave it to her she
was in a transport of delight. She sud-
denly flung her arm around my neck, with
the abandoned gesture of a child, and gave
me a little hug. Then, springing to her
feet, she turned and waved the handker-
chief, like a flag, at the others.

There must have been two score of the
sea people on the platform by this time,
half of them men. The women kept at a
timid distance, and hid as much as pos-
sible. The men stood a good way off, with
their queer swords in their hands, hesitat-
ing between flight and attack. The ges-
tures of the girl we had succored reassured
them, but still they would not come near.

The girl limped toward them, calling to
them as she went. This was our first proof
that they had a spoken language. She used
distinct words, and though we did not
understand, we felt that some of them, at
least, had root sounds very like the lan-
guage we had studied among the hidden
people of the Andes.

Still the others would not come forward,
and the girl, smiling at us, looked back
and forward, at a loss. We merely smiled
and waved our hands to her, and left her
to her companions.

It was no good hurrying things, we
knew. We must allow the girl to tell the
others that we were friendly and harm-
less, and leave them alone ourselves until
they had become accustomed to the idea
of us.

We thought we had plenty of time in
front of us—months, probably, of the most
wonderful study and discovery.

VI

NE happening, at least, on the way
down to the schooner warned us that
we might be wrong.

We were on the beach between the sec-
ond and third of the once submerged cities,
when the world began to tremble under
our feet. It was a sharp and hotrible
sensation. The motion threw us flat. We
heard the birdlike screaming of the am-
phibians, around us, and knew that they,
too, were terror-stricken. And no wonder.
For the space of a minute and a half the
very earth swayed and rocked, buckled
and heaved—and then was quite still
again.

“Another shock!” said Vampage, as we
climbed to our feet. “I don't think we are
finished with these earthquakes yet. It
seems to me that before we start thinking
about studying these ruins, we’d better
satisfy ourselves that the schooner is still
seaworthy.”

“You don’t mean you think the island
may sink under the sea again, Vampage?”

“I hope not, for the discoveries we are
to make. But it did so before, and may
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do it again, and it would be wise for us
to make sure that we oursclves possess
something capable of floating.”

That was the first untoward thing that
happened to us as we hurried down to the
sea. The second was physically still more
fearsome, though perhaps less momentous.

We had gained the lowest of the belts
of houses—the city that must have been
submerged to a depth of nearly a mile be-
fore the earthquake heaved the island
above the sea again. Making our way
through a wilderness of branching coral
and massed and decaying marine growths,
we saw something stir in a pool of water
and slime. We stopped and looked, and
a monster crab rose and attacked us.

The mere sight of him made me sick
with horror. He was a loathsome brute.
His legs were tall and spidery, like stilts,
and they lifted him at least four feet from
the ground. His blotched white body was
enormous. His big fixed eyes stared
straight into mine with cold voracity.

He came with a jump and a sharp, scut-
tling run that was groggy, but full of the
beastliest intention. His enormous nippers
poked out at me, and the froth of hungry
desire bubbled out of his mouth. I was
helpless with a nauseating fright.

Vampage killed the brute with a single
upward stroke of his big cutting knife,
The knife, in fact, went clean through its
body, with such force that it fell apart.

“A deep sea crab,” said Vampage, as
we examined the monster. “No armor, and
as soft as pulp. It was probably dying,
from the change' from deep sea pressure
to air. He'd bc an ugly customer in his
own element, though.”

“Yes,” T said, “and it seems to ‘me that
there may be other and still uglier crea-
tures flung up by that earthquake. We'd
be wise to have the rifie with the exploding
bullets ready for action.”

VII

THEN we reached the seashore, we
found that, slight though the earth-
quake tremor had been, it had wrought

astonishing changes. The first knowledge
of this came from the fact that a strong
sea was pounding and swirling up the es-
tuary, which told us that the shingle bar
that had protected it had sunk. It was
evident that in that tremor the island must
have subsided at least five feet.

We were naturally anxious for the
schooner, but we soon found that Toao
had been quite adequate to meet the situa-
tion. Floated off the shingle bed by the
dropping of the land, he had allowed the
drive of the incoming sea to carrv him up
the inlet, where, choosing his moment, he
had made the impetus carry him around a
long range of old buildings stretching out
into the estuary like a breakwater. He had
been carried right across the smooth water
here, and had grounded the schooner on a
smooth, sandy flat.

He was up to his waist in water, when
we arrived, examining the hull of the
schooner for leaks. He had already cut
away the tangle of ropes that bound the
broken mast to the vessel. .

He was a very calm Polynesian, Toao,
and he told us that with a very little patch-
ing the schooner would be quite sea-
worthy. And in fact we found this out
while we worked on the hull, as we did
nearly all that afternoon.

Toao was quite undisturbed by fear of
earihquakes or death, but the sight of the
amphibians filled him with superstitious
terror. He told us that they had been
swimming about the ship ever since we left
it. They had climbed out on the rocks or
floated, face and shoulders showing, as if
they sought to allure him. He had been
so much afraid that he had been on the
point of barricading himself in a cabin,
when the earthquake tremor had fright-
ened all of them away.

“Why were you afraid of them?” we
asked.

“But of course, lords,” he answered.
“Did they not want to drag me down fo
death? That is what they always do.”

“You know all about these people,
then?” said I.

“Certainly! This is the place whence
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canny loveliness. “It does look as if Toao
was right. They seem like siren women
enticing us into the deep!”

Vampage’s voice came unnaturally cold
—I suppose he saw the effect on me.

“Don’t be an ass, Warenne. Theyv've
merely come to pay their respects and ex-
press their gratitude. See their votive
offerings.”

I saw that they had brought us presents.
Along the side of the ship lay an amazing
array. There were brilliantly scaled fish—
veritable rainbows—in soft nests of won-
drous seaweeds. There were shining pearly
shells, branches of prismatic coral, strange
stones that glittered, fine woven fish nets
of seaweed, eating fish in piles, shells that
were like horns, a score of wonders. They
had brought their best offerings to us, the
things that seemed to them the crown of
beauty and utility.

“I believe thev think we're gods!” I
cried in an excited voice, drinking in the
smiles of the women all around.

“Let 'em,” said Vampage harshly, “as
long as thev don't find out we're far too
human.”

I laughed jeeringly, but I knew he was
right. There was something about these
fragile things that seemed to intoxicate me
with a dangerous fairy allure.

One swam close, calling to me in her
birdlike voice: and she was most delicate
and beautiful. I leaned towards her. Vam-
page put his hand on my arm.

“It's all right,” I said. *It's the little
girl we helped this morning. Isn’'t she a
dear? I sayv, isn't it etiquette to return
presents? We’d better open up one of
those cases of trinkets we brought for
trade.”

“I think you’d better do it,” said Vam-
page grimly.

“Perhaps vou're right,” I laughed un-
steadily. ~I'm beginning to understand
why Ulysses tied himself to the mast when
he was in the neighborhood of ladies like
these.”

When I came back with the trade goods,
Vampage, scientific old stick that he was,
was squatting as near to the water as he

could. with three women floating quite.
close. He was patiently trying them out
with simple, primary words of the dialect
we had learned up in the valleys of the
Andes.

“T believe we'’re right, Warenne!” he
cried with excitement.

Fancy being excited about a dialect
when three lovely faces, with lovely shoul-
ders to match, were floating a foot away!
“T'm sure these are the same people. Their
inflection is shriller, stressed differently,
and there are deviations in accent and
meaning, but there is undoubtedly a com-
mon root. Listen!”

But there was to be no listening. The
exquisite sea creatures had caught sight
of the articles I carried in my hands, and
they raised such a twittering and bird call-
ing, such a laughing and cooing that the
solemn subject of language roots was swept
right away. Even Vampage had to join
in distributing bead necklaces and armlets,
bits of brightly colored cloth, and the two
dozen other gaudy things of our line of
trade.

The moon was up before we were
through with it all and all the women had
swum off, twittering, with their loot—that
is, all save one. She remained looking up
at me, slender, exquisite, lovely, her little
hand grasping a broken bit of rail, her
body half out of the water, so that she
could see me the better. She was the girl
1 had aided.

I stood looking down at the sheer white
beauty of her as the moon shone down
over her. Pointed face, lovely and allur-
ing: hair as dark as night, making a tent
over the pearl of shoulders and breast;
dark., mysterious eyes shining out of
shadows up to mine. 1 was thrilled, in-
toxicated. I couldn’t tear myself away.

She put up a hand, and I caught it. It
was cold, but soft and thrilling. It pressed
mine, it pulled gently, gently. My blood
pounded, and I half yielded, moving to-
ward the side of the schooner.

Vampage’s hand caught me tight at the
elbow, and his voice said harshly:

“Don’t be a fool! You haven’t gills.”
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I came to myself. T bent down, kissed
the tiny hand. laughed and waved adieu.
Then I went pointedly down below.

¥ CAME up again presently, and sat
1 quietly in the night.

Yes, thev went ashore to sleep. 1 saw
white forms moving in the moonlight,
white forims stretched out in sleep. I saw
on a near-by rock. sitting iike an exquisite
statue, watching me, a white form. 1
thought T heard singing, gentle, soft, bird-
like singing that might be wind in the rig-
ging. Singing that seemed to have a call;
a deep sea call.

I wondered if here was the secret of all
the legends of the sirens. Was this. per-

haps, the remnant of a race that existed.

and was known in the davs when myth
was made? Did the ancients know them
to be sirens, and real? \Was there a truer
explanation of their existence than Vam-
page’'s theory?

They called—they seemed to pull at my
heartstrings, bidding me plunge into the
sea to get to them. Their beauty. their

singing bird notes, seemed to overpower

my will. T stood up.

Vampage heard me. He came up solid-
ly, told me that it was impassible to sleep
below. and sat lolling against the stump
of the mast. He dissipated all myth and
mysterv with his powerful presence, and
with his even more powerful tobacco.

IX

HERE were other things to disturb us

that night. We had another earth-
quake shock. It was short and sharp.
There were amazing crashings and bang-
ings—the .ioises of earth, splitting and
heaving. We seemed to be lifted up and
dropped a terrific distance, then whirled
hither and thither.

For half an hour we were in utter chaos,
and I felt that our last hour had come.
Then. quite amazingly, we settled, gently
rocking. on the bosom of a calm sea. It
was amazing, because with the shock, a
storm had developed again, and we could

hear an ocean inferno raging elsewhere;
but we were untrcubled. We rode calmly,
not even fecling the wind greatly.

We saw why when we awoke the next
morning. The earthquake had done ter-
rible things to the Wahine Rock. The
great clifi which T described previously as
being between us and the open sea had
either crumbled away or been engulfed
again. Only a low, rocky, splintered sur-
face lifted between us and the angry ocean.
It more than kept the breakers from us—
it had locked us in. Part of it had fallen
across the mouth of the estuary, and we
were now on a lake completely landlocked.

That meant a great danger for us, I'll
admit, but we spent less time in consider-
ing it, just then, than in examining the
effects of the shock on the Wahine Rock.
It was ghastly to look at that. Nearly half
of the island had been swallowed once .
more by the sea, two of the cities had
vanished again, and the water was cover-
ing most of the houses of the third. Of
the amphibians themselves we saw not a
sign. They had either taken shelter higher
up the mountain, or gone under water,
where thev would be safe fronmi the storm.

Our own desires, as a matter of fact,
made demands on us. We saw that if we
were not lucky, the greatest historical find
of the age would be snatched from us.
Any time now there might come another
shock that would drown the last city, with
its marvelously scoured and preserved re-
mains. That was the idea which obsessed
us, even to the exclusion of our own danger
and the fate of the strange amphibian
people.

We went below to eat a hasty breakfast,
ordering Toan to do his best to move the
schooner in toward the now distant moun-
tain slope. When we came on deck, we
were close in against the colossal walls of
the third town, with the waves of our lake
beating gently against them. I was stand-
ing by to cast a rope to the housetops at
the water's edge, and Vampage was taking
the tiller, when something happened.

First, like a flight of flying fish, there
came shooting right out of the depths a
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Since these rulers wanted to speak with
us, Vampage ordered Toao to pull the
schooner close inshore by the warp.

“We’'ll have audience with his majesty,
Warenne,” he said, smiling with anticipa-
tion. ‘A great chance for us! He or some
of his courtiers may be .scholars. The
priests, perhaps, may be full of historic
lore. We may have a unique opportunity
for learning things!”

“I’ll leave that side to you, for the pres-
ent,” I replied. “I’m more inclined to take
a few private lessons in their language. I
seem to have a unique opportunity for
that, too!”

I glanced down at the girl we had res-
cued. She was sitting in an attitude of half
terrified wonder, looking at my watch in
her hand. Vampage grinned.

“You're a frivolous devil, Warenne,” he
said. “Always ready to let exact science
slide, if there’s a chance of a little philan-
dering! However, I don’t know that you’re
altogether wrong this time. Flirtation is
the oldest method of language study.”

He was right enough there. I had the
happiest day with the dainty and delightful
girl. She was really lovely—half fairy, half
mermaid, strangely abnormal, and yet hu-
man enough. She was full of bird twitter-
ings and raptures as I showed her over the
schooner.

Fire frightened her a little, and the
smoke of my pipe awed her. I gave her a
biscuit, and she thought it was an amulet,
until I bit a piece myself. Timidly she fol-
lowed my example, and then spat it out,
in disgust. Its sweetness revolted the taste
of a creature who lived in salt water.

Our clothes and the fact that our fingers
and toes—I was barefoot—were not
webbed, and that we hadn’t gills, were
things to marvel over constantly. She would
not believe that I could not dive under the
water, and remain under as long as she
could. She was unmistakably grieved at my
refusal to dive overboard with her and ex-
plore the underwater world. She thought I
did not like her well enough.

But I didn’t indulge that folly. If T got
into the deeps with her, she would prob-

ably hold me down until T came to the
death which Toao insisted was the inevi-
table end of all who coquetted with such
sirens. Her superior swimming powers

‘would master me, and she would hold me

under quite innocently, not recognizing that
I was differently constructed.

I therefore remained resolutely on deck
and above water. In spite of her seduc-
tions, I spent a really happy day—the
happy day one would spend with a queer
but adorable girl, who was as unaffected
and playful as a child.

Of course, there were strange moments.
To find that every now and then she began
to pant in the heat, and only recovered
after diving into the sea, and disappearing
from sight for ten or even twenty minutes,
was disturbing. To watch her swimming
languidly ten feet under water, and turn-
ing on her back and blowing a playful
stream of bubbles at me; or to sée her
suddenly dart like a flash and catch a fish,
and hold it and let it go—or, as she did
on one occasion come back to the schooner
with it and calmly eat it—all this was
curious indeed.

It was a bizarre, extravagant, and yet
strangely beautiful experience. After a de-
lightful day in the company of that deli-
cate and dainty creature, I can well under-
stand how it is that the myth of the
mermaid has always had an alluring and
lovely fascination for the race of earth-
bound men. Strange, isn’t it, that it is al-
ways sea maidens, mermaids, never air
maids, that call to us? Well, I understand
now why that is. This exquisite little crea-
ture put a spell on me.

XI

ESIDES, my time wasn’t all spent un-

profitably. When Vampage returned,

I had a notebook vocabulary of phonetic

words, taken down as the girl spoke them,

which was ahead of anything he had man-
aged.

“Made a good beginning,”’ he said of
himself, “but it was very tiring, and not
too pleasant.”

“I saw that being the guest of kings and
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had men whose blood had drained away
into a black stain beneath them to dance
and pirouette to the rhythm of the flares?
Damn them—why couldn’t a shell drop
down and bury them?

THERE was a chateau half a mile up

there to the right—at least it had been
a chateau. Under it were deep cellars into
which one could creep and sleep. He knew
that, because ages ago, when first he had
come into this part of the line, he had
slept a night there.

It would be like reentering paradise to
crawl again into those cellars, out of the
pitiless rain; sleep once more with a roof
over his head.

“T will sleep and sleep and sleep—and
sleep and sleep and sleep,” he told him-
self; then stiffened as at the slumber-com-
pelling repetition of the word darkness be-
gan to gather before him.

The star-shells flared and died, flared
and died: the staccato of a machine-gun
reached him. He thought that it was his
teeth chattering until his groping conscious-
ness made him realize what it really was
—some nervous German riddling the inter-
minable movement of the dead.

There was a squidging of feet through
the chalky mud. No need to look: they
were friends, or they could not have passed
the sentries at the angle of the traverse.
Nevertheless, involuntarily, his eyes swept
toward .the sounds, took note of three
cloaked figures regarding him.

There were a half a dozen of the lights
floating overhead now. and by the gleams
they cast into the trench he recognized the
party.

One of them was that famous surgeon
who had come over from the base hospital
at Bethune to see made the wounds he
healed; the others were his major and his
captain—all of them bound for those cel-
lars, no doubt. Well, some had all the luck!
Back went his eyes to the slit.

“What’s wrong?” It was the voice of his
major addressing the visitor.

“What's wrong—what’s wrong—what’s
wrong?” The words repeated themselves

swiftly, insistently, within his brain, over
and over again, striving to waken it.

Well. what was wrong? Nothing was
wrong! Wasn’t he, Laveller, there and
watching? The tormented brain writhed
angrily. Nothing was wrong—why didn’t
they go away and let him watch in peace?

“Nothing.” It was the surgeon—and
again the words kept babbling in Laveller’s
ears, small, whispering. rapidly repeating
themselves over and over: ‘“Nothing—
nothing—nothing—nothing.”

But what was this the surgeon was say-
ing? Fragmentarily, only half understood,
the phrases registered:

“Perfect case of what I've been telling
you. This lad here—utterly worn, weary—
all his consciousness centered upon just one
thing—watchfulness consciousness
worn to finest point . . . behind it all his
subconsciousness crowding to escape . . .
consciousness will respond to only one stim-
ulus—movement from without . . . but the
subconsciousness, so close to the surface,
held so tightly in leash . . . what will it
do if that little thread is loosed . . . a per-
fect case.”

What were they talking about? Now
they were whispering.

“Then, if T have your permission—"" It
was the surgeon speaking again. Permis-
sion for what? Why didn’t they go away
and not bother him? Wasn't it hard enough
just to watch without having to hear?
Something passed before his eyes. He
looked at it blindly, unrecognizing. His
sight must be clouded.

He raised a hand and brushed at his lids.
Yes, it must have been his eves—for .it
had gone.

A little circle of light glowed against the
parapet near his face. It was cast by a
small flash. What were they looking for?
A hand appeared in the circle, a hand with
long, flexible fingers which held a piece of
paper on which there was writing. Did they
want him to read, too? Not only watch
and hear—Dbut read! He gathered himself
together to protest.

Before he could force his stifferied lips
to move he felt the upper button of his
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The white-haired woman smiled and
nodded, her eves kindly and, Laveller
noted, with that same pity in them as had
been in those of the demoiselle when first
he had turned and beheld her.

The girl touched Peter’s eyes lightly,
held his palms up before him—they were
white and fine and clean and in some un-
familiar way beautiful!

Again the indefinable amaze stifled him,
but his breeding told. He conquered the
sense of strangeness, bowed from the hips,
took the dainty fingers of the stately lady
in his, and raised them to his lips.

She struck a silver bell. Through the
roses came two tall men in livery, who
took from Laveller his greatcoat. They
were followed by four small black boys in
gay scarlet slashed with gold. They bore
silver platters on which were meat and
fine white bread and cakes, fruit, and
wine in tall crystal flagons.

And Laveller remembered how hungry
he was. But of that feast he remembered
little—up to a certain point. He knows
that he sat there filled with a happiness
and content that surpassed the sum of
happiness of all his twenty-five years.

The mother spoke little, but the Demoi-
selle Lucie and Peter Laveller chattered
and laughed like children—when they were
not silent and drinking each the other in.

And ever in Laveller's heart an adora-
tion for this maid met so perplexingly
grew—grew until it seemed that his heart
could not hold his joy. Ever the maid's
eyes as they rested on his were softer,
more tender, filled with promise: and the
proud face beneath the snowy hair became,
as it watched them, the essence of that in-
finitely gentle sweetness that is the soul
of the madonnas.

A'l‘ LAST the Demoiselle de Tocquelain,
glancing up and meeting that gaze,
blushed, cast down her long lashes, and
then raised her eves bravely.

“Are you content, my mother?” she
asked gravely.

“My daughter, 1 am well content,”
came the smiling answer.

Swiftly followed the incredible, the ter-
rible—in that scene of beauty and peace
it was, said Laveller, like the flashing forth
of a gorilla’s paw upon a virgin’s breast, a
wail from deepest hell lancing through the
song of angels.

At his right, among the roses, a light
began to gleam—a fitful, flaring light that
glared and died, glared and died. In it
were two shapes. One had an arm clasped
about the neck of the other: they leaned
embracing in the light, and as it waxed
and waned thev seemed to pirouette, to
tryv to break from it, to dash forward, to
return—to dance!

The dead who danced!

A world where men sought rest and
sleep, and could find neither, and where
even the dead could find no rest, but must
dance to the rhvthm of the star-shells!

He groaned: sprang to his feet; watched,
quivering in every nerve. Girl and woman
followed his rigid gaze; turned to him
again with tear-filled, pitiful eves.

“It is nothing!"™ said the maid. “It is
nothing! See—there is nothing there!”

Once more she touched his lids: and the
light and the swaying forms were gone.
But now Laveller knew. Back into his -
consciousness rushed the full tide of mem-
orv—memory of the filth and the mud,
the stenches, the fiery, slayving sounds,
the cruelty, the misery and the hatreds;
memory of torn men and tormented dead;
memory of whence he had come, the
trenches.

The trenches! He had fallen asleep, and
all this was but a dream! He was sleep-
ing at his post, while his comrades were
trusting him to watch over them. And
those two ghastly shapes among the roses
—thev were the two Scots on the wires
summoning him back to his duty; beckon-
ing, beckoning him to return. He must
waken! He must waken!

Desperately he strove to drive himself
from his garden of illusion; to force him-
self back to that devil world which during
this hour of enchantment had been to his
mind only as a fog bank on a far horizon.
And as he struggled, the brown-eyed maid
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it has given over its control to the subcon-
scious. And this rises accomodatingly to
its mate’s assistance. But it is irresponsible,
and it can express itself only in pictures.

“It takes the sound and—well, weaves
a little romance around it. It does its best
to explain—alas! its best is only a more
or less fantastic lie—recognized as such by
the consciousness the moment it becomes
awake. ‘

“And the movement of the subconscious-
ness in this picture production is incon-
ceivably rapid. It can depict in the frac-
tion of a second a series of incidents that
if actually lived would take hours—yes,
days—of time. You follow me, do you not?
Perhaps you recognize the experience I
outline?”

Laveller nodded. The bitter, consuming
rage was mounting within him steadily.
But he was outwardly calm, all alert. He
would hear what this self-satisfied devil
had done to him, and then—

“Your officers disagreed with some of
my conclusions. I saw you here, weary,
concentrated upon the duty at hand, half
in hypnosis from the strain and the steady
flaring and dying of the lights. You offered
a perfect clinical subject, a laboratory test
unexcelled—"

Could he keep his hands from his throat
until he had finished? Laveller wondered.
I ucie, his Lucie, a fantastic lie—

“Steady, mon vieux”—it was his major
whispering. Ah, when he struck, he must
do it quickly—his officer was too close, too
close. Still—he must keep his watch for
him through the slit. He would be peer-
ing there, perhaps, when he, Peter, leaped.

“And so”’—the surgeon’s tones were in
his best student-clinic manner— -and so
[ took a little sprig of artificial flowers that
[ had found pressed between the leaves of
an old missal I had picked up in the ruins
of the chateau yonder. On a slip of paper
I wrote a line of French—for then I

thought you a French soldier. It was a
simple line from the ballad of Aucassin
and Nicolette—

“And there she waits to greet him when
all his days are run.

“Also, there was a name written on the
title-page of the missal, the name, no
doubt, of its long-dead owner—‘Lucie de
Tocquelain’—"

LUCIE! Peter’'s rage and hatred were
beaten back by a great surge of long-
ing—rushed back stronger than ever.

“So I passed the sprig of flowers be-
fore your unseeeing eyes; consciously un-
seeing, I mean, for it was certain your
subconsciousness would take note of them.
I showed you the line of writing—your
subconsciousness absorbed this, too, with
its suggestion of a love troth, a separation,
an awaiting. I wrapped it about the stem
of the sprig, I thrust them both into your
pocket, and called the name of Lucie de
Tocquelain into your ear.

“The problem was what your other self
would make of those four things—the
ancient cluster, the suggestion in the line
of writing, the touch, and the name—a
fascinating problem, indeed!

“And hardly had I withdrawn my hand,
almost before my lips closed on the word
I had whispered—you had turned to us
shouting that there was no such thing as
death, and pouring out, like one inspired,
that remarkable story of yours—all, all
built by your imagination from—"

But he got no further. The searing rage
in Laveller had burst all bounds, had flared
forth murderously and hurled him silently
at the surgeon’s throat. There were flashes
of flame before his eyes—red, sparkling
sheets of flame. He would die for it, but
he would kill this cold-blooded fiend who
could take a man out of hell, open up to
him heaven, and then thrust him back into
hell grown now a hundred times more
cruel, with all hope dead in him for
eternity.

Before he could strike strong hands
gripped him, held him fast. The scarlet,
curtained flares before his eves faded
away. He thought he heard a tender,
golden voice whispering to him: :

“It is nothing! It is nothing! See as I
do!”

He was standing between his officers,
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There were the four who had disappeared into the Blind Spot—or

their images—showing plainly
within the strange blue depths of the ring! Were they, then, stiil alive?
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strong and agile Rhamda. I showed the
scar of a certain memorable scratch on
my neck.

“Proof that he's a pretty substanial sort
of a fantom,” I said. (It will be recalled
that Jerome, the detective, who was the
first man to see the Rhamda, considered
Avec to be supernatural.) “Fantoms don’t
generally possess finger-nails!”

Referring to Harry’s notes, I pointed out
something which bore on this same point.
This was the fact that, although Avec had
often been seen on the streets of San Fran-
. cisco, yet the police had never been able
to lay hands on him. This seemed to indi-
cate that the man might possess the power
of actually making himself visible or in-
visible, at will.

“Only”—I was careful to add—“under-
stand, I don't rank him as a magician, or
sorcerer; nothing like that. I'd rather think
that he’s merely in possession of a scien-
tific secret, no more wonderful in itself
than, say, wireless. He’s merely got hold
of it in advance of the others; that's all.”

“Then you think that the woman, too,
is human?” .

“The Nervina?” I hesitated. “Perhaps
you know more of this part of the thing
than I do, sis.”

I only know”—slowly—“that she came
and told me that Harry was soon to call.
And somehow, I never felt jealous of her,
Hobart.” Then she added: ‘At the same
time, I can understand that Harry might
—nmight have fallen in love with her. She
—she was very beautiful.”

Charlotte is a brave girl. There were
tears in here eyes, as she spoke of her lover,
but she kept her voice as steady as my
OWR.

We next discussed the disappearance of
Chick Watson. These details are already
familiar to the reader of Harry’s story;
jikewise what happened to Queen, his Aus-
tralian shepherd. Like the other vanishings,
it was followed by a single stroke on that
nrodigious, invisible bell — what Harry
calls “the Bell of the Blind Spot.” And he
has already mentioned my opinion, that
this phenomenon signifies the closing of

the portal of the unknown—the end of the
special conditions which produce the blu-
ish spot on the ceiling, the incandescent
streak of light, and the vanishing of who-
ever falls into the affected region. The
mere fact that no trace of the bell ever was
found has not shaken that opinion.

And thus we reached the final disappear-
ance, that which took away Harry. Char-
lotte contrived to keep her voice as reso-
lute as before, as she said:

“He and the Nervina vanished together.
I turned around just as she rushed in, cry-
ing out, ‘I can’t let you go alone! I'll save
you, even beyond.” That’s all she said, be-
fore—it happened.”

“You saw nothing of the Rhamda then,
sis?”

“NO.”

And we had neither seen nor heard of
him since. Until we got in touch with him,
one important clue as to Harry's fate was
out of our reach. There remained to us just
one thread of hope—the ring, which Char-
lotte was now wearing on her finger.

Harry has already described this jewel,
but it will not hurt to repeat the details.
The ring is remarkable solely for the gem,
a large, uncut stone more or less like a
sapphire, except that it is a very pale blue
indeed. I hardly know how to describe
that tint; there is something elusive about
it, depending largely upon the conditions
of the light, together with some other vari-
able quality—I realize that this seems im-
possible—a quality which lies in the stone
itself, always changing. almost alive. Nev-
ertheless, the stone is not scintillating; it
is uncut. It emits a light which is not a
gleam, much less a flame; it is a dull glow,
if you can imagine a pale blue stone emit-
ting so weird a quality.

LIT a match and held it to the face of

the gem. As happened many times be-
fore, the stone exhibited its most astound-
ing quality. As soon as faintly heated, the
surface at first clouded, then cleared in a
curious fashion, revealing a startlingly dis-
tinct, miniature likeness of the four who
had vanished into the Blind Spot.
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I make no attempt to explain this. Some-
how or other, that stone possesses a tele-
scopic quality which brings to a focus,
right in front of the beholder’s eyes, a tiny
““close-up” of our departed friends. Also,
the gem magnifies what it reveals, so that
there is not the slightest doubt that Dr.
Holcomb, Chick Watson, Queen and Harry
Wendel are actually reproduced — I shall
not say, contained—in that gem. Neither
shall T say that they are reflected; they are
simply reproduced there.

Also, it should be understood that their
images are_living. Only the heads and
shoulders of the men are to be seen; but
there is animation of the features, such as
cannot be mistaken. Granted that these
four vanished in the Blind Spot—whatever
that is—and granted that this ring is some
inexplicable window or vestibule between
that locality and this commonplace world
of ours, then, manifestly, it would seem
that all four are still alive.

“I am sure of it!” declared Charlotte,
managing to smile, wistfully, at the living
reproduction of her sweetheart. “And I
think Harry did perfectly right, in hand-
ing it to me to keep.”

“Why??

“Well, if for no other reason than be-
cause it behaves so differently with me,
than it did with him.”

She referred, of course, to the very odd
relationship of temperature to sex, which
the stone reveals. When I, a man, place
my skin in contact with the gem, there is
an unmistakably cold feeling. But when any
woman touches the stone, the feeling is
just as distinctly warm.

“Hobart, I am inclined to think that this
fact is very significant. If Chick had only
known of it. he wouldn't have insisted that
Harry should wear it; and then—"

“Can’t be helped,” I interrupted quick-
ly. “Chick didn’t know: he was only cer-
tain that some one—some one—must wear
the ring; that it must not pass out of the
possession of humans. Moreover, much as
Rhamda Avec may desire it—and the Ner-
vina, too—neither can secure it through
the use of force. Nobody knows why.”

Charlotte shivered. “I'm afraid there's
something spooky about it, after all.”

“Nothing  ihe sort,” with a conviction
that has never left me. “This ring is a per-
fectly sound fact, as indisputable as the
submarine. There’s nothing supernatural
about it: for that matter, I personally
doubt if there’s anything supernaturai.
Every phenomenon which seems, at first,
so  wonderful, becomes commonplace
enough as soon as explained. Isn’t it true
that you vourself are already getting used
to that ring?>”

“Ye-es,” reluctantly. “That is, partly. If
only it was some one other than Harry!”

“Of course,” 1 hurried to say, “T only
wanted to make it clear that we haven't
any witchcraft to deal with. This whole
mystery will become plain as day, and that
darned soon'”

“You've got a theory? —hopefully.

“Several; that's the trouble!” I had to
admit. I don't know which is best to fol-
low out. i

“It may be a spiritualistic thing after
all. Or it may fall under the head of ‘ab-
normal pyschology.” Nothing but halluci-
nations, in other words.”

“Oh, that won't do!” — evidently dis-
tressed. I know what I saw! I'd doubt
my reason if I thought I'd only fancied it!”

“So would I. Well, laving aside the spir-
itualistic theory, there remains the pos-
sibility of some hitherto undiscovered sci-
entific secret. And if the Rhamda is in pos-
session of it, then the matter simmers
down to a plain case of villainy.”

“But how does he do it?”

“That’s the whole question. However,
I'm sure of this"—I was fingering the ring
as I spoke. The reproduction of our friends
had faded, now, leaving that dully glow-
ing pale blue light once more. “This ring
is absolutely real; it’s no hallucination. It
performs as well in broad daylight as in
the night; no special conditions needed.
It’s neither a fraud nor an illusion,

“In short, sis, this ring is merely a phe-
nomenon which science has not yet ex-
plained! That it can and will be explained
is strictly up to us!”
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I referred again to Harry’s notes. In
them he tells of having taken the ring to
a jeweler, also to a chemist; and of having
discovered still another singular thing.
This, as the reader will recall, is the gem’s
anomalous property of combining perfect
solidity with extreme lightness. Although
as hard and as rigid as any stone, it is so
extraordinarily light that it is buoyant in
air. A solid, lighter than air.

“Sis,” I felt like prophesying, ‘this stone
will prove the key to the whole mystery!
Remember how desperately anxious the
Rhamda has been to get hold of it?”

“Once we understand these peculiar
properties, we can mighty soon rescue
Harry!”

“And Mr. Watson,” reminded Charlotte.
She had never met Bertha Holcomb, to
whom Chick had been engaged; but she
sympathized very deeply with the heart-
broken daughter of the old professor. It
was she who had given Chick the ring. “It
has taken away both her father and her
sweetheart!”

And it was just then, as I started to
make reply, that a most extraordinary
thing occurred. It happened so very un-
expectedly, so utterly without warning,
that it makes me shaky to this day when-
ever I recall the thing.

From the gem on Charlotte’s finger—or
rather, from the air surrounding the ring
——came an unmistakable sound. We saw
nothing whatever; we only heard. And it
was as clear, as loud and as startling as
though it had occurred right in the room
where we were discussing the situation.

It was the sharp, joyous bark of a dog.

CHAPTER XX
THE HOUSE OF MIRACLES

OOKING back over what has just been
written, I am sensible of a profound
gratitude. I am grateful, both because 1
have been given the privilege of relating
these events, and because I shall not have
to leave this wilderness of facts for some-
one else to explain.
Really, if T did not know that I shall

have the pleasure of piecing together these
phenomena and of setting my finger upon
the comparatively simple explanation; if I
had to go away and leave this account un-
finished, a mere collection of curiosity-
provoking mysteries, I should not speak at
all. I should leave the whole affair for an-
other to finish, as it ought to be finished.

All of which, it will soon appear, I am
setting forth largely in order to brace and
strengthen myself against what I must now
relate.

Before resuming, however, I should men-
tion one detail which Harry was too mod-
est to mention. He was—or is—unusually
good-looking. I don’t mean to claim that
he possessed any Greek-god beauty; such
wouldn’t gibe with a height of five foot
seven. No; his good looks was due to the
simple outward expression, through his fea-
tures, of a certain noble inward quality
which would have made the homeliest face
attractive. Selfishness will spoil the hand-
somest features; unselfishness will glorify.

Moreover, simply because he had given
his word to Chick \Watson, that he would
wear the ring, Harry took upon himself
the most dangerous task that any man
could assume, and he had lost. But had he
known in adwvance exactly what was going
to happen to him, he would have stuck
to his word, anyhow. And since there was
a sporting risk attached to it, since the
thing was not perfectly sure to end tragi-
cally, he probably enjoyed the greater part
of his experience.

But I'm not like that. Frankly, I'm an
opportunist; essentially, a practical sort
of fellow. I have a great admiration for
idealists, but a much greater admiration
for results. For instance, I have seldom
given my word, even though the matter is
unimportant; for 1 will cheerfully break
my word if, later on, it should develop
that the keeping of my word would do
more harm than good.

I realize perfectly well that this is dan-
gerous ground to tread upon; yet I must
refer the reader to what I have accom-
plished in this world, as proof that my
philosophy is not as bad as it looks.
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I beg nobody’s pardon for talking about
myself so much at the outset. This account
will be utterly incomprehensible if 1 am
not understood. My method of solving the
Blind Spot mystery is, when analyzed,
merely the expression of my personality.
My sole idea has been to get resuits.

As Harry has put it, a proposition must
be reduced to concrete form before I will
have anything to do with it. If the Blind
Spot had been a totally occult affair, de-
manding that the investigation be con-
ducted under cover of darkness, surround-
ed by black velvet, crystal spheres and in-
cense; demanding the aid of a clairvoyant
or other “‘medium” I should never have
gone near it. But as soon as the mystery
began to manifest itself in terms that I
could understand, appreciate and measure,
then I took interest.

That is why old professor Holcomb ap-
pealed to me; he had proposed that we
prove the occult by physical means. “Re-
duce it to the scope of our five senses,” he
had said, in effect. From that moment on
1 was his disciple.

I have told of hearing that sharp, wel-
coming bark, emitted either from the gem
or from the air surrounding it. This event
took place on the front porch of the house
at 288 Chatterton, as Charlotte and [ sat
there talking it all over. We had taken a
suite at the hotel, but had come to the
house of the Blind Spot in order to decide
upon a course of action. And, in a way,
that mysterious barking decided it for us.

We returned to the hotel, and gave no-
tice that we would leave the next day.
Next, we began to make preparations for
moving at once into the Chatterton Place
dwelling.

That afternoon. while in the midst of
giving orders for furnishings and the like,
there at the hotel, I was called to the tele-
phone. It was from a point outside the
building.

“Mr. Fenton?”—in a man’s voice. And
when I had assured him; ‘“You have no
reason to recognize my voice. I am—
Rhamda Avec.”

“The Rhamda! What do you want?”

“To speak with your sister, Mr. Fen-
ton.” Odd how very agreeable the man’s
tones! “Will you kindly call her to the
telephone?”

I saw no objection. However, when
Charlotte came to my side I whispered for
her to keep the man waiting while I darted
out into the corridor and slipped down-
stairs, where the girl at the switchboard
put an instrument into the circuit for me.

Money -talks. However—
“MY DEAR child.” the voice of Avec
was saying, “‘vou do me an injus-
tice. I have nothing but your welfare at
heart. I assure you, that if anything should
happen to you and your brother while at
288 Chatterton, it will be through no fault
of mine,

“At the same time, I can positively as-
sure you that, if you stay away from there,
no harm will come to either of you; abso-
lutely none! I can guarantee that. Don’t
ask me why; but, if you value your safety,
stay where you are, or go elsewhere, any-
where other than to the house in Chat-
terton Place.”

“I can hardly agree with you, Mr.
Avec.” Plainly Charlotte was deeply im-
pressed with the man’s sincerity and earn-
estness. “My brother’s judgment is so
much better than mine, that I—" and she
paused regretfully.

“I only wish,” with his remarkable
gracefulness, “that your intuition were as
strong as your loyalty to vour brother. If
it were, you would know that I speak the
truth when I say that I have only your
welfare at heart.”

“I—I am sorry, Mr. Avec.”

“Fortunately, there is one alternative,”
even more agreeable than before. “If you
prefer not to take my advice, but cling to
your brother’s decision, you can still avoid
the consequences of his determination to
live in that house. As I say, I cannot pre-
vent harm from befalling you, under pres-
sent conditions; but these conditions can
be completely altered if you will make a
single concession, Miss Fenton.”

“What is it?” eagerly.
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And he showed what he meant. Every
other part of the door-frame glistened with
freshly applied varnish; but the octagonal
region remained dull, as though no liquid
had ever touched it. Johnson dipped his
brush into the can, and applied a liberal
smear of the fluid to the place. Instantly
the stuff disappeared.

‘“Blamed porous piece of wood,” eyeing
me queerly. “Or—do you think it’s merely
porous, Mr. Fenton?”

For answer I took a brush and repeated-
ly daubed the place. It was like dropping
ink on a blotter. The wood sucked up the
varnish as a desert might suck up water.

“There's about a quart of varnish in
the wood already,” observed Johnson. as
I stared and pondered. *Suppose we take
it down and weigh it?”

INSIDE of a minute we had that piece

of trim down from its place. First. 1
carefully examined the timber framework
behind. expecting to see traces of the var-
nish where, presumably, it had seeped
through. There was no sign. Then I in-
spected the reverse side of the finish, just
back of the peculiar spot. I thought I might
see a region of wide open pores in the grain
of the pine. But the back looked exactly
the same as the front. with no difference
in the grain at any place.

Placing the finish right side up, I pro-
ceeded to daub the spot some more. There
was no change in the results. At last I took
the can, and without stopping, poured a
quart and a half of the fluid into that para-
doxical little area.

“Well, I'll be darned!” — very loudly
from Johnson. But when I looked up 1
saw that his face was white, and his lips
shaking.

His nerves were all a-jangle. To give his
mind a rest, I sent him for a hatchet. When
he came back his face had regained its
color. I directed him to hold the pine up-
right, while I, with a single stroke, sank
the tool into the end of the wood.

It split part way. A jerk, and the wood
fell in two halves.

“Well?” from Johnson, blankly.

~Perfectly normal wood, apparently.” I
had to admit that it was impossible to dis-
tinguish the material which constituted
that peculiar spot, from that which sur-
rounded it.

I sent Johnson after more varnish. Also,
[ secured several other fluids, including
water, milk, ink, and machine-oil. And
when the painter returned we proceeded
with a very thorough test indeed.

Presently it became clear that we were
dealing with a phenomenon of the Blind
Spot. All told, we poured about nine pints
of liquids into an area of about twenty
square inches: all on the outer surface, for
the split side would absorb nothing. And
to all appearances we might have contin-
ued to pour indefinitely.

Ten minutes later I went down into the
hasement to dispose of some rubbish.
(Charlotte didn’t know of this defection in
our housekeeping.) It was bright sunlight
outside. Thanks to the basement windows,
I needed no artificial luminant. And when
my gaze rested upon the ground directly
under the parlor, I saw something there
that I most certainly had never noticed
before.

The fact is, the basement at 288 Chat-
terton never did possess anything worthy
of special notice. Except for the partition
which, it will be remembered, Harry Wen-
del and Jerome, the detective, were the first
in years to penetrate—except for that se-
cret doorway, there was nothing down
there to attract attention. To be sure, there
was a quantity of up-turned earth, the re-
sult of Jerome's vigorous efforts to see
whether or not there was any connection
between the-Blind Spot phenomena which
he had witnessed and the cellar. He had
secured nothing but an appetite for all
his digging.

However, it was still too dark for me
to identify what I saw at once. I stood for
a few moments, accustoming my eyes to
the light. Except that the thing gleamed
oddly like a piece of glass, and that it pos-
sessed a nearly circular outline about two
feet across, I could not tell much about it.

Then I stooped and examined it closely.
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moved the five cartridges and then faced
me.

“Tell me to throw up my hands,” direct-
ed he. I did so: his palms flew into the
air; and with a steely snap the mechan-
ism was released.

Had there been cartridges in it, I should
have been riddled, for I stood right in
front. And 1 shuddered as I noted the
small straps around Jerome's wrists, run-
ning up his sleeves, so disposed that the
act of surrendering meant instant death
to him who might demand.

“May not be ethical, Fenton—quietly
—'‘but it certainly is good sense to shoot
first and explain later—when you're han-
dling a chap like Avec. Better make prepa-
rations, too.”

I objected. I pointed out what I have
already mentioned: that, together with the
ring, the Rhamda offered our only clues
to the Blind Spot. Destroy the man, and
we would destroy one of our two hcpes of
rescuing our friends from the unthinkable
fate that had overtaken them.

“No"—decisively. “\We don't want to
‘kill; we want to keep him. Bullets won’t
do. I see no reason, however, why you
shouldn’t load that thing with cartridges
containing chemicals which would have an
effect similar to that of a gas bomb. Once
you can make him helpless, so that you
can put those steel bracelets on him, we’ll
see how dangerous he is, with his hands
behind him!”

“I get you'—thoughtfully. “I know a
chemist who will make up ‘Paralysis’ gas
for me, in the form of gelatin capsules.
Shoot 'em at the Rhamda: burst upon
striking. Safe enough for me, and vet put
him out of the business long enough to fit
him with the jewelry.”

“That’s the idea.”

UT I had other notions about handling
the Rhamda. Being satistied that mere
strength and agility were valueless against
him, I concluded that he, likewise realiz-
ing this, would be on the lookout for any
possible trap.
Consequently, if I hoped to keep the

man, and force him to tell us what we
wanted to know, then I must make use of
something other than physical means.
Moreover, 1 gave him credit for an ex-
ceptional amount of insight. Call it a su-
per-instinct, or what you will, the fellow’s
intellect was transcendental.

I could not hope for success unless I
equalled his intellect, or surpassed it.

Once decided that it must be a battle of
wits I took a step which may seem, at first,
a little peculiar.

I called upon a certain lady to whom 1
shall give the name of Clarke, since that
is not the correct one. I took her fully and
frankly into my confidence. It is the only
way, when dealing with a practitioner. And
since, like most of my fellow citizens, she
had heard something of the come and go,
elusive habits of our men, together with
the Holcomb affair, it was easy for her to
understand just what I wanted.

“I see,” she mused. “You wish to be
surrounded by an influence that will not
so much protect you, as vitalize and
strengthen you whenever you come in con-
tact with Avec. It will be a simple matter.
How far do you wish to go?” And thus it
was arranged, the plan calling for the co-
operation of some twenty of her colleagues.

My fellow engineers may sneer, if they
like. I know the usual notion: that the
~power of mind over matter’” is all in the
brain of the patient. That the efforts of
the practitioner are merely inductive, and
SO on.

But I think that the most skeptical will
agree that 1 did quite right in seeking
whatever support I could get before cross-
ing swords with a man as keen as Avec.

Nevertheless, before an opportunity ar-
rived to make use of the intellectual ma-
chinery which my money had started into
operation, something occurred which al-
most threw the whole thing out of gear.

It was the evening after I had returned
from Miss Clarke’s office; the same day
Jerome returned, the fifth after the Spot
had closed upon Harry. Both Charlotte
and I had a premonition, after supper, that
things were going to happen. We all went
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“Because you’re so good to look at!” I
blurted out. I never appreciated my eye-
sight as I do right now!”

“I am glad,” she returned, simply and
absolutely without a trace of confusion or
resentment. ‘I know that I rather like to
look at you—too.”

Another stunned silence. And this time
I didn’t notice any change in the tempera-
ture of my face: 1 was to busily engaged
in searching the depths of those warm
blue eyes.

She did not blush, or even drop her eyes.
She smiled, however, a gentle, tremulous
smile that showed some deep feeling be-
hind her unwavering gaze. And her breast
heaved slightly.

I recovered myself with a start. Was I
to take advantage of her ignorance? As
things stood, the girl was as.innocent and
impressionable as an infant. I drew my
chair up in front of her and took both her
hands firmly in mine. Whereupon my reso-
lution nearly deserted me. How warm, and
soft, and altogether adorable they were. I
drew a long breath and began:

“My dear miss—ah— By the way. what
is your name?”

“I["—regretfully, after a moment’s
thought—"1 don’t know. Hebart.”

“Quite <o0,” as thought the fact was
commonplace. ~“We will have to provide
you a name. Any suggestions. sis?”

Charlotte hesitated only a second. “Let’s
call her Ariadne: it was Harry’'s mother’s
name,”

“That’s so; fine! Do you like the name
—Ariadne?”

“Yes.” both pleased and relieved. At
the same time she looked oddly puzzled,
and I could see her lips moving silently as
she repeated the name to herself.

Not for an instant did I let go of those
wonderful fingers. “What I want you to
know, Ariadne, is that you have come into
a world that is, perhaps, more or less like
the one that you have just left. For all I
know it is one and the same world, only,
in some fashion not yet understood, you
may have transported yourself to this
place. Perhaps not.

“Now, we call this a room, a part of a
house. Outside is a street. That street is
one of hundreds in a vast city, which con-
sists of a multitude of such houses, to-
gether with other and vastly larger struc-
tures. And these structures all rest _on
a solid material, which we call the ground,
or earth.

“The fact that you understand our lan-
guage indicates that either you have fallen
heir to a body and a brain which are thor-
oughly in tune with ours, or else — and
please understand that we know very, very
little of this mystery—or else your own
body has somehow become translated into
a condition which answers the same pur-
pose. '

At any rate, you ought to comprehend
what I mean by the term "earth.” Do you?”

*Oh, yes,” brightly. “l seem to under-
stand everything vou say, Hobart.”

“Then there is a corresponding picture
in your mind to each theught I have given
you?”

“I think so,” not so positively.

“Well,” hoping that 1 could make it
clear, “this earth is formed in a huge globe,
part of which is covered by another ma-
terial, which we term water. And the por-
tions which are not so covered, and are
capable of supporting the structures which
constitute the city, we call by still another
name. Can vou supply that name?”

“Continents,” without hesitation.

“Fine!” This was a starter anyhow.
“We'll soon have your memory working,
Ariadne!

“However, what I really began to say
is this. each of these continents — and
they are several in number—is inhabited
by people more or less like ourselves. There
is a vast number, all told. Each is either
male or female, like ourselves—you seem
to take this for granted, however—and you
will find them all exceedingly interesting.

“Now, in all fairness,” letting go her
hands at last, “vou must understand that
there are, among the people whom you
have yet to see, great numbers who are
far more—well, attractive, than I am.

“And you must know,” even taking my
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- stepped through into the dinning-room
and thence into the parlor. I followed, half
tempted to strike him down from behind,
but restrained more by the fact that I
must spare him than from any compunc-
tions. Seemingly he knew this as well as
I. he was serenely at ease.

And thus he stood before Jerome and
Ariadne. The detective made a single
sharp exclamation, and furtively shifted
his coat sleeves. He was getting that in-
fernal breast gun into action. As for Ari-
adne, she stared at the new arrival as
though astonished, at first.

HEN Charlotte returned, a moment

later, she showed only mild surprise.
She quietly took her chair and as quietly
moved her hand so that the gem shone in
full view of our visitor.

But he gave her and the stone only a
single glance, and then rested his eves
upon our new friend. To my anxiety, Ari-
adne was gazing fixedly at him now, her
expression combining both agitation and
a vague fear.

It could not have been due entirely to
his unusual appearance: for there was no
denying that this gray-haired yet vouth-
faced man with the distinguished, courte-
ous bearing, looked even vounger that night
than ever before. No; the girl’s concern
was deeper, more acute. I felt an unac-
countable alarm.

From Ariadne to me the Rhamda
glanced, then back again; and a quick,
satisfied smile came to his mouth. He gave
an almost imperceptible nod. And, keeping
his gazed fixed upon her eyes, he remarked
carelessly: 7

“Which of these chairs shall I sit in,
Fenton?”

“This one,” I replied instantly, pomtmg
to the one I had just quit.

Smiling, he selected a Roman chair a
few feet away.

Whereupon I congratulated myself. The
man feared me, then; vet he ranked my
mentality no higher than that! In other
words, remarkably clever though he might
be, and as vet unthwarted, he could by

no means be called omnipotent. He was
limited; hence he was human, or some-
thing likewise imperfect, and likewise un-
derstandable if only my own mind might
become—

“For your benefit, Mr, Jerome, let me
say that I phoned Miss Fenton and her
brother a few days ago, and urged them
to give up their notion of occupying this
house or of attempting to solve the mys-
tery that you are already acquainted with.
And 1 prophesied, Mr. Jerome, that their
refusal to accept my advice would be fol-
lowed by events that would justify me.

“They refused, as vou know; and I am
here to-night to make a final plea, so that
they may escape the consequences of their
wilfulness.”

“You're a crook! And the more I see
of you, Avec, the more easily I can un-
derstand why they turned vou down!”

“So you, too, are prejudiced against
me,” regretted the man in the Roman
chair. “I cannot understand this. My mo-
tives are quite above question, I assure
you.”

“Really!” I observed sarcastically. I
stole a glance at Ariadne: her eves were
still riveted, in a rapt yet half-fearful ab-
straction, upon the face of the Rhamda.
It was time I took her attention away.

I called her name. She did not move
her head, or reply. I said it louder: “Ari-
adne!”

“What is it, Hobart?”’ —very softly.

“Ariadne, this gentleman possesses a
great deal of knowledge of the locality
from which you came. We are interested
in him, because we feel sure that, if he
chose to, he could tell us something about
our friends who—about Harry Wendel.”
Why not lay the cards plainly on the ta-
ble? The Rhamda must be aware of it
all, anyhow. “And as this man has said,
he has tried to prevent us from solving
the mystery. It occurs to me, Ariadne,
that you might recognize this man. But
apparently—"

She shook her head just perceptibly. -1
proceeded:

“He is pleased to call his warning a
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of the dope,” he replied to my excited
query. Then—“Wait a minute,” said he:
and a moment later added: “Say, by jinks,
Mr. Fenton, I've made a mistake! Here's
the darned ad on the counter; it must
have slipped under the blotter.”

I went back and told Charlotte. We
stared at one another blankly. Why in the
name of all that was baffling had our ad
“slipped” under that blotter?> And what
were we to do?

This was the second day!

Well, we did what we could. We inserted
the same notice in each of the three after-
noon papers. There was still time for the
Rhamda to act, if he saw it.

The hours dragged by. Never did time
pass more slowly; and yet, I begrudged
every one. So much for being absolutely
- helpless. _

About ten o’clock that morning—that
is to say, today; I am writing this the same
evening—the front door bell rang. Char-
lotte answered and in a moment came
back with a card. It read:

Sir Henry Hodges

I nearily upset the table in my excite-
ment. I ran_into the parlor like a boy
going to a fire. Who wouldn't? Sir Henry
Hodges! The English scientist about whom
the whole world was talking! The most
gifted investigator of the day; the most
widely informed; of all men on the face
of the globe, the best equipped, mentally,
to explore the unknown! Without the
slightest formality I grabbed his hand and
shook it until he smiled at my enthusiasm.

“My dear Sir Henry,” I told him, “I'm
immensely glad to see you! The truth is,
I've been hoping vou'd be interested in
our case; but I didnt have the nerve to
bother vou with it!”

“And 1,” he admitted in his quiet way,
“have been longing to take a hand in it,
ever since I first heard of Professor Hol-
comb’s disappearance. Didn't like to offer
myself; understood that the matter had
been hushed up, and—"

“For the very simple reason,” I ex-

plained, ‘“that there was nothing to be
gained by publicity. If we had given the
public the facts, we would have been
swamped with wvolunteers to help us. I
didn’t know whom to confide in, Sir Henry;
couldn't make up my mind. I only knew
that one such man as vourself was just
what 1 needed.”

He overlooked the compliment, and
pulled the newspaper from his pocket.
“Bought this from a boy in the Mission a
few minutes ago. Saw vour ad, and jumped
to the conclusion that matters had reached
an acute stage. Let me have the whole
story, my boy, as briefly as you can.”

He already knew the published details.
Also, he seemed to be acquainted—in some
manner which puzzled me—with much
that had not been printed. I sketched the
affair as quickly as I could, making it clear
that we were face to face with a crisis.
When I wound up saying that it was Dr.
Higgins who gave Ariadne two days, end-
ing about midnight, in which she might
recover if we could secure Rhamda Avec,
Sir Henry gave me such a sharp glance
as the doctor had given me; only, the
Englishman reached out and squeezed one
of my hands in silence. Then he said
kindly:

“I'm afraid you made a mistake, my
boy, in not seeking some help. The game
has reached a point where you cannot have
too many brains on your side. Time, in
short, for reenforcements!” .

He heartily approved of my course in
enlisting the aid of Miss Clarke and her
colleagues. “That is the sort of thing you
need! People with mentalities; plenty of
intellectual force!” And he went on to
make suggestions.

As a result, within an hour and a half
our house was sheltering five more persons,
to whom I should have to devote several
chapters if I did full justice to their
achievements. But I have space here only
for a mention,

Miss Clarke has already been introduced.
She was easily one of the ten most ad-
vanced practitioners in her line. And she
had the advantage of a curiosity that was
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I was grasping a very real thing, as real
as my fingers themselves.

I made some sort of incoherent exclama-
tion. The others turned and peered at me.

“What is it?” came Herold's excited
voice.

“I don’t know!” I gasped. “Come here.”

But Sir Henry was the first to reach me.
Next instant he, too, was fingering the tiny,
unseen object. And such was his iron nerve
and superior self-control, he identified it
almost at once.

“By the Lord!”—softly. “Why, it’s a
small bird! Come here, folks, and—"

Another second and they were all there.
I was glad enough of it; for, like a flash,
with an unexpectedness that startles me
even now as I think of it—

The thing became visible. Right in my
grasp, a little. fluttering bird came to life.

CHAPTER XXVII
SOLVED!

T WAS a tiny thing, and most amazingly
beautiful. It could not have stood as
high as a canary; and had its feathers been
made of gleaming silver they could not
have been lovelier. And its black-plumed
head, and long, blossomlike tail, were such
as no man on earth ever set eves upon.
Like a flash it was gone. Not more than
half a second was this enchanting appari-
tion visible to us. Before we could discern
any more than I have mentioned, it not
only vanished, but it ceased to make any
sounds whatever. And each of us drew a
long breath, as one might after being given
a glimpse of an angel.

Right now, five or six hours after the
events I have just described, it is very
easy for me to smile at my emotions of
the time. How startled and mystified I
was! And—why not confess it?>—just a
trifle afraid. Why? Because I didn’t under-
stand! Merely that.

At this moment I sit in my laboratory
up-stairs in that house, rejoiceful in having
reached the end of the mystery. For the
enigma of the Blind Spot is no more. I have
solved it! ’

Now twenty feet away, in another room,
lies Ariadne. Already there is a faint trace
of color in her creeks, and her heart is
beating more strongly. Another hour, says
Dr. Higgins, and she will be restored to us!

The time is seven p.M. I did not sleep
at all last night; I haven’t slept since. For
the past five hours we have been working
steadily on the mystery, ever since our find-
ing that little, red pebble in the basement.
The last three hours of the time I have
been treating Ariadne, using means which
our discoveries indicated. And in order to
keep awake I have been dictating this ac-
count to a stenographer.” 4

This young lady, a Miss Dibble, is down-
stairs, where her typewriter will not bother.
Yes, put that down,-too, Miss Dibble; I
want folks to know everything! She has
a telephone clamped to her ears, and I am
talking into a mouth-piece which is fixed
to a stand on my desk.

On that desk are four switches. All are
of the four-way, two-pole type; and from
them run several wires, some going to one
end of the room, where they are attached
to the Holcomb gem. Others, running to
the opposite end, making contact with the
tiny, heavy stone we found in the base-
ment. Other wires run from the switches
to lead bands around my wrists. Also, be-
tween switches are several connections—
one circuit containing an amplifying ap-
paratus. By throwing these switches in
various combinations, I can secure any
given alteration of forces, and direct them

‘*where I choose.

For there are two other wires. These run
from my own lead bracelets to another pair,
in another room; a pair clamped around
the dainty wrists of the only girl—so far
as I am concerned.

For I, Hobart Fenton, am now a living,
human transforming station. I am convert-
ing the power of the Infinite into the
Energy of Life. And I am transmitting that
power directly out of the ether, as con-
duced through these two marvelous stones,
back into the nervous system of the girl
I love. Another hour, and she will Exist!

It is all so very simple, now that I un-
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derstand it. And vet—well an absolutely '

new thing is always hard to put into words.
Listen closely. Miss Dibble, and don’t hesi-
tate to interrupt and show me where I'm
off. We’ve got a duty to the public here.

To begin with, T must acknowledge the
enormous help which I have had from my
friends: Miss Clarke, Mme. Le Fabre, Gen-
eral Hume, Dr. Malloy, and Herold. These
folks are still in the house with me; I think
they are eating supper. I've already had
mine. Really, T can’t take much credit to
myself for what T have found out. The
others supplied most of the facts. I merely
happened to fit them together: and, be-
cause of my relationship to the problem,
am now doing the heroic end of the work.
Queer! I once begged Dr. Hansen to per-
form a blood transfusion. -And now I am
sending new life direct into Ariadne’s veins;
the Life Principle itself, out of the void!
I call it a sacred privilege.

S FOR Harry—he and Dr. Holcomb,
Chick Watson and even the dog—I
shall have them out of the Blind Spot in-
side of twelve hours. All I need is a little
rest. I'll go straight to bed as soon as I
finish reviving Ariadne; and when I wake
up, we'll see who’s who, friend Rhamda!
I’m too exuberant to hold myself down
to the job of telling what I've discovered.
But it’s got to be done. Put in a fresh piece
of paper, Miss Dibble; here goes!
I practically took my life in my hands
when I first made connection. However, I
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observed the precaution of rigging up a
primary connection direct from the ring
to the pebble, running the wire along the
floor some distance away from where I sat.
No ill effects when I ventured into the line
of force; so I began to experiment with
the switches.

That precautionary circuit was Herold’s
idea. His, also, the amplifying apparatus.
The mental attitude was Miss Clarke’s,
modified by Dr Malloyv. The lead brace-
lets were the madame’s suggestion; they
work fine. Sir Henry was the one who
pointed out the advantage of the telephone
I am using. If my hands become paralyzed
I can easily call for help to my side.

Well, the first connection I tried resulted
in nothing. Perfectlv blank. Then I tried
another, and another, meanwhile contin-
ually adjusting the coils of the amplifier;
and as a result I am now able, at will, to
do either or all of the following:

(1) I can induct sounds from the Blind
Spot; (2) I can induct light, or visibility;
or (3) any given object or person, in toto.

And now to tell how. One moment, Miss
Dibble: I wish vou’'d ask my sister to make
another pot of chocolate, if Hansen ap-
proves. Yes, put that down, too. It’s only
fair to the public, to know just how the
thing affects me. No, no hurry, Miss Dib-
ble. When she gets through eating. No,
I'm just sleepy, not weak. Yes, that, too!

Let’s see; where was I? Oh, yes; those
connections. They’ve got to be done just
right, with the proper tension in the coils,
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only a moment before. There, before the
operator’s eyes, loomed the massive vaults.
They were not surrounded by gilded bars,
but about them the floor was of large
metal plates.

Through the receivers at his ears the
operator heard the patter of the two men’s
feet over these metal slabs as plainly as
though he himself was in the vault-room
instead of a mile away at police head-
quarters. The two men in the vault-cham-
ber were clad grotesquely from head to
toe in black rubber suits which fitted them
tightly, like a mold. They were standing in
front of the treasure house, peering closely
through their goggles at the great auto-
matic locks. The two men felt the combina-
tions with their rubber-covered fingers with
the sensitive touch of experts.

Then the operator watched one of the
men kneel and open a small satchel which
he carried under one arm. From the
satchel he took a torch, and handed a coil
of wire to the other man, who dropped one
strand of wire, equipped with a metal disk,
to the floor, and applied a similar disc
to the steel side of the vault.

There was a hiss, a blinding flash of blue
light, and, presently, through the white
smoke which, for a moment, filmed the
process, the operator saw a trickle of red
steel creep down the face of the vault.

The operator awakened, and jabbed with
his foot at a button under his desk. Into
the room bounded Hopkins, chief rayman
of the department, and six other men.

“The Continental Reserve vaults—two
men are burning their way into them,”
shouted the operator, continuing to peer
into the optophone as he spoke.

“What — impossible -— you're seeing
things,”” snapped Hopkins.

“I’m seeing things, all right,” shot back
the operator excitedly. “They have im-
munized themselves with rubber suits, and
instead of being electrocized by the voltage
in the guard-plates, they've short-circuited
our current with a deflecting torch and
are burning out the locks.”

“And that was one place we thought

was yegg-proof,” snarled Hopkins. And
then to the six men who were crowded
about, “Arm with rays, and we'll take the
tube.”

“ HE doors are open,” called the oper-

ator at the optophone. “They are
both in the vault—they’re out with their
arms full of money-sacks. One is dumping
packages of bank-notes on the floor—now
they are carrying the sacks to the window
—that’s where they got in. By George,
Hopkins, they must be using a Vampire
plane—have it parked outside the window
against the side of the building.”

“It’s the same gang that pulled that
job at the Elmhurst Trust last week. Now
we'll get them. Ready, men!” shouted
Hopkins.

The six men who had run from the
room_ had again appeared, each carrying
an electric ray. One man, carrying two
of these strange searchlight contrivances,
handed one to Hopkins. The men followed
the latter to one end of the laboratory,
where all entered an elevator, which
dropped dizzily for a moment, and then
Hopkins and his squad emerged into a
dim corridor.

At the side of the corridor the chief
rayman pressed a button and a door lifted
noiselessly in a slot. It opened into a great
tube, and at the entrance was a car,
equipped with deep, cushioned seats. The
sides of the car were rounded. Into it
filed the seven men. As a button was
pressed by Hopkins, the outer door into
the corridor closed, and the door to the
bulletlike car slid shut, The seven men,
crowded in the seats, looked ghostly in the
light of the green phosphor bulb which
lighted the compartment.

“Ready?” muttered Hopkins.

The men grunted in the affirmative.

“All right, here we go,” and Hopkins
pushed a tiny lever that worked on a dial
in the dash of the car.

There was a shock, and one of the men
gasped. The man next to him chuckled.
Then the big aluminum projectile shot
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retrace his steps, for he was sensitive to
mockery. But then he looked up and saw
the top of Breadloaf, and he couldn’t help
himself after that. And it was a funny
thing, but about half a mile further Jim
Harry saw a grand bridle lying on a rock
just beside the trail. He was a little {right-
ened at first. Then he went on up, carry-
ing the bridle and wondering about the
dwarf.

It was hard to reach the summit. Jim
Harry was bleeding in several places, and
his overalls were sadly torn, when at last
he scrambled over the lip of the rock and
rolled down a grassy slope. He got up and
looked around. The summit wasn’t very
large; it was saucer-shaped, covered with
fine pasturage, and there was a little pool
of rain-water in the depressed center. There
were a few bushes, but no sign of any
horse, winged or otherwise.

So Jim Harry went up to the rim and
looked way out at all the world spread
underneath him. The Imperial Valley lay
little and unreal to the blue western moun-
tains. In back of him the white-capped
Sierras towered. And the winds that blew
upon him had never been breathed by
earthly being,

Jim Harry's feet started to itch, and he
wanted to walk right out into the air and
away off to the west beyond those shadowy
dim ranges, and he wanted to go in the
other direction over the Sierras. And north
were the snow-lands, and south was Mexico
and Panama, and it was a wonder Jim
Harry didn't just fall over the edge in his
excitement and kill himself. But something
made him look up, and there was a speck
in the sky, getting larger.

Maybe it was the dream in the boy’s
eyes that made him recognize Pegasus.
Anyway, he ran down to the pool and
dropped a few bits of sugar there, and
then made a trail of it to the nearest bush.
He hid himself in that bush and waited.
And Pegasus came.

Ah, but that horse was God’s own won-
der! A stallion, with high-arched neck, and
fine withers, and a white coat that glistened
like the stars themselves, and a mane that

flew like the borealis, and eyes that could
be red as mad flame, and soft and melting
as a baby’s. Lord, but a man could die
after having seen Pegasus, and reckon
himself very lucky. And the wings on the
stallion! White as an egret’s feathers, the
powerful pinions spread from the shoulders
and glistened in the sun.

Wheeling he came. White against the
blue he circled and dropped, and started
up in affright, and landed gently as any
sparrow beside the pool, and the great
wings were furled, and the hoofs of Pe-
gasus spurned the earth. He drank,
daintily, and cropped the grass, and fell
to playing, kicking up his heels like a colt,
and laughing as horses do, and turning
back his lovely head to nip at the feathered
wings, and all the while Jim Harry watched
in a dream,

Pegasus fell to cropping again, and dis-
covered the sugar. Perhaps he mistook it
for ambrosia. At any rate, he savored the
sweet and followed the trail up to the bush
where Jim Harry crouched hidden. There
he started back, but too -late. The boy
clapped on the bridle, and as Pegasus
spread his wings for flight Jim Harry
leaped on his back and was off!

And like a rocket the great stallion fled
up, his muscles shuddering against the
boy’s thighs. The wings beat the air with
a noise of thunder. Pegasus threw back
his head and screamed; he trumpeted his
amazement and wrath; and the mane
struck Jim Harry's face and made his nose
bleed. But the reins were coiled tight
around brown fists. The strong thighs were
tensed. And only Gabriel with his flaming
sword could have knocked Jim Harry from
his seat then.

The winds were a gale. Pegasus somer-
saulted in the air. Jim Harry threw his
arms around the neck and clung. Somehow
he stuck on. Looking down he could see
Breadloaf incredibly far below; he could
see beyond the Sierras and out to the
Pacific.

Now a funny thing happened. Pegasus,
being a horse, loved sugar, and being some-
thing more than a horse, he was more than






PEGASUS 83

born to a woman in the next county, once.
Doc West leered at Andy and talked in
an undertone, casting quick glances at
Sarah, who stood self-consciously aside,
watching Pegasus. Jim Harry listened, but
some of the things he heard made him
feel sick. Tom, his brother, stood with open
mouth, breathing hard. And the smell of
the stable was everywhere. This wasn’t
like riding the skies with Pegasus. It was
pretty awful.

Nobody seemed to realize that Pegasus
belonged to Jim Harry, or that Jim Harry
belonged to Pegasus. His ears still smarted
from his father’s calloused palm. There
was no help from his mother, either; she'd
nearly fainted when she learned that Jim
Harry had been riding through the air on
the winged horse. It wasn’t natural, she
said.

“But a thing like that has to belong
to somebody,” Andy said.

“If it does, you'll hear about it. You
got a mint of money in that nag,” said
Doc West, casting a greedy glance at Pe-
gasus. “You wouldn’t think of selling him,
now, would you?”

“Gosh, no. I'm going to—1I dunno. May-
be rent him out to a zoo, or something.
He’s worth plenty, I bet.”

Jim Harry ran over to Pegasus and stood
in front of the stall. “He’s mine. You can’t
have him—"

“Don’t use that tone of voice to me,”
Andy grunted. “What would you do with
him? Break your fool neck, and it’s a won-
der you didn’t do it already. Leaving the
horse out in the pasture all night with a
broke rope. Miracle he didn’'t go off for
good.”

“Can he honest to gosh fly?” Tom
wanted to know. Doc West, too, looked
an inquiry.

“Sure can. I saw him.” Andy went to-
ward the stall, but changed his mind when
Pegasus flung back and reared, snorting.
“Doc, I want you should send some tele-
grams for me when you get back to town.”

“You're sure you don't want to sell
him—"

But Andy wouldn’t sell, and wires were

sent to various people. There weren’t many
answers. Nobody believed in a winged
horse. It looked like just another fake—
another Barnum mermaid. One man came
from Los Angeles to check up, but even
he wouldn’t buy or rent Pegasus for his
circus.

“Yeah, I know it’s real,” he said, look-
ing puzzled. “But, ye gods, who’d believe
it? Everybody’d vell fake. 1f we advertised
a winged horse and showed ’em a colt
with bumps on his shoulders, they’d be
satisfied. But this—it’s too real. People’d
never believe it. They’d think we glued
the wings on. It’s too good to be true.”

“You could let him fly around,” Andy
suggested. “That’'d show he was real.”

“Will he fly with a rope on him?”

Andy had already made Jim Harry try
this, without success. “Nope. But he can
be ridden—he’s broken pretty well.”

“Catch me riding him! Not even a tra-
peze artist would do it. It'd be suicide,
man. I'll talk to the boss about it, but
it isn’t much use. Not unless we clipped
all the feathers off the wings. People might
swallow it then.”

Jim Harry was listening through a knot-
hole, and he started to shake. When the
man was gone he accosted his father,

“You wouldn’'t do that, would you?
Pluck Pegasus’ feathers off—”

“Nah,” Andy said absent-mindedly.
“Listen, Jim Harry, I want you should see
how that horse can run. Not fly—just
run. You let him get off the ground and
I'll skin you.”

Jim Harry was only too glad to seize the
opportunity of getting on Pegasus’ back
again. The horse was fast. He went around
the north pasture like greased lightning,
his wings folded back and his hoofs spurn-
ing the ground. Andy, watching from the
rail fence, took off his straw hat and fanned
himself. “Okay,” he called at last. “Rub
him down and stable him.”

THE next day Andy sent more telegrams,

and got a man out to time Pegasus
with a stop-watch. The two conferred for
some time after that.
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landing somewhere and no time for philo-
sophical speculation, either, as to when
and where.

Below showed the tops of trees, the cop-
pery sheen of overhead wires, the thin line
of fences, and the clustered roofs of cot-
tages. It looked very unpromising. He
pushed the control stick forward slightly,
and the plane dipped toward the roof tops,
sweeping in a wabbly, unpracticed curve
downward.

Bardon’s thin fingers tightened on the
control. This wasn’t going to be easy.
There were things in the way—hard, con-
crete things such as brick walls and thick
tree trunks—and he had an idea there
would be quite a jolt unless he managed
to “pancake” down flat into a clearing or
someone’s front lawn.

Beyond an advancing line of Normandy
poplars he caught a glimpse of what seemed
to be a fairly open green expanse—perhaps
a golf course. His left foot moved forward,
pushing the rudder, and the plane inclined
that way, banking dangerously and side-
slipping at a furious- rate.

Now, if he could only clear the trees
and find everything right for him in the
open space—no ditches or stone walls. If he
could clear the trees, he might still give
that lecture on the fourth dimension, and
Professor Alpheus Corr could smile—

The wind shrilled by his ears and the line
of Normandy poplars seemed to shoot be-
neath the wing tips of the plane, disclos-
ing not a cleared field but a quick vision
of rutted road, telegraph wires. A gray
square building loomed up directly in front
of the plane.

Associate Professor Bardon closed his
eyes as a man would who prefers not to
see the descending sword of the executioner.
He threw his arms out in an instinctive
gesture over his bowed head.

CHAPTER II
ZONE 87-A, SEA LEVEL

NSTEAD of the terrific shock of impact,
Bardon felt the ship touch lightly on
the ground, bound into the air with the re-

coil of the rubber tires and Janding gear,
and roll forward with a splintering of wing
panels.

His eyes popped open.

Missed it, after all, by jiminy! He'd
never have thought it. Talk about luck!

He grabbed the control-stick just in time
to avoid crashing into a heavy three-
decker plane of curious shape that was
taxiing across the greensward. Careening
down the level lawn in a large circle, Bar-
don swung the nose of his lop-sided ship
around and halted, beside a tall steel post,
facing backward whence he came,

The gray square of building was still
there, but now he was on the other side. -
He wondered again how he had escaped
hitting its vast bulk. He looked around at
his surroundings and wondered more,

Familiar with the Long Island flying
fields as he was, Bardon found it impossible
to place this one. It covered at least two
hundred acres, and every acre was crowded
with odd-shaped ships as no field of Bar-
don’s knowledge could be—and find room
for a take-off. Groups of people, gayly
dressed, were climbing aboard the biggest
airplane Bardon had ever seen.

That was some distance off. Nearer at
hand, atop the tall steel posts, smaller
planes alighted and departed. Overhead a
constant stream of flyers passed.

On four sides of the green lawn were
squat, square, gray buildings almost win-
dowless and with no entrance below the
roof tops. Everything was vast and mar-
velously clean and painfully orderly, and—
strangest of all to Bardon—there was
neither noise of racing motors nor smell of
gasoline.

He wondered how far he could have
come. Odd that he hadn’t known of an ac-
tive place like this. Probably an experi-
mental field—but still, all those ships and
that traffic overhead—

He climbed out of his cockpit. Underfoot
the grass was as close and fine as the putt-
ing-green of a millionaire’s golf links. He
had remarked to himself that the platform
overhead was of glass, thicker glass than
he had ever seen, and that brightly shin-
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Then he and the air chief exchanged sig-
nificant looks,

“Not Air Class evidently,” the chief
frowned. “The question is how did he get
here? The Grounders are carefully regis-
tered as a rule and he coudn’t have es-
caped from the night corral in that rattle-
trap affair. No use asking him anything,
though. Bring him to the board—not the
Air Traffic, but the physical in Zone 87-K.
Lively now, M-forty, and vou'll catch them
before they adjourn today.”

Bardon was hustled toward the nearest
gleaming plane. He hung back, feet drag-
ging, and then gave it up as a useless and
undignified protest. Without a word the two
regulators shoved him, feet foremost, inside
a coffinlike space in the fuselage.

Fvidently this aerial patrol wagon had
been used to carry prisoners before, for
Bardon's ankles and waist fitted neatly
into adjustable metal straps that were
quickly fastened by M-forty, securing the
erstwhile Professor of Philosophy firmly.

He heard the trapdoor in front slam
closed and felt the machine leap straight
into the air, with a snapping of sparks at
the controls.

“I'll be hanged'” he muttered.

CHAPTER 111
VAIN PROTESTS

HERE are some impressions too start-

ling for an ordinary man to take in, all
at once. in their entirety. Bardon was an
ordinary man, even if he was an associate
instructor in philosophy, and, in spite of
the evidence of his senses, he refused to
accept the conclusion that was being
forced on him—that, somehow, by some
strange trick of fate he had been shot for-
ward physically and mentally into the
middle of the twenty-first century.

He argued with himself that it was im-
possible—argued quite plausibly and had
almost convinced himself that it was, us-
ing the best logic at his command, even
while he felt the dwarf plane with M-forty
at the helm, hurtling him upward and for-
ward to an unknown destination.

He fought against the metal bonds, tried
to sit up and gave the job up as hopeless.
He lay back breathless in the narrow space.

What kind of men inhabited this new
world? What were they going to do with
him? :

The motion of the plane stopped with a
light bump and the trapdoor at the side
slid open sharply, showing M-forty’s im-
passive pink face. He snapped open the
bonds and motioned Bardon to climb out.

“Hurry, now.” The maroon-clad one
seemed less respectful now that it was es-
tablished that Bardon did not belong to
the Air Class.

Bardon crawled out. “Wait a minute.”
he said. “Let's get this straight. You say
this is the vear two thousand and fifty
something. I'm not used to it vet. Went
through a gray wall, you see, back there.”

“All right, all right!™ M-forty snapped
impatiently. “Don’t keep them waiting,
please. Explain it to the board, not me.
I'm not medical.”

He grabbed Bardon’s arm and jerked it
smartlyv. The professor glowered.

*‘Hands off. About a century and a half
ago—I mean two hours ago bv my time—
I'd be inclined to punch you in the nose
for that.”

M-forty seemed mildly surprised.

“Violence? You are certainly living in a
world of your own, Grounder. Opposing a
regulator! You're sick all right! Come!”

The grasp on Bardon’s arm tightened.

He followed his escort, outwardly meek,
but boiling with rage within. A professor of
philosophy at Calloway College was not
used to being treated like an escaped serf.
What a race of humorless machines!

The place was similar to the landing
field they had left—as orderly and silent
and clean, but much larger. Instead of
grass underfoot there was a smooth, glassy
surface extending for half a mile to face
into a distant line of gray wall that in-
closed the space in a great rectangle.

Planes, that looked like dragon flies with
their wings clipped, of all colors and many
shapes, sped across the blue sky overhead
and dropped to the surface to discharge
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could judge it was a mixture of vegetables
—mnone o: which he recognized—and nut
meats. He made use of a square spoon like
a tiny shovel that was beside the platter
of food.

P-fifteen stepped out and returned as
Bardon finished, with a shirt and trunks
of dull blue cotton over his arm.

“Strip and put these on,” the chief said,
tossing the clothing on the floor. “There
are sandals there in the corner. First we
must identify you. Your right hand,
please.”

Bardon held forth his hand unsuspect-
ingly, palm upward. The ground chief,
who had approached from the side with
his hand behind him, gripped Bardon's el-
bow quickly aifd pressed something against
the professor’s wrist.

A burning pain shot through his arm as
he jerked it away with a sharp cryv. Bardon
looked at his wrist. Printed thereon in
tiny dots of blue was the letter C.

Somehow the past few hours seemed to
come to a head right there in Bardon's
mind.

“Damn you!" he blurted out and swung
viciously for the other’s jaw.

P-fifteen in a long life of machine-made
regulations had probably never blocked a
swift uppercut. But he managed to miss
part of it, getting only a graze on the chin.

He backed away, slightly paler, his
fingers feeling behind him for something
on the wall.

ARDON was started now and warmed

up. He clenched his fist and went

after the ground chief, now rapidly re-
treating through the doorway.

Then a door slid noiselesslv ascross the
opening, and Bardon found his way
blocked. He realized now what the chief
had been reaching for—the <catch that
would release the concealed door. Through
a transparent panel in the door Bardon
caught sight of the chief conferring with
two other men—similarly dressed in green
cotton, and pointing to the prisoner.

Thev left and Bardon examined the jail.

There were fcur walls of the gray metal,

similar to aluminum, but hard as glass,
sounding hollow under Bardon’s thumping
fist; there was a skylight open some fif-
teen feet above his head; there was the
table he had eaten at, a folding shelf on
the wall covered with a pad-—evidently
meant to be his bed—there was a metal
stool. That was all.

Given time and a little assistance from
the outside, an active man would not fail
to clear the skylight. It was not an un-
breakable prison, but quite sufficient to
hold Bardon for a while, until he could
devise some means of scaling that tantaliz-
ing fifteen feet to where the blueness of
a summer sky showed in a clear square.

But. after getting out of the place, what
would the next move be? Alone in a world
of indexed numbers and strange laws,
where everv man was known and filed for
reference, Bardon, in his archaic garb
would stick out like a sore thumb.

He decided to change his style of cloth-
ing at any rate. If he managed to get away
it would serve to make him less con-
spicuous. What he was getting away from,
Bardon had no idea, but he suspected it
to be something unpleasant—a lunatic
asylum, probably. judging from the ground
chief’s cool analysis.

Bardon undressed slowlv and climbed
into the cheap looking blue cotton tunic
and short pants. Dressed in these, with
the corded sandals on his feet, he felt
like a sprinter waiting for the gun.

He became conscious of eves watching
him through the door panel. Two gray
heads, wearing vellow skull caps, showed
in the aperture, nodded to one another
and apparently discussing him at length.

“Look here,” he called, trying to appear
as calm and sane as possible in spite of
the blue Grounder's uniform, “if you are
men of science in this new world, listen
carefully to what I say. I am not an in-
sane person. I have been thrown forward
into vour ceiitury from what you consider
the past.”

They looked blankly at him.

“This may be a reincarnation,” Bardon
went on, desperately.












100

“If you don’t believe me, I won’t go at
all.” Bardon tried to appear resentful.
“That’ll spoil the game. Now you wait
until vou hear me. Here I go!”

He went rapidly, across the glistening
landing stage toward the waiting ships.

CHAPTER VI
* “cATCcH HIM!”

ARDON had an idea that the whole

thing had been an absurd performance
for a professor of philosophy, and the in-
fantile joy with which Forty-two Sea Level
had joined in the game had been rather
funny, but for all that, Bardon did not
feel like stopping to laugh it out. He felt
sure Ground Chief P-fifteen would not en-
ter into the spirit of play at all. There
had been something particularly unhumor-
ous about Ground Chief P-fifteen.

Bardon was five hundred yards across
the landing-stage—a small, scurrying blue
figure on the broad surface—and had
passed the nearest of the deserted planes
and dodged a two-decker passenger ship
that threatened to drop on his head and
end the game of hide-and-seek right there,
when he heard a shrill whistling behind
him.

He did not turn his head. He knew
what that meant. P-fifteen ard his help-
ers were coming after him, and another
game—the oldest in the world—was
started with Bardon as the quarry.

He slid around a ship, found another,
similar to the one used by the regulators,
lying idle close by with the cockpit empty,
and jumped nimbly aboard.

Frantically his eves and hands sought
for the means of starting the thing. There
was no control-stick such as he had known
in the planes cf his time.

Underfoot were a couple of pedals, over-
head a cylinder of black metal, and on the
instrument board a green porcelain lever
and a red one. They were unmarked.
Alongside was a long gauge-like instru-
meunt with “Air Lanes” printed on it, and
a red arrow, pointing now to ‘“Ground
Level.”
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Not a thing to show Bardon the most
important item—how to get up into the
air.

He jerked his head around to look back.

Several blue-clad figures were running
toward him from the Defective House.
Behind them, urging them on, Bardon
caught sight of the Ground chief in his
light green uniform.

Bardon twisted the red lever. Nothing
happened. He could hear the shouts of
the pursuers coming nearer. More shrill
whistling came from farther up the field.
Evidently the alarm was being broadcast.

Bardon kicked the pedals and prepared
to climb out and make a run for it again,
hopeless of starting the plane.

Then he caught sight of Forty-two’s red
face coming around the edge of the neigh-
boring plane, not ten feet away. The
Grounder’s muscular hands were open in
front of him. He looked like a man pre-
pared to make a low tackle, and there was
an unpleasant gleam in his little eyes.
Bardon knew what the hands were being
held ready for.

The Grounder came on with the speed
of a charging elephant, grunting angrily.
Bardon lookéd around for a weapon,
sighted the green lever on the instrument
board, and ripped it loose just as the
Grounder lunged forward for "the final
grapple.

The lever was heavy and shaped some-
what like the old-fashioned belaying-pin.
Bardon swung it viciously at the cropped
head—and missed as the ship swept up
into the air, with a vibrant hum from the
black cylinder overhead.

The ascent was so swift and unexpected
that Bardon almost toppled out of his
seat. The blue figures and the light green
one dropped away underneath him as he
recovered his balance, holding to the sides
of his sky-chariot.

He glanced at the instrument board.
The red arrow was moving upward along
the lettered gauge marked “Air Lanes.” It
pointed to “Light Passenger Lane,” passed
it, and moved slowly toward the words
“Freight and Transoceanic Lane.”
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lay panting on the ground, and Seven-
twelve, as fresh as when he started, waited
impatiently to go ahead.

Dawn was not far off, and Bardon cal-
culated they had covered at least fifteen
miles of rough country.

The edge of the woods seemed to fall
away in a precipice, opening on a yawning
blackness. A weed-grown desolation, with
the smell of stagnant water, and a litter
of crumbling stone all about covered with
grass and bushes, indicated to Bardon
what the place was—an ancient and dis-
used quarry.

There was something appalling to Bar-
don about the thought of that quarry—
discovered and exploited, perhaps, and
fallen into neglect in the long time since
he had flown that new ship toward Callo-
way College that bright morning.

Where were the men he had known, the
cities of his time? The very graves of his
friends were obliterated.

His own grave—

He shook his head firmly. These weren't
thoughts for the chill of dawn while clam-
bering down several hundred feet of cliff
wall. Seven-twelve cautioned him to hold
hands, obviously not trusting Bardon's
ability to make the perilous descent. Bar-
don was glad to avail himself of the aid.

There were bushes to cling to and ledges
to rest on. On one of these Seven-twelve
stopped and pushed Bardon before him
into a wide crevice in the rock. Bardon
wriggled through between the rough sur-
faces, turned a corner, and light blazed on
him.

It was a kind of cavern, hollowed out
by the hands of workmen in olden days in
search of the granite veins, and was big
enough to house anp army. A light like an
old-fashioned arc lamp sputtered high in
the vaulted ceiling of the place, disclosing
a group of twenty or thirty blue-clad
Grounders, seated on granite blocks in a
half circle about a central figure. An old
bowed figure in coarse, brown cotton. A
man so bent and seamed and wrinkled
with years that he reminded Bardon
strongly of an animated mummy. ’
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But the voice that came from the de-
crepit figure was resonant enough.

“Come closer, friend.”

Bardon complied.

“You have told him something of us,
Seven-twelve?” ’

“Something, master,” Seven - twelve
answered respectfully. “Not all.” ’

“Listen carefully, then.” The master
spoke directly to Bardon. “I must be
brief, for the time is short now. You see
here the inner circle of the Freemen, an
organization whose existence the Air Class
does not even suspect. They thought they
had stamped us out after the insurrection
ot 2001 A.D. I fought them then, and am
still alive, and master, as my father was
master in his day.

“We remember the traditions of a better
age—the era they call the Cycle of Vio-
lence. They have forgotten it. They have
made-it a world of cruelty, barren of joy,
stripped of beauty and happiness. They
have crushed the individual without exalt-
ing the state. They have taken away
everything from us but the right to die.
We are abou. to use that privilege in our
own way in another attempt to restore
right and justice and humanity to a suffer-
ing world. Their order shall become chaos,
but out of that will evolve a new order.”

A murmur of growling applause arose
from the half circle. Bardon looked around
at the determined faces under the flicker-
ing light.

“You've got quite a job ahead of you,”
he began; ‘“how many—”

The old man’s hand was upraised for
silence.

“Hear me out. The Freemen is an older
organization than the Air Class themselves.
We number thousands. They number hun-
dreds. \We have been planning for fifty
years. It will be a costly victory, but we
will win! We have need of your help. Fly-
ing has been barred to the Grounder Class
for generations. You can fly.”

“When is the uprising set for?” asked
Bardon, his pulses beating faster. “I also
owe a debt to the Air Class.”

“The time was set for the Fall Period
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of this vear. But now we have pushed it
forward on your account. We attack the
Air Cities in two days—time enough for
you to train a few of our younger men.
The ships will be available when you are
readyv.”

Bardon studied the eager faces around
him. There was little thought in his mind
of hesitation. It was a poor choice, joining
this evidently doomed enterprise or death
in the Lethal House. And at least he
would die fighting.

He held out his hand to seal the con-
tract.

“I'm willing. We'll all go together.”

The old man smiled quietly. “You are
not optimistic. But we are better prepared
than you suspect. You had better rest
now. There is plenty of work ahead.”

CHAPTER IX
BARDON PREPARES FOR BATTLE

ARDON became more optimistic dur-

ing the succeeding two days of strenu-
ous activity. He was amazed at the
strength and wide-spread influence of the
Freemen. Not all were like the master,
but, on the other hand, not many were. as
dull-witted as Bardon’s first acquaintance,
Forty-two, Sea Level.

These were hand-picked men, chosen
and trained under the eve of the master
himself, of all occupations and of equal
degree of servitude.

There were blue-clad Grounders from
far-away zones under the equator, men
from zones twenty and twenty-one near
the Arctic Circle, heavyhanded laborers
from the Food Zones, deft-fingered serfs
from the aircraft factories, men from the
central power factories that supplied, un-
der the whips of the regulators, light and
heat and comfort to their masters in the
Air Cities that most of the Grounders had
never seen. :

But thev were alike in one respect—in
their stern, sober devotion to the work
under way, and in the hope that glowed in
their eyes now that the day was approach-
ing that would justify years of waiting,
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They reported to the master in the
cavernous quarry in a steady siream night
and day, advising him of the readiness of
their native zones, in defiance of the law
that forbade a Grounder free movement,
and the meetings adjourned in prayer in
violation of the law of 2018, that had
abolished religious beliefs.

Bardon spent but little time in the meet-
ing place. He had other work to do. He
had a more exact knowledge of the weap-
ons used during the Violent Cycle he had
been born in. Weapons that had grown
obsolete and had been forgotten for a hun-
dred years. And he was able to improve
on the clumsy, home-made aerial bombs
and guns secretly manufactured by the
Freemen.

In a vast storehouse hollowed out of
the bowels of the granite mountain he was
shown piles of these small-bore guns, made
after the fashion of ancient match-locks,
metal containers heaped to the roof, full
of a nitric acid explosive, and, most im-
portant to him of all, several hurdred tiny
regulator planes, row after row of them
side by side and all ready to fly.

“Our men made these,” the master in-
formed him, hobbling along between the
planes. “They are the only trained work-
ers—the Grounders. The people of the
air make nothing, consume everything.
These planes were gathered here bit by
bit from the factories and assembled for
the great day. We have many storehouses,
but this is the only one with planes.
Please Heaven, we shall put them to good
use.”

“They don’t require much experience to
operate—not like our old-time airplanes,”
Bardon observed. “A child could manipu-
late one of these with the simplest direc-
tions.”

“True,” the old man nodded. “But the
young men assigned to fly have no experi-
ence in the air. No Grounder is ever per-
mitted to fly or enter a ship. They will
need a leader to inspire confidence and to
direct the attack. That is vour part, and
perhaps the most important item of the
whole affair.”
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“I see.” Bardon pointed to the aerial
bombs. “We are to drop these, I suppose.
But haven’t the regulators and the air
chiefs offensive weapons of any kind?”

The master smiled. “That is their weak-
ness. They rely on their only defense—
the death belts as they call them, a circle
of electrically charged ground and air
about the foundations of their cities. But
the factories that make that radio current
and send it out to the death belts will be
deserted or in the hands of our Freemen
when the moment comes to attack. Here,
I shall outline it to you as briefly as pos-
sible.”

E LED the way into the meeting

cavern and spread a map on the table
under the light. It showed an outline of
the Atlantic Coast as Bardon remembered
it from his time, and the Great Lakes and
various mountain ranges were the same,
but there were blank spaces where cities
had been, and red circles dotted the map
in even succession. Arrows pointed in every
direction in apparent confusion.

“This is a map from one of their freight-
ers,” the master explained. ‘“The arrows
indicate the air currents as you might
guess. The red circles are the Air Cities.
Here is Zone Eighty-Seven—Sea Level,
and in the center their largest Air City,
Celestia. You were there when you were
taken before the board. Celestia will be
our main point of attack. At the moment
when the death belts are suspended all
over the world our armies, led by Free-
men, will batter down the foundations of
the landing stages and storm the cities.

“Celestia, because it is the most im-
portant of them all, and because our guns
can make little impression on the frame-
work of the foundations, you must attack
by air and give our men time to reach the
top. Celestia is two thousand feet above
the earth—two thousand feet of metal
cclumns and girders, some of them ten
feet of solid lunar metal.”

“Good Lord! It will take you hours to
climb that, if vour men can do it at all. I
saw that foundation structure.”

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

The old man shook his head.

“Half an hour will do it. We have made
provision for that, using the supply eleva-
tors that connect with the ground. If you
can keep them busy up above for half an
hour—”

Bardon’s mouth tightened grimly. “I’ll
keep them busy all right. I only hope this
fellow P-fifteen, of the Defective House,
gets beneath my bomb carrier.”

“You mean the Ground Chief?” the
master frowned. “I hope you are not
thinking of personal grudges, Bardon.
This is a great cause you are enlisted in.”

“Oh, no. Just a random thought. I was
really thinking of a girl I met recently. A
rather—er—nice girl that’s caught in their
darned squirrel cage of laws and regula-
tions.”

The old man’s frown softened wistfully.

“Love, too, will come into its own again,
after this,” he murmured. “Don’t forget .
we are fighting for that also. There was a -
girl once, years ago—I was young too and
dreamed of freedom and the woman of my
heart’s choice—well, no matter.”

He rolled up the map and handed it to
Bardon.

“Study it carefully. It will still be dark
when we advance against Celestia and you
will need to know your ground thoroughly.
I will be busy from now on and will be
with the ground party in the battle. If I
do not find time to see you again before
you start—"

Their hands met in warm clasp across
the table.

Occasionally, even during the most
crowded hours of the next thirty-six, Bar-
don found time to think of Oceania. Rath-
er the thought of Oceania and the picture
of a delightful combination of gray eyes
fringed with black, would intrude on the
most crowded hour whether Bardon had
time to day-dream or not.

He worried a little about her, too.
Though the Maternal Zone was not in the
immediate vicinity of the battlefield, still
it was not far away, and even the master’s
assurances that only the Air Class would
suffer, did not satisfy Bardon that the
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At the head of his column of planes,
Bardon swept on across the city and turned
in a great circle, heading back.

The Air City was dark now, except for
the flash of the bombs. Evidently the
Board, in a desperate effort to avoid com-
plete destruction, had thrown off the light-
ing system.

Bardon knew there were a few small-
bore rifles of lunar metal among the regu-
lators, used to bring down Grounders who
from time to time broke through the zone
lines. He heard some of these rifles going
into action on his left in a quick fusillade.

A group of regulator planes, the pilots
showing the familiar maroon uniform, ap-
peared from that direction out of the dark-
ness. Headed by an Air Chief, thev plunged
into the midst of the attacking force and
were swallowed up immediately.

One of them, swooping down upon Bar-
don, thrust the muzzle of a lunar metal
rifle almost into Bardon’s face. Before the
regulator had time to fire a Grounder’s ship
rammed the regulator’s plane in the center
and both disappeared.

Bardon was over the center of the city
again now. He released his second missile.
In the flash of its bursting he caught sight
of the vast landing place, littered with fig-
ures in Grounder-blue and the dark red
silk of the regulators among the crumpled
planes.

He swung upward and waited while his
men passed beneath, their dropping bombs
lighting up the night in a flickering roar.

Then, as suddenly as it started, the bom-
bardment stopped. It would be time for
the master and his ground party to reach
the Air City.

Bardon frowned over the side of his
ship, hoping nothing had gone wrong with
the elevators. It might have occurred to
the air people to cut off the power running
these when they threw off the lights. It
seemed ages instead of seconds to Bardon.

What if the death-belt had not really
been suspended?

The broad landing place a thousand feet
below him glowed brightly as the lights
went on again. Figures in maroon and yel-
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low were running about like ants whose
hills had been disturbed. Ships of all kinds
were being filled with a panicky throng in
a futile effort to escape from the doomed
city. Out from the entrances to the supply
elevators, carrving everything before them
in a blue flood. came the hordes of Ground-
ers. Bardon could hear their shouting voices
—a deafening, menacing roar of victory.

On every side his men were dropping
swiftly to the landing place. He reached
for the red lever before him, waiting a
moment for the planes beneath to get clear
before he descended.

Out of the blackness above him a
freighter appeared dropping slowly toward
the landing place, now filled with the blue
army that was pouring through the city.

Bardon had no time to avoid the colli-
sion and the pilot of the freighter, who
had probably come from a zone across the
sea, seemed to bave lost his head com-
pletelv at the sight of the Grounders in
possession of Celestia. The freighter was
swinging in a huge circle and slowing up,
canted over partly so that the railing and
open trapdoor were beneath. The pilot win-
dow was deserted.

Even a slow descent was sufficient,
though, to send Bardon head over heels
from his cockpit with the impact of the
heavy ship against his tiny craft. He pulled
sharply at the lever, felt himself start
downward, and then the metal side of the
freighter crashed into the cylinder above
Bardon’s head.

He grasped the railing of the freighter
deck just in the nick of time. His plane
whirled out of sight, and he hung sus-
pended in mid-air.

"He held on with every ounce of strength
while the freighter returned to an even
keel, and thea flung himself over the rail.
It took him a second or two to recover his
wits after the scare, and in that second or
two the pilot appeared in the doorway
and grappled with Bardon, bending him
backward in an effort to throw him over
the side. .

He was a bigger man than Bardon, and
active. He must have concluded that his
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case was hopeless if taken prisoner by the
Grounders, to allow his ship to careen
downward and forward out of control that
way.

Bardon fought to release the sinewy grip
on his throat, struck at the face that
gleamed above him, even while he saw,
with his head twisted backward, the gray
metal wall of the Central House show up
directly in front of the rushing freighter.

CHAPTER XI
PROFESSOR BARDON HAS A RELAPSE

ASSOCIATE Professor Bardon wriggled

his neck around carefullv to make sure
he was still intact and blinked at the wor-
ried face of Alpheus Corr,

“All right now, are you?” Corr asked.
“Had a rather difficult time with vou just
then. But I guess you're back to normalcy
again. Feel all right?”

Bardon sat up, felt the bandage on his
forehead and looked around at the familiar
furniture of his room at College Arms.

“I'm a bit hazy,” he muttered. “That
fight T had with the pilot of the freighter—
over Celestia—"

Alpheus Corr’s worried frown returned.
“Now look here, Phil, snap out of it. We
don’t want the doctor in again. He needs
some sleep after your monkey shines last
night. If you think you were fighting over
Celestia, whoever she may be—"

“What happened?” Bardon asked feebly.

“Last night? Why, you climbed out onto
the roof shouting ‘Down with Celestia’ or
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sumething and we got you back in bed
again. You pretty nearly scared the life
out of a co-ed who lives in the house next
door, shouting that you wanted to Kkill
some bird name P-sixteen!”

“P-fifteen,” Bardon corrected. “You
don’t understand. I went through a kind
of gray wall—"

“A very solid concrete gray wall,” Corr
grinned. “In fact the wall of the local
power house. And you didn't go through.
You stopped part way. Not much damage
except to your plane. I believe there are
a couple of cylinders still intact, and I
wouldn’t be surprised if you could get
enough out of the wreck to make a fair
motor cycle.”

“There—there was a girl—” Bardon
reached for a glass of water. “You know—
it seems funny—I'm not so glad I'm back
to my senses. I was in love with her, Corr
—in 2053 A. D. I'm in love with her now.
Darned nonsense you’ll probably think—”

“Phew! You take the prize, that’s what
I think. I've heard of constancy in love.
But a man who can be true to a girl for
a hundred and fif—"

Bardon was not listening.

A girl stood in the open doorway, a girl
with yellow hair and gray eyes, fringed
with black—a rare and delightful combi-
nation—and she held a notebook under her
arm,

“I thought I'd find out how he was,”
she began. “I see—"

“Qceania!” Bardon got to his feet. He
felt weak and happy and disturbed all in
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so brilliant. Tt will rise here just as the
sun does. no telling how soon. It must be
brighter than wa: expected-—and maybe
hotter.” he added with a vague uneasiness.

“Isn’t it getting very warm in here?”
said Mrs. Davis, loosening her jacket.
“Couldn’t you turn off some of the steam
heat?”

Eastwood turned it all off, for, in spite
of the open window, the room was rea'ly
growing uncomfortably close. But the
warmth appeared to come from without:
it was like a warm spring evening. and
the icicles were breaking loose from the
cornices.

OR half an hour they leaned from the

windows with but desultory conver-
sation. and below them the strcets were
black with people and whitened with up-
turned faces. The brilliant moon rose
higher, and the mildness of the night
sensibly increased.

It was after midnight when Eastwood
first noticed the reddizh flush tinging the
clouds low in the east, and he pointed it
out to his companions.

“That must be it at last,” he exclaimed,
with a thrill of vibrating excitement at
what he was going to see, a cosmic event
unprecedented in intensity.

The brightness waxed rapidly.

“By Jove, see it redden!” Davis ejacu-
lated. “It's getting lighter than day--and
hot! Whew!"

The whole eastern sky glowed with a
deepening pink that extended half round
the horizon. Sparrows chirped from the
roofs, and it looked as if the disc of the
unknown star might at any moment be
expected to lift above the Atlantic, but
it delayved long.

The heavens continued to burn with
myriad hues, gathering at last to a fiery
furnace glow on the sky line.

\Mrs. Davis suddenly screamed. An
American fag blowing freely from its
ctaff on the roef of the tall building had
all at once burst into flame.

Low in the east lay a long streak of in-
tease fire which broadened as they squinted
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with watering eyes. It was as if the edge
of the world had been heated to white-
ness.

The brilliant moon faded to a feathery
white film in the glare. There was a con-
fused outcry from the observatory over-
head, and a crash of something being
broken, and as the strange new sunlight
fell through the window the onlookers
leaped back as if a blast furnace had been
opened before them.

The glass cracked and fell inward. Some-
thing like the sun, but magnified fifty times
in size and hotness, was rising out of the
sea. An iron instrument-table by the win-
dow began to smoke with an acrid smell
of varnish.

“What the devil is this, Eastwood?”
shouted Davis accusingly.

From the streets rose a sudden, enormous
wail of fright and pain, the outcry of a
million throats at once, and the roar of a
stampede followed. The pavements were
choked with struggling, panic-stricken peo-
ple in the fierce glare, and above the din
arose the clanging rush of fire-engines and
trucks.

Smoke began to rise from several points
below Central Park, and two or three
church chimes pealed crazily.

The observers from overhead came run-
ning down the stairs with a thunderous
trampling, for the elevator man had de-
serted his post.

“Here, we've got to get out of this,”
shouted Davis, seizing his wife by the
arm and hustling her toward the door.
“This place’ll be on fire directly.”

“Hold on. You can't go down into that
crush on the street,” Eastwood cried, try-
ing to prevent him.

But Davis broke away and raced down
the stairs. half carrying his terrified wife.
Eastwood got his back against the door in
time to prevent Alice from following them.

“There's nothing in this building that
will burn, Miss Wardour,” he said as
calmly as he could. “We had better stay
here for the present. It would be sure
death to get involved in that stampede
below. Just listen to it.”
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THE READERS’ VIEWPOINT

truly a masterpiece in its own right. Every
issue is just like a dream to me. I have noth-
ing but. my heartiest congratulations to the
publishers of this magazine. I am a fantasy fan
and collector—have been for ten years—and if
this magazine keeps on the way it has . . .
well, words fail me.

I can only think of two requests, to make
this wonderful dream come true.

1. Run this magazine weekly or at least
twice a month, with at least three serials.

2. Use only old stories.

Keep on with this type of stories and your
magazine will always be famous.
' RaLrPH BRrOWN.
WoopsINE, Iowa

*“The Blind Spot™ Tops

I have just finished the March issue of your
magazine, Fasous Faxrtastic MysTeries. The
story, “The Blind Spot” is supreme, one of my
favorites. I had read it a few years ago and
knew I liked it, but have forgotten the details
of the story. so it's all ncw, and I'll say again,
it's tops in stories. Next best is “The Planet
Juggler." Please print more stories on this
order. It was wonderful.

“Bomb from Beranga” was quite good. Then
“Conquest of the Moon Pool.” I did not carc
for the stories. “The Belated Tears,” of Louis
Marcel or “The Place of Monsters.” I like
your idea of telling which stories the readers
liked the best. My choice is as follows: “The
Girl in the Golden Atom,” “The Blind Spot,”
“The Radio Man,” “The Planet Juggler,”
“The Moon Pool,” “The Moon Metal,” “The
Radiant Enemies,” “The World in the Bal-
ance,” “Who Is Charles Avison?”, “On the
Brink of 2000, “The Man Who Saved the
Earth,” “Son of the Stars.” “The Plunge of the
Knupien.” '

(MRrs.) KATHERINE MARCUSSON.
32 E. Congress St.,
DetrotT, MICH.

Likes Austin Hall

Of course, F. F. M. has more than excelled
the idealistic expectations of its many readers.
Here is a brief commentary on the last two
issues.

The cover, though disappointing in size, was
very good and Finlay at his best.

“The Blind Spot” starts off with an air of
mystery that just leaves an ache in me for that
next issue to come along. Concerning this; as
much as the market is now flooded with fanta.
mags, and as much as I hate serials, I do wish
F. F. M. might go semi-monthly. Twice a
month would lessen that lfong, too long, wait of
thirty days, and many serial dodgers will be
converted. And we all realize that these great
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stories could be nothing else but serials because
of length. I believe Austin Hall to be the most
gifted author you have so far presented, with
“Almost Immortal,” “The Man Who Saved the
Earth” and half of “The Blind Spot” to his il-
lustrious credit. Are those Paul drawings some
of his old work? If not, his work for you is
much better than it is in any other publication
now.

One new tale a month is a very good idea,
as the two so far have proved. Give artist credit
line. )

CuarLes HiLpey,
2541 Aqueduct Ave.,
New York Crty.

Merritt Still Best

I am very much pleased with No. 6 (Mar.)
issue of F. F. M. Considering Munsey publica-
tions only, there is an enormous store-house of
fantasy fiction available for F. F. M. Some of it
is outstanding: much of it is very good; some
is, without doubt, poor. So far, fully half of the
stories published belong in the top group; very
few in the last. Moreover, every issue has been
better than the preceding, and that statement
applies to the current number.

“The Conquest of the Moon Pool” still rates
highest with me, mainly because of its beauty.
“The Blind Spot” is also very good.

[ enjoyed “The Planet Juggler,” partly be-
cause of the utterly naive astronomical con-
cepts. Imagine having to dodge a constcllation,
the component stars of which, however they
may appear, are many light years apart. Or
“approaching” the milky way—actually, the far-
ther you traveled toward any point in the milky
way, the dimmer, less thickly strewn it would
become in front of you, and the more bril-
liant it would become behind you. The story
had a breath-taking sweep. however, which
was magnificent.

“Bomb from Beranga” was a good story,
well written by an author who has written
some very fine Sc. Fiction in other mags.
The plot is not particularly new, but it was
well handled.

“A Place of Monsters” also is splendidly
written—beats anything of its type I have
read in many years.

“The DBelated Tears™ of Louis Marcel is a
type of story I have seldom read. Very well
done. There is little to choose between the
last three stories named.

I am not sure I like the change in cover,
but certainly, I like the fine bit of work done
on it by Finlay. His inside illustrations are
still tops, although Paul’'s work for “The
Planet Juggler.” is excellent

.D. B. TrOMPSON.
3136 “Q” St.,

LiNncoLN, NEBR.
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